
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bred by the Boss

________________________

Baby Breeders Session 2

Cassi Hart


Published by: Cheeky Publishing LLC

First Edition

Copyright © 2023 Cassi Hart– All rights Reserved.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the copyright owner. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication / use of the trademarks is not authorized, associated with or sponsored by the trademark owners. For any permission requests email cassi@cassihartromance.com

***

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any similarity to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


Free Book for You

[image: A book cover with a person on it  Description automatically generated]

Be the first to know about new releases, join my list.


You know what they say about Revenge. But, this bad boy is suddenly trying to remember what he’s been so mad about. Cheers! 


Thank you for your support, enjoy! 

[image: ]


Contents:

Free Book for You

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Epilogue

Up Next…

Baby Breeder Series 2 Books

Other Books by Cassi

Free Book

About the Author


Prologue

Connor

I shouldn’t be here.

There are about a billion things that need my attention. I barely have the time to do what I need to do as it is. But the second I laid eyes on her photograph, I knew I had to see her for myself. I just didn’t expect to end up in this neighborhood, considering how wealthy I know her father to be.

Makes sense that he would hide her somewhere no one would think to look.

As I make my way through the streets of the run-down neighborhood, I question the intel I received on my target’s whereabouts. It might make sense for Robert to hide her here where she wouldn’t be found, but the man I know wouldn’t get caught dead in a place like this. I feel the unevenness beneath my feet as I step on the cracked pavement, my nose wrinkling in disgust at the heavy scents of urban decay.

It brings back painful memories, ones I’d rather forget. It reminds me of the life I was forced to live after Robert’s betrayal, but it only spurs me on. My revenge is at stake. I can’t let it slip from my fingers just because of some discomfort.

I notice a few weary-eyed people lurking on the street corners watching me, questioning why someone in such a nice car would deign to drive through their neighborhood. I get it. I was in their shoes once. Feeling lost, abandoned, wary of the world. When the world gets you down, it really lays you low.

In my case, I was lucky. Even though Robert fucked me over, I was able to claw my way back up and get my life back and then some. I’ve never lost a fight, and the fight I had to endure for my survival was just the same. These people have probably never had the chance to fight, let alone try to thrive.

When I finally reach my destination, I can feel my pulse quicken. The distant sounds of shouting and sirens from emergency vehicles only adds to the eerie feeling this place has, but it doesn’t put me off. I’m determined to find her.

No one dares approach me as I stop my car and get out. This doesn’t surprise me. A guy like me doesn’t come to a place like this without clear reasons, even if no one else knows them. They probably think I’m with some crime organization or something. While that’s not the case, running a tech company doesn’t seem like it’d be that different. It’s a cutthroat industry. I learned that the hard way.

Nothing will stop me from seeing Robert’s secret daughter myself.

Maybe he thought hiding her from the world would protect her from people who wanted to hurt him. People like myself, with nothing but the desire to see justice enacted. I’m sure he didn’t expect someone from his past to keep up the search like this, but I would have kept looking until I took my last breath if that’s how long it took.

Even so, I can’t help the sneaking suspicion at the back of my head that the private investigator I hired to find her fed me the wrong information. Robert’s a wild card and he’s unpredictable, but this destitute neighborhood is just not his style. Did he really think hiding her in a place like this was wise?

I’m probably giving the man too much credit.

My private investigator is the best in the business, and he hasn’t given me a reason not to trust him, not yet at least, so I press forward.

The laundromat is dilapidated, like everything else around here. The neon sign above the door flickers, casting an eerie glow on the worn-out façade. I slip my phone out of my pocket to get a quick look at the girl’s photo one last time. I can feel my blood pressure rise as I think about how much I’ll enjoy using her for my plan.

The thrill of the hunt makes my head swim as I pocket my phone and start to walk up the sidewalk. When I look in the laundromat’s windows, I see that the place is packed with people doing their laundry, but I don’t see her. I was told she would be working today, but I don’t see the face that has become as familiar as my obsession with taking Robert down.

For the first time, I wonder if this is a fool’s chase. Did they somehow get word that I was looking? Did they catch wind of my plan? Has this all been for nothing before I got the chance to really set anything in motion?

Suddenly, a side door opens.

At the sight of my target, every drop of blood in my body begins to rush south, instantly hardening my cock. I stand rooted to the spot, ignoring my achingly hard erection as I watch the young woman walk into the large space.

There’s a tired smile on her plush lips, but it doesn’t quite meet her eyes. Her blond hair is tied up in a messy bun at the top of her head and I long to pull the hair elastic away, to tangle my fingers around her locks and make her look at me. To take control of her in ways I’ve only dreamed of.

Noelle Peterson. Age twenty-two. Hard to locate, but hard to miss once you see her. The photos don’t do her justice.

She’s the daughter of my enemy, and the perfect target for enacting my revenge. Robert used me for his own ends and then dumped me on the street. It’s time to do the same, but not to him. No, it’s his daughter that I’ll use to take him down. The lust I feel will only make it that much sweeter.

It’s still surprising, however, that a cretin like Robert managed to have a daughter so beautiful. Then again, the man’s charming. That’s how he works. Men like him get what they want by being so disarmingly charming you forget who you’re talking to, so I’m sure that’s how he managed to woo her mother. Poor woman died a few years ago, according to my investigator. He didn’t have any more info about her, but I’m sure it’s been hard for Noelle, and maybe even Robert.

I push the little pang of curiosity down. Now’s not the time to start getting sentimental. I came here with the sole mission of confirming what I was told, and I’ve confirmed it.

Robert’s hiding his secret daughter in this run-down neighborhood. He has all the resources to stash her in a foreign country with the best security money can buy, but he’s hidden her here instead. In plain sight.

All the better for me. There’s no one around to protect his precious little girl from the dangers of the world. That means I get to pluck her from this place and use her. It’ll be easier than I could have ever imagined. Now I just have to wait for everything to fall into place.

My phone vibrates in my pocket. I pull it out and see that I’ve got a message from my assistant, telling me I’m late for a meeting. I send a quick text back to tell her that I’m on my way. When I look back up, through the grimy windows of the laundromat, I find Noelle staring right back at me.

Everything around us disappears.

Our gazes lock together, like I’m the car and she’s the deer caught in my headlights. Even with the glass and the distance between us, there’s an intensity here that I’ve never felt before. I’m not sure how much time passes, but suddenly, she breaks away as someone taps her on the shoulder to ask a question.

Irritated, I turn back to my car, unlock it, and settle into the driver’s seat.

The lust I’m feeling is fine, it’ll help with my plan. But the underlying curiosity, the desire to know more about her … That doesn’t serve me at all. It could muddy the waters and distract me from my goal.

I’ve never experienced anything like it before. For a moment, I’m almost annoyed that I have to use her for my plan instead of pursue her like a decent gentleman. I sigh to myself as I start my car. I’ve waited long enough for my revenge, I’m not going to let a pretty face or a plush body get in my way now.

I will destroy her father. Just like he tried to destroy me.

The difference is that I’ll succeed where he failed.

As I pull away from the laundromat, I send a voice memo to my assistant, asking her to make a call for me to the private security firm I have on retainer for my home and business. I want someone discreet to keep tabs on Noelle for me, to keep her safe while I start putting things in motion. While this has been a part of my plan since I first found out where she was living and working, now that I’ve seen her, there’s an urge within me to keep her safe, in spite of my plans to use her. I don’t want to admit it’s there, but it is. For now, I don’t care to examine my motives.

Seeing her for myself changes nothing. Sure, she’s gorgeous and soft and the sight of her fills me with lust, but she’s just a tool for me. A pawn. She’s the key to success in my plan for revenge against her father, but nothing more.

I will convince myself of that.


Chapter One

Noelle

I breathe out a tired sigh as I scrub away at the stubborn stains on the shirt, the rhythmic hum of the washing machine filling the air and blending in with the catchy beat of the music playing on the radio. The laundromat, with its fluorescent lights and the scent of detergent, always feels oddly comforting to me.

Lost in my own world, I find solace in the mundane tasks. It’s a slow day and as much as my boss hates slow days, I tend to find comfort away from the chaos the weekend brings. It’s selfish, but the undistracted time allows me to think of him.

I haven’t stopped thinking about the man I saw outside the laundromat a few weeks ago. Sometimes I think I imagined him, but the memory feels too real for it to have been a dream of some kind. When I saw him, standing there, looking at me intently like that, the world stopped.

I know that he was real, but I often wonder if he was actually looking at me. It sure felt like it, but maybe it’s just wishful thinking on my part. I’m not much to look at, and I know for a fact that I looked worn out and tired on that day, because I was. Honestly, I usually am, anymore. But that hasn’t stopped me from wondering for the past few weeks if I’d see him again.

It’s a dangerous line of thought for me and I know it.

I stopped wishing for someone to show up and carry me out of this hellhole long ago. I used to think about it all the time as a teenager. I always pictured a knight in shining armor showing up at our apartment and carrying my mother and I away from this place.

Reality hit fast when my mother died.

Now that it’s just me, I can’t afford to entertain delusions. If I’m going to get out of here, it’ll be because I did it myself, without the help of a random handsome stranger I saw once a few weeks ago.

A sudden commotion breaks through my thoughts and shatters the quiet atmosphere. Startled, I look up to see a customer frantically searching for something, their urgency evident. Curiosity piqued, I pause my cleaning and cautiously approach.

My boss had once warned me against approaching customers unless they directly asked for help, but this poor woman seems concerned about something and no one else is paying attention. Hell, someone even walks right past her, knocking her basket to the ground with their elbow, and doesn’t even stop to apologize.

I rush forward, leaning down to start picking her laundry up and throwing it back into the basket but she barely notices me, looking around with panic written all over her face.

“Ma’am, are you okay?” I finally ask her.

“My purse,” she cries. “Someone took my purse. I placed it here to load up the washer and now I can’t find it!” 

Oh.

Oh no.

I stare at the woman pitifully, unsure how to comfort her. This neighborhood isn’t exactly the safest and the fact that the laundromat is here at all speaks for itself. I want to comfort the woman and assure her that she’ll find her purse but if it really is gone, it’s long gone.

“Where did you say you left it,” I ask anyway, hoping that she just dropped it and that by some miracle, we’ll find it.

“Right here,” she says pointing at an empty space. “I don’t have any other money for laundry. Everything was in there.”

I bite my lip. I want to help her, I really do. But after working at the laundromat for well over five years, I’ve met my share of people pretending they’ve lost money at the laundromat, hoping to get someone to give them money. I’ve had to get smart so I don’t have someone take advantage of me, but I also know how hard it gets for the people who come here. At the end of the day, some people really do need help, and the terrified look on this woman has me slipping my hand into my jeans, drawing a few bills from my back pocket to hand to her.

“Here, use this,” I say, offering her the money. “If I find your purse while cleaning later, I’ll keep it safe for you.”

The older lady tears up when her eyes meet mine. “Are you sure?”

“Of course,” I say with a smile. “Please, just use the money. You can pay me back later.”

The woman takes the cash with a grateful look on her face and I turn around to go back to doing my tasks. Before I can even look at my list, however, another loud noise has me whipping around in panic, expecting to find another customer experiencing some trouble. What I see instead has my stomach roiling with unease.

Little scares me anymore after what I’ve had to endure being on my own. My dad left my mom and I when I was younger, and then my mom died a few years ago, after a long and harrowing medical battle, though I think her lingering heartbreak over my father made it worse. When she died, I was left with nothing. You have to be tough around here, and I haven’t let shit get to me. Not with all the things I’ve been through. I can barely afford to exist, let alone think of leaving. There are only a few people who make me truly think about trying to get out of here, and one of them just walked into the building.

“There you are my sweet Noelle!”

