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Chapter 1

The rain fell in thick, relentless sheets, turning the city streets into a slick, reflective mirror beneath the glow of neon signs. Lena Carter adjusted the strap of her umbrella, her breath fogging in the cold air as she hurried toward the towering glass facade of Vane Industries. The building loomed over her like a monolith, its reflective surface distorting the world around it—streets, cars, the occasional blur of a passerby—all warped into something sleek, untouchable. Her heels clicked against the wet pavement, the sound echoing in the deserted street as she made her way toward the revolving doors. The cold seeped through her thin trench coat, making her shiver as she scanned the building's facade for the entrance. She was late. Twenty minutes, to be exact. The subway had decided to play its usual game of delays, and now, as she stood outside the revolving doors, her pulse thrummed in her throat like a second heartbeat. *This is fine. This is fine.* She repeated the mantra in her head, smoothing her hands over the wrinkled fabric of her skirt. The interview was at three. It was now three-twenty. *He'll understand.* The doorman—a mountain of a man with a permanent scowl—barely glanced up from his newspaper as she approached. "Top floor. Suite 50. Mr. Vane's expecting you." Lena nodded, her throat dry. *Mr. Vane.* The name alone sent a flicker of something unfamiliar through her. Not just because he was the CEO of one of the city's most powerful corporations, but because the second she'd seen his photo in the job listing—sharp jawline, dark suit, those *eyes*—she'd known this wasn't going to be a normal interview. The elevator ride was a blur of polished steel and her own frantic thoughts. *What if he's an asshole? What if he's a creep? What if he's—* Her mind cut off abruptly as the doors slid open, revealing a reception area so sleek it looked like it belonged in a futuristic spaceship. The air smelled of leather and something faintly metallic, like ozone after a storm. A blonde woman sat behind a desk so immaculate it looked untouched, her fingers poised over a keyboard like a pianist about to play. "Lena Carter?" she asked, her voice smooth, almost bored. Lena swallowed. "Yes. I'm here for the babysitting position." The woman—*Mira*, according to the nameplate—didn't look up. Instead, she pressed a button on her desk, and the intercom crackled to life. "She's here, sir." A deep, velvety voice responded, sending another jolt through Lena. "Send her in." Before she could knock, the door to the inner office swung open, revealing Darius Vane standing in the threshold. He was even more imposing in person—tall, his broad shoulders stretching the fabric of his tailored suit, his dark skin gleaming under the recessed lighting. His eyes, a rich, warm brown, locked onto hers, and Lena felt her breath hitch. "Lena," he said, his voice a low rumble. "Come in." She stepped inside, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor. The office was a study in power—dark wood paneling, leather chairs, a massive desk that looked like it could swallow her whole. And then there was *him*, leaning back in his chair, his fingers steepled in front of his lips. His gaze raked over her, slow and deliberate, from the top of her head to the tips of her shoes. "You're late," he observed, his voice calm, almost bored. Lena's face burned. "I—I'm sorry. The subway—" "Was delayed," he finished for her, cutting her off. "Yes. I'm aware." His lips quirked, just slightly. "But punctuality is important in this role." She swallowed. "I understand." He tilted his head, studying her. "Do you?" Lena's fingers twitched at her sides. She had no idea what he meant by that, but the way he was looking at her—like she was a puzzle he was trying to solve—made her skin prickle. "Please," he said, gesturing to the chair across from his desk. "Have a seat." Lena hesitated, then perched on the edge of the chair, her hands folded neatly in her lap. Darius watched her for a long moment before leaning forward, resting his elbows on the desk. "Tell me, Lena," he began, his voice dropping to a lower register, "have you ever been touched like a woman?" Her breath hitched. *What?* She opened her mouth, then closed it again. "I—I don't understand the question." His lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. "No?" He reached out, trailing a single finger down the side of her neck, just below her ear. Lena's pulse jumped under his touch. "You're trembling." She flinched, but didn't pull away. "I—I'm nervous." "Good." His finger continued its slow descent, stopping just above the collar of her blouse. "Nervousness is natural. But curiosity?" He leaned in just a fraction. "Curiosity is *interesting*." Lena's throat went dry. "I—I don't know what you're talking about." Darius chuckled, low and dark. "Oh, but I think you do." His finger finally dipped beneath the fabric, brushing the hollow of her throat. Lena's pulse jumped again, her skin tingling where he touched her. "You're curious, Lena. I can *smell* it on you." His nose twitched, just slightly, as if he were inhaling her scent. "That little pulse at your throat. The way your breath hitches. The way your thighs press together." His eyes flicked down, and Lena realized, with a jolt, that her legs had indeed shifted closer together. "You want to know what it's like to be *taken*. To be *filled*." Lena's face burned. "That's—that's not—" "Not what you came here for?" He cut her off again, his voice a velvet purr. "No. You came here for a job. A *babysitting* job." His finger traced a slow circle around her collarbone. "But I think you're here for something else." Lena's heart hammered against her ribs. She should stand up. She should walk out. She should— "Tell me, Lena," Darius murmured, his voice dropping even lower, "have you ever wanted to be *claimed*?" The word hung between them, heavy and charged. Lena's lips parted, but no sound came out. Darius's smile widened. "That's what I thought." His finger finally moved away, leaving her skin tingling in its wake. He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers again. "Since you're new to this... I'll start with just my words." Lena's breath came faster. "What do you—" "Kneel." Her eyes widened. "Excuse me?" "On your knees," he repeated, his voice firm but not unkind. "In front of my desk. Hands behind your back." Lena's stomach twisted. This wasn't part of the interview. This wasn't— "Unless," Darius said, his voice dropping to a dangerous purr, "you'd rather I call security to escort you out." Lena's fingers curled into fists. She *should* refuse. She *should* stand up and walk out right now. But the way he was looking at her—like she was already his—made her body betray her. Slowly, she stood, her knees trembling as she lowered herself to the floor. The cool marble bit into her skin through her thin skirt, but she kept her hands clasped behind her back, her spine straight, her chin lifted. Darius's eyes darkened. "Good girl." Lena's breath hitched. The words sent a shiver down her spine, a strange mix of submission and excitement coursing through her veins. He reached into his desk drawer, pulling out a sleek black belt. Lena's pulse spiked as he let it dangle between his fingers, the leather brushing against her cheek before he pulled it back. "Since you're new," he murmured, "I'll start with just my words." His finger traced the line of her jaw. "Tell me, Lena—do you want to be my good little babysitter... or do you want to be my good little *pet*?" Lena's throat tightened. She *should* say the first thing. She *should* play it safe. But the word *pet* sent a jolt of heat straight between her legs, and before she could stop herself, she whispered, "Your pet." Darius's eyes gleamed. "That's my girl." The belt brushed her cheek again, then her neck, before he pulled it back. Lena's breath came in shallow gasps, her body aching with a need she didn't understand. "You're perfect for this job," Darius said, his voice rough with something that sounded suspiciously like *pride*. "But I have a special requirement." His finger traced the line of her collarbone again. "You'll have to prove you can handle what I need." Lena's heart pounded. She had no idea what he was talking about. She had no idea what she was getting herself into. But she *wanted* to find out.




Chapter 2

The weight of the rain had long since subsided by the time Lena Carter stepped out of the sleek black elevator, her heels clicking against the marble floor with a confidence she didn’t actually feel. The office was an entirely different kind of storm from the one outside—silent, heavy, charged with the kind of tension that made her nipples ache beneath the thin fabric of her blouse, making her squirm in a way that sent delicious shivers down her spine.

She’d spent the last week replaying Darius Vane’s words in her head, each syllable burning itself into her memory, twisting her thoughts like a slow, deliberate seduction. *Kneel.* *Pet.* *Claim.* It was maddening. It was obscene. But worse than the humiliation—the worst—was the physical craving that had followed her home every night, the damp heat between her thighs that refused to fade, no matter how many times she touched herself silly in the dark, listening to the patter of rain against her windows, her fingers gliding across her slick folds while she imagined the cool pressure of his thumb there instead.

Tonight was different.

She’d left the apartment at nine, purposeful, as if she knew exactly what she was doing. As if she wasn’t just tracing the edges of her own ruin. The subway had been empty, the dim glow of the tunnel casting long shadows that danced against the walls like secretive lovers. She’d sat alone in a car, her knees pressed together tightly, the silk of her skirt whispering against her thighs every time she shifted, as if the fabric itself was tempting her, teasing her with promises of what might come.

By the time she reached the office, her heart was pounding so hard she could feel the throbbing pulse in her pussy, as if it was echoing the demand of her own desire. The receptionist from last week—Mira, that cool, calculating woman—wasn’t at her desk. In her place sat a young man, his tie loose, his sleeves rolled up, typing absently while he ate a sandwich. He barely glanced up as Lena approached, his expression blank with either boredom or obedience.

“Mr. Vane’s waiting,” he said, still chewing, before gesturing toward an open door down the hall—a door she’d never noticed before. The wood was darkened, the brass fixtures gleaming, and beyond it, the hazy glow of a desk lamp blew against her eyelids like a faint caress.

Lena didn’t hesitate. She walked in, and the door closed behind her with a soft click, sealing her inside, alone with him. Darius Vane stood by the desk, his broad back a perfect silhouette against the amber light. He didn’t turn around. Instead, he stroked a knife along the wooden surface, the blade’s gleam catching the light in a daring flash. The scraping sound made her clit twitch, her fingers digging into the fabric of her skirt again, as if she could clench herself tighter and hold back what she knew was coming.

“You’re late,” he said, voice smooth, free of any amusement.

Lena swallowed, her throat raw. She hadn’t expected playfulness. He was not joking. He was serious, dangerous, and she wasn’t sure she’d survive this. But she’d come here anyway. She’d stumbled through the city, her mind a whirl of obsession, of curiosity, of need.

She knew, deep in her bones, that the rules weren’t going to be gentle.

“Yes,” she breathed.

He turned then, slowly, like a panther sensing its prey. His presence flooded the room, darkened the light from the lamp, and Lena felt small beneath it. The knife was still in his hand, the blade pressed lightly against the hems of her skirt.

“What do you want, Lena?” he asked, his voice low, almost dangerously soft. The knife traced, teasing, down the thighs that had been drenched in juices since day one of this game.

She should have known it was a trap. He’d given her a job—an excuse to come back here, to be at his mercy. But her body had already answered for her. Her thighs shivered when he touched her, her breasts aching to be pinched, her pussy dripping because she wanted this.

She wanted to be his.

But the words wouldn’t come. He was standing too close, the blade’s pressure flicking at her sensitive flesh, his eyes hungry, hungry in a way she’d never seen before. This was not a game. This was a demand.

“I—I don’t know,” she stammered, her knees nearly giving out.

His lips curved, just slightly. The knife pressed harder, the tip cutting through her stockings with a soft tear. Lena’s breath hitched, her pussy flooding—she wasn’t sure it could get any wetter.

“You don’t?” His finger brushed her thigh, tracing the cut in her fabric, the way the cool metal grazed her hot skin. “You’re soaking me, baby.”

Lena’s face burned. She couldn’t stop herself. It was the office. The rules. His voice, thick with promise, dripping with something dark and delicious.

“What exactly do you want, Lena?” His finger moved higher, skimming her crotch—not touching, but hinting, teasing, leaving her aching between her legs. “You can be honest. I won’t break.” His lips quirked, just enough to show the sharp white edge of his teeth. “Not where anyone could see.”

She should spurn him. She should walk out. The knife was dangerous. His touch was dominant. She was his, and he knew it.

But she couldn’t.

The desire was too strong, the craving too deep. It was the office, the power, the way he looked at her, hungry, hungry beyond words.

Her fingers curled into the fabric of her skirt, pulling it higher.

“What should I want, sir?” Her voice was barely there, drowned in the weight of her own breathing.

“What you came here for. The same thing you wanted when I first told you to kneel.” His finger stopped, hovering just above her slit, as if he could feel the way her juices soaked into the lace of her underwear. “You want it all, don’t you?”

She whimpered, her pussy clenching around nothing, aching for the thick stretch of his cock.

“Say it.” His finger pressed down, sinking into her already soaked folds, and Lena’s back bowed, her breasts craving the desk beneath her. “No more game.” His finger circled, slow, deliberate, and Lena’s legs trembled, her juices dripping down her thighs. “You’re going to take my claim, and you’re going to like it.”

“F-Fuck—!” Her voice broke, her pussy convulsing with need, so wet she felt him slick through her underwear, brushing her clit—and Lena’s head fell forward, her breath coming in broken gasps before she could force the words out, broken and shameful and delicious:

“Y-You. I—I want you, sir.”

The smile that spread across Darius’s face was not a kind one. It was raw, feral, and it twisted something deep inside her. His finger pulled back, leaving her aching, empty, and he stepped forward, close enough that she could feel the heat of him, the weight of his power pressing down on her like a dark storm.

“G-Good,” Lena stammered, her pulse roaring in her ears.

“No.” He shaken his head, slow, daring. The knife pressed against her thigh, higher this time, cutting through her stockings again, leaving her bare, vulnerable. Lena’s body shook, her juices dripping down now, the cool air a harsh contrast to the fevered heat between her legs.

He pressed her backward.

Lena’s legs hit the edge of the desk, her skirt rising with the command of his hands pressed against her hips. She perched there, the wooden surface biting into her flesh, her underwear barely clinging, the knotted lace digging into her sensitive folds. Darius kneeled in front of her, his thumbs brushing the cut in her stockings, slow, deliberate.

“You’re going to take everything I give you,” he murmured, his fingers clawing at the waistband of her panties. Lena’s breath hitched—she hadn’t even noticed until his thumbs tugged the fabric free that her panties were twisted, strangled at her waist, as if she’d fought against her own desire already.

He pulled.

The lace snapped, and Darius flicked the tip of the knife over the broken hem, teasing, mocking. Lena’s pussy burned, open now, exposed beneath the blade’s gleam.

“You’re so wet,” he observed, his finger dipping into her, sweeping up her juices, brushing her clit—and Lena screamed, her hips jerking against the wooden edge, the friction too much, the pleasure too intense.

“S-Still—!” The words came out broken, her pussy whimpering—she was flooding, her juices dripping over the edge of the desk, slicking the wood. *“You’re still not good,”* Darius’s voice was soft, daring, as he scooped her slick heat, brushing it over her clit—then up, flicking the sensitive nub again and again, until Lena was begging, *“F-Fuck—!”*

“Since you asked so nicely.” He flicked her clit once more, and Lena’s vision blurred, her legs giving out beneath her as she dropped to the floor, her juices spreading over the marble, her pussy still on fire, still pulsing, still not full.

Darius stood, slow, deliberate, his suit stretching over the thick bulge between his legs. Lena looked up, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her pussy aching, aching—and he stepped forward, his cock pressing against her thigh, the heat of the bulb through his trousers burning into her skin.

“You’re going to take my claim,” he said, his finger brushing her pussy—not filling her, but teasing, tempting. “You’re going to learn what it’s like to be ruined.”

Lena’s pulse thrashing in her throat, she moved her fingers to her pussy, spreading herself wider, offering him entry. She wanted it. She wanted it badly. The idea of him filling her—of his claim stretching her—it was dangerous, obscene, and she was going to beg for it like a starving whore.

Darius chuckled, low and dark, as he stepped forward, his fingers clawing at her thighs, spreading them wider—not gently, but with demand. Lena felt the stretch, the weight of his hands, and then—oh gods—the first touch of his cock.

The tip was hot, thick, the head brushing her soaked folds, not entering yet, but teasing. Lena gasped, her nails digging into the marble, her pussy convulsing—already—so wet—

“F-Fuck—!” She screamed, her voice breaking as the thick head pushed inside her, stretching her open, filling her—not enough, but closer, and Lena panted, her walls clutching, her pussy whimpering—“Please—sir! F-Fuck me!”

Darius laughed, low and mocking, as he pulled back, that thick stretch agonizing—almost too much, and then he pushed forward again, his cock thrusting deeper, stretching her open, filling her—oh gods—

“Too—!” Lena’s voice broke, her pussy clenching around the thick intrusion, the stretch too intense, but not enough, never enough.

“You’ll take it all,” he growled, his hands gripping her thighs—rough, demanding—and then he fed her his claim, his thick cock tearing through her resistance, filling her so deep the head burned into her walls, the neck pushing—

“Oh—!” Lena screamed, her pussy constricting around the thick length of his cock, her juices dripping down her thighs, her legs trembling beneath her.

“My good girl.” He growled, his hands brushing the silk of her skirt, spreading it out, exposing her bare pussy to the cool air of the office. Lena felt the weight of his gaze, the heat of his demand, and her pussy ached, stretched beyond anything she’d imagined.

His thrusts were slow, deliberate, each intrusion pushing deeper, stretching her—until she nearly couldn’t take more. Each pulling stroke made her pussy scream, made her walls clutch, made her ache—

“Darius—!” Lena begged, her pulse thrashing, her pussy whimpering around the thick claim, her breath coming in sharp gasps. “F-Fuck me harder!”

“No.” His voice was soft, dangerous, and then he pushed deeper, filling her—oh gods yes—but not as much as she wanted, not as hard as she needed, his cock kissing her walls, her pussy aching, her juices dripping over his thighs.

“You’re not ready,” he murmured, his cock slick with her juices, his fingers flicking her clit, the tease making her pant—“F-Fuck—!”

“Since you asked so nice…” His thrusts speed up, faster, harder, each intrusion pushing her pussy further, the friction too intense, the pleasure too delicious, and Lena screamed, her voice breaking, her pussy clenching, her walls convulsing—

“Oh—! Oh—gods—! I—I can’t—!”

The orgasm slammed into her, relentless, intense, pulsing over and over as she panted, her pussy whimpering around his thick claim, her legs giving out beneath her.

Darius pulled back, his cock glistening with her juices, her pussy aching, empty, and he stepped forward, his thumbs brushing her thighs, spreading them—again, her legs trembling beneath his weight.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his cock pressing against her clit, not entering, but teasing, tempting. Lena ached, her pussy open, exposed, begging—and she couldn’t help it.

She wanted him.

She wanted his cock inside her, filling her again—this time, harder, deeper, until she couldn’t take more, until she couldn’t think, until she panted beneath him like a starving whore.

“You’re going to take my cock again,” he observed, his finger brushing her clit, not enough, never enough. Lena ached, her pussy whimpering, her juices dripping down—“Please—!”

“No more pleading.” He pushed his cock inside her, slow, and Lena screamed, her walls clenching, her pussy stretched, flooded—“Oh—!”

“You’re my good girl.” He growled, his thrusts steady, deliberate, his cock filling her open pussy, the friction delicious, intense, and Lena ached, her juices dripping over his thighs, her pussy whimpering—“F-Fuck—! You’re k-killing me—!”

“No.” He flicked her clit, the smack loud in the silence of the office. “I’m going to make you feel so good.” His cock twitched inside her, that thick intrusion, his balls crushing against her walls—and Lena panted, her pussy whimpering, her walls clutching—“Oh—! Sir—!”

Darius pushed deeper, his cock banging against her walls, and Lena screamed, her voice breaking, her pussy stretched, flooded, until he nearly bottomed out, until she felt him in her throat—and then he pulled back, slow, deliberate, leaving just the thick head inside her—“F-Fuck—!”

“You’re going to take everything I give you.” His cock pushed deeper, slow, agonizing, and Lena felt that stretch, that demand, her walls clenching around the thick intrusion. “You’re going to learn that obedience is pleasure.” His cock pushed deeper, slow, until he bottomed out, until he filled her, and Lena panted, her walls clutching, her pussy whimpering—“Oh—sir—!”

“Since you asked so nice…” He pushed deeper, his cock filling her pussy, his balls slapping against her walls, and Lena screamed, her walls convulsing around the thick length of his cock—“Oh—fuck—!”

The orgasm slammed into her again, relentless, intense, pulsing over and over as she climaxed, her pussy whimpering around his thick claim, her juices dripping down her thighs, her legs trembling.

“You’re perfect,” he growled, his cock pulsing inside her, stretching her, filling her, and Lena ached, still half-drugged from the obscene pleasure—from the way he claimed her.

“P-Please—!” The words came out broken—she wanted him—inside—again, until she couldn’t think, until she couldn’t move, until his cock ruined her—“P-Please, sir!”

“No.” He pulled back, slow, deliberate, leaving her pussy aching, empty, nearly screaming—and then pushed her to her knees, his cock teasing her open lips, that thick intrusion brushing her tongue.

“Clean it up.” His voice was soft, dangerous, and Lena obeyed, her tongue darting out, licking the slick bulb from his cock, the salty-sweet taste of her own juices—of his claim—making her pussy throb.

“Good girl.” His hands tangled in her dark hair, his cock prodding deeper, pushing inside her open mouth, and Lena obeyed, her tongue brushing the thick length, her knees sliding wider on the marble.

The first taste of his pre-cum hit her tongue, hot, bitter, and Lena ached, her pussy whimpering, empty, begging, and then—“Fuck—!”—Darius pushed deeper, his cock filling her open mouth, his thick bulge pushing her tongue aside—

“You’re going to take my cock like a good girl.” His hands gripped her hair, and Lena obeyed, her tongue brushing his thick length, her pussy aching, empty, nearly screaming.

“P-Please—!” She wanted his cock inside her again, filling her, stretching her—but he denied her with each shallow stroke, each soft command—

“No.” His cock pulsed inside her open mouth, and Lena felt that twitch, felt his claim—felt the way he teased her, left her aching, and then—“Fuck—!”—he slammed forward, his cock filling her pussy again, his thick bulge tearing through her resistance—

“Oh—!” Lena screamed, her walls clutching, her pussy whimpering, her legs trembling beneath his weight—and then the orgasm slammed into her, relentless, intense, and she panted, her pussy whimpering around his thick claim, his cock pushing her walls aside, filling her—

“That’s my good girl.” He pushed deeper, slow, deliberate, until his cock bottomed out, until he filled her—oh gods yes—again—

“Y-You’re killing me!” The words came out broken, her pussy clenching, her walls whimpering around his intrusion—this was too much—this was too delicious—

“No.” He pushed deeper, and Lena felt him—felt his cock—filling her, stretching her, ruining her perfect pussy, and this time, she pushed back against his thrusts, begging—

“F-Fuck me!” She screamed, her walls clenching—“P-Please!”

Darius growled, rough, deep, his cock filling her pussy, his balls slapping against her walls, and then he pushed deeper, until his cock bottomed out, and Lena felt it—felt him inside—felt the way he took her, the way he ruined her pussy—

“That’s my good girl.” He pushed deeper, slow, deliberate, his cock skewering her, filling her—oh gods please—

“I’m gonna keep you.”

Lena screamed, her walls clenching around his thick claim, her juices dripping down her thighs, slicking over the marble floor, and then—oh gods—his cock twitched inside her, his pre-cum dripping over her tongue, the warm, thick fluid teasing her—

“P-Please—!” She ached, her pussy whimpering—this was too much—this was too delicious—she couldn’t take anymore. “F-Fuck me—!”

“You begged already.” His cock pulsed again, and Lena felt the twitch, felt the way he teased her, left her empty, left her aching—“Oh—fuck—!”

“Suck it up.” His cock pushed deeper, and Lena felt him—felt his warm cum—dripping over her tongue, filling her open mouth, until she could barely swallow—

“That’s my good girl.” He growled, his cock pulsing inside her—and then she could barely take more. Her walls clenched around his thick claim, her juices dripping down her legs, and she obeyed, her tongue brushing his thick length, her pussy aching, empty, nearly screaming—

“Y-You’re gonna kill me!” She screamed, her walls clutching, her pussy whimpering—she couldn’t take anymore—she was too wet—she was too full—

“No.” He pulled back, slow, deliberate, leaving her pussy aching, empty, nearly sobbing—and then he pushed her to her knees again, his cock pressing against her open lips, his thick length kissing her tongue.

“You’re not done yet.” His voice was soft, dominating, and Lena obeyed, her tongue brushing his thick cock, licking that thick bead from his pulsing slit, the salty-sweet taste of his pre-cum making her pussy throb.

“Good—” Darius pushed, he slipped that thick head inside her open mouth, filling her—oh gods yes—her walls clutching, her pussy whimpering—

“That’s it.” His voice was rough, deep, and then he pushed deeper, slow, agonizing, his cock filling her pussy again, his cock skewering her—

“F-Fuck—!” Lena’s pussy whimpered, overwhelmed, filled—until she couldn’t take anymore. “Y-You’re gonna—!”

“You’ll take it all.”

And she did.

She screamed as he fed her that thick cock, his cock banging against her walls, his cock filling her pussy, his cock skewering her—until she nearly couldn't take anymore, until his cock bottomed out, and he growled, rough, deep—“That’s my good girl.”

Lena felt ruined.

She felt filled, stretched, used—and she loved it. Every thrust of his cock, every growl from his throat, every twitch of his length—it was too much, and she ached, and she whimpered, her juices dripping down her thighs, her walls clutching—until she came again, and again, screaming beneath his weight, beneath his demand.

“You’re perfect,” he pushed, he growled, his cock sweeping her pussy, his balls slapping against her flooded folds. She felt her walls clenching around his thick intrusion, felt the pressure—felt the way he took her, the way he ruined her pussy.

Lena ached, her clit throbbing, her pussy clenching—she was near another release, but she couldn’t think, couldn’t speak, could barely breathe—

Darius’s voice dripped over her—“Since you asked…”

And then he pushed deeper, his cock thrusting into her pussy, his cock filling her—ruining her pussy—and Lena screamed, her walls clenching around his length, her juices exploding over his thighs—until she climaxed, panting, screaming, her walls convulsing around his thick claim.

“That’s my good girl. You’re going to be perfect.”

Lena felt his cum—thick, hot, warm, dripping over her tongue, filling her open mouth, until she could barely swallow—and she obeyed, her walls clenching around his thick length, her pussy whimpering—until he was done, until he pulled back, leaving her open, soaked, his cock glistening—his cum dripping down.

“You’re not done yet.”

And Lena was not.

Not by a long shot.

She knew it.

She could feel it.

She was going to be his, completely, deliciously, and she couldn’t wait.




Chapter 3

The rain had stopped weeks ago, but the storm that rolled through Darius Vane’s office that night seemed far more deadly—and far more personal. The kind that doesn't just pass through, but soaks into your bones, leaving you transformed but never dry. Lena Carter had been awaiting this moment since the last time they'd been together, her body counting down the minutes like a slow, deliberate torture device wound tight.

She had spent the last twenty-four hours preparing for this encounter, and it had nothing to do with impressing her boss and everything to do with pleasing the man who had taken ownership of her body so completely. Her black-painted fingernails, sharp and dangerous-looking, had been designed to scratch, to mark, to remember. The silk of her dress, that deep, alluring red, wrapped around her like a second skin, sliding with every breath, every movement, every shiver that ran through her at the thought of what was coming.

Lena had chosen this dress deliberately, knowing how it would cling to her curves, knowing how the hem would ride up with just the right amount of provocation. Underneath, she wore nothing at all—not even the wisp of lace he had torn from her last time. She hadn't showered since then, wanting to carry the scent of their last encounter into this one. Let him smell her arousal, let him know she had been thinking of him, touching herself, imagining his hands on her, his cock inside her. The anticipation had been exquisite torture, her fingers trailing between her thighs, the dampness growing with every passing hour. By the time she dressed, her body was trembling with a familiar mixture of fear and desire, the memory of his touch sending electric shocks through her system.

The elevator doors opened with a whisper, revealing not the usual polished receptionist, but a disheveled man in a rumpled suit, his eyes glazed and unfocused. He barely acknowledged her presence.

"Vane's in a meeting," he said, the words flat and unconvincing.

Lena knew immediately it was a lie. Darius wouldn't be meeting at this hour. She understood the office for what it truly was—a stage, and she was about to make her entrance.

Without a second thought, she pushed through the doors, the sound of the latch clicking shut behind her feeling final, as if she had sealed herself inside this private world with him. The conference room was empty save for Darius, who sat at the head of the long table, his fingers tracing idle circles on the polished surface. His briefcase lay open beside him, the leather strap slack, and the scent of his cologne—a thick, expensive fragrance that she had come to associate with raw power and even rawer sex—hung heavy in the air.

His tie was undone, the knot dangling between his fingers, and the top button of his shirt was unfastened, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of the hard, tanned muscles of his chest. Lena felt the heat rush to her core, her body responding instantly to his presence, as it always did. She was used to this, to the way her pulse quickened, to the way her skin seemed to tingle wherever his gaze touched. But tonight was different. Tonight, she had come not just as his employee, but as something more—something he had created, something he owned.

Her hands moved behind her back, fingers curling into the fabric of her dress and pulling it down slightly, the movement deliberate, designed to draw his attention precisely where she wanted it. The red fabric clung to her skin, rising and falling with each breath, the hem inching higher with each slight movement until the tops of her stockings were visible, the soft black lace a stark contrast to her pale thighs. And then, for a moment, she gave him a glimpse of what lay beneath—her damp pussy, glistening under the conference room lights, already aching for his touch.

Darius lifted his head slowly, his eyes taking their time as they traveled from her toes up. They paused at her stockings, then moved higher, catching the subtle glimpse of her most intimate flesh before finally locking onto her face. A slow, hungry smile spread across his lips.

"Cocky today, aren't we?" he asked, his voice a low purr that vibrated through her.

Lena remained motionless, not daring to speak. But the smirk on her lips betrayed the amusement she felt—the thrill of this power play, of knowing that despite his words, he was as drawn to her as she was to him. This wasn't about a simple confrontation. It was a game, and the stakes were her pleasure, his satisfaction, and the intoxicating mix of pain and ecstasy that they had come to crave together.

He stood then, the movement fluid and predatory, his fingers never leaving the smooth surface of the table. Lena watched him approach, her heart hammering against her ribs, her dress riding higher with each deliberate step he took. The air between them seemed to shimmer with tension, thick with anticipation.

His hand snapped out, catching her chin and tilting her head back until she gasped. His thumb brushed roughly against her lower lip, while the other hand cupped her jaw, the grip firm and possessive. She could feel his cock throbbing against her hip, thick and demanding even through the layers of fabric that separated them.

"What do you need, little mouse?" he asked, his voice dropping to a growl that resonated in her chest.

Lena knew she should lie, should pretend at some semblance of resistance, but the truth spilled from her lips before she could stop it. "You know what I need."

Darius laughed, a deep, sinful sound that seemed to vibrate through her very bones. "Oh? And what's that?"

"To be used," she whispered, the words hanging in the air between them.

For a moment, his cock twitched against her hip, as if it could sense the words and the meaning behind them. Then he released her, his palm slapping against her thigh before he stepped back. "Take this off," he commanded, his voice sharp as glass.

Lena's fingers hesitated for only a second before she complied, the red dress pooling at her feet like a crimson offering. Darius watched her with rapt attention, his gaze devouring every inch of exposed skin. Her nipples pebbled under his scrutiny, her hair falling in dark waves around her shoulders, and her pussy, glistening and ready, lay exposed to his view.

"Good," he said, his fingers working at his tie, ripping it free with a sharp, satisfying motion. "But not enough."

Lena's breath caught in her throat. He wasn't just playing anymore. Tonight was about more than just another encounter. Tonight was about possession, about surrender, about proving who was in control.

His hands moved roughly to his shirt, buttons popping open one by one as he jerked the fabric from his body. His chest heaved, muscles rippling under his skin, and then his belt hit the floor with a clatter, followed by his trousers, which he pushed down to reveal his cock—thick, dark, and already weeping with excitement.

Lena's pussy clenched at the sight of him, fully erect now, the veins standing out along his length, the base thick and promising to stretch her to her limits. Again, she reminded herself.

"You want this?" he asked, stroking himself slowly, the sound of his hand on his shaft thick and obscene in the quiet room.

Lena was barely breathing now, her own arousal dripping down her thighs and onto the hard wood of the table. "Yes," she managed to whisper, the word barely audible.

Darius's laugh was a deep rumble from his chest. "But you don't get to ask."

Lena's walls clenched around nothing, aching for the thick intrusion she knew was coming, craving the rough demand of his cock.

He had told her this on their first night together, had made her beg before he would even consider giving her what she so desperately wanted. Tonight, there would be no rules, no boundaries—no one to hear her screams but the empty conference room.

His cock pushed against her mouth, slow and deliberate, the thick head brushing her tongue before he fed her inch by glorious inch of his shaft. Lena felt impossibly full, her jaw aching as she stretched to accommodate him, her lips wrapped tightly around his length. Darius's fingers curled into her hair, gripping her scalp with a firmness that was just this side of painful, controlling her movements, dictating the pace.

"Such a good little whore," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Watching me fuck myself with your mouth."

The thought of it—of how wet he was for her, of how shamelessly he was using her mouth—made Lena's pussy clench even tighter. She wanted to feel his taste on her tongue, to worship his cock with every lick and suck, to show him exactly how much she craved him.

Her tongue darted out, tasting the pre-cum beading at his tip, and Darius growled in response, his hips jerking forward slightly, pushing his cock deeper into her throat. "You're going to make a mess, aren't you?" he warned, his voice dropping to a feral purr. "Or will you?"

Lena begged with her eyes, her legs trembling beneath her, her walls clenching around his thick shaft that wasn't even inside her yet.

"Suck me," he demanded, and Lena obeyed, her tongue swirling around his head as her lips worked up and down his length.

"Fuck," he hissed, his cock twitching in her mouth. "You're so wet for me, aren't you?"

His finger trailed down her body, over her trembling belly and lower, dipping into the wetness between her legs. Lena moaned around his cock, the sensation of his finger inside her almost too much to bear.

"You're going to take my claim," he murmured, his finger working in and out of her slowly, deliberately. "And you're going to love it."

Lena's walls clenched around his finger, her pussy begging to be filled by something much larger. She wanted to feel him stretching her, owning her, making her his in the most primal way possible.

"Please," she whispered around his cock, the word muffled but clear.

Darius laughed, a deep, sinful sound that vibrated through her. "You beg so prettily." His finger curled inside her, hitting a spot that made her gasp, her back arching off the table. "But you're not ready yet."

Lena whimpered in protest, her pussy aching with the need to be filled. "Please, sir," she managed to say, her voice thick with desire.

"Please what?" he asked, his finger sliding out of her to circle her clit, the touch light and teasing.

"Please fuck me," she begged, her hips bucking against his hand. "Please make me yours."

Darius's smile was pure predation. "Since you asked so nicely." He positioned his cock at her entrance, rubbing it against her wet folds, the sensation sending sparks through her entire body. "Are you ready to be ruined again?"

Lena could only nod, her breath coming in short gasps as she anticipated his invasion. "Yes," she whispered. "Please, yes."

"Then take me," he commanded, and pushed inside her in one smooth, powerful stroke.

Lena cried out as he filled her completely, her walls stretching to accommodate his impressive girth. He was thick and hard, pulsing inside her, and she felt every inch of him as he began to move, setting a rhythm that was both familiar and new.

"You're so tight," he murmured, his hips thrusting against hers. "So perfect for me."

Lena's hands gripped the edge of the table, her nails digging into the wood as she matched his movements. She could feel herself building toward a release, the tension coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust.

"Come for me," he demanded, his finger circling her clit in time with his thrusts. "Let me feel you fall apart around my cock."

The combination of his words and his touch was too much to resist. With a cry, Lena's orgasm crashed over her, her walls clenching around his cock as waves of pleasure washed through her. Darius didn't let up, though, continuing to thrust as she rode out her climax, drawing it out until she was breathless and shaking.

"You're not done yet," he warned, his voice rough with his own need.

Lena could only shake her head, her body too overwhelmed to form coherent thoughts. "I can't," she gasped. "It's too much."

Darius laughed, a low, knowing sound. "You can and you will." He pulled out of her, leaving her feeling empty and aching, before flipping her over onto her hands and knees. "Brace yourself."

Lena did as she was told, her hands gripping the edge of the table as she waited for what was coming next. Darius positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance once more.

"Ready to be fucked like the little whore you are?" he asked, his voice thick with desire.

Lena could only nod, her body trembling with anticipation. "Yes, sir," she whispered.

"Then hold on tight," he warned, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her again.

Lena cried out at the sudden intrusion, her walls stretching to accommodate him once more. He was deeper in this position, hitting spots she hadn't known existed, and she could feel every vein, every ridge of his cock as he began to fuck her in earnest.

"You feel so good," he murmured, his hips slapping against hers with each thrust. "So tight. So wet."

Lena could only moan in response, her body completely overwhelmed by the sensations. She was close to another orgasm already, the tension building again with each stroke of his cock.

"Come for me again," he demanded, his finger finding her clit and circling it with deliberate precision. "I want to feel you come around my cock."

As if on command, Lena's orgasm crashed over her, even more intense than the first. Her walls clenched around his cock, milking him as he continued to thrust, drawing out her pleasure until she was a trembling, incoherent mess.

Darius didn't stop, though, his hips continuing to move as he chased his own release. "You're not done yet," he growled, his voice rough with need. "One more time."

Lena could barely speak, her body too sensitive, too overwhelmed. "I can't," she gasped. "Please, I can't take any more."

Darius laughed, a low, dangerous sound. "You can and you will." He reached around her, his fingers finding her clit again, and began to circle it with relentless precision.

"Please," Lena begged, her hips bucking against his hand. "Please, sir, I can't—"

"Don't you dare come yet," he warned, his voice sharp. "You wait for me."

Lena bit her lip, trying to hold back the orgasm that was building again, but it was impossible to resist. With a cry, she came for the third time, her walls clenching around his cock as he found his own release, spilling deep inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, breathing heavily, connected in the most intimate way possible. Darius finally pulled out, leaving Lena feeling achingly empty but completely satisfied.

"You're mine," he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek as he turned her face to look at him. "Completely. Ruinously."

Lena could only nod, a smile playing on her lips. "Yes, sir," she whispered. "Yours."




Chapter 4

The office door clicked shut behind Lena, sealing them in the dim glow of the desk lamp. The air was thick with the scent of leather, expensive whiskey, and something darker—something that coiled in her belly and made her thighs press together beneath the weight of her own anticipation.

Darius didn’t look up from the ledger in his hands, his fingers tracing numbers with deliberate slowness. The firelight flickered across his sharp jawline, casting shadows that made him look even more dangerous than usual. He wore a tailored black suit, the fabric stretched taut over his broad shoulders, the sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms dusted with dark hair. His cufflinks glinted as he set the ledger aside, the sound of it hitting the desk like a gunshot in the quiet room.

"Come closer," he instructed, his voice low, measured, yet carrying an undercurrent of dominance that wrapped around her like silk. "Let me see what you've brought me."

Lena swallowed hard, her pulse hammering in her throat. She had spent the last hour preparing herself—shaving every inch of her body until her skin was smooth, slick, and trembling with need. The black lace thong she wore was barely enough to cover her, the fabric damp with her arousal, the scent of her own desire clinging to her thighs. She had come here to submit, to give herself over completely, and the thought of it made her breath catch.

She walked toward him slowly, her hips swaying with an deliberate sensuality she hadn't known she possessed. The click of her heels against the hardwood floor was the only sound in the room, punctuated by the heavy thrum of her heart. When she stood before him, Darius's gaze flicked up, locking onto hers with a predatory intensity.

His dark eyes, almost black in the low light, roamed over her body hungrily. He took in every detail—her flushed cheeks, the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the way her fingers trembled slightly at her sides. She could see the hunger there—the same hunger that had made her knees weak the first time he looked at her like that.

"You're late," he said finally, his voice dropping to that rough purr that always sent shivers down her spine. "I was beginning to think you'd reconsidered."

Lena licked her lips, her mouth suddenly dry. "I didn't," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Darius's gaze softened slightly, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Good," he murmured, standing slowly. "Because I've been waiting for this."

His movements were fluid, predatory, as he circled around the desk. Lena held her breath, her heart pounding against her ribs as he stopped directly behind her. She could feel the heat radiating off his body, smell the intoxicating scent of his cologne mixed with his own natural musk.

His hands came to rest on her shoulders, squeezing gently before sliding down her arms, tracing the lines of her body with a reverence that belied the dominance in his voice. His fingers dipped into the waistband of her skirt, pulling it up slowly, inch by agonizing inch, until the black lace of her thong was revealed.

"You've been a good girl," he said, his thumb tracing the line of her thong, the pad rough against her sensitive skin. "Obedient. Willing. But obedience alone isn't enough, is it?"

Lena shook her head, her breath hitching as his fingers trailed up her spine, making her shiver. "No, sir."

"Good," he rumbled, his hands moving to the front of her body, cupping her breasts through the fabric of her blouse. His thumbs brushed over her already hard nipples, and she couldn't suppress the moