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  Letter from the Author


Dear Reader, 
You're about to meet Dominic Thorne, a billionaire CEO who takes one look at Abby Morrison and decides she's his. He's going to call her "sweetheart" in boardrooms, memorize her coffee order, and cook her breakfast like feeding her is a religious experience.
He's also going to respect her boundaries while making her feel wanted in ways that leave her breathless.
If you love powerful men who worship their women, if you crave the ache of wanting someone so desperately your hands shake, if you need all the tension without crossing into explicit territory... you're in exactly the right place.
Welcome to the His Little Princess series. Seven billionaire CEOs. Seven plus-sized women who bring them to their knees. Seven love stories where devotion is the entire point.
Buckle up, buttercup. Dominic doesn't do halfway.
Bedroom doors closed. The yearning? Relentless.
xo,
 Leslie






  
  One

The Consultant Arrives
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The alarm screamed at 4:30am, and Abby's hand shot out, silencing it before the second ring. Her heart already pounded, adrenaline flooding her system. This was it. The biggest contract of her career. Two million dollars for six weeks. Thorne Industries. Dominic Thorne himself. 
She sat up, feet hitting the cold floor of her East Side apartment, and took three measured breaths. In through the nose, out through the mouth. The same ritual she'd done before every major pitch, every impossible deadline, every moment where failure wasn't an option.
Her reflection in the bathroom mirror showed dark circles despite eight hours of sleep. Coffee would fix that. Coffee fixed everything.
The shower ran hot while she mentally reviewed the breach data one more time. Client information compromised. Media already circling. Stock dropping. Board breathing down Thorne's neck. And here she was, twenty-five years old, about to walk into the lion's den and tell a self-made billionaire exactly how to save his empire.
No pressure.
She dressed with military precision. Navy suit, tailored to fit her curves without apology. White blouse, simple gold earrings. Heels that added three inches and made her calves look phenomenal. Her reflection looked competent, professional, untouchable. Perfect.
She hummed a tune as she packed her bag. Laptop, tablet, three backup chargers, emergency protein bars she'd probably forget to eat, and the leather portfolio that cost more than she should've spent but made her feel like she belonged in boardrooms with men who had never been told no.
By 5:30am she was on the metro, surrounded by other early risers. Construction workers heading to job sites. Nurses finishing night shifts. The city waking up around her while she reviewed her notes one last time.
The Financial District stop emptied half the car. Abby followed the stream of business professionals onto the platform, heels clicking against tile as she climbed the stairs into downtown Helmsworth.
The morning air bit cold against her face. She pulled her coat tighter and joined the line at the Starbucks across from Thorne Industries Tower.
The line moved slowly. Every ambitious professional getting their caffeine fix before facing whatever battles the day held. Abby checked her phone. 5:43am. She had seventeen minutes.
"Grande oat milk latte, two sugars, extra shot please."
The barista scribbled on the cup and Abby paid without looking, muscle memory from a thousand identical mornings. She moved to the pickup area, still scrolling through breach data files, stomach tight with nerves that wouldn't settle until she proved herself.
"Grande oat milk latte!"
She grabbed the cup and took that first sip. Perfect temperature. Perfect sweetness. The knot in her chest loosened.
Okay. She could do this.
The Thorne Industries Tower rose fifty-two stories of glass and steel, dominating the skyline like a declaration of power. Abby paused on the sidewalk, tilting her head back to take in the full height. Somewhere up there, Dominic Thorne was probably already at his desk. Billionaires didn't sleep in.
The revolving door deposited her into a lobby that screamed money. Living plant walls, marble floors, security desk staffed by people who looked former military.
"Abigail Morrison for Mr. Thorne."
The guard checked his tablet. "ID please."
She handed over her driver's license and he scanned it, compared the photo, handed it back with a nod. "Ms. Martinez will meet you."
Right on cue, a woman appeared from the elevator bay. Latina, early thirties, perfectly pressed suit, iPad tucked under one arm and the efficient energy that said she ran this building whether people realized it or not.
"Ms. Morrison? I'm Jenny Martinez, Mr. Thorne's assistant." Her smile reached her eyes, warm despite the early hour. "Can I take that for you?"
She gestured to Abby's coffee cup and bag.
"Oh. No, I've got it, but thank you."
Jenny's smile shifted slightly, as if she'd confirmed something. "He's very particular about first impressions. Come on, I'll take you up."
They stepped into a private elevator, all polished brass and mirrors. Jenny swiped a keycard and pressed fifty-two.
"Fair warning," Jenny said as the elevator began its smooth ascent. "He's been here since four-thirty. Didn't go home last night, actually. He's stressed, though he'll never admit it." She glanced at Abby. "But your reputation precedes you. He's been reviewing your case studies all week."
Heat crept up Abby's neck. Dominic Thorne had been studying her work. The elevator numbers climbed and her pulse climbed with them.
The doors opened directly into an executive suite that was more intimidating than the lobby. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the harbor. Minimalist furniture that probably cost more than her car. And beyond a waiting area, a corner office with glass walls where she could see him.
Her breath caught.
Oh no.
Dominic Thorne stood with his back to the windows, phone pressed to his ear, and even in profile he was devastating. Tall, broad-shouldered, the build that came from disciplined gym time not vanity. Dark hair with silver threading through it at the temples. The suit looked custom, charcoal gray that probably cost thousands.
Then he turned, and their eyes met through the glass.
Everything stopped.
Dark eyes. Intense. Intelligent. The kind that saw everything, catalogued everything, missed nothing. They found her and didn't let go. Her chest tightened, breath catching somewhere between her lungs and throat. Heat flooded her system, her skin prickling with awareness that had nothing to do with professional nerves.
Recognition. Like her body knew something her brain hadn't processed yet.
He said something into the phone, still watching her, and ended the call. Gestured for her to come in.
Abby's legs moved on autopilot, carrying her across the expensive carpet while her heart hammered against her ribs. Jenny opened the door, and Dominic's voice washed over her.
"Ms. Morrison. Thank you for coming in so early."
Deep. Controlled. But underneath the professional tone, warmth. Genuine warmth that surprised her because powerful men were usually cold until you proved your worth.
"Mr. Thorne." She extended her hand, and his engulfed it, warm and callused in a way that said he didn't just sit behind a desk. The contact zinged through her nervous system. "I appreciate the opportunity."
"Please sit." He released her hand and gestured to the chairs across from his desk.
Abby sat, crossing her ankles, and pulled out her tablet while he settled into his chair. Behind him, the city sprawled in the early morning light, harbor glittering in the distance. But she kept her eyes on him.
"I've reviewed your preliminary assessment," he said. "Thorough doesn't begin to cover it."
"I don't believe in surface fixes. If we're going to stop the bleeding, we need to understand the wound."
Something shifted in his expression. Not quite a smile, but close. Like she'd said exactly what he wanted to hear.
"Tell me your honest opinion. How bad is this?"
She held his gaze. "Catastrophic if we don't move fast. Recoverable if we do. You've got media sharks circling, your stock's dropping, and your board is probably seconds away from panic. But the breach itself, while serious, isn't as extensive as your clients fear. Perception is killing you right now. We fix perception; we buy time to fix everything else."
He leaned back in his chair, studying her. His eyes moved over her face as if he was cataloguing details. Memorizing her.
"You're younger than I expected."
Abby's spine straightened. Here it came. The age comments, the skepticism, the assumption that she couldn't possibly know what she was doing because she didn't have gray hair yet.
"And you're taller than your headshot suggested," she said evenly. "Are we done with superficial observations, or would you like to discuss how I'm going to save your company?"
Silence. His eyes widened fractionally.
Then he smiled. Actually smiled, and it transformed his entire face from intimidating to dangerously attractive.
"I like you already." He leaned forward, elbows on the desk. "Walk me through your timeline."
Relief and something warmer flooded through her. Abby pulled up her presentation and launched into her strategy, watching him the whole time. The way his expression shifted when she made a strong point. The slight nod when she anticipated his next question. The way his eyes never left her face, giving her his complete attention in a way that felt almost physical.
She'd dealt with powerful men before. Usually they interrupted, mansplained, dismissed her ideas until she forced them to listen.
This one seemed to like being challenged. This one seemed to respect competence.
"What about Patricia?" he asked. "My CMO. She's been handling our communications."
"With all due respect, her handling is why you're hemorrhaging clients." Abby pulled up the data. "Look at this messaging. Defensive. Vague. She's trying to protect the company's feelings instead of addressing client concerns. I need full authority over all communications. No exceptions."