Fuck my life …

I back up a step, biting back a whimper when my elbow smacks the corner of a washer. “Splinter, hi.”

I don’t know how he got his nickname, but it fits him too well. The tall, lanky man has earned the fear he elicits. No one crosses him if they know what’s good for him. I was young and stupid when I did, and I’m still paying for it, both literally and figuratively. When my mother fell ill a few years ago, but there still looked like there was some hope, we were having a hard time paying her medical bills. In my desperation, I turned to a loan shark, and I’ve rued my choice since.

Splinter had felt harmless at the time, but I was an idiot for thinking he gave a shit about me or my dying mother. Instead, every penny I send his way is a reminder that my mother still died, even with medical treatment. He’s ruthless about getting his payments, and doesn’t give a damn about anything but his bottom line. It’ll take me years to pay off the loan, but it’s better than the alternative.

“Are you not happy to see me?” Splinter says, approaching me with that crooked, unsettling smile of his. I notice that the customers in the laundromat step out of his way. One even sees him and leaves the laundromat entirely. “I’m almost always happy to see you, my darling.”

“I—”

As he gets closer, his voice drops to a near-whisper. “You’re late for your payment this month, Noelle. You know I don’t like that.”

“It’s been a slow month—”

Splinter kicks a basket of clothes across the room, and I hate myself for flinching, but at least I don’t whimper or scream. I will not give him that satisfaction. His watery eyes narrow on me for a second before he lets out a chuckle. “You’re lucky I like you, or I might’ve sent one of my boys over. But no, you’re a special client of mine, aren’t you?”

I hold back the nausea that rises up my throat as he runs his eyes suggestively over me. Over the past few years, he’s made suggestions about other things I could do to erase my debt aside from paying him, but I won’t ever stoop that low. I may be destitute but I’ve still got a little dignity left.

“I’ll get the money to you by next week,” I say carefully, hoping he takes my word for it. My time with him is running out and I know it. Soon he may actually start making a more obvious move on me, but I’m going to keep stalling as long as I can.

I have to. I have no other choice.

“No. Friday,” he says, running his tongue over his lips.

“What? That’s just two days away!” I grit out. My stomach twists as I start to think through how I could possibly make that happen. There’s no way.

“You should be thankful I’m even giving you that much time. Get me my money by Friday or I’m not going to be nice about offering you a break again.”

He takes a step closer, but someone suddenly slides between us. I realize with horror that it’s the older woman, the one who was panicking about losing her purse. Splinter recoils instantly, taken aback by the fact that someone has the guts to get between him and his prey. He glares down at her. “Excuse me, lady, I’m trying to conduct business here.”

“You already threatened her, I think you’ve made your point. Leave the poor girl alone!”

Splinter opens his mouth to say something, but his phone starts ringing loudly in his pocket. He takes a deep breath and pulls his phone out with an annoyed growl, but it must be important because he swears to himself.

“Friday,” he warns me before walking outside to answer the call.

I watch him leave, stooping and tossing anyone who dares look at him a crooked smirk. No one says a word as the door swings shut behind him, but everyone seems to let out a breath once he’s gone. Soon, they’re all back to whatever they were doing when he first appeared, like he was never there at all.

My legs are shaking as I force myself to move towards a chair plopped in the corner. It’s not until I’m seated that the reality of his threat hits me. Friday is only two days away, and his patience with me is gone. I have to figure out how to come up with a big chunk of the thousands of dollars I owe him, or he’s going to—

I startle when I feel someone pat my shoulder. Before I can panic, my eyes settle on the face of the older woman I helped earlier.

“Hey, are you okay?” she asks.

No. I’m scared.

“Yes,” I murmur, offering her a shaky smile.

“You don’t look okay. He shouldn’t threaten you like that. Do you want me to call the police for you?”

“No!” I hiss, which draws a few glares my way. I offer an apologetic glance to the other customers before turning to the woman. Clearly, she’s new to the neighborhood. “You don’t call the cops around here unless there’s been a murder. even then, you mind your business.”

“What he’s doing is clearly illegal.”

“It could’ve been a lot worse.”

I’ve seen it go a lot worse. I can get Splinter off my back if I just figure out how to cover this month’s installment. Maybe I can get a loan from my boss to cover it and pick up more shifts to pay him back. Anything to keep me safe.

The woman regards me with a long look before clicking her tongue. “Girls like you shouldn’t be working in a shithole like this,” she says. “How about this, my niece recently got an interview for a job, basically already had the job, just had to go through the hoops. But she just found out she’s pregnant, so her plans have changed. You should go in her stead.”

I perk up, eyes wide and heart hammering with anticipation. I could use any extra money I can get. “What kind of job is it?”

“Housekeeping. I have to imagine the pay’s better than what you earn here. Not much, maybe, but enough to help you cover your bills. Plus, the listing says the owner provides other benefits, like health insurance …”

I can feel myself starting to hope, against my better judgment, but it’s all I’ve got right now. It won’t get me the money I need for Friday, but it can help me cover future months. It gets me closer to getting my loan from him paid off. It’s a start. It’s something.

“Are you sure your niece will be okay with me going to the interview in her place?”

“When she learns what you did for me today, I have no doubt about it.”

I smile up at her, my heart warming. “When’s the interview?”

“Today.”

My stomach plummets. I have to work my shift for another couple of hours. There’s no way I’ll have time to clean up here and get to wherever the interview is, but I can’t let this chance just pass me by. “Do you think they would let me reschedule it? I’m not sure I can get the rest of my shift covered.”

“The job’s in uptown, at one of those fancy houses.”

I can feel a chill trickle down my spine at her revelation. That’s a really wealthy part of the city. While it’s not as far away from this neighborhood as the suburbs are, it’s miles away in terms of access. Especially for someone like me, with nothing to my name but debt.

Christ, this feels too good to be true. I am half afraid to believe her.

“Do you want the job?”

More than anything in the world. A job like that could sort out all my troubles. It could get me out of here, give me a chance to pay off my debt. Living like that, without owing anyone anything … It’d be like having a fresh start.

It’s what my mom would have wanted for me.

I bite my lip and look around the little laundromat. It’s been as much of a safe haven as I could have ever hoped for over the past five years. That’s when I realize that I want to leave. I want to take a chance on getting the hell out of here. I might never have this opportunity again.

“I want the job,” I say firmly, meeting the older lady’s kind eyes.

“Then you should go for it. I’ve got a good feeling about this for you.” She presses a piece of paper into my hands with the information I need for the interview. “Your new boss is waiting.”

Before I can talk myself out of it, I untie my work apron from my waist and pull out my phone to dial Lenny’s number.

It’s time I stopped waiting for my knight to come to rescue me and rescue myself instead. 


Chapter Two

Connor

When I got the call from my contact, the one keeping tabs on Noelle, I was floored.

It’s not that I didn’t have faith in my plan, I just didn’t expect it to go so smoothly. I’m all about anticipating hitches and bumps. Nothing ever goes quite according to plan.

Noelle took the bait. According to my informant when I talked to them perhaps an hour ago, she said that Noelle was headed here for an interview. And now I’m looking at her through the tiny camera I have at the gate stretched across my driveway.

It’s too good to be true, except it’s not.

It’s not that the interview or the position it’s helping me fill is fake—I do actually need a house cleaner—it’s just that she’s not going to be here just to clean, not if I have anything to do with it. If my plan continues to go smoothly, I’ll be able to get close with her. A little bit of charm, a smidgeon of seduction, and soon I’ll have her vulnerable.

That’s when I’ll destroy her. And with her destruction, her father will be mired in scandal, humiliated, and exposed for the leech he is.

But as I look at the woman standing outside my gate, contemplating whether to ring the bell or not, the hardened anger I feel tries to soften. There’s something about her that I find so enticing, it’s almost disarming. But it’s not enough to make me forget about the vengeance I’ve sought against her father for nearly a decade.

Does she know she’s about to meet with a man who wants to destroy her? Is she ready to come face to face with the man who will stop at nothing to destroy the man she calls father? My ruthless reputation precedes me in my business dealings, but does she know that it has a part in everything I do?

I watch her for a moment on the security camera, taking her in. She’s dressed simply in a plain dress that goes down to her knees, and she keeps straightening the neckline and brushing her hands over the skirt. She’s probably nervous. She doesn’t know that the job is already hers, she just had to show up.

After a moment, I instruct my assistant to buzz her in, and watch her disappear from the security camera’s view as the front gate slides open to let her pass.

My skin prickles with anticipation as I count the seconds that pass, willing my heartrate to return to normal. For weeks, I’ve been haunted by the sight of her, wondering what it would be like to have her under me and wrapped around my cock. Something about her just floods me with base instinct. I can’t deny that it’ll make it easier to see my plan through, but it’s the protective, possessive urge underneath it all that worries me.

I don’t have time for feelings. I have to be cold and calculated about all of this. I have to ignore the fact that she’s awoken feelings I’ve never felt before.

Finally, there’s a knock at my home office door, and my assistant pokes her head in. “Mr. Holmes, your three o’clock is here.”

I nod at her as I stand at my desk. “Send her in.”

Noelle’s black dress is more sinful than the security camera let on. It fits her like a glove, like it could be a size too small in all the right ways. Each and every one of the curves around her waist and breasts is accentuated perfectly. My mouth waters as I steel myself to greet her as the cold tech tycoon I’m supposed to appear as.

“Noelle, right?” I ask her as I round my desk to shake her hand.

She nods and shakes my hand firmly. “Sir,” she greets me. After weeks of wondering what she sounds like, I still find myself unprepared for the way my body reacts to her voice. I just want to pounce on her, but I can’t. Not just yet.

“Please, sit,” I say, nodding to one of the chairs across the desk from mine as I take my seat. Normally I try to be a little more casual with the people who come to my office, but I can’t risk sitting so close to her right now, not when I’m fighting getting an erection like I am. I’m glad for the distance my desk provides. It helps remind me of my objective.

Her eyes are wide, perhaps shock, perhaps curiosity. Almost like she didn’t expect someone like me to be the person conducting the interview. She composes herself after a few moments and says, “Thank you for having me, Mr. Holmes. I’m Noelle Peterson, I heard about this interview through someone where I currently work.”

Right. The security company informant did an excellent job planting the seed I needed her to plant. I’ll have to see if I can get her a tip through the company, or maybe wire her something off the books. What was the story she told me she’d use again?

“Yes, well, her niece was a promising candidate. I was sorry to lose the chance to have her here.”

I watch as the young woman straightens uneasily in her seat. I imagine she’s risking a lot, just being here. The urge to soothe away her worries washes over me. It’s almost harder to fight than the aching desire to bend her over my desk and take her like she’s already mine.

“Do you want anything to drink? Water, coffee?” I offer.

“No,” she says, running her hands over the skirt of her dress. It’s only when I look closer that I see they’re just barely trembling.

“Then I’ll cut to the chase,” I say, my gaze connecting with hers. “My housekeeper quit a few weeks ago with little warning. I have yet to find a suitable replacement, but I need a new one to start immediately.”

“Of course.” Noelle straightens, folding her hands in her lap as she gives me a direct, no-nonsense look. “I’m available to start immediately.”

“Great. Do you have anything or anyone in your life that would prevent you from doing this job to the best of your abilities?” I ask. I pull a stack of papers from the top drawer of my desk and slide them across the desk to her.

“No,” she says softly as she takes the papers and starts to look over them. “No family, no significant other. It’s just me.”

No mention of her asshole father. Odd.

I nod at the paperwork in her hands. “Excellent. That has everything in it from your responsibilities and salary to all the benefits you can expect. The contract is in the very back. I’ll give you a few minutes to read through it.”

She stares at me like she can’t make sense of what’s happening. Her brow furrows, but I can’t make sense of her expression. “That’s it? You aren’t going to ask me any more questions?”

