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CHAPTER 1


London, May


Kate set the last tiny newborn outfit on the pile of baby clothes that sat beside her on the antique Anatolian carpet, and looked across the tumble of torn wrapping and empty boxes at a man known for the brevity of his relationships.


‘Are you really excited about the baby, Dominic? Or are you just being polite? I’d completely understand if this isn’t your thing … I mean … well – all these lovely gifts aside, you and babies … with your lifestyle.’ Kate shrugged. ‘It’s not necessarily a good fit.’


‘I like kids.’


Dominic’s bland disclaimer brought to mind his easy rapport with his nieces and nephews in San Francisco. ‘Still,’ she pressed because she had a tendency to overanalyse everything and Dominic Knight, billionaire and world-class playboy, was the least likely candidate for fatherhood, ‘have you considered that raising a child is a serious commitment for at least eighteen years, probably more with college and maybe graduate school and—’


‘I know what I’m doing, Katherine.’ Seated on the floor on the other side of the mass of crumpled wrappings and discarded boxes, Dominic Knight suppressed a smile at the notion that he might be accepting this child out of either some benighted courtesy or ignorance. ‘And I don’t make a practice of being polite,’ he added, his blue-eyed gaze on the beautiful redhead wearing kitten print pyjamas who’d casually turned his life upside down. ‘Particularly when it involves marriage and fatherhood. So to answer your question, I’m beyond excited about our baby. I hope that’s clear, now, and whenever you begin to question my motives.’ Then his smile broke through. ‘And knowing you, I’ll hear this again five minutes from now.’


She sniffed. ‘We can’t all be totally confident twenty-four/seven.’


His smiled widened. ‘Please. The lady who’s always right.’


‘I am brilliant, aren’t I?’ she said with a grin


‘Definitely, baby. You’re my genius hacker.’ He winked. ‘And you’ve made my life a helluva lot more interesting.’


She laughed. ‘How diplomatic. When you actually mean you like a fight now and then.’


His eyelids drifted lower, the teasing gleam in his eyes filtered by his absurdly long dark lashes. ‘Anytime, baby. Marquess of Queensberry Rules or not. You decide.’ He glanced at his vintage Cartier Santos Dumont watch. ‘I don’t have any appointments till noon tomorrow so we have plenty of time. And my appointments can be cancelled if necessary.’


‘How very accommodating of you,’ Kate said softly.


Dominic smiled faintly. ‘We try.’


Suddenly the image of countless females being accommodated by the incredibly beautiful, sexually talented Knight Enterprises CEO brought the teasing game to a screeching halt. ‘But you’re only accommodating me from now on,’ she said with an obstinate jut of her chin.


‘Only you,’ he readily agreed, when he would have found such limitations incomprehensible a few brief months ago.


Leaning back against the flax-coloured sofa, her green gaze shimmering with delight, she smiled at the man she loved. ‘So,’ she murmured, with delicate impertinence and a little dip of her head. ‘Have I really tamed the premier playboy of the Western World?’


A lazy flicker of a smile. ‘I didn’t think you liked it tame?’


His words hovered palpably in the sudden silence.


Spiked through her body, flame-hot and riveting.


Pooled in seething delirium deep down inside her.


‘Meaning?’ she whispered, finding it hard to breathe.


‘Meaning, why don’t we find out what you do like?’ he gently said, coming to his feet in a graceful flow of toned muscle, having politely waited through the unwrapping of countless boxes for her to finally read his mind. He held out his strong hand with its dusting of dark hair, his long fingers faintly splayed.


A shiver of pleasure raced through her. Broad-shouldered, lean hipped, in jeans and a faded blue Peace T-shirt, Dominic’s dark, brooding beauty was breathtaking: the overlong silky black hair, the bad-boy scorching blue eyes, the high cheekbones and fine bone structure, the arrow-straight nose, the mouth saved from outright sensuality by the contradictory don’t-mess-with-me firmness. The whole package – transcendent male perfection.


And when he leaned down and his hand closed around hers, she trembled at the glut of prodigal sensation, at the feverish need coiling in the pit of her stomach, at the blazing hot desire streaking up her spine. Agitated and restless, she said on a suffocated breath, ‘I’m sorry. But it’s been so long I’m not going to last.’


Drawing her to her feet, he slid his hands under her arms, lifted her over the pile of boxes and set her down. ‘Then let’s go take care of you.’


‘You don’t have much time.’ Her voice was shaky. ‘Just so you know.’


He shot her a grin. ‘Do we have time to get into bed? Otherwise,’ he glanced down at his erection straining his jeans, ‘he’s good anywhere. Just say the word.’


‘Jesus, don’t ask me to make a decision now!’


He smiled at her familiar breathless rush to orgasm and swinging her up into his arms, swiftly strode from the reception room and down the hallway. Moments later, walking into her bedroom, he covered the distance to the bed in four long strides and lowered her to the white quilted coverlet. Quickly unbuttoning and unzipping his jeans as she frantically squirmed out of her pyjama bottoms, he dropped, fully clothed, between her pale legs and, on easy terms with expeditious sex, deftly guided the head of his dick to her slick sex.


‘Oh, God … hurry, hurry …’


He heard her sharp intake of breath as he plunged into her succulent body, but his erection was only partially submerged when she suddenly climaxed with a smothered, fretful cry.


Dipping his head, Dominic inhaled her sulky groan. ‘I’m sorry, baby,’ he whispered, his breath warm on her pouty mouth. ‘We’ll make it better next time – and the time after that because I’m not going anywhere. I’m staying’, he gently flexed his hips, ‘right here for as long as you need me.’


She softly moaned as his rigid length slid deeper, raised her hips into the heavenly sensation, and when he responded with well-bred grace, forcing himself deeper still, she uttered a low languorous purr of contentment


He smiled. ‘Good?’


Another weightless, dreamy pleasure sound, a faint wiggle.


‘Not quite enough? More?’ Moving with masterful finesse, he drove into her soft yielding flesh, the pressure like silk on silk; smooth, fluid, exquisitely sensual.


‘How’s that?’


‘Ummm …’


He knew that lush, primitive utterance, had missed hearing it the last ten weeks, smiled at the thought of fucking himself to death to keep that velvety growl humming in his ears. The audacious thought had no more than crossed his mind than it was quickly scotched by his reproachful intellect. New ball game, dude. No fucking violence. Dragging a breath of restraint, giving himself a mental shake for good measure, Dominic absorbed the new reality. But he needed some guidelines. ‘Baby, look at me,’ he quietly said, touching her cheek.


Kate lifted her green gaze, a tiny flicker of moodiness visible. ‘No orders, Dominic,’ she sulkily murmured. ‘I want to really come this time. I hate those half-climaxes.’


As if that was his fault. But on his best behaviour since she’d only just allowed him back into her life, he didn’t contradict her. ‘Give me a few minutes and we’ll make you happy. But first you have to tell me if,’ he hesitated, took a small breath. ‘I don’t want to hurt anything … the baby, you, whatever might get hurt. This is all new to me … so you’re the one who has to say no. Tame is fine if that’s what you need. Understand?’


‘Everything’s normal. Nothing’s changed.’ At his lifted brow, she held his gaze just long enough to emphasize her certainty. ‘Really, I’m perfectly fine.’ Some morning sickness aside, but it wasn’t morning. ‘So don’t worry about it.’


Long past intimidation of any kind, even from the wilful mother of his child, he politely smiled. ‘Just in case, that’s all I’m saying. You tell me. I’ll listen.’


‘How about I tell you to move a little?’ she pertly said.


He didn’t know whether to laugh or be pissed. She constantly shook up the established role of women in his life. Not to mention his life in general. On the other hand, he’d been in command of a large part of the world too long to accept orders from her or anyone. ‘Ask me nicely and I’ll be happy to move.’


She scowled.


He moved just enough to make his point.


After she stopped shuddering, she gave him a squinty-eyed look.


‘Come on, baby, compromise. Neither of us likes orders.’ He grinned. ‘Just ask me even semi-nicely. We both want this, OK?’


She rolled her eyes, but every sentient nerve in her body was zeroed in on the immensity of Dominic’s gorgeous dick filling her to excess, his pulse throbbing through the compressed network of veins in his engorged erection, matching her own hectic heartbeat. And damn him, he could outlast her by a week or more, so really … what were a few words in exchange for a mind-blowing climax? ‘Please move, semi-nicely. Is that enough of a compromise?’


‘Absolutely,’ he whispered, kissing her tenderly, withdrawing slightly, and seeing the petulance return to her gaze, quickly added, ‘We’re here, baby. This is for you.’ But he drove back into her slick, yielding body, slowly, carefully, because one of them had to be sensible and that usually meant him. When he reached the ultimate depth and ever so gently nudged her taut flesh, her lashes drifted lower, the petulance faded from her eyes and she softly sighed in blissful satisfaction.


He smiled. There. That was the sound he was waiting for.


She was happy, gratified. Without roughness or violence.


But these next few months were going to be an exercise in self-denial and prudence. Not that having Katherine back wasn’t an awesome trade-off. And what the hell, vanilla sex was the norm for most people. Maybe he’d even get used to it.


His priorities established, he ushered in the new construct of making love, a strange, radical concept for him, separate from fucking, unique to this small, voluptuous woman beneath him, enveloping him, warming his dick and his heart. Unselfish, super indulgent, calling on all his considerable skills, he smoothly slid in and out of her as she grew wetter and wetter, told her what they were going to do later after she’d climaxed properly, how he was going to keep her up all night, how he was going to fill her with cum because he could and she was always a willing recipient. ‘Aren’t you?’ he murmured, nibbling her earlobe, relishing the taste of her.


His deep, commanding voice warmed her senses, his nipping teeth made her shiver, made her breathless with longing, his massive dick – her fatal addiction, her greedy pleasure. And as he skilfully penetrated and withdrew, mindful of pleasing both her clit and her G-spot, she clung to him, rose to meet each exquisitely placed stroke until increasingly frantic she forced the rhythm.


He smoothly altered his pace, intent on indulging her, fully capable, not to mention accomplished at pleasing women should he choose.


And with Katherine, he did – wholeheartedly.


How had she ever thought she could live without him, without this sweeping pleasure that was rich with lust, soft with the magic of love, the quintessential metaphor for having her cake and eating it too. ‘Don’t ever stop,’ she panted, lifting into his down stroke, sliding her hands lower, under his loosened jeans, splaying her fingers over his taut ass and holding on tight. ‘Not ever, not …’ she squeaked as he broke her grip.


‘Pay attention, baby.’ His deep voice was teasing. ‘This means I’m not stopping.’ And having withdrawn, he pushed in again, all the way into that sweet spot that always made her gasp.


‘Oh God …’ She could feel her bones melting, her brain turning to mush, her body liquefying into a puddle of hot passion and need. ‘More, more.’ She ground her hips into his erection, reaching for the next wave of feverish rapture. ‘More!’


Her panting, frenzied demand struck a hypercritical nerve, one he’d not known existed until recently. The one that dealt with jealousy and possession, two unknown concepts until Katherine had entered his life. He suddenly went motionless inside her. ‘Baby, who’s fucking you?’ His voice had a bite to it, a pissy edge. ‘Do you even know who’s fucking you?’


She whimpered, tried to move.


He held her down, his hand on her hip. ‘Open your goddamn eyes. Answer me.’


She finally heard him, or rather his low, husky growl registered, his harsh authority registered and every twitching carnal receptor, every libidinous switch in her body flipped on, triggered and provoked by lustful memory. She struggled to open her eyes, but distracted by flame-hot sensation, by tremulous pre-orgasmic ripples goading her brain, she focused instead on the spiking delirium.


‘Katherine.’ Razor-sharp and exacting.


But so near to climax now, she didn’t hear him.


Forcing himself to behave, reminding himself why he had to take it easy, he tamped down his temper, and gently touched her bottom lip. ‘That’s OK, baby, maybe next time.’ And apologetic and conciliatory, he began to move inside her again.


‘Oh God, thank you,’ she panted, not in response to his unheard statement but in abject gratitude because her climax had immediately ignited, all flash and violence as he touched her quivering pussy to the core.


He swallowed the classic response to Oh God, smiled, whispered, ‘Here we go, baby,’ and plunged in again, deeper, gloriously, delectably deeper.