His jaw tightened. "Patricia's been with me fifteen years."
"Then she should know better." Abby met his eyes. "I'm not here to make friends, Mr. Thorne. I'm here to fix this. But I can't do that if I'm fighting your team for control."
Another long look. Then he nodded slowly.
"Full authority. I'll make that clear at the ten o'clock meeting."
Her shoulders relaxed. "Thank you."
"Don't thank me yet." But his tone held something that might've been amusement. "You're about to inherit a nightmare, Ms. Morrison."
"I've handled worse."
"I believe you." He stood, and she rose automatically, gathering her things. "Jenny will show you to the war room. Take whatever resources you need. Anyone gives you pushback, they answer to me."
She headed for the door, adrenaline singing through her veins. She'd done it. Impressed him. Secured control.
"Ms. Morrison?"
She turned back. He stood silhouetted against the massive windows, backlit by morning sun, and her breath caught again.
"I read all your case studies. The Meridian collapse, the Apex scandal, the Westbrook breach." His eyes held hers across the distance. "You're brilliant. I'm glad you're on my side."
Heat flooded her face. "I won't let you down."
"I know you won't."
She fled before her face could get any redder, but she felt his gaze follow her all the way out.
Jenny was waiting by her desk, a knowing smile firmly in place. "He called you brilliant. He never compliments anyone on first meetings."
"He's just being professional."
"Uh huh." Jenny led her to the elevator.
The war room lived on the fifty-first floor. Massive reclaimed wood table that could seat twenty, walls covered in whiteboards and screens, windows overlooking the city. Coffee station in the corner with a professional-grade espresso machine because apparently Thorne Industries did nothing halfway.
A dozen executives waited, some clutching coffee cups, all wearing varying degrees of skepticism. Abby scanned the faces, cataloguing potential allies and obstacles.
Patricia Killam sat at the far end. Fifty-two, expensive suit, twenty-thousand-dollar watch, and an expression that said she already hated Abby on principle.
This was going to be fun.
Abby set her bag down, pulled out her laptop, and connected it to the main screen. The breach data filled the wall behind her.
"Good morning. I'm Abigail Morrison, and I'm going to be very direct because we don't have time for pleasantries." She turned to face them. "This company is bleeding out. Every hour we waste is another client lost, another point off your stock price, another nail in the coffin. So here's what we're going to do."
She laid out her initial strategy. Aggressive, comprehensive, no room for half measures. Most of them leaned forward, taking notes. Patricia leaned back, arms crossed.
"With all due respect," Patricia said when Abby paused, "we've been managing our communications perfectly well. This breach was unprecedented, but we've handled it according to established protocols."
"Your established protocols are why you're in this situation."
Patricia's eyes flashed. "We've been doing this for fifteen years. I think we know our business better than an outside consultant."
Abby didn't blink. "Then why am I here?"
Silence. Someone coughed.
"Look," Abby said, gentler now. "I understand this is hard. Change always is. But the old playbook doesn't work anymore. Media moves too fast. Clients expect transparency. And right now, Thorne Industries looks guilty because you're acting guilty."
"We're being cautious!"
"You're being defensive." Abby pulled up the latest press release. "Look at this language. 'Regrettable incident.' 'Isolated occurrence.' 'Continuing to investigate.' You're giving them nothing. No specifics, no timeline, no accountability. That reads as hiding something."
"Because we're still investigating! We don't have all the answers yet."
"Then say that." Abby's voice stayed calm. "Say 'we don't have all the answers yet, but here's what we know, here's what we're doing about it, and here's exactly when we'll update you next.' Give them something real. Give them a reason to trust you."
Patricia opened her mouth, but the conference room door opened, and Dominic walked in.
The energy shifted instantly. Everyone straightened. Despite everything, Abby's heartbeat quickened.
He moved to the head of the table, eyes scanning the room, landing on her for a fraction longer than anyone else. Her skin prickled with awareness.
"I'm sure you've all met Ms. Morrison," he said. That deep voice commanded attention effortlessly. "Let me be absolutely clear about her role here. She has full authority over our crisis response. Her decisions are final. Anyone who has a problem with that can discuss it with me privately." His eyes landed on Patricia. "Are we understood?"
Murmurs of agreement. Patricia's jaw clenched but she nodded.
"Good. Ms. Morrison, continue."