“I won’t waste our time by asking mundane questions. This will either work, or it won’t.”

It will. I can feel it in my bones that this will work. Everything’s going according to plan.

“Alright,” Noelle finally nods. “When can I start?.”

“I meant what I said when I said immediately. You can move into the old housekeeper’s room today—”

“Old room?” She tenses immediately, eyes wide once more. “You want me to live here? In this house? With you?”

“Yes,” I say flatly, trying to keep my cool façade up. Aside from the fact that it’s not uncommon for people of my means to have live-in housekeepers, it’s essential that she live here for the plan to work. “Is that going to be an issue? Living here?”

“No. It’s nothing like that. I just had no idea that was in the job description.”

“It is. It’s on page five.”

Noelle nods, turning to scan the page I mentioned. She nods to herself, as if she missed it the first time when she skimmed through it. I can see the moment she sees the salary, because she freezes, her mouth dropping open as it hits her.

I’d given the number a lot of thought and decided to raise the salary to something of an exorbitant number. I needed it to be an offer she couldn’t refuse. She says nothing, however, as she scans through the rest of the contract. I don’t interrupt her as she finishes reading the whole thing, but before long, she places the papers back on my desk.

“I’m afraid I can’t accept this job, sir,” she says evenly, her eyes firmly fixed on me.

My brow furrows. What?

“Is the pay not enough? Or is the job too much for you?”

“The opposite. Housekeeping is manageable for me. But the pay seems disproportionate, even with a house this big. I’d be getting paid more in a month than I earned in a year in my previous job.”

“Most people wouldn’t complain about something like that.”

“Forgive my rudeness, but it just feels like there’s more to the job than you’ve included in the contract.”

Ah. Smart girl.

I lean back in my seat with a sigh. Her gaze drops from my eyes, perhaps to my lips, but she refocuses so quickly that I can’t be sure. “The pay is to make up for my personality,” I explain. “I have a reputation for being demanding of my employees, even the ones who work in my home.”

It’s not exactly a lie, but it’s not really the truth. I am demanding, but I also reward as much as I demand. I like to make sure those who work with me know that I value them and their loyalty.

I watch Noelle as the wheels turn in her head and decide to throw her another bone. “My last housekeeper was with me for only two weeks before she decided to quit.”

A fact that makes me bristle, but I can admit that we weren’t a good fit. Her departure was no fault of mine. Not everyone can handle being asked to actually do their fucking job. I can lower my standards when I need to but there still has to be a standard of work.

“As you can guess, Miss Peterson, when you get as desperate as I’m getting, you start to up the stakes a little.”

I can see the hesitation in her eyes, but she’s close to breaking. She has every right to be nervous. While she doesn’t know it, I do not have her best interests at heart. I find her gut instinct admirable, if I’m being honest. She won’t be easy to break, but it’ll make the process that much more enjoyable.

I relish the thrill of the chase.

“Okay,” Noelle finally says. “I’ll sign. Thank you for this opportunity, Mr. Holmes.”

Excellent. It’s nothing personal against her, I remind myself as I watch her sign the employment contract. She’s just the cost of doing business.

Soon, I’ll have her broken and bred.


Chapter Three

Noelle

It feels surreal.

I’m working as a housekeeper, but I’m the most financially stable I’ve ever been in my life. I’m working for a young, handsome, and successful tech business owner, and I shouldn’t feel safe like I do here, but I feel safer than I’ve ever felt. I’m a world away from my cramped, run-down apartment and my very public-facing laundromat job. I live in a house with a tall fence and a gate in a neighborhood with its own security. I was able to sleep without worrying that a loan shark or some other threat would come knocking.

It’s all so strange to me, but I’m not about to complain.

It’s been a few days since I started. I haven’t let my guard down completely, but I’ve still been able to relax in a way I haven’t been able to in years. Even after doing an internet search on my new boss—he’d seemed so oddly familiar to me for some reason—I’m still not concerned. Connor Holmes is an up-and-coming tech CEO in a burgeoning market, but I don’t really worry about him too much. It sounds like he’s well respected by his peers and his employees, and his assistant seems to like working for him in a very professional way. Plus, he’s not around a lot, so I haven’t had to worry about him making a pass at me.

And when he is around, he barely speaks to me at all.

“Miss Peterson.”

I start when I hear his voice for the first time today.

So much for not being spoken to, I guess.

I turn from my spot at the kitchen counter to greet him. “Good morning, Mr. Holmes.”

It’s everything I can do to keep myself from staring at him. Today he’s wearing a suit that he’s clearly had tailored to fit his tall, muscular body to perfection. He’s styled his hair and trimmed his stubble, making him look devastating and debonair, but not so clean cut he seems stiff. The effect is breathtaking. I force myself to swallow as I turn back to the counter.

Good housekeepers don’t get intimate thoughts about their bosses. It’s not like I’ve never been attracted to anyone, it’s just … I’ve never been attracted to someone like this before.

I’ve never wanted them to touch me like I want Mr. Holmes to touch me.

I can feel my boss’s gaze on me as I try to stay focused on cutting fruit. I push down the feelings, but it’s not as easy as I want it to be. I just got this job—I’m not about to lose it because I developed a crush on my boss.

“Can I get you anything?” I finally ask over my shoulder.

I watch as he tucks his hands into the pockets of his suit pants, and the movement makes me swallow and look back down at my work.

“I need you to pick up my dry cleaning either today or tomorrow. I’ve got an important event to attend next week, and my tux was in the last round my assistant took, but she’s going to be busy over the next few days. I’ll have her text you the details.”

“Sounds good,” I murmur as I start to carve the stem from a strawberry.

But at my assent, he doesn’t make to move away. In fact, I can still feel his eyes on me, as if he’s trying to see right through me. It’s distracting, so much so that if he doesn’t stop, I might make a stupid mistake or—

“Ouch!” I hiss as my knife sinks into the pad of my thumb by accident. Blood begins to well up in the cut immediately, and I drop the knife and the strawberry on the counter. “Shit.”

Before I can do anything, my boss is there, taking my hand in his. He looks down at the cut as the blood starts to trickle down my thumb and onto my palm. He clicks his tongue.

“Doesn’t look too deep but—” He leans over me as he reaches for a towel and starts to wipe away the blood. “Might be a good idea to disinfect it with something.”

My heart begins to hammer. His hands are so much bigger than mine, his body towering over me as he inspects my wound. His dark eyes look down at me intently, with something I can’t identify hooding them. And he’s so close I can smell his cologne. It’s something spicy and warm, undoubtedly expensive, and it’s utterly intoxicating to me.

“Sir,” I finally make myself breathe. “It’s fine, I can—”

“Please, let’s drop the formalities. Just call me Connor,” he corrects me. “Let me help you with this.”

I’m not sure if he’s telling me to let him help me or if he’s asking, but I can’t make myself stop him either way. I don’t want him to leave my side at all, not when his fingers wrap around my wrist like that or when he presses close enough for me to feel his body heat.

After a few minutes, a quick jaunt away to find the first-aid kit, and tidy and effective disinfection of my wound, Connor leaves for work, and I’m left alone in the massive house. It’s just me and my task list now. As I start to putter around, making my way through the list, I find myself craving the feel of his body next to mine. Thankfully, all of the cleaning is pretty standard, and it’s all easy for me to do. It means I can let my mind wander to my boss.

It’s a bad idea to let myself think about him like this. I know it is. I should be focusing on doing the best job possible so that he can’t find a reason to fire me. It’s only been a few days, after all. He might not think my work is up to snuff and just hasn’t had the time to tell me.

But he had the time to help me with my thumb earlier today … So maybe there’s nothing he has to complain about yet.

A few hours later, I only have a few tasks left, and now that I know that they are, I’m dreading them.

There’s a tremble in my knees as I walk upstairs, my cleaning caddy in hand. I stop right in front of the master bedroom. Hesitation fills me. Why am I so nervous? It’s just a bedroom. Connor might seem impressive, but he’s just a man. I’ve been cleaning the little messes he leaves around all day. Why does his bedroom seem so different?

It’s not like it’ll be a mess or anything. Connor seems to be pretty clean, as far as men go. It just feels … intimate. Especially after how intensely attracted to him I felt this morning.

With my heart in my throat, I put my hand on the door knob and turn it.

It’s not a big deal. I can do this.

I don’t know what I expected, but his bedroom just seems so normal. The furnishings are elegant and the bed looks plush and comfortable, if not a little disordered from being slept in. The lighting is soft, but it doesn’t hide the few strewn garments Connor’s left here and there over the past few days. The closet door and bathroom doors are both ajar, and both of them look like they’ll need a little bit of tidying, but all in all, it just seems like a normal space used by a normal person.

Relief washes over me.

Connor’s just a normal man. He’s not special or sinister or whatever. I was getting myself worked up over nothing. Of course I felt attracted to him earlier. He’s incredibly handsome and even a little disarming, but he’s just a normal guy at the end of the day. Seeing his bedroom suite is proof of that.

Getting to work after my realization is easy. I straighten the bed, change out the pillowcases, and make sure the sheets are all tucked in right. He likes them changed every few days, but I know for a fact that it’s a tomorrow task, and not one for today. Then I move onto the bathroom, reorganizing the products on his counter, giving the toilet a quick scrub, and wiping down the glass door of the shower. Towels and discarded clothes go into a hamper, and I pick up the random things he’s left in his bedroom on my way to the closet.

While the whole space smells a little like him, his closet … it’s almost overwhelming. Instantly, my senses flood with the scent of him. It’s enough to make me almost drop the laundry hamper in my hands.

I set down the hamper and take in the space, breathing in deep as I look at the rows of neatly folded clothes, boxes of shoes, and beautiful suits. There are some items out on the floor, shoes taken out as he decided which pair to wear, worn out lounge clothes and socks left on the floor for me to pick up, but it’s still not that bad. It all just … smells like him.

Need begins to trickle through my veins and pool low in my belly.

Something about being here, in his walk-in closet, is going straight to my head. I tell myself it’s the scent of him everywhere making me go a little nuts, but it feels a little deeper than that. As I bend to pick up the discarded clothes, I find myself fighting the urge to bury my face in them and breathe in the lingering smell of his skin on them.

It’s fucked up to feel so strongly, probably, but I can’t help it. My body craves the smell.

I finally crack when I find an old hoodie of his. It’s obvious he’s had it for a while and has worn it a lot. It’s soft with age and Connor’s smell is practically knit into the fabric, I can tell. It’s rich and warm and my head swims as I practically gulp it down.

For a moment, the world disappears, and I picture him and I in the kitchen again, just like earlier today. But instead of helping me with a cut, his hands are on me for different reasons. My skin heats as I imagine his hands skating up my thighs, squeezing my breasts, pulling me close as he—

I wrench the garment away from my nose, heart pounding.

Oh god, I cannot be thinking these things about my boss. Not only is it inappropriate, it puts my future in jeopardy. I can’t afford to lose this job and the protection it offers. That’s simply not an option. And yet … I can’t get myself to put down this sweatshirt.

After a moment of thought, I carefully fold the hoodie and put it on top of the hamper, before picking up the whole thing and toting it out of the closet.

It was on the floor for a reason, so it must need to be washed, right?

As I make my way to the laundry room, however, I know that I’m just being weird and selfish. Maybe it’s inappropriate to feel like this about my boss, but that doesn’t mean I can’t keep it a secret. If I spend a few moments huffing his hoodie a little more before throwing it in the wash, he doesn’t have to know.

He can’t know.


Chapter Four

Connor

When I logged in to my home’s private security camera line, I was expecting to see the occasional glimpse of Noelle as she went about her day. I haven’t bothered to snoop on her over the past few days, but she was so … shaken after cutting her thumb open this morning. I can’t help feeling worried, even though my worry is sorely misplaced.