Surging upward, needy, ravenous, so close, she made lurid contact with his down thrust and suddenly the building hysteria broke, and her orgasm began to sweep hot and seething through her body. The raging ecstasy slid red hot up her spine, coloured the entire world in glowing bliss, electrified her brain and just as she was about to explode, she momentarily tensed. Then her wild scream rose into the high-ceiling room, bounced off the pale, buttercream walls, gave potent, gloating voice to ten long weeks of sexual deprivation while she came and came and came …


Already pouring into her sleek, drenched sex, Dominic was deaf to her cry, too intent on pumping jolt after shuddering jolt into her welcoming body, focused solely on ejaculating a flood of white-hot cum into the woman he was reclaiming as his personal property.


After a prolonged, rampaging tidal wave of mutual bliss, his guttural grunts and her screams slowly faded, the silence punctuated only by laboured breathing. Until, at last, a hush descended.


Lengthened.


The two people on the bed still cushioned in a velvety euphoria.


Finally, half dazed and warmly aglow, still inexplicably overwhelmed with desire, Kate whispered, ‘I warn you, Dominic, I may never get enough of you.’


It took him a fraction of a second to lift his head from the mattress near her shoulder. And another second to normalize his breathing. Then resting on his forearms, an ingrained, habitual position for a man his size, he smiled down at Kate. ‘We’re here anytime, baby.’ Still resting inside her, his dick only nominally diminished, he shifted his hips in confirmation. ‘Just ask.’


Reaching up, she slid his dark, tumbled hair behind his ears and grinned. ‘Perfect. Because you’re mine,’ she said. ‘Don’t forget it.’


‘Back at you, baby.’ He brushed her grin with his fingertip. ‘And I don’t share. Don’t ever forget that.’


‘Why would I want to?’ She lazily stretched in a languorous motion that brought her lush pyjama-clad breasts into contact with his chest. ‘I’ve never been so happy, so filled with lust and love.’


When she looked all warm and sexy, when her plump, showy breasts were resting lightly against his body, when her comment about never getting enough paralleled his own libidinous impulses, he suddenly felt the need to firmly underline the perimeters of their relationship. Or more pertinently for a man of his controlling temperament, to decisively mark his territory. Lightly touching the flawless forty-two-carat emerald-cut engagement diamond newly installed on Kate’s outstretched hand, Dominic quietly said, ‘This ring means we stay together. Today, tomorrow, for ever. All of us. You, me, the baby. Nothing and nobody gets in the way. Got it?’


She nodded, gulping down the tears that had risen in her throat. ‘I cry … all the … time now,’ she hiccupped. ‘Especially … when I think about the baby. You’re going to be revolted … at how clingy … and weepy I’ve become.’


‘After seventy-two days,’ he turned his wrist to glance at his watch, ‘ten hours and twenty-three minutes without you.’ He shook his head. ‘Uh-uh … no way, baby. Not a chance.’


She bit her lip as her tears spilled over.


‘Hey, hey, everything’s good from now on.’ Bending his head, he licked away her tears, then grabbed the quilt and wiped her cheeks. ‘We’re not going to fuck this up. We’re going to make each other happy. And speaking of happiness,’ he murmured, leaning back enough to reach the buttons on her pyjama top, ‘let’s see this new baby-making body of yours.’










CHAPTER 2


Dominic’s blue gaze was warm with pleasure as he freed the top button on Kate’s top. ‘I feel like a kid at Christmas who gets to open his special present.’


‘Then if you’ll undress for me,’ Kate’s voice was lazy with content, ‘we’ll both get a special present.’


His grin was wickedly sexy. ‘That’ll take two seconds.’


‘Maybe you’d like to reword that,’ she said, instantly testy, the blur of women in his playboy past, the sex photos, tabloid and otherwise, not easily forgotten.


He looked up into her stormy eyes and his fingers stilled. ‘How about I take my time undressing? This is all about what you want.’ Because he had what he wanted. ‘Just let us know the schedule.’


Mollified or embarrassed or both, Kate softly sighed. ‘Lord, I’m even more jealous than before. I’m going to blame my crazy baby hormones because I don’t want to think of myself as some jealous bitch.’ She smiled faintly. ‘Tell me you don’t mind or I’ll burst into tears again.’


He laughed. ‘Whatever you do is fine, baby.’ Then his voice went soft. ‘If there were nine circles of hell, I was in the tenth without you, OK? Nothing you can do will even begin to replicate that fucking misery. So jealousy, tears, whatever – hit me with it, I don’t care.’


Her smile was sunny again. ‘Really? I have carte blanche?’


‘Damn right. You’re nurturing this baby for us. You’re allowed anything. You want something, let me know. I’ll find it for you. You need a shoulder to cry on, I’m here. You have a craving for something, it’s yours.’ Framing her face in his palms, he dipped his head. ‘Because I’m good at getting what I want,’ he whispered.


‘And you want me.’


‘You have no idea, baby.’


‘Even if I’m fat?’


He grinned. ‘Depends how fat, I suppose.’


She punched him.


His gaze was lit with amusement. ‘OK, so we’ll take all the scales out of our houses.’


‘Your houses.’


‘Hey.’ He looked at her, his mouth pursed.


‘Our houses – in three weeks,’ she added with a grin.


‘I might have to spank you softly now, but don’t think I won’t do it if you get too mouthy, Katherine. We’re not going to argue about money. What’s mine is yours. End of discussion.’


She wiggled her hips.


‘Are you trying to change the subject?’ But his dick got the message loud and clear and swelled noticeably.


‘I am,’ she purred. ‘I hate talking about money, and for your information, pregnancy makes me feel even more sexy.’


He stared at her. ‘It does?’


‘No doubt in my mind.’


He softly exhaled, ran through a few quick trial questions because even with Max’s surveillance during their separation, there was the possibility someone had been missed. Then drawing in a breath, he carefully said, ‘I’ll only ask this once and I apologize in advance because I have no right to ask when we weren’t together, but did you—’


‘Only my vibrator, or yours actually,’ she interjected because he was trying so hard to be polite.


He blew out a breath. ‘Sorry. It shouldn’t matter but it does.’


‘Tell me about it,’ she muttered, shoving him away as jealousy instantly soured her mood again


He wouldn’t have had to move; he was more than a hundred pounds heavier than her. But considering their very recent reconciliation, he did. Smoothly rolling away, he rested beside her in a lounging pose, his head propped on his hand. ‘Come on, baby, the nightmare’s almost over,’ he softly said. ‘And the minute my divorce is stamped by that judge in France, we’re getting married. You should tell Nana.’