He sat at the head of the table and Abby forced herself to focus on the room, not on him, not on the way his presence made her hyperaware of every word she said.
She walked them through her full strategy. Media outreach, client retention protocols, internal communications overhaul, timeline for transparency. When people asked intelligent questions, she answered thoroughly. When someone pushed back with ego instead of logic, she shut it down with data.
Dominic said almost nothing. Just listened, watched, occasionally nodding. But she felt his attention like a physical touch, tracking every word.
The meeting ran until 2pm. No breaks. No lunch. Her feet screamed in her heels and her stomach growled, but she powered through, maintaining control of the room through sheer force of competence.
Finally, Dominic stood. "Thank you all. I expect full cooperation with Ms. Morrison's protocols. Meeting adjourned."
People filed out, some nodding to Abby with new respect, others still skeptical. Patricia left without a word, spine rigid with displeasure.
Then it was just Abby and the aftermath. She sagged against the table, exhaustion crashing over her like a wave.
"You handled that well."
She spun. Dominic stood by the windows, hands in his pockets, watching her.
"Patricia hates me already."
"Patricia hates everything. She'll get over it or she won't." He moved closer and Abby's body tensed in awareness. "When did you last eat?"
The question caught her off guard. "I, uh. Had coffee this morning?"
His expression darkened. "Coffee isn't food."
"I had a protein bar on the metro."
"Eight hours ago." Not a question. He pulled out his phone. "What do you like?"
"Mr. Thorne, I'm fine. I need to review the client retention data before tomorrow's calls and set up the media monitoring system and…"
"You need to eat." His tone brooked no argument. "Mediterranean? Thai? Italian?"
She stared at him, brain struggling to process. Dominic Thorne, billionaire CEO, was trying to feed her.
"Whatever's fine. Really, you don't have to…"
"Mediterranean it is." He tapped something on his phone and pocketed it. "Twenty minutes. Keep working if you want, but when the food arrives, you're eating."
He left before she could argue further, and Abby stood there, heart pounding, wondering what the hell just happened.
Twenty-three minutes later, Jenny appeared with bags from a restaurant Abby recognized as absurdly expensive. She set them on the table along with plates and silverware.
"He ordered half the menu," Jenny said cheerfully. "Enjoy."
Then she was gone and Abby was alone with enough food to feed ten people.
The door opened again. Dominic, jacket off now, sleeves rolled to his forearms. Abby's mouth went dry at the sight of his arms, muscled and dusted with dark hair.
"Eat, sweetheart."
The pet name stopped her in her tracks. Her brain short-circuited.
Sweetheart.
She looked up, searching his face for mockery or manipulation or some sign that he was playing games. But his expression was warm. Genuinely warm.
"I, uh." Her voice came out strangled. "Thank you, Mr. Thorne."
"Dominic." He opened containers, the smell of garlic and spices filling the room. "And you're welcome"
Her hands shook slightly as she picked up a fork, still flustered from the pet name. He noticed, she saw his eyes track the movement, but he said nothing. Just plated food and slid it toward her.
She took a bite of something with chickpeas and her taste buds sang. God, when was the last time she'd eaten real food?
"Good?"
"Amazing," she admitted.
He smiled, small but genuine, and started eating his own plate. They sat in comfortable silence while she devoured food she hadn't realized she was starving for.
"You impressed the team today," he said after a while. "Most of them, anyway."
"Patricia's going to be a problem."
"Let me worry about Patricia." His eyes found hers. "You focus on being brilliant, which doesn't seem to be difficult for you."
Heat crept up her neck again. "You're very complimentary for someone whose company is in crisis."
"I'm complimentary when someone deserves it." He leaned back in his chair, studying her. "How long have you been doing this? Crisis management."
"Five years. Started right out of college."
"Twenty-five and already the best in the industry. That's impressive."
"Or I'm compensating for something." The words came out before she could stop them.
His eyebrows rose. "Such as?"
She gestured to herself. "Young. Female. Plus-size. Not exactly the image people expect when they think 'crisis consultant.'"
"No," he agreed. "You're better."
The simple statement knocked the air from her lungs. No qualifiers. No 'despite' or 'considering.' Just better.
She took another bite to hide how much that affected her.