I have to remind myself that letting myself get close to her like this is all a part of strategy. I get close to her, make her feel safe, and that’s what leads to her eventual destruction, and then that of her father too. I just can’t help feeling like getting close to her puts my own heart in danger, too. No one’s ever drawn me in like she does, and while it’ll make seducing her much easier, eventually dumping her on the curb like I intend to will be harder.

I shrug it off as I watch her through the security camera. Now’s not the time to worry about any feelings. This stream is coming from the laundry room, and I can’t help noticing how tightly her jeans fit her as she bends to start placing things in the washer. Instantly, I can feel my cock starting to twitch with interest.

I shift in my seat, fighting the lust starting to surge through my body. Fuck, I’m just about ready to skip forward to the part where I fuck her and frame her for using me to the press, all while revealing her relationship to her father. I’ve already got the journalist lined up and everything, they’re just waiting for my call.

Over the past few days, however, my brain’s been getting very caught up in the “fucking her” part. I can’t deny that I’m eager to sink into her sinful little body, but I need to be careful and take my time. I’m a predator stalking jumpy prey. I don’t want to risk scaring her off, especially because it seems like she’s not going to bend to my will like that. Her interview made that pretty clear.

That doesn’t mean I can’t watch her though.

Finally, Noelle stands and starts to press buttons on the washer to get the load started. Just as I think she’s going to leave the room, she stops. I watch as she reaches for a piece of my clothing she left on top of the machine and pulls it close, burying her face in it.

My body tightens as I watch her shoulders move, as if she’s taking in a deep breath.

Is she … smelling my clothes?

I feel a smirk stretch across my face.

Ah, this is perfect. This little girl seems to have a thing for my cologne. Making her mine will be easier than I thought.

The beep of the intercom interrupts my thoughts as my assistant’s voice crackles to life. “Sir, your four o’clock is here.”

I hum back at her, too glued to the stream to say anything else. My mouth waters as suddenly, Noelle reaches for the hem of her t-shirt and pulls it above her head. I swallow at the sight of her skin, grainy as it might be in the low-quality picture, enthralled with the sight. She pulls the garment she smells, and that’s when I see it’s an old hoodie of mine, one that I’ve had for years. It’s huge on her, draping over shoulders and hiding the sight of her body from me. And yet, it looks perfect on her, like it was made to be stolen from me by her and her alone.

Something in me fucking snaps.

“Have my second take the meeting,” I say gruffly into my intercom, referring to my CFO. I rise from my seat, pocketing my phone before plucking my suit jacket from the back of my chair. “I’ve had something come up. Cancel all my afternoon meetings. Transfer what can’t be rescheduled to the CFO as well.”

“S-sir?” My assistant sounds confused, and I don’t blame her. This is out of character for me. We work well together because we both like a certain sort of order, but I feel anything but ordered right now. I feel an aching, lust-filled hunger unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

“Nothing to worry about, just something urgent I need to take care of,” I say to her when I exit my office and stop at her desk.

Once she nods at me, looking confused, but she gets to work with rescheduling before I even have the chance to remind her. I leave, knowing that I can trust her and my CFO to get whatever needs to be done, done.

My drive home is a blur. All I can think about is how desperately I need to claim the little woman wearing my old clothes as if she’s already mine. Darker thoughts cloud my head as I get closer. I don’t simply want to claim her, fuck her until she’s full of my seed, show the world she’s mine by getting her pregnant and swollen with my child.

As I finally pull into my home, I realize how hard I’ve become in the time since I left the office. I’m practically throbbing in my suit slacks. I don’t think my cock’s ever been this hard before, and it’s all because my housekeeper put on my fucking sweatshirt when she thought I couldn’t see.

It doesn’t take me long to find her. She’s in the kitchen, doing god knows what. All I see is the curve of her ass while she bends to look inside the refrigerator for something. When she hears something behind her—me—she straightens and turns. Her face instantly fills with alarm.

“Mr. Holmes! You’re home early!” When she sees my eyes sweep over her, she pales. Her fingers fly to the hem of my sweatshirt. She looks like she’s been caught. Fuck, I want her.

“What’s this?” I say as I stalk over to her.

“W-what are you talking about,” she stammers.

“This,” I say, pressing close to her and caging her in against the counter. My hand finds hers at the hem of the sweatshirt, enveloping it even as it shakes against my palm. I let my voice drop as I speak softly into her ear. “What’s this sweatshirt doing out here … on you?”

Her breath hitches.

“I’m so sorry,” she whispers as I pull back to look into her eyes. Tears have started to gather on her lashes. Something in my chest twists at the sight. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I’ll—”

My hand wrapped around hers tightens to keep her from running from me. Doesn’t this little girl know not to run from a stalking predator?

I step even closer, the front of my body pressing against hers. Can she feel how hard I am? How hard she’s made me? My free hand comes up and cups her face. With my thumb, I brush a tear away before it runs down her cheek.

It hits me for the first time that if she weren’t just a pawn, I could love her. If she wasn’t here because of who she is to my nemesis, I could have her in a way that doesn’t end with her humiliated in front of the world. For the first time since putting my plans into motion, I wonder if I could see my plan through without hurting her.

No. Now’s not the time to get soft. I push the thought down as my eyes trace over her face.

When I lean down to kiss her, however, it’s not hardened revenge through my head. It’s the feral urge to make her mine. To claim her for myself so that no one ever dares touch her.

As soon as my lips brush against hers, my body goes up in hot flames of need.

Noelle whimpers in my arms, her hands taking the lapels of my suit jacket and pulling me closer as she leans into the kiss. Her lips are shy at first, moving against mine with hesitation, but soon she’s just as greedy as me. I’m too far gone to think past the taste of her lips, the softness of her tongue.

I feel my cock twitch once more in my pants, and without thinking, I rut my hips against her with a soft groan.

“Feel that?” I rasp, kissing a trail down her throat. “You did that to me. Wearing my sweatshirt like you’re mine.”

A shudder wracks her body as she tips her head back to allow me access to her neck. I place open-mouthed kisses on her pulse point, snaking a hand behind her to squeeze her ass and hold her against me. “Looks so perfect on you, kitten. Can’t wait to claim this cunt, fuck you so hard you’ll feel it for days.”

“Please,” Noelle breathes, sounding every bit as wrecked as I feel. “I want that, but please, be gentle with me. I’ve never …”

I still against her as the weight of what she just said settles in my head. Is she implying that she … “Are you a virgin?” I ask, pulling away to look at her.

How did I not factor in the possibility that this girl could be untouched? Why didn’t I ever consider something like this?

Her eyes drop, as if she’s shy or ashamed. “I … I didn’t mean to put you off,” she whispers, her dazed eyes looking back up to meet mine. “I’m sorry.”

I didn’t even think my cock could grow harder than it already is. I could bend her over right now, deflower her until she’s screaming for more and more. Show her what she’s been missing, praise her for saving herself just for me to come along and ruin her for any other man that could follow.

My gut lurches at the thought of another man taking her.

No. Not an option. Noelle is mine, only mine. No other man will ever deserve a woman like her. Hell, I barely even deserve her. She’s so perfect, so sweet, so—

Fuck, I’m in over my head.

I’m getting feelings. I’m getting attached.

I can’t be getting attached, not when I still have so much in store. This new development risks everything I’ve been working toward for months, even years.

My cock throbs, as if to remind me that it’s eager to sink into something wet and warm, and that I have a demure virgin ripe and ready to be taken right in front of me. My desire is a runaway truck at this point and I feel like I’m going to combust.

“Sir—”

“It’s Connor, please,” I bark at her as I step away and run a hand through my hair, as if the gesture is anywhere close enough to making me calm down. It’s not.

Noelle looks up at me, her face dusted pink and her chest heaving as she pants. Even with how fucked out she looks, she also looks upset. “Did I say something wrong?”

“No,” I say through gritted teeth. “You did nothing wrong. I—” Fuck, how do I get out of this? “I have something I need to do.”

Nice. Real smooth, Connor.

Before she can protest, and before I can talk myself out of it, I’ve turned on my heel and stormed out of the room. I practically sprint to my bedroom, my body hot and sweaty beneath my suit with unbridled need that has nowhere to go. As soon as the door slams closed behind me, I start tearing at my clothes.

“Fuck!” I growl deeply, picturing Noelle in my bed with me as I fall to mattress and begin to stroke my cock. It’s easy to envision her wearing my sweatshirt, bouncing on my cock as it impales her tight, hot pussy. She looks down at me with lust filled eyes as her mouth opens to cry out my name. My hands are on her hips as I slam into her, even though in reality I’m slamming my hips into my hand as I fuck into my fist hard and fast. All the while I imagine her sinful voice begging me to breed her, to mark her as mine with my cum.

The thought pushes me over the edge and I come with a low groan, my release spattering on my abdomen as I milk myself dry with my hand.

Slowly, reality begins to slip in and I slowly begin to make sense of where I am. I’m in my bedroom, yes, but Noelle isn’t here. It’s just me.

I have a feeling that I may be totally, utterly fucked.


Chapter Five

Noelle

He’s late.

I stare at the clock for the tenth time, breathing out an exasperated sigh. Connor is officially an hour late from his usual time to get home. Maybe I shouldn’t be mad or upset about it, but he usually at least texts me that he’ll be late, or he has his assistant text me.

It’s been a few days since our encounter in the kitchen, and we haven’t talked about it. We’ve been acting like it never happened, though it’s been awkward. I was hoping to use tonight to talk to him about what happened between us, but of course this would be the night he’s late home.

He was my first kiss. I just want to know if the feelings I’m feeling about him are returned or not. Awkward as it might be, I just want to know if I need to move on from this attraction. I’d rather get it over with than spend another day pretending that I feel nothing.

I rise from the dining table with an annoyed huff and begin pacing the dining room. It really annoys me just how much I want him here.

It’s so strange. Even when he pressed me up against the counter, I never felt the same fear as when Splinter implied that I could take care of some of my debt by doing that. Instead, I felt wanted. Desired. Special, even …

It wasn’t threatening or coercive. It was exhilarating.

It doesn’t hurt that Connor is attractive. His dark hair and intense eyes draw me in, and his body is so solid and built … It’s like he was made specifically to be intimidating. And yet I feel drawn to him when I know I shouldn’t be. Even though he’s my boss, after that kiss, I can’t think of him as anything but desirable.

As I glance at the clock again, I realize that I’m totally screwed.

Connor’s too good for someone like me. I’m just a girl from the wrong side of the tracks. A man like him having feelings for a woman like me? I’m nothing but a family-less virgin with debt and a sprinkling of trauma. Not exactly the thing a tech mogul’s looking for in a significant other.

I have to stop caring so much. I’m just going to get hurt if I keep feeling these things for him. I’ve experienced enough hurt in my life to last multiple lifetimes. I don’t need to add more to that. Not when he’s given me a second chance at making a better life for myself.

The sound of a garage door nearby opening snaps me out of my thoughts. Despite my best efforts to hide my eagerness, I find myself pacing in the kitchen as I wait for him to appear. When I realize he may head to his room first instead, I make myself move down the hall and into the mudroom that connects to the garage. I catch him just as he’s making his way to his room.

“Sir!” I call out, stopping him in his tracks. Connor turns around and once those dark eyes are fixed on mine, I forget how to breathe.

Even though I can tell he’s tired, he still looks so perfect. His hair is still artfully mussed, his suit still looks like he put it on minutes ago. His eyes just look kind of empty, as if he’s had a long, difficult day.

“What is it, Noelle?”

I flush when I realize I haven’t thought of anything to say to him. I can’t just come out and ask him how he feels about me, can I? Instead, I clear my throat as I gather my thoughts. “I haven’t started dinner yet because I didn’t know when you’d be home …”

“I’ll skip dinner, tonight. It’s late.”

I frown at the man. It’s one thing to eat late, or eat lightly because it’s so late, but he’s never skipped a meal before. Not since I started working with him. If he ate already, he can just come out and say so. It’s not like I’d mind or anything, right?

The image of him sitting at a small, intimate dinner with a beautiful woman appears in my mind suddenly, and my stomach twists strangely.

I’ve never thought of him with another woman before … What if he has someone he spends time with? What if I’m just someone to keep his home life interesting? Why does that thought upset me so much?

I shake my head, pushing down my confusion and plastering on a smile. I can’t let him see that I’m caught up in my personal feelings. If he has a woman he sees, it’s none of my business. It’s my fault for not asking before.

Deep down, I know the idea hurts, but I can examine that later.

“Okay, well, if you need anything, please let me know, sir,” I say before turning around and starting to head back to the kitchen. I’ll just make something for myself and head to bed, I guess.

Before I can get very far, I hear Connor clear his throat. “Noelle, I told you to call me Connor.”

My heart jumps in my chest. I freeze mid-step. I turn to face him, feeling my cheeks heat with embarrassment.

“Yes, sir—erm—Connor.”

“Good,” he smirks at me. “I’ll be in my office then. I don’t want to be disturbed for the remainder of the evening.”

When I finally let myself look up, I catch his retreating back. I can’t help frowning. First, he was late home, now he’s holing up in his office. I know I haven’t been working for him for long, but I can’t help wondering if this is normal. Does he do this often? Skip meals, work late? I know he’s wealthy, but still, he has to rest at some point.

He might be important and powerful, but he’s still just a man.

***

I try to put it out of my mind, but the tired look I’d seen at the corners of his eyes follows me to bed.

For hours after crawling into bed, I toss and turn, unable to sleep. If it wasn’t the worry about Connor’s balance between work and rest, it was the kiss. Both took their turns haunting me, and after a few hours, I couldn’t take it any longer.

With a long sigh of frustration, I got up to make myself a cup of tea, and that’s how I wandered here. I’m standing awkwardly in front of his bedroom door, wondering how on earth I let myself get here. He hadn’t been in his office when I’d checked, so it only makes sense that he’d be here, but it’s not any of my business.

He just looked so worn out, I can’t help worrying …

But then again, wouldn’t knocking risk cutting into his valuable sleep time?

Torn, I bite my lip and shift on my feet. It’s none of my business, I remind myself. And yet, I feel like, as his housekeeper, I’m supposed to look after him a little. He has an assistant, after all, and she probably reminds him to take breaks every once in a while, right? What’s a housekeeper if not something like an assistant based at home?

Finally, I take a deep breath and rap my knuckles on the door once. For a moment there’s nothing but silence. Just as I’m about to knock again, the door swings open.

If I thought Connor was devastating in his suits, seeing him shirtless is downright deadly. Now I can see why his body had felt so hard against me when we kissed. Every inch of his well-built torso is bare, every muscle defined and dangerous to my sanity. His stomach is firm, and there’s a trail of hair leading down into the low-slung gray sweatpants he’s wearing.

His skin is dotted with droplets of moisture and he’s got a towel hanging around his neck. His hair, dark and wavy and still wet, is longer than I expected it to be. I’m so used to seeing it gelled back that I didn’t really register it could look different.

I swallow nervously, stunned into silence by his appearance.

“Noelle. Can I help you?”

I blink. Why did I come here again?

“Noelle—”

“I’m sorry.” My eyes shoot to his. He’s got that smirk of his on, the one that makes me want to walk away in a huff but also pull him closer. I blush at the fact that he just caught me ogling him.

“I asked if I could help you with something?”

Right. “When my mom was ill, she often struggled with sleeping. Herbal tea helped, and it helps me too.”

“Noelle,” Connor rasps, folding his arms over his massive chest and staring down at me with something dark glinting in his eyes. “Is this going somewhere?”

“I just boiled some water for a cup of tea for myself,” I rush out, “but I figured I’d offer some to you. To help you sleep.”

He gives me a long look, as if waiting for me to continue.

“I just,” I continue nervously. “You seemed tired and stressed earlier. Tea always helped me and my mom, maybe it’d help you too.”

My heart flutters against my ribcage. God, what am I doing here? He looks fine now. More than fine, actually. He’s giving me the same look he gave me just before he kissed me. It’s almost like he’s a predator looking at prey, but I can’t find it in me to run like prey might.

That probably means he’s fine, I’m worried for nothing. “I’m sorry, this was stupid—”

Just as I turn to walk away, his hand wraps around my arm, stopping me.

“Actually, I’ve been meaning to talk to you,” he says, his voice still little more than a rasp. Goosebumps rise on my skin. His hand drops to take mine and he pulls me into his bedroom with a gentle tug. “Come here.”

My mind goes blank as he guides me into his room. I’ve been in here before, but only alone. It’s different with him next to me, his skin throwing off warmth like it’s the sun. Connor backs up until the backs of his legs hit the mattress. He sits on the edge, his hand still wrapped around mine. His hand is so big it practically engulfs mine.

“How’s your thumb?” he asks softly, his gaze hot and searching.

It takes me a minute to register his question.

“Oh. It’s fine,” I tell him. That feels like it was almost a lifetime ago, even if it’s only been a few days. “It’s healing up well, I think.”

He pulls my hand closer to his face, looking at it intently. The band-aid is a little frayed, but it’s only really there to remind me to be careful at this point. “I was worried, you know,” he explains. “Kitchen injuries are no joke.”

“It was nothing,” I breathe. My head is spinning with his proximity. He’s holding my hand right now but all I can think about is how his hands felt on my body when he caught me wearing his sweatshirt. “I’ve had worse.”

“I’m sure,” he says. “You work hard, and your hands show it.”

I watch as Connor brushes his lips against my knuckles. Sparks fly in my stomach, need filling me low and hot. I don’t dare draw a breath. I don’t want him to stop, even though I know I should.

He kisses my palm. “I wonder what else can these hands do.”

“Anything you want,” I gasp when I feel his tongue on my skin. “Anything you need.”

“Are you sure you want to give me that kind of power, kitten?” he growls. His eyes practically pierce me as he looks me up and down.

It’s no use. I can’t fight the desire any longer. “Yes. More than anything.”

He takes my other hand in his and pulls me closer, dragging my fingertips across his chest and stomach until they’re at the waistband of his sweatpants. My eyes widen when I see how hard he’s become. How big he looks caught in the confines of the soft fabric.

“This is your last chance to say no,” he purrs, his hips grinding against my palm as he presses it to his clothed cock. “I’m tired of holding back with you.”

I want him. I’ve wanted him since I landed this job. I’ve never wanted anyone before, but I want him like he’s the only thing I’ll ever need. I’ve craved his touch every day since I first felt it, and I’ve hoped for this moment every step of the way. Yeah, it’s foolish. It puts my job at risk, and probably my heart as well.

I’ve had to deny myself so many things for so long in my life. It’s time I let myself have something I want.


Chapter Six

Noelle

The moment I nod my head, Connor’s eyes fill with fire.

I don’t get a chance to speak before he pulls me close and crushes his lips to mine. If I thought the kiss we shared in the kitchen was intense, I was wrong. It’s nothing compared to this.

I am utterly weak to his touch.

I whimper needily when he angles his head to the side, deepening the kiss. He licks into my mouth with a deep growl which has my toes curling in pleasure, weakening my knees as I sway against him.

“I’m going to take care of you, kitten,” he growls, his words underscoring the aggressiveness of his touch and the hunger in his kiss.

I whimper when he wraps his arms around my waist to draw me flush against him. My legs part to straddle his lap instinctively as I tip back my chin to grant him access to my neck. Pleasure shoots up my spine as he bathes my skin with hungry licks.

“Only I get to touch you,” he pants as his hands drag my hips over his erection. “You belong to me, this body, that tight little cunt I know you have. Fuck my clothes, I’ll buy you a collar to show everyone you’re mine.”

“Only you,” I moan. Since my mother died, I’ve felt driftless, like I belong to no one. Connor claiming me for himself makes me feel alive.

“Only me,” he confirms to me roughly. “Only I get to see touch you like this. Breed you like you need.”

My head swims. What does he mean “breed”? And why does it sound like exactly what I’m craving from him? Knowing how possessive my father was of my mom, the idea of belonging solely to Connor should be a red flag. He’d left my mom as soon as he’d gotten bored, but only after he’d made her feel like garbage for so much as talking to other men.

But with Connor, it feels different. It feels like he wants to protect me from the people who’d hurt me, who’d use me. He hasn’t given me silly limits to what I can and can’t do, even as an employee.

In his arms like this, it feels like he’d actually take care of me. Not use me until there’s nothing left to use. There’s a big difference there. Maybe I shouldn’t trust him, but every single cell in my body is telling me that it’s okay. They want this—they want to be bred by him.

Without warning, Connor picks me up and flips me over, letting me bounce on his soft mattress. When he crawls over me, I wrap my arms around his neck and arch my back, letting my front rub against his bare chest. Soon, his hands are tearing at my sleep shirt, pulling it up and over my head.

“Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” he says as he tosses the shirt away. “How is it that no one has touched you yet?”

“No one made me feel like you do,” I keen as he licks at one of my nipples, caressing my flesh with one of his massive palms.

He takes the nipple between his lips and sucks at it, the heat of his mouth burning through any and all thoughts I have left. I cry out as he rakes his tongue over the puckered bud, his hand tugging my sleep shorts to explore more of my skin. I feel a needy tug between my legs as he shoves my knees apart and brushes a finger over my wet center.

“You have no fucking idea how much you’ve haunted me,” Connor rasps, sliding his mouth across my chest before giving the same attention to the opposite nipple, sucking it roughly into his mouth before releasing it with an obscene pop. “Seeing you in my kitchen, in my clothes. Knowing you’re here waiting for me at the end of each day, as if you’ve been mine all along.”  

He doesn’t give me time to process his words as he kisses a trail down my stomach, pulling my shorts down my legs as he goes. I don’t get any warning before he buries his face in my pussy, his tongue searingly hot against my aching core. A sob escapes my lips and my back arches off the bed at the intense sensation of his mouth on my body.

It’s too much, and yet it still doesn’t feel like enough.

The laving of his tongue robs me of all my ability to reason as he pushes me higher and higher. He looks up at me hungrily as he licks, relentless in his ministrations. I reach out blindly and grasp the sheets as his touch awakens a hunger in me, it’s unlike anything I have felt before.

I want more.

“Conner,” I force through my teeth. “I—”

My body is drawn taut with pleasure, the ecstasy clouding my thoughts until I can’t think of anything else but him. I can’t string words together to tell him how good he’s making me feel, and yet, somehow, I think he knows exactly what he’s doing to me.

He already seems to know me so well after such a short amount of time. It makes me want him even more. Want to be his even more. Want him to make me feel like this every day. Want to—

Everything goes white as my thighs begin to shake from the bliss he’s making me feel. Suddenly, the little string holding me together snaps and the rapture comes in a wave so strong it threatens to knock me out. My pussy begins to pulse against his tongue and a scream tears out of me as blinding pleasure shoots through me.

Connor draws out my climax until I have to reach down and push him away, panting as if I’ve just run a mile. My body trembles as I watch him straighten up. His face glistens with my juices in the low light as he looks down at me with a hungry look in his dark eyes.

“Taste like honey, could eat you out all day,” he says thickly, climbing over my body, his weight settling over me and between my legs. His cock is hot and hard against me, big enough to make my mouth water with the wonder of what he’ll feel like. “Now I’m going to rut into this tight cunt of yours. Make you mine, Noelle. Fill you with my seed until you’re swollen with my child.”