‘Don’t change the subject. I should whip your ass,’ she said, although after Dominic’s sweet earnestness, her tone was less grumpy.


Encouraged, he smiled. ‘If that changes the subject, be my guest.’


She grinned. ‘Really?’


‘Fucking A. I don’t want to talk about the clusterfuck I just went through or even think about it.’ In a deal that had gone bad and threatened to burn him and, more importantly, Katherine, he’d agreed to a temporary three-month marriage because Katherine’s life had been on the line – although she was unaware of her danger. When, at the time, he’d tried to explain it all to her, in a severely edited version that didn’t mention the danger she was in, she’d gone ballistic. ‘But seriously though, baby,’ he added, moving the conversation to a less controversial topic, ‘you should give Nana a head’s up. I’ll send a plane for her, but still, she might like some warning.’


‘I can’t call her and tell her that you’re married, I’m pregnant and if all goes well, you’ll soon be divorced and should that happen, then we’ll get married. Not only does that sound like some scam, but I’d like to see your divorce papers before I call her. Nana will have her shotgun loaded and pointed at you when she gets off the plane unless everything’s settled. You met her. So that can’t be a surprise.’


‘She didn’t seem unreasonable,’ he said. ‘We got along.’


‘Jesus, did you charm her too?’


He grinned. ‘You mean I actually charmed you?’


‘To the extent that we’ll soon be parents,’ she sardonically noted, running her hand over the slight rise of her belly.


‘Lucky me,’ he murmured, placing his hand on her stomach. ‘I mean it, Katherine. You don’t know how pleased I am that you’re having my baby.’ Leaning over, he took a chance, kissed her cheek and gave himself a mental high five when she didn’t baulk. ‘But if you prefer, call Nana when everything’s resolved.’


‘Jeez, Dominic, you make it sound as if you forgot your umbrella and as soon as someone brings it to you, life’s on track.’


‘The degree of difficulty doesn’t concern me, so long as we get our lives back.’ A muscle twitched along his jaw, a sudden chill invaded his eyes. ‘And I promise you, we will.’


‘You sound like you did with those bankers in Singapore. Can you stop? It’s scary.’


He ran his hand over his eyes in a literal gesture of nullification. ‘Sorry,’ he said smoothly, the cold belligerence extinguished from his gaze. ‘And now if you can wait a few minutes before you whip my ass,’ he added, cupping her small belly in his large palm, ‘I’d like to say hi to our baby.’ Bending low, he murmured, ‘I’m your daddy. We’re going to have fun, you and me and mommy. You’re going to be the centre of our world, did you know that? And if you want a pony you can have one,’ he playfully added, then looked up and rolled back. ‘They can hear, right?’


‘I think so. I’m completely ignorant. I almost had a pony but Gramps balked at cleaning the stall. Did you have one?’


‘Uh-uh. I never wanted one, but maybe the baby will take after you. Did you hear that?’ He brushed his palm over Kate’s belly. ‘Your mommy wanted a pony.’ He glanced at Kate. ‘I think we’d better get some baby books. Neither of us knows what we’re doing. In fact, let me call Melanie. She can overnight some to us.’ He pulled his phone from his jeans pocket and started dialling his sister in San Francisco.


‘Now?’


‘It’s early afternoon in San Francisco. If she buys them today, we’ll have them tomorrow. We can’t shop for them or the paparazzi might see us. If some of my staff buy them, we’re no better off. So Melanie’s safe.’ He grinned. ‘Instant gratification. I want to learn about babies. Not that I didn’t help Melanie with her first two, but when it’s not really your job, you just do what you’re told. This is our baby. I want to know everything. Hi, Mel. We need some baby books. All you can find. Send them overnight. No shit, I’m excited. Why wouldn’t I be? Yeah, yeah, cute. How about it’s better, OK? Like a hundred times better. Don’t give me any more grief. Just send them. No, you can’t talk to Katherine now because I’m talking to her. Yeah, actually talking. Goodbye.’ He ended the call and tossed his phone on the bedside table.


‘What’s a hundred times better?’


‘Nothing. Mel was being clever, that’s all.’


‘Tell me.’


‘It’s raunchy.’


‘Now I really want to know.’


He made a face. ‘It was a long time ago.’


‘Jesus, Dominic. Do you ever want a piece of ass again?’


‘Watch it, baby. That’s not negotiable.’


‘Maybe I have something to say about it.’


‘Not as much as me,’ he said in a soft growl.


She sighed. ‘I couldn’t anyway. This pregnancy makes me so horny. But I could be too tired for sex. I am tired a lot.’


‘Oh Jesus … OK. But don’t get pissed. It’s just surfer slang. When you’re surfing in waves that should kill you and you’re in the jaws of a wind tunnel that should destroy you and you know you can’t control it, you just let go. You lay into the warp and ride it clean through a cannon blast of green spit. And when you come out the other side alive, we call that kind of ride the next best thing to a three-way. That’s all.’ Or that’s all he was going to tell her. She’d freak at the real, three-way stuff.


‘That’s not so raunchy. It’s cute.’


‘Glad to hear it.’ Really glad. He was off the hook. ‘So.’ He pointed at her pyjama buttons. ‘May I?’


‘It’s always a yes, damn you. Sometimes I wish I had more control.’


He smiled, looked up from sliding a second button free. ‘I like that you don’t.’


‘Still, it’s always too easy for you. It always has been, I expect. I hate to be one of the crowd.’


It stopped him for a flashing moment, the thought that he’d do any of this for anyone but her. Risk his life, offer an open-ended bribe of millions to the low-life Gora, who’d threatened Katherine, marry Gora’s horny little mistress who was looking to augment her family’s bank account. ‘You’re one of a kind, baby, not one of a crowd,’ he gently said, back to his unbuttoning. ‘I’ve never asked anyone to marry me before. I’ve never considered having a baby with anyone before. I’ve never been in love like this before. Would you like that in writing? On a billboard somewhere. I could do a press release. In all modesty,’ he said with a small smile, sliding the last button free, ‘it would be a worldwide news flash.’


‘I want it in skywriting,’ she said, deadpan, before she grinned. ‘And thank you. For someone who always had more confidence than I needed, this baby is screwing with my head. It’s really strange.’


‘It doesn’t matter. I like you strange or any way at all. Ummm … this I like a lot,’ he murmured, having brushed aside her pyjama top. ‘They’re bigger.’ He looked up. ‘When did that happen?’


‘Are you sure? I haven’t noticed.’


‘I’m sure, baby. You’ve been working too hard if you haven’t noticed these.’ He slid his hand under the curve of one large breast and gently lifted. ‘We’re going to have to fly Mrs Hawthorne over to see that you have some bras that fit.’


‘No.’


‘Later then.’ He sat up and cupped her other breast.


‘No, not later either.’ They’d had this fight before.


‘Then you’re going to have to wear some bulky sweaters because these aren’t for public display.’ He moved his fingers and very gently squeezed her swollen nipples. ‘These are for me.’


‘I’m guessing the baby gets first dibs on my boobs. Oh God, that feels good.’


He looked up, smiled. ‘Then I’ll settle for seconds. Apparently, parental self-sacrifice starts early.’


‘Even earlier than that.’ She raised her brows. ‘My breasts are incredibly sensitive now and I’m in heat practically all day, every day. So I’m going to need some of your personal attention – like, constantly.’


‘Jesus,’ he breathed. ‘My dick heard that. Are you sure it’s OK?’


‘Don’t you dare even think that,’ she hissed.


‘My mistake. Although, we should talk to a doctor just to make sure.’


She glared at him.


‘Tomorrow. Not now. A female doctor. I didn’t like Clifton.’


‘You’re not undressed yet,’ she said, ignoring his comments, only half-listening, her attention focused on her impatient desire, on the steady throbbing between her legs, particularly on Dominic’s opened jeans and his obvious erection beneath his blue-and-white striped boxers. ‘I’d like the two-second undressing, if you don’t mind.’


‘Would it matter if I did mind?’ he said with a grin, ripping off his T-shirt.


‘I am going to whip your ass if you don’t hurry.’ Then she drew in a shaky breath, her eyes filled with tears and she whispered, ‘I’ve really missed you.’


He was undressed in less than two seconds. So grateful for the love radiating from her eyes, he would have given her the world wrapped up in a bow and delivered by pixies if she’d asked.


But the one thing he knew she need he delivered. Quickly settling between her legs, he smoothly entered her, drove in more gently than usual despite her protestations that everything was fine.


Her fine and his were still in contention.


‘Dominic! Please!’ she cried, hot-headed and hot-blooded, hurriedly wrapping her legs around his hips, her arms around his back, dragging him closer.


He carefully moved deeper, ignoring or rather disregarding her nails sinking into his back. It wasn’t possible to actually ignore them.


‘I’m going to cry if you don’t let me come!’


So he compromised, not because her tears disconcerted him, but because he wanted to please her. And in lieu of added depth he flexed his stiff, thick dick upward and rubbed it back and forth over her pulsing G-spot. ‘We’re seeing a doctor tomorrow,’ he said, rough and low. ‘Say yes or I’ll stop.’


‘Yes, yes, yes … oh yes,’ she sighed, her nails relaxing against his back. ‘Do that again.’


‘This?’ His pain level blessedly reduced, he obliged her with his well-trained dick and steel-hard thigh muscles, pressing gently against her G-spot and clit, once, twice, several more times before moving slightly in and out, side to side, then back to her favourite entertainment site while she panted and gasped in wonder and delight, softly moaned in rising hysteria.


And he did what women around the world loved him for, over and above his money: he fucked like an artist; with natural talent, an almost indecent technical competence and the well-honed gift of accurately gauging female arousal.


Like just about now, he decided, sliding his long, slender fingers over the curve of Kate’s hips, under her soft, round ass and lifting her so his rigid erection pressed hard into her throbbing cushiony mound of tightly concentrated bliss.


‘Oh God, oh God, oh God …’


He watched with a faint smile and a well-behaved, disciplined dick as, nearly breathless now, she careened at volatile, breakneck speed over the orgasmic edge and climaxed with only the tiniest of screams.


Which served as musical background to his own satisfying climax.


‘Don’t move,’ he whispered, a few minutes later, unwrapping her legs and setting her feet on the bed. ‘We need some towels.’


‘I can’t move,’ she breathed, her eyes still shut. ‘I may never move again.’


Her sweet naiveté always pleased him. Sex was so fresh and new to her. Every climax received with unalloyed delight. ‘So I don’t have to worry about you escaping while I’m gone?’ he said, rolling off the bed.


‘You don’t have to worry about me ever escaping. That should frighten the hell out of you.’


She still hadn’t opened her eyes, her voice syrupy with content.


‘On the contrary, baby,’ he said, over his shoulder as he strode away. ‘It saves me the trouble of dragging you back. Because you’re mine as in permanently, till the end of time.’


The sound of his voice died away as he walked into the bathroom.


Instantly feeling deprived of his warmth, as if the light of the world had dimmed, she suddenly opened her eyes, sat up and cried, ‘Dominic!’


He appeared in the bathroom doorway, holding a stack of white towels. ‘I’m here, baby.’ He didn’t take exception to the panic in her voice because he knew too well that feeling of loss. ‘I’ll always be here. In fact, I’d like to tie you to my wrist if you’d let me,’ he added, walking into the bedroom. ‘We have to talk about that.’


Falling back on the bed, she felt her heart rate begin to slow. ‘Everything’s suddenly so intense, super emotional, bordering on hysteria. I’m jumpy and misty-eyed over everything and nothing at all.’


‘It’s just the baby. We’ll talk to a doctor tomorrow, get some basics on prenatal moods, read those books from Mel and just be happy about all these new changes you’re going through. I don’t care how jumpy you get so long as you’re within eyesight. You’re not the only one flipping out.’ Tossing all but one of the towels at the foot of the bed, he sat beside Kate, used the towel for her, then him, dropped it on the floor, lay down beside her and pulled her into his arms.


‘You really spoil me,’ she murmured, snuggling closer. ‘I could get up and wash. I shouldn’t be so lazy.’


‘I like to spoil you. Don’t worry about it.’ This from a man who wasn’t in the habit of spoiling women, other than with his talented dick. From a man who had a staff at all of his homes so he didn’t have to bother with the mundane practicalities of life.


‘Are you tired? I’m a little tired.’ Her voice was already sliding into sleep.


He glanced at the clock. Christ, it wasn’t even nine. ‘I’m good, baby. But we need to talk about when we’re going home to America. You’re going to need more and more sleep. And if we wait too long, it won’t be safe for you to travel.’


Immediately roused at the mention of abandoning her job obligations, Kate sluggishly came awake. ‘I can’t go home yet. I still have three months on my contract with CX Capital.’ She sighed. ‘And Joanna expects me to do my share with our clients.’


He was careful to keep his voice neutral. ‘Do you want the baby born over here?’


‘I don’t know. I haven’t given it any thought.’


Maybe someone should. ‘I can get you out of your contract,’ he offered. ‘I can also find Joanna a replacement for you.’


‘Could we talk about this later?’ Her eyes were drifting shut again. ‘I’m too tired to think.’


‘Sure, baby. Go to sleep.’ It looked as though he was going to have plenty of time to work in the evenings. Which wouldn’t be all that bad since he was planning on spending as much time as possible with Katherine once he talked her into going home. Because any contract could be broken; certainly, CX Capital could find another forensic accountant somewhere in the world. Maybe not as good as Katherine, but that wasn’t his problem. As for Joanna, he could pay her enough so she could hire whomever or how many others she wished to replace Katherine. Again, not an equivalent in terms of ability, but fuck if he cared.


Dominic was in love for the first time in his life, but that didn’t mean he was undergoing a personality change. He still expected to control his world and the people in it. As for Katherine, he was willing to compromise. To what extent depended entirely on her.


Once she was fully asleep, he left the bed, pulled on his jeans, picked up his phone from the bedside table and walked into the reception room. Dropping into a chair, he punched in a name and waited while his cell rang and rang and rang.


‘Am I interrupting something?’ Dominic said when Justin finally picked up.


‘We’re at the symphony. I walked out into the corridor.’


‘I’ll talk fast then.’


‘Take your time,’ Justin said. ‘It’s some benefit. They’re droning on about the foundation’s financial goals.’


‘How hard will it be to break Katherine’s contract?’


‘Not hard. Why?’


‘We’re having a baby. For your ears only. I’m caught up in some complicated problems right now, so none of this is public information.’


Justin knew better than to ask. If it was complicated for Nick, it was marginally legal. ‘Are congratulations in order?’ he asked like any man would knowing Dominic’s track record.


‘Yes, very much in order. I’m marrying Katherine. And I’d like to take her home before it’s too dangerous for her to travel. She, on the other hand, is telling me she can’t break her contract. I’m hoping to change her mind. If and when that happens, could you take care of things for me at CX Capital?’


‘Not a problem. Bill will be sorry to see her go, but he’ll live. By the way, I’ll be expecting a wedding invitation. I never thought I’d see the day,’ Justin drolly noted. ‘No offence.’


‘None taken. I wouldn’t have placed any bets on me remarrying either. The actual wedding plans are up to Katherine, though. If she decides to invite more than family, I’ll send a plane for you and Mandy. Speaking of Mandy,’ Dominic pleasantly said, ‘you must be a new daddy by now. How’s Mandy and your daughter?’


This Nick who asked about babies and children still threw him for a loop. After the briefest of pauses, Justin said, ‘The baby was born three weeks ago, and mother and daughter are doing fine as they say. Also, the nurse and nanny are super. Mandy’s actually getting enough sleep to enjoy a night out.’


‘Then you’d better get back to her. What did you name the baby?’


‘Don’t ask. It’s a family name.’


‘Yours or Mandy’s?’


‘Her grandmother’s name. Beatrice.’


‘That’s not so bad.’


‘I guess. The baby’s cute as hell though so that’ll help even with a name like that.’


‘So she looks like her mom you’re saying,’ Dominic said, sportively.


‘Thank God, yes. And seriously, I’m happy for you and Katherine. Kids are great.’


‘I’m beginning to understand that. It’s pretty fucking exciting.’


Justin stood in the corridor of the Royal Albert Hall after the call ended and let the stunning news settle in his brain. Not only was the man he’d thought least likely to marry, about to marry, but Dominic Knight was in his own words pretty fucking excited about having a child. He wouldn’t have bet a penny on either eventuality ever occurring. Dominic’s relatively brief marriage aside, he’d always been the poster boy for serious kink and vice.










CHAPTER 3


Dominic walked over to the liquor cabinet, opened the door and was pleased to see that Katherine hadn’t tossed out all of his whisky. In fact, no one had touched a single bottle in the months he’d been gone.


Pouring himself four fingers of a fifty-year-old Ardbeg, he dropped into the sage-green easy chair, sipped on the fine spirits and mentally ran through his schedule for the coming days. Then, comfortably relaxed after the world’s most incredible whisky had warmed his senses, he set aside the empty glass, picked up his cell and made one of the calls on his agenda.


It was late for a business call, but he’d find out if he was overpaying the wedding planner enough to have her pick up.


‘This is after business hours, Mr Knight,’ she said, crisply.


But apparently he was paying her enough. ‘I apologize, Mrs Hastings. But I’d like to set up an appointment at my place tomorrow evening. Any time after seven. My fiancée often works late.’


‘I’d prefer a daytime appointment.’


‘I’m afraid that’s not possible.’ He wasn’t going to argue with her. His CFO Roscoe had wired an initial eighty thousand consulting fee to her account. That should pay for an evening appointment or two.


He calmly waited as the silence lengthened. It wasn’t as though she was the only wedding planner in London.


‘Very well, Mr Knight,’ she said coolly.


‘I appreciate your cooperation, Mrs Hastings.’ His voice was as smooth as silk. ‘You have my address in Eaton Place. And if I might ask a small favour. My fiancée is temperamental. If you would do your best to overlook her occasionally pithy comments, I’d be grateful. She means a great deal to me. I wouldn’t want her unhappy.’


‘Certainly, Mr Knight. I’ll do my best.’


‘I know you will. Olivia Roche has nothing but good things to say about you. You apparently made her wedding memorable.’


‘They were such a nice young couple. Both from fine, old Sussex families.’


Dominic understood that her professional association with and national pride in the British aristocracy prompted her statement. He was fine with that. But he objected to her condescending tone. ‘Max is my ADC. He’s an exceptional employee. You’ll see him tomorrow.’ He very rarely made a point of his wealth, but in this case, he did. With Katherine’s current moodiness, he wanted Mrs Hastings to understand the value of his patronage, aristocratic quarterings or not. Ignoring the wedding planner’s offended sniff, he added, ‘Would it be possible to bring a dress designer with you? I understand it’s short notice, but Miss Hart might like to look at some bridal gown designs.’


‘That’s not possible,’ the wedding planner replied, tartly. ‘The best people are already fully engaged and committed … most, years in advance of a wedding. Something off the rack will have to suffice.’


He didn’t say what was on the tip of his tongue, which was that suffice doesn’t work for him. And he didn’t give a shit if the designers were engaged a thousand years in advance.


‘If you could find us someone suitable, they could name their own fee of course,’ he said instead in the super affable tone he reserved for the intractable. ‘Would that help?’ In his experience, the unspoken sub text: I’m one of the wealthiest men in the world, generally greased whatever wheels needed greasing.


Mrs Hastings voice was tight with constraint when she spoke, each obstinate word drawn out kicking and screaming. ‘Let me see what I can do, Mr Knight.’


‘Excellent,’ Dominic pleasantly said. ‘I knew I could count on you. Sevenish tomorrow, then. Have a nice evening.’ He hit end, set down his cell and slid into a lazy sprawl. It wasn’t as though he didn’t understand the time pressures. He was willing to pay whatever was required to expedite the arrangements. He thought he’d made that clear to Mrs Hastings before. Perhaps, now, the message was crystal clear.


He expected results.


Over the next two hours, he answered emails, talked to Max numerous times, explained to his major domo, Martin, that they would need refreshments for their evening appointment with the wedding planner and, finally, gave his sister another call to ask her about arranging a wedding, in the event that he was required to know something other than how to write a cheque.


But his first question had nothing to do with weddings. ‘Did you sleep a lot when you were pregnant?’


‘I did. Early to bed, naps in the afternoon. You didn’t notice?’


‘I was sixteen. You weren’t a surfer babe. Why would I notice?’


‘Katherine’s sleeping, I presume.’


‘She fell asleep at nine p.m., I was just wondering whether I should be concerned.’


‘It’s pretty normal. And she said she’s working long hours. That’s probably not optimum in her condition.’


‘Don’t tell me, tell her,’ Dominic muttered. ‘I’m trying to talk her into breaking her contract and coming home.’


‘Losing your touch?’ Melanie teased.


He snorted. ‘I never had any with her.’


Melanie laughed. ‘Finally met your match?’


‘I wouldn’t say that.’ Kate wasn’t the only one with more self-confidence than needed. ‘Although she’s damned competitive, and stubborn as hell,’ he grumbled.


‘Just like you. Seriously, Nicky, you have to know that you’re incredibly stubborn, not to mention pig-headed on occasion.’ She wasn’t going to bring up his years of struggle with their mother, but she was thinking it. ‘Just don’t be an ass. You’re lucky to have Katherine in your life.’


‘I know,’ he simply said. ‘In fact, that’s why I called you. We’re seeing a wedding planner tomorrow and I need some advice.’


‘Have you told her yet? I know how you work, Nicky.’ At the small silence she snorted disgustedly. ‘Christ, you haven’t told her. What the hell’s wrong with you? Haven’t you figured it out yet? She’s not like all the other women who smile and do what they’re told. So you want my advice, listen up. First, you’d better be really polite when you mention the appointment. Bring Katherine breakfast in bed. You, not someone on your staff. Then ask her if she minds seeing the wedding planner.’


‘She still might say no.’


‘After watching you in action for a decade or more,’ Melanie said, drily, ‘I’m guessing you can change her mind if you really try. Your record for three-ways wasn’t just about you being a great surfer.’


He blew out a breath. ‘Right. OK, so first, breakfast in bed. Then ask her. Thanks Mel. Oh, what about the dress designer? Will Katherine’s pregnancy be an issue, or how much of an issue?’


‘I’m sure you’re paying the designer enough, Dominic. That means it’s not an issue for anyone but Katherine. And if I were you, I’d make sure Katherine knows it’s not an issue for you. Pregnant women like their men to be helpful, encouraging and super kind, none of which are qualities you’ve cultivated. So I suggest a crash course in devotion.’


‘No shit. Devotion?’ The phone line crackled with muzzled shock. ‘For how long?’


Melanie sighed. ‘Bring Katherine home, Nicky. I can run interference for you better from close range. But get your act together,’ she brusquely ordered. ‘Remember you’re miserable without her. She makes you happy. And for how long is for ever, you idiot.’


‘OK, OK, I got the message. Devotion. For ever.’ He dragged in a breath. ‘That’s a fucking long time.’


‘You can sit home every night jerking off instead. Matt told me. I’m just saying you have choices.’ She listened to her brother’s low grumble for a three count before she went on with her sisterly advice. ‘And devotion’s not about buying Katherine expensive things.’


He sighed. ‘That’s what she says.’


‘Then you already know that.’


‘It doesn’t mean I understand it.’ Expensive gifts had always worked in the past. Worked extremely well as a matter of fact.


‘It’s about doing things for her,’ Melanie explained.


Besides fucking her when she wasn’t sleeping, which seemed to be her only current request? ‘Like doing what exactly?’ Gifts and fucking he knew; the rest sounded tricky.


‘Pay attention to what Katherine likes. Ask her what she needs. What kind of books, music, entertainment does she like? He knew the answer to the last one. ‘Whether she likes time with her friends for girltalk. I know I do. Oh, and don’t forget to find out if she likes to sleep late in the morning because there’s nothing worse than someone waking you up when—’


‘Jesus, stop. This is getting complicated. Look, I’ll start with breakfast in bed and then wing it.’


‘There you go, baby brother. I’m sure you’ll do fine. Women like you, you know.’


‘Thanks for the reminder. I was beginning to lose confidence.’


She laughed. ‘As if.’


‘Still … I’m trying not to screw up. I missed Katherine like hell when she was gone.’


‘Tell her that. Just tell her what you’re feeling. And don’t micro-manage her life.’


Would two out of three work? ‘OK, thanks, Mel. Hopefully, we’ll see you soon.’










CHAPTER 4


Breakfast in bed was an excellent idea. It set the mood that he was caring and kind, helpful and devoted. But once Katherine finished eating, Dominic was devoted in the way she liked best – and as it turned out, he was devoted three times before he carried her into the shower, where he screwed her one more time, then sat her down on the wall bench to wash her. While she half dozed in the aftermath of her morning orgasms, he quickly soaped and rinsed her off with the shower hose. Then sliding behind her, he pulled her between his legs and started shampooing her hair.


‘Oh God, that’s heavenly,’ she whispered, languorous moments later. ‘What are you doing?’


‘Shampooing your hair.’


‘And something else too … oh Jeez, umm – that’s incredible. I’m getting really hot … sexy …’ She felt a warm flutter at the base of her spine that vibrated upward in heated urgency, then down again, a thrilling hot, deep throb settled deep in her sex.


‘It’s just a little massage, that’s all.’ Years ago, when he was still living with Melanie, she’d often say to him, ‘Remember girls like this or don’t like that, so pay attention,’ and he’d always listened. It was like learning a new language, making it easier to navigate in a foreign land. And periodic visits to India over the years had perfected the art of physical contact. Touch generated a subtle current, small, flowing fingertip circles, slow gliding strokes encouraged a rhythm of desire.


A sublime arousal, an erotic hunger warmed her senses, ‘I never knew you could come … just from …’


‘This?’


‘Oh God, oh God …’ Her voice trailed off in a soft breathy sigh and she slid over the orgasmic brink in a whisper of bliss.


He let all the sumptuous pleasure wane before he murmured, ‘We should go soon.’ He’d been watching the time. ‘Can you do that?’


Eyes shut, she nodded.


A brief moment of selfish debate passed before Dominic decided to have the conversation about Katherine quitting work later. Then he rinsed her off, towelled them both dry and led her into the dressing room.


Standing nude in the small room lined with mirrored wardrobes, still slightly drowsy from excess, Kate slid her hand over her tummy. ‘Please, something comfortable. I don’t suppose I could wear sweats.’


Dominic smiled. ‘You could if you worked for me.’


‘Right now, that sounds really tempting.’


His smile broadened. ‘Could I get that in writing?’


‘A few more orgasms, who knows?’ she playfully replied.


‘I don’t give up. You know that, right?’ The teasing was absent from his voice. He turned and started flicking through clothes in one of the wardrobes.


She took a small breath. ‘I can’t cave completely, Dominic. I need my own life.’


He spun around. ‘I’m sorry. Your own life?’


‘You know what I mean.’


‘Tell me,’ he said, standing perfectly motionless. ‘I’m not sure I do.’


‘I don’t want to be owned. I don’t want to be a part of Knight Enterprises where you call all the shots. You can stop scowling. I love you, OK? We’ll work it out.’


He slowly exhaled, reminded himself to be understanding, and told himself that Katherine’s moods were dicier than usual now. Mostly, he warned himself not to screw this up. ‘You’re right,’ he softly said. ‘We’ll work it out.’ Half turning, he reached for a hanger and held it out. ‘How about this? No waistline. Good?’


‘Whatever you think. I don’t care. You know that.’


‘You are fun to dress, baby.’ He slid the black silk tunic dress embroidered with an impressionist design of colourful flowers off the hanger. ‘Who knew?’ he said, smiling. ‘You’ve added a whole new pleasure to my life.’


‘You, on the other hand’, she murmured, gazing at Dominic’s naked perfection, ‘have added a world of pleasure to mine. Come here …’


‘Anytime you want to quit work, baby, I’m on board.’ He tapped his watch.


‘It’s your call. Just say the word.’


She scowled. ‘Spoilsport.’


‘I don’t have to be.’ He lifted his brows. ‘So …’


‘Oh hell,’ she muttered. ‘So nothing. I have to go.’


‘Come home early,’ he suggested, walking to the dresser, taking out black lace bikini panties to go with the dress. ‘Just let me know and I’ll be here,’ he offered, moving towards her.


‘I can’t,’ she said with a sigh.


He was encouraged by that sigh. Perhaps she’d see the light sooner rather than later. ‘Too bad. Maybe some other time.’ Tossing the dress on a chair, he sank slowly to his knees. ‘Lift your foot,’ he murmured. ‘Now the other one.’ Sliding the black lace panties up her legs, he adjusted them on her hips, then glanced up. ‘We should go shopping for maternity clothes.’


She groaned.


He rose to his feet. ‘We’ll have someone come to the house. Better?’


‘Not really,’ she grumbled. ‘Maternity clothes are gross.’


‘Have you looked at them?’


‘No. Have you?’


‘I thought about it,’ he said, picking up the dress.


A small smile twitched at the corners of her mouth. ‘And?’


He grinned. ‘I lost my nerve.’


She laughed. ‘So what are we going to do?’


‘If you don’t want to wear maternity clothes, you could just lie in bed naked.’ He grinned. ‘I’m good with that.’


‘Ummm … tempting.’ She ran her fingertips down his sculpted abs. ‘Maybe we could try it out now,’ she purred.


‘Keep purring like that, baby, and you’re not going to make it to work.’


‘Do we have a little time?’ she asked, hope in her voice.


‘You don’t. I do. My schedule is flexible.’ He held her gaze. ‘You decide. We’re always ready for you.’


She shot a look at his beautiful erection, exhaled a low grumbly sound that matched her pout. ‘Damn,’ she muttered. ‘This sucks.’


Unzipping the back of the dress, he held it out.


She grimaced. ‘This really sucks.’


‘I agree.’


‘Don’t sound so calm when I’m unravelling.’


‘Look, baby, you know how I feel about this; I don’t want you to work. I want you with me every minute. I’m just trying not to make waves this morning.’ His brows rose. ‘Clear?’


She groaned. ‘OK, OK, just do it.’


‘Meaning?’ he asked carefully.


‘The dress, the dress …’


‘Just checking.’ Sliding the silk-lined dress over her head, he turned her, zipped up the back, swivelled her around and pointed at a chair. ‘Sit. I’ll get some shoes.’


But he quickly pulled on boxers and his suit pants before he returned with the shoes because, her libido aside, she wanted to go to work. And he didn’t feel like taking the blame if she opted for a quickie that would make her late. There was no doubt in his mind what he wanted and he’d make it happen. Just not this morning.


‘You’re dressed,’ she pouted.


‘Baby, you can’t have it both ways.’


‘What if I want to?’ Wearing only steel-grey dress pants, he was raw, unfiltered masculinity. Broad and powerful as an ancient fortress, his swarthy skin rapped an urgent tattoo on her psyche; heat and desire gathered inside her, fingered all her nerves.


He softly sighed, held out green wedge sandals with one hand and pointed to the bed with the other. ‘I already told you what I want. You decide what you want.’
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