They worked through dinner, Abby pulling up files while Dominic asked sharp questions that showed he'd actually read every page of her assessment. His intelligence was attractive in a way that caught her off guard. She'd known he was smart, building a company from nothing, but watching him work was something else entirely.
He made connections fast, saw patterns, didn't need explanations repeated. And he listened. Actually listened when she spoke, giving her ideas the weight they deserved.
By 8pm, most of the food was gone and her analysis was solid. Abby stood to throw away containers and swayed, exhaustion and heels combining to throw her balance.
His hand caught her elbow instantly. Warm, steady, and her skin burned where he touched her through her blazer.
"Okay?"
"Fine. Just tired." She steadied herself but he didn't let go. "I should get back to work."
"You should go home."
"There's too much to do. Tomorrow's going to be insane and I need to have everything ready before the market opens and…"
"Abby." Her first name in his mouth felt intimate. "You're dead on your feet. Go home. Sleep. Be sharp tomorrow. That's more valuable than working yourself into the ground tonight."
She wanted to argue. Should argue. But God, she was tired.
"Okay," she heard herself say. "I'll finish up and head out in an hour."
His thumb stroked once across the inside of her elbow, so quick she might've imagined it, then he released her. "I'll have my driver take you home."
"The metro's fine."
"It's dark. Humor me."
Their gazes locked and something charged crackled in the space between them. Her heartbeat thundered against her ribs.
"Thank you, Dominic."
His expression warmed at the use of his first name. "Anytime, sweetheart."
There it was again. Sweetheart. Like it was the most natural thing in the world.
She fled to gather her things before she did something stupid like ask him what these pet names meant, why he was being so kind, whether he felt this pull too or if she was imagining the whole thing.
By the time she made it downstairs, a town car waited at the curb. The driver opened the door and she slid into leather seats that probably cost more than her monthly rent.
As the car pulled away, she looked up at Thorne Industries Tower, lit against the night sky, and wondered what she'd gotten herself into.
Because this didn't feel like just a contract, it felt like danger.






  
  Two

Escalating Intensity
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Dominic Thorne's reflection stared back at him from the bathroom mirror of his executive suite at 5:15am, and he barely recognized the man looking back. Dark circles shadowed his eyes despite a full night's sleep. His hand shook as he ran it through damp hair. 
He told himself it was stress. The breach. The board breathing down his neck. Stock prices hemorrhaging value by the hour. Fifteen years of building this company from nothing, and it could all collapse in weeks if he didn't get control of the narrative.
That's what had him awake before dawn. Not the memory of brown eyes meeting his across glass walls. Not the way his chest had tightened when she'd challenged him in that first meeting. Not the sound of her voice saying his name.
Liar.
He gripped the counter, knuckles white. This was insane. Unprofessional. She was his consultant. The most important contract of the year. He should focus on saving his company, not on the way her suit had hugged her curves or how her intelligence had sparked something in his chest that felt dangerously like recognition.
But when he'd seen her standing in Jenny's waiting area yesterday morning, everything had just... stopped. Like his entire world had tilted on its axis and suddenly there was before and after, and she was the line dividing them.
He'd been on a call with his legal team, barely listening to their risk assessment, when movement had caught his peripheral vision. He'd turned and there she was. Brown eyes wide, professional armor firmly in place, coffee cup clutched like a lifeline, and something in his chest had cracked wide open.
Mine.
The thought had slammed into him with the force of physical impact. Primal. Undeniable. Completely inappropriate for a woman he hadn't even met yet.
Then she'd walked into his office and extended her hand and the contact had sent electricity straight up his arm. Her skin warm, her grip confident, her eyes holding his without flinching. Most people couldn't maintain eye contact with him for more than a few seconds. She'd held his gaze like she was cataloguing him the same way he was memorizing her.
When he'd commented on her age, testing her reaction, she'd fired back without hesitation. Are we done with superficial observations or would you like to discuss how I'm going to save your company?
He'd wanted to kiss her right then. Pull her across the desk and taste that smart mouth, feel her gasp against his lips, discover if she'd melt or fight or both.
Instead, he'd smiled and asked her to walk him through her timeline, watching her transform from nervous to commanding in the space of a breath. She'd presented her strategy with the confidence that came from being underestimated her entire career and proving everyone wrong. Every time she'd expected his next question, every time her analysis had cut straight to the truth, that pull in his chest had intensified.
By the time she'd demanded full
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