It’s absurd that words like that only make me want him more. The thought of being bound to him makes my body throb with need.

“Please,” I murmur against his skin. “I want that. Make me yours.”

He drags the head of his cock through my wet folds as he looks down at me with hooded eyes. “Tell me, kitten. Say it.”

“Breed me,” I whimper as his cock slides against my clit, making my entire body twitch with need. “Breed me, Connor.”

“With pleasure, kitten,” Connor grits out roughly. He guides his cock to my entrance and starts to press forward, stretching me with his thick shaft. He’s so big and it feels so tight, but the sensation only makes me wetter, more needy. My fingernails press into his skin as I pull him closer, trying to buck my hips against him. Every inch of him feels better than the last, and I can’t help the gasping cry that escapes my throat as he finally bottoms out inside me.

“Holy shit,” he breathes. “Fit me like a glove.”

His body shudders above mine as he struggles to grasp onto his control and I can tell that despite the wild look in his eyes, he’s trying to hold back.

“I’m okay,” I smile up at him, sweeping his wet hair from his forehead. “I can take it.”

He swears under his breath with a grown as he finally lets himself go. He snakes his hands under my ass and yanks me against him, the move sending a shower of sparks through my body.

“Mine,” he heaves, rolling his hips into mine. “Gonna fuck a baby into you so that everyone knows who you belong to. Breed you like you deserve.”

“Yes,” I cry out, arching off the bed and into his thrusts.

Connor drops his face into my neck, grunting fiercely as he fucks into me, the bed creaking with each and every powerful thrust. His fevered movements draw me closer and closer to the edge. “Harder,” I cry out, delirious with the need. “So close—”

“Fuck, kitten,” Connor pants, his movements growing fevered by the second. “Can’t wait to see you swell with my child. I’ll fuck you every day until it takes.” 

“Give it to me,” I sob, burying my face into his shoulder and soaking in his scent as he pounds into me. It nearly blinds me when my climax takes over. My walls clench tightly around him as I ride out the high of my orgasm, losing myself in him as I wait for him to fall into the abyss with me.

He growls lowly as he slams his length into me, his body shaking as suddenly, he starts to pulse with his release, filling me with the warmth of his cum. It’s only once my pussy’s milked him of every drop that he stops, dropping his weight on top of mine with a satisfied grunt.

“Mine,” he whispers into my ear, nosing at my pulse point. “Mine, Noelle.”

Emotions rush through me as I listen to him pant, coming down from the exertion of fucking me. I bury my fingers in his hair, dragging my nails against his scalp absentmindedly as I sift through the feelings.

Affection. Need. Desire. Underneath it all is a worry I can’t quite seem to ignore, even as I feel his skin against mine. I’m worried that this was all talk, and that the comfort I feel with him isn’t quite real.

It gets worse when Connor pulls himself out of the bed. With him gone, I get cold instantly, and it’s as if I’m in my tiny little apartment on the other side of town all over again, except I feel used up rather than just exhausted.

But then he comes back, a towel damp with warm water to help the both of us clean up. When he tosses the towel into the hamper and pulls me into his arms underneath the covers of his bed, my heart soars. The worry I was just feeling is overtaken by comfort, and I can’t help nuzzling into him as we both start to drift off.

This was the one thing my mother never seemed to get from my father, and it was the one thing she always told me to look for after he left us. Comfort was what she was always after, and she never got to find it with someone in her life.

As I lay in Connor’s arms and listen to his breathing even out in sleep, I think about how he’s managed to give me more comfort in a handful of days than I’ve ever had in my life.

I don’t know what will happen with us tomorrow.

I don’t even know if this is something we’ll be able to keep up.

All I know is that I want him, and I want to be his, and that I’d give anything for this moment to last forever.  


Chapter Seven

Connor

I might be at work, but my mind is still at home, lying in bed with Noelle.

Truth be told, my heart might be as well.

It’s hindering my focus, but I can’t be bothered to care. All day I’ve thought about the events of last night. They haunt my every thought and move. It’s like my kitten is right here next to me instead of the potted rubber plant and my computer. I can still sense the taste of her skin on my tongue.

I’ve got it bad.

It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. I wasn’t supposed to develop feelings for her, but she’s drawn me in like a moth to a flame. But unlike the moth, I’m determined not to burn up. No, if she’s going to be mine, she’s going to be well and truly mine.

It just means I need to make a few adjustments to my plan.

“Sir,” my assistant’s voice suddenly buzzes from my office phone. “I have the items you requested ready for you.”

“Bring them in,” I respond, standing from my desk.

My assistant walks in with a few garment bags over her arm and a file in her other hand. I take them from her with a thankful smile and send her on her way.

First, the list of guests to the benefit dinner I’m supposed to attend tomorrow. A quick scan reveals that many big, established names in tech will be there, as well as up-and-comers like me. A few game execs, some people with programming firms, and then people working for security firms, like me. When I see “Robert Peterson and Guest” listed a few names under my own, I smirk. Perfect. Just as I’d anticipated.

I snap the folder closed and toss it on my desk. That’s all I needed to know from the file. More important is the bundle of plastic garment bags, each holding a dress on a hanger—gowns for Noelle, picked with care over my morning cup of coffee and delivered to my office by my on-call concierge.

She needs something nice to wear to the benefit, after all.

I inspect each piece carefully, envisioning Noelle on my arm while wearing them. Each of the gowns is in a muted jewel tone, except one, which is black. It’s my favorite of the bunch now that I’ve seen them in person. The bodice is fitted, but the skirt is sumptuous and flowy. There’s even a slit that goes up to mid-thigh, making the understated dress stand out against the competition. It’s understated, but I’d hate for anything to outshine my kitten. Her beauty deserves to be accentuated, not obscured.

Satisfied, I hang the dress on my coat stand and buzz my secretary to take away the rest to be returned. As soon as she’s gone, I sit down to call Noelle.

She answers after two rings. “Hello?”

“Hey, Kitten,” I purr.

“Connor,” Noelle says breathlessly. “I was expecting it to be your assistant.”

“What are you doing right now?”

There’s a shuffle on her end of the line before she says, “Changing sheets on your bed. Why?”

“You know that credit card you have for groceries?”

“Yeah?”

“I want you to take off the rest of the day, go to the spa for a few hours,” I tell her. For a moment, she says nothing. I can almost picture the surprise on her face. Her lips parted, her face flushed.

“You want me … to go to a spa?”

“My assistant has made you a reservation already with one downtown. I’ll have her forward the details to you.”

“O-okay.” She falls silent again. “I’ve just … I’ve never been to a spa before.”

Something inside me growls. Has she truly never had the chance to pamper herself, to take some time to treat herself like the queen she is?

“You’ll enjoy it, I think. You deserve something special,” I tell her calmly, hoping that the warmth I feel for her translates over the phone line. “You’re not doing anything tomorrow night, right?”

Noelle laughs incredulously, but the sound still makes me smile to myself. “No, Connor. I’m not. You’re the only thing on my schedule for the foreseeable future.”

Just as I’m about to comment on her little slip, she gasps into the line. “I can’t believe I just said that.”

“Happy to hear I’m a priority for you, kitten,” I smirk. “Since your evening’s free, I’m letting you know that I’d like you to accompany me to a benefit tomorrow evening. The one you picked up my tux for.”

“Connor, I don’t know if that’s the best idea …”

My brow furrows. “Why not?”

“I’m not much of a party person,” she explains to me. I can picture her nervously biting her lip. “I’ve never even been to a wedding before, let alone something like a benefit with rich people. I don’t have a dress or anything, and I can’t afford one quite yet.” 

“Noelle—”

“I mean, what even happens at a benefit? Is there a meal? What if they have like five forks for each of us? I’m not even sure why you’d need so many forks, but I for sure won’t know which one to use for the salad versus dessert. And what if they expect me to make a donation? There’s no way I’ll be able to—”

“Kitten, listen—”

“I don’t want to make you look bad, that’d totally ruin your evening. I don’t even have a college degree, I’m basically just the maid—”

“You’re far more than just the maid to me, Noelle,” I growl, cutting her off. “I’m asking you because I want you by my side.”

“Really?” She sounds shocked, as if the very thought of a woman like her accompanying a man of my station is absurd.

“Really,” I assure her. “You don’t need a college degree. You don’t need to donate money. Hell, you definitely don’t need to know which fork to use because hell, I don’t know what fucking fork to use at these things.”

She laughs, and my heart warms.

“As for a dress, I’ve picked one out for you. I think you’ll like it.”

I listen to her suck in a breath and let it out in a sigh. “Okay. Okay good.”

“And you’ll be with me the whole evening. Honestly? I kind of hate these things. Having you along will make it way more enjoyable. So, what do you say? Have I convinced you to be my date?”

She’s silent for so long that I almost wonder if the line cut out. But just as I’m about to check, she blows a raspberry into the line. “Sure, what the hell—I’d love to use the wrong fork with you for the evening, Connor.”

The smile in her tone is infectious, and I can’t help laughing with her. When was the last time a woman made me feel like this? Never.

“Glad to hear it, kitten. Enjoy your time at the spa, okay?”

“I will. Thank you, Connor.”

When she hangs up, I find my eyes wandering back to the dress I picked out for her.

Of all the bumps and hitches I anticipated on the road I traveled to revenge against Robert, falling for his secret daughter wasn’t one of them. But this is why I’ve got the reputation I’ve got in this business. I’m always on my toes, ready to pivot when necessary.

There has to be a way to spare Noelle even as I destroy her father. I can’t bear the thought of hurting her, even if it means I finally get what I’ve craved for a decade. There’s more to her relationship with Robert than I know right now, and I’m going to get to the bottom of it, even if it’s the last thing I do.

I’ll stop at nothing to keep her unscathed.


Chapter Eight

Noelle

My hands haven’t stopped shaking since I woke up this morning.

First, I woke up to a text from Splinter.

“Thanks for the final payment, darling. Nice of you to include extra for your tardiness. Pleasure doing business ;)”

I was so shocked, I could barely process it. His texts to me up until that point had been far less pleasant, laced with thinly veiled threats and innuendos that I’ve always tried so hard not to think about.

And now … it’s just done? Just like that?

How?

But I don’t give it much further thought, not with the gala tonight. I’m not sure I’ve ever been this nervous for something before. I’ve got hours to get ready, but it still doesn’t feel like it’ll be enough. Even though I’m still glow-y and refreshed from my visit to the spa, I feel like I’m going to start breaking out in stress pimples any minute. I’ve consumed so much water to compensate for my hypothetical break out that I’ve been in and out of the bathroom to pee constantly.

It feels unreal to be this tense, but I can’t help it.

I know Connor said he wanted me with him, that he’d be with me every step of the way, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to be any less out of my element. For so long, I’ve had to live under the judgmental gazes of people better off than me. The Cinderella treatment Connor’s giving me doesn’t just erase that.

I run a hand through my hair in frustration and let out a deep groan, only to freeze when I hear a chuckle from behind me. I turn around to find Connor standing behind me, his tall, strong body filling the doorway to my bedroom. He looks like he just got home from work—his tie is loosened but that’s the suit he was wearing when he left this morning. He leans against the doorframe, looking like he just walked out of a magazine spread.

“Connor, hi,” I mutter, flustered by the thought of him catching me fighting my nerves like this. I don’t want him to think I’m weak.

“Everything alright?” he asks gently, uncrossing his arms and stepping into my room.

“I’m—Sorry, I’m just nervous,” I say with a shrug, biting my lip.

Connor hums as he draws near. “What can I do to help you calm down?” he rasps, lifting his hand to cup my cheek. “Do you want me to help you?”

“It’s just … are you sure you want me to come with you to this thing?”

