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The penthouse was all glass and marble, twenty stories up, drowning in golden-hour light. The city stretched out beneath me in glittering silence. It felt like standing inside a jewel box. I walked slowly, heels echoing off polished stone, trailing my fingers along the edge of the kitchen island. My clipboard hung useless in my hand.

"This view," I murmured, stepping to the glass wall. The skyline looked painted on, unreal.

Behind me, I heard his steps. Heavy. Unhurried. Then Gavin Ward was at my back.

He didn’t ask. His hands landed on my hips with complete certainty, thumbs dragging slow circles over the waistband of my skirt.

“You’re the view I want,” he said, voice low against my neck.

My chest tightened. The air felt thick in my lungs. I didn’t pull away.

Gavin was every bit the legend whispered about in the office—forty-three, ex–Wall Street killer, built like a goddamn statue, and the kind of man who bought entire buildings just to rip them down and build something better. He didn’t believe in hesitation. Or boundaries.

His hand slid under the hem of my blouse, fingers warm and rough. I gasped as he lifted the fabric, exposing my skin inch by inch. Then, with one motion, he found the zipper at my hip and pulled it down. My pencil skirt slipped from my waist and fell around my feet.

I gripped the glass wall. My pulse hammered.

“You sure about this?” I whispered, voice shaking.

“Too late. I’ve decided,” he growled.

He dragged my panties down in one jerk. I stumbled forward a half-step as the fabric caught at my knees, then dropped.

One hand gripped my ass, spreading me open. His other reached between us—just one stroke over my pussy and I was wet for him. The sound of his belt unbuckling made my thighs clench.

He shoved his pants down just enough.

Then I felt him.

Thick, hot, the head of his cock nudging at my entrance. I barely had time to inhale.

He drove in hard.

I cried out, forehead slamming gently against the glass. He was huge. My walls stretched around him, every inch of him sinking in with force.

“You feel that?” he said, thrusting deeper. “That’s what it means to be mine.”

His hips pounded into me, cock driving so deep I saw stars. He fucked like a man who owned everything—and expected you to thank him for it. Each thrust sent shockwaves through me, my hands slipping on the glass from the force of it.

“God, I can’t—wait—you’re not wearing—” I gasped, trying to look over my shoulder.

“Not pulling out,” he said, voice harsh. “I don’t use condoms when I breed.”

The word hit me like a punch to the gut. My pussy clenched around him. I moaned. He grabbed my hips tighter, slamming into me, faster, deeper, as if the idea of breeding me pushed him past control.

“Fuck. You’re perfect. Fucking made to take me,” he grunted, losing rhythm for half a second before going even harder.

I couldn’t think. Could barely breathe. I was pinned against the glass, his cock claiming every inch of me.

Then he buried himself to the hilt and held there.

His cock jerked once. Twice.

I felt it spill—hot, thick ropes of cum flooding me. I whimpered as it dripped back out, sliding warm down the insides of my thighs.

He stayed inside me, one hand pressed to my lower back, keeping me exactly where he wanted me.

“You’re going to give me an heir. Tonight.”

My knees buckled. I let the weight of his body keep me upright, heart racing, pussy still fluttering around his cock as it softened slowly inside me.

And I didn’t say no.

—-
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Two lines.

My fingers trembled as I held the test in the bathroom light. My knees pressed against the cold tile, breath shallow, heart pounding in my ears.

Two lines.

I stared at them like they might change if I blinked hard enough.

I grabbed my phone and hit his name. Gavin Ward. No hesitation.

He picked up before the first ring finished.

“Don’t move. I’m coming,” he said, then hung up.

I didn’t. Couldn’t. I stayed right there on the floor, underwear still tangled around one ankle, test clutched in my shaking hand.

Minutes later, the front door slammed open. Heavy footsteps pounded down the hall.

He didn’t knock. Didn’t announce himself.

He burst into the bathroom, eyes locked on me.

“Let me see it,” he said, voice sharp.

I held out the stick, fingers numb.

He snatched it, stared. His chest rose hard under the collar of his black shirt. I watched the tension pulse through his forearms as he gripped the test like he wanted to crush it.

“It’s real?” he asked.

I nodded, throat too tight to speak.

“I don’t know what to do,” I said, voice cracking.

“You do nothing,” he said, still staring at the test. “I do everything now.”

He dropped to his knees in front of me. Took my face in one hand. The other pressed flat to my bare stomach.

“It worked,” he breathed, like he couldn’t believe it. His eyes dragged over my body like he was seeing me for the first time. “You took my cum like you were meant to. You’re carrying my baby.”

“Are you... happy?”

He looked up, jaw tight. Then he smiled. Dark, hungry.

“Happy?” He leaned in, lips brushing mine. “You’re carrying my future. I’m fucking ecstatic.”

His hand slid lower, fingers splaying over the soft curve of my lower belly.

Then he moved.

One second I was kneeling, the next he had me propped back against the tile, legs spread. His mouth kissed down my stomach, slow, reverent.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured against my skin. “Officially.”

He kissed just below my navel, then again. Tongue flicking out to taste me like I was something sacred.

I threaded my fingers through his hair, breath catching.

“Already full of my seed,” he said, voice rough now. “It’s in you. Growing.”

I whimpered.

He kissed lower, between my thighs, not even asking. His tongue found my clit and I gasped, hips jerking. I was still swollen, still aching, but he didn’t care. He licked me like he had all the time in the world.

“You like knowing I bred you?” he growled, mouth slick with me.

I moaned. My thighs trembled against his shoulders.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“I like it,” I gasped. “I liked you filling me. I liked knowing it took.”

“Good girl.” He pressed his mouth back to me, tongue driving in, sucking hard on my clit until my head slammed back against the tile.

I came fast, crying out, thighs clamping around his head.

He pulled back just enough to look up at me, lips wet, eyes dark.

“You’re going to stay pregnant,” he said. “Again and again.”

And I still didn’t tell him no.

—-
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Sunlight poured through the bedroom windows, soft and golden, warming the sheets tangled around my legs. I stirred, still groggy, body heavy with sleep and something more. My thighs were slick, the dull ache between them lingering from last night.

Gavin’s hand was already on me.

He lay behind me, one arm
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