“Yes,” he whispers, his tongue darting out to lick his lips as his eyes drop to mine. “Are you still sure you want to accompany me?”

“If I’m being honest, I’m not sure. This is really far out of my comfort zone.”

“I’ll be with you every step of the way.”

I let out a shaky breath. “Okay. Okay, I can do this. I can mingle with rich people. Maybe I’ll make jokes about forks or something.”

Connor gives me a breathy laugh, smiling down at me as he pulls me closer. When I feel his erection press against my stomach, need sparks to life in my belly, replacing the anxiety in an instant. “Did you mean it the other day?” I finally ask. If I’m conquering fears and letting myself be vulnerable, might as well broach this question while I’m at it. “When you called me yours the other day?”

His eyes darken. “Why do you ask?”

“I’m curious,” I say, sucking in a breath when I feel his fingers brush against my neck. “It feels like the sort of thing you say when you’re in the moment, but now you’re asking me to this benefit. I just … I’m wondering if you’re serious, is all. If you’re serious about me. About us.”

My heart hammers in my chest as I watch him regard me. The silence seems to stretch on forever until finally, his lips part to speak.

“Yes,” he says firmly, leaning in and brushing his lips against mine softly, almost as if to tease or torture me. He smirks and pulls away when I try to make the kiss deeper, and I can’t help the little whine that I let out. “I want you. More than anything I have ever wanted in my life. I meant what I said when I said I want everyone to know you’re mine. I’m not ashamed of you or your humble beginnings, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Connor dips his head to kiss me once again before I have a chance to process the emotions his words are making me feel. My eyes flutter to a close as he takes my lips in a maddening kiss that makes my knees weak with want. I lean into him as he pulls me closer.

He takes my hair into his fist as his lips drop to my jaw, kissing a trail down my neck hungrily. His breath tickles my skin, making goosebumps rise as he goes.

“Connor,” I whimper, bucking in his arms when he dips his free hand below the waistband of my leggings, cupping my pussy with his palm. I arch into his touch, a moan slipping from my lips as he slips a finger against my folds. “Connor, please. Don’t we need to get ready?”

“We’ve got plenty of time,” he rasps deeply, his hips rutting against me as he holds me tight. “I can’t hold back. Want you too much. Need to be inside you so bad, kitten.”

He groans deeply when he slips a finger inside me, feeling how hot and wet I’ve become for him. My hips jerk when he drags his finger out and over my swollen clit, coating it with my own juices.

“Please,” I cry out, pleasure shooting up my spine. My fingers drop to the fly of his suit slacks, but my hands are shaking too much with desperation for me to get ahold of the zipper. “Connor, please fuck me.”

“Let me do it,” Connor grits out, shucking his clothing off with startling ease.

He swings me around to face the full-length mirror in the corner. What a sight the two of us make. My hair is mussed from his fingers, my clothes wrinkled from where he’s slipped his hands underneath them. I watch as he helps me peel off my leggings before I slip my shirt over my head.

He stares at me heatedly through our reflections in the mirror. My body is all soft curves, but his is nothing but hard, defined lines. The contrast makes my head swim, and the only thing that breaks through the haze is the feeling of his cock brushing against my pulsing sex. I whimper needily as he pushes his cock inside my drenched entrance. Our groans meld together as he sheaths himself inside me.

Connor swears under his breath. “How the hell are you so fucking tight?”

I gasp as he starts pumping in and out of me in long slow strokes. Soon, my entire body is rocking with the force of his thrusts as he picks up speed without giving up any of the force. He buries his hand into the hair at the nape of my neck and pulls my head up to make me look at our reflections in the mirror.

“You have no fucking idea, do you?” he rasps into my ear, gripping my hair tightly as he fucks me hard and fast. “You have no idea what you make me feel. What you make me want.”

My knees buckle as he pounds into me, but his grip helps keep me on my feet. He’s strong enough for the both of us.

“The moment I saw you, I knew I had to make you mine,” he growls. “This tight little pussy was built to take this cock, built to take my cum.”

His fingers drop between my legs. He presses the pad of his fingers to my clit and in seconds, I’m seeing stars. A scream tears from my throat as I buck in his arms, an orgasm ripping through me like a fire through a forest. My pussy, aching and sensitive, tightens around his length so hard it triggers his own orgasm. He comes with a loud groan, emptying himself into my waiting, wanting pussy.

We’re both breathless when he pulls out of me a minute later. His eyes drop to my sex as he steps back, as if watching to make sure none of his seed drips out. Satisfied, he bends over and kisses my shoulder blade before helping me straighten up.

“Perfect,” he breathes raggedly into my ear. “Love that you’re going to be full of me all night. Beautiful and bred and mine.”

My heart warms at the praise.

Maybe tonight won’t be so bad after all.

***

Hours later, I’m standing with Connor in the lobby of a fancy hotel, dazzled by the wealth on display. The marble floors are polished to a high shine, elaborate chandeliers cast beautiful golden light over everything, and expensive furniture lines the walls, waiting for expensively clothed butts to sit on them and bask in their comfort. Everything seems so perfect and expensive, as if even the smallest speck of dust won’t be tolerated.

Instead of feeling out of place, I feel like I fit in at Connor’s side. The dress he picked out for me is perfect. It’s understated but elegant, and it makes me feel like an old Hollywood star. I managed my own hair and makeup, but in the car, Connor had kissed a lot of my lipstick off. Not that I really minded. It looks blotted now, adding to the subtle glamor I was aiming for to match the dress.

As we walk across the shiny tile to the ballroom where the event is, my hand strays to my neck. After kissing me hungrily on the way here, Connor had presented me with a gift—a necklace. Between my collarbones rests a large, flawless sapphire hanging from nothing but a delicate white gold chain.

“It’s not a collar like I’d promised a few days ago,” he said with a knowing smile. “But it matches your eyes and it’ll still remind everyone there that you belong to someone.”

I’m still breathless from the gesture, if I’m being honest. I’ve never received something so precious before as a gift. When I’d told him that, his eyes had darkened as he’d looked away.

He hasn’t said much since, but judging by the gentle way he leads me into the ballroom, he’s not angry with me for saying something like that. He knows where I used to live and work better than anyone else at this point. I trust him when he says that he doesn’t care about my humble background.

I just wish I knew what was bothering him.

The evening starts so smoothly I have a hard time remembering why I was so concerned about how I’d do around all of the wealth and affluence. It’s not that these people are normal, because they definitely aren’t. They’re just a lot more normal than I thought they’d be. They have families and friends and seem to want to talk about them just as much as they want to talk about the latest and greatest program or innovation.

Just as I’m beginning to relax, content to stand by Connor’s side and listen to him chat with his colleagues in the tech industry, someone grabs my arm roughly. I’m pulled away from Connor’s side, and left exposed to whoever has me in their clutches.

“Margaret!” the man hisses. I freeze in his grip, my body running cold at the sound of my mother’s name. “What the hell are you doing here?”

I stare at the man’s face, reddened with heat or anger or maybe even alcohol. The smell of scotch on his breath makes my stomach turn, first with disgust, and then with fury.

Standing before me, with his hand wrapped around my wrist, is my father.

Before I can push him away, someone steps between us. The hand wrapped around my wrist disappears as Connor pushes me behind.

The years don’t look like they’ve been kind to him. It’s been, what, a decade? Maybe more? The last time I saw him, he was shouting at my mother for something I didn’t really grasp at the time. I was on the cusp of being a teenager, but even then, I couldn’t understand why my mother still loved him after all he’d put her through.

As I look at the man I'm supposed to refer to as my father, with his red face and watery, furious eyes, I still don’t understand.  


Chapter Nine

Connor

I knew Robert was rumored to be something of a mess these days, but I didn’t expect it to be quite this bad.

The man is clearly sloshed out of his mind, and judging by the smell coming off him in nauseating waves, he’s been hitting the cash bar for something foreign and expensive. It occurs to me that I may not need to see my plan for revenge through at all, not if he’s acting drunk and disorderly at an event with multiple important news outlets in attendance.

I just have to keep Noelle out of the limelight, if that’s the case.

“You!” Robert spits at us. I’m not sure who he’s referring too. His head lolls between the two of us, as if he’s not sure either. Two important people from his past appearing together must be hard for him to grasp in his state. What had he called Noelle?

“Margaret, who the fuck is this?” he slurs, drawing himself up to his full height. He might have been formidable a decade ago when he stole my program from me, but where he’s fallen from grace, I’ve only grown into a better, stronger man.

When I look back at Noelle, I see that her normally soft eyes are hard with rage as she peers at her father from behind my arm. Her full lips are pressed into a tight line as she steps forward. So much for keeping her out of the limelight.

“Father,” she says coldly. “It’s me, Noelle.”

Robert looks at her, dumbfounded. She doesn’t bat an eye.

“Noelle, remember? Margaret’s daughter? You remember Margaret, right? The woman who sued you for child support that you neglected to pay, even though you were flush with cash?”

I hear a soft gasp somewhere nearby, footsteps as people draw near. The room has gone quiet enough to hear the murmurs of people asking what’s going on. I even see the flash of a camera out of the corner of my eye.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Robert barks shakily as his face turns somehow even more red.

“You don’t?” Noelle asks. “Surely you remember the woman who loved you in spite of your abuse and neglect. Then again, men like you never remember their victims, now do they?”

Another gasp from the crowd. Noelle stands tall as her father shrinks in on himself.

That’s when she decides to deliver her final words to him. “Keep my mother’s name out of your mouth.” She glances up at me before looking back at him one last time, eyes shining fiercely. “And never ever touch me again or I’ll press charges.”

And with that, she walks away.

My eyes follow her as she goes, and as soon as I realize she’s headed for the restrooms, I turn back to look at Robert.

The dumbfounded expression on his face is worth a thousand words. Too bad he’s not worth a single one to me. His gaze turns to me, and I watch as it glints with a spark of recognition.

“Holmes, is that you?”

“Robert,” I say through gritted teeth. “Seems I’m not the only person you’ve fucked over.”

He scoffs, swaying on his feet. “I don’t know what you’re referring to.”

“I don’t think I have to,” I say, shrugging at the room around us. “I’m not the only one who can dig up dirt around here. I see a number of important journalists are here tonight. They’ll have plenty to start putting together a big exposé, don’t you think?”

Somehow, Robert Peterson’s splotchy face pales.

“Extortion, blackmail, contract violations. And now unpaid child support.” I shake my head at him. “The story practically writes itself. You’ll never have an investor, let alone have the power to screw over some poor kid fresh out of college with a computer science degree.”

As I look at the sad, drunk old man quiver before me, I realize that it’s time for me to hold on. For so long, ruining his life like he ruined my own was my only motivation in life. I wanted to show him, and the world, that I could bounce back from becoming homeless and alone after being made destitute by his shitty business practices.

Now I realize that I’m not the only one he’s hurt, and that the ultimate revenge is to have him watch Noelle and I live a happy life.

And that’s when I decide it’s time for me to go after Noelle.

Without another word, I walk away, tracing the path she took to get out of the ballroom. But once I’m out in the lobby, I can’t find her.

Fuck.

Within seconds, I locate a bellboy and tap on his shoulder to get his attention. “Hey, have you seen a woman walk this way? Blond hair, long black dress?” Love of my life? The woman made for me that I was made for?

He looks me up and down with a furrowed brow. “Why do you want to know?”

“I’m her date. She left in a huff because of some shit her father said in the ballroom.”

The kid eyes me suspiciously before nodding slowly. “Sorry. Can’t be too careful. Most of the people who ask me stuff like that are creeps. She’s in the stairwell, I think. Not sure if she’s still there but that’s where I saw her headed.”

I pull out my wallet and draw out a twenty-dollar bill, which I press into his hand before thanking him and making my way to where he pointed.

As soon as I burst into the stairwell, I see Noelle.

She’s sitting at the bottom of the steps, head in her hands. I breathe a sigh of relief.

“Kitten—”

“Don’t call me that!” she hisses at me, lifting her head to meet my gaze. “What the hell was that in there?”

“Noelle—”

“Did you know he was going to be here? Did you know what that man was to me?” she cries, her face fiery with bitterness. “You must’ve run a background check on me at some point. You would have found the connection—”

“Noelle,” I say firmly, kneeling in front of her and taking her hands. She falls silent as she stares at me, unshed tears pooling on her lashes. When she doesn’t pull away, I continue. “Yes, I knew he’d be here. Yes, I knew that you were connected with him. I can’t say I didn’t know how much of a scumbag he’d been to you, but I know how much of a scumbag he’d been to me.”

Noelle’s eyes soften. “What?”

“Do you want to know why I let you show up for that interview?” She nods. “I wanted to use you to get back at him for how he screwed me out of a lucrative business opportunity I’d scored with a program I’d coded fresh out of college. It’d left me homeless, and everything I have now I only have because I’ve worked hard to claw my way back to the top.”

“But … why me?” she sniffs. “Why would you try to use me like that? He doesn’t care about me. Never has.”

I take her face in my hands, brushing her tears away with my thumbs. “At first, you were going to be nothing but a pawn. I paid a private investigator to track you down and everything. I though Robert was hiding you in that run-down neighborhood, because there’s no way he’d actually let someone he cared about live there. I even went and checked out that laundromat you worked at myself, just to make sure you were actually working there.”

Her eyes widen. “That was you that day. The man I saw out the window, wearing a suit and staring.”

I nod at her, my heart clenching at the memory. “I put the pieces together eventually after my investigator turned up information on your debt to that loan shark. By the time I realized he’d been neglectful, I’d already started feeling things for you.”

“It was you,” she breathes. “You’re the one who paid my debt.”

When I nod at her, she closes her eyes and sighs to herself. I watch her center herself in an instant, her inner strength bolstering her as she processes all of this new information. “Wwhy am I here, Connor?” she finally asks. “Why did you even put me in the same room as him?”

“I thought I could keep him away from you,” I admit. “I just wanted you to have a night where you could be on my arm, so that people could see that you’re mine. So that you could see what it feels like to be mine.” I sigh. “It was selfish, I’ll admit it. Figured I could just feed one of the journalists here a lead or two to investigate his shady business practices instead of humiliating him in public. Instead … this happened. I’m sorry. I’m sorry I couldn’t keep him away from you.”

My failure hits me with a pang as I watch Noelle’s bottom lip quiver.

“You idiot,” she mutters. “I don’t need some fancy night out to feel like I’m yours. You have me already. You’ve had me since I first saw you in the interview.”

My pulse quickens. “What?”

“Connor, you’ve ruined me for everyone else. You’re kind and courteous. You work hard and you take care of the people who work for you. Maybe you hired me for the wrong reasons, but until that moment in the kitchen when we kissed, you treated me with nothing but dignity.” She lets out a shaky sigh as she smiles. “I don’t think you realize how rare that is to find. It was so different for me that I started falling for you almost immediately.”

I can’t stop myself from surging forward to capture her lips with mine. Her lips part in a gasp, allowing me to deepen the kiss, pulling her closer as her hands wrap around mine. Her skin tastes just as sweet as it did in the car when I gave her the necklace.

“I will never let that man hurt you ever again,” I vow, peppering her jawline with kisses as I hold her close. “No one will ever get the chance to make you feel like that. Ever.”

Noelle whimpers into my mouth. My hands drop to start slipping up her skirt, brushing against the skin of her legs.

“Connor, here? Really?” She sucks in a breath at the sensation of my hands on her flesh.

“Why not?” I rasp at her. “I want to make this night better for you, want to make you forget what you had to go through.”

She scoffs. “That’ll take a while.”

“So be it,” I declare as I push her skirt up. “If I have to spend the rest of my life between your thighs to make you forget everything that you’ve been through, I’ll do it. I love you, Noelle.”

She gasps at my revelation, her eyes blowing wide with need and surprise.

“You do?” she asks me, her voice scarcely above a whisper.

“I do,” I nod, planting a kiss on her thigh. “I’m willing to spend the rest of my life proving it to you, if that’s what it takes.”

Her eyes start to brim with fresh tears as she shakes her head. “Please, you don’t have to prove anything. I love you, too. That’s more than enough for me.”

My heart soars. As I pull her close and make her see stars, I wonder how I managed to find such a perfect, beautiful kitten to call my own.

In the end, I decide it doesn’t matter if I know how it happened right this moment. I have the rest of my life to figure it out, with her at my side.


Epilogue

Noelle

Seven years later

It’s after midnight when I feel the mattress shift as someone climbs in beside me.

My eyelids are heavy with sleep as I stir, but the feeling of my husband’s warm skin against my palm makes me perk up enough to open my eyes. In the half-light streaming through the window of the bedroom, I see his face, drawn with tiredness, as he slips under the covers.

“Hey, baby,” I mumble, my voice thick with sleepy disuse. “How’d the late meeting go?”

“I’m sorry I woke you,” Connor says deeply, his breath warm against my cheek. “It went well. They like the product and are interested in a contract with us.”

“That’s good news,” I say, curling into his chest as he pulls me close. “I’m glad they like the program.”

He brushes a strand of hair out of my face as he kisses my forehead. “Totally worth dealing with the time zone difference. Did the kids go to bed alright?”

“Anna complained about having to re-brush her teeth three times before she did it well enough,” I smile up at him. “But Ryan went to bed without any fuss.”

“Good.” He gives me a long look before he starts to speak again. “I hate that I can’t be here all the time to help you with them, kitten.”

My heart gives a little pang at his admission. I’ve told him multiple times that his work is important. Maybe not as important as being here for his children, but it’s still important. He helps people keep sensitive data, like medical files, secure. That’s something worth doing because it helps keep people safe. Missing a bedtime here and there because of a late meeting isn’t a big deal, not when he makes sure to be there for them in everything else.

He's never missed one of Anna’s peewee soccer games. He says yes every time Ryan wants to read a book with him, helping him sound out each word carefully and patiently.

And he hasn’t missed a single ultrasound for this latest pregnancy. Not a single one.

He’s kept us safe and cared for all these years, even after my father came after us for defamation after we told our stories to journalists with big, influential publications. Turns out you can’t sue people for defamation when they’re telling true stories, no matter how damning they are for the people involved.

And all of that information the private investigator found when looking for me? What was admissible in court was immensely helpful for our case. We won, and soundly at that. We haven’t heard from my father or his lawyers in a few years. As our little family continues to grow, I thank my lucky stars every day that this man of mine forced his way into my life. Even if his initial intentions were bad, that he changed course means more to me than anything else.

As if he can tell what I’m thinking, his hand slips down to my belly, round and wide with his child. He presses a hand to my skin, his palm warm and protective.

“How are you feeling?” he asks, his eyes darker than they were a second ago.

Heat stirs low between my legs as I think about all the things his look might mean. “A little tired, but that’s it. This kid’s a little easier on me than their older siblings,” I admit.

When Connor’s hand slips lower, he sucks in a breath. His fingers find me wet and aching for him already, ready to take his cock however he wants to give it to me.

“Fuck me, kitten,” he growls deeply. “Already so wet and I haven’t even done anything to you yet.”

“I am,” I murmur, bucking my hips into his hand. “It’s just how I react to you at this point.”

Truth be told, I’ve been aching for him all day. When he left this morning, I couldn’t help longing for him to come back. It was all I could do to keep myself from climbing up a wall about it. This happens sometimes … Some weeks of pregnancy have me yearning for him even more than usual. It makes these longer nights without him harder than I care to admit.

“You’re driving me insane. I spent my whole day looking forward to coming home to you, and now you’re all spread out on the bed for me like this, just waiting for me to take you.”

“Please,” I breathe. I drag a hand through his hair, brushing my nails against his scalp in a way I know drives him crazy. He stops me by pulling me close and rolling onto his back so that I’m straddling him, my pussy dragging against his hard length.

I whimper as a deep ache spreads through my body. I need him inside me like I need to breathe. I’ll never grow tired of the things he makes me feel.

“You want this, kitten?” he pants into the still air of the bedroom, his hips grinding up into mine. “Then I want you to work for it.”

I moan as he guides his cock inside me before gripping my hips. I start to move over him, fucking myself onto his cock, his length dragging against my slick walls.

“That’s it, kitten,” he groans as he lets his hands fall away. “So pretty when you’re filled up with my cock, my baby growing in you. Look so good with my child inside you.”

I fight crying out as I savor the feeling of riding him, my legs working hard to keep the rhythm steady. He wants me to work for it? Oh, I’ll work for it alright.

“Oh, Connor,” I groan, cupping my breast with my hand and pinching the sensitive nipple. His eyes practically burn as he watches me play with myself, his own hands doing nothing but take up fistfuls of the sheets. My back arches back as I try to keep my pace up, but already I can feel myself beginning to grow tired.

Before I have the chance to falter, Connor’s hands are on my hips again. Suddenly, he’s sitting up, capturing my mouth in a kiss as he starts to bounce me on his lap himself, meeting the movement of my hips with thrusts of his own.

“Such a greedy little kitten,” he purrs. “Gonna come for me like a good girl?”

I whine as he presses a finger to my clit, making spots erupt behind my eyelids.

“Make me come, baby,” I pant. “Please, Connor, make me—”

It hits me out of nowhere. I come with a sob, my whole body growing tight as my release overcomes me. My body trembles with waves of bliss that spread from the roots of my hair to the tips of my toes. My husband comes right after, his snarl muffled only because his face is buried in my neck as he holds me close.

As we fall back onto the sheets, we fall silent. Both of us are listening to see if we woke up either of the kids with our lovemaking.

“I think we’re in the clear,” I say, just as he pulls me close to nestle against him.

He hums in agreement before whispering, “Mine” into the nape of my neck. “Mine forever.”

“Yours,” I whisper back, already feeling sleepy. I let out a yawn, my body deliciously lax. “I feel like I should go shower.”

“No,” he mumbles, sounding sleepy as I feel. “Smell like me now. Go back to sleep. We can shower and change the sheets in the morning.”

I smile to myself at his words, reaching for his hand and squeezing it. No matter how long a day either of us have, we always have moments like this to come back to.

“I love you, baby,” I whisper to him. “Love you, always.”

“Love you forever, kitten.”

~The End


Up Next…
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Daisy finds herself working tirelessly under the relentless scrutiny of her boss, Knox – a man known for his sharp tongue and cutthroat demeanor. Even worse he’s her step-father and Knox knows how to push her to her limits without even trying.


Knox has long concealed his desire for Daisy, while she remains oblivious to his forbidden cravings. The forbidden heat between them blazes to life, and they are forced to confront the undeniable truth—passion knows no boundaries.


Will Knox finally get what he wants? 
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The Kingpin’s Obsession 

Alice

I saw something I shouldn’t have, and my life is in danger.

The police won’t listen, and I have no choice but to seek help at Benedetti’s, a bar known for its criminal clientele. But I’m barely inside the door before a dark eyed devil drags me back out and demands to know why I’m there. I shouldn’t trust him, but I don’t have a choice when he’s the only one willing to help me.

Too late, I learn who he really is, and now I’m left to wonder… when this is all over, will he save my life only to break my heart?


About the Author

Cassi lives to write brazen OTT, insta-love, short stories, about possessive alphas and the women they love. Stories that will leave you satisfied, and maybe blushing a little. Cassi loves pedicures, being pampered in any way possible, her darling golden Princess, amazing coffee, and traveling too anywhere warm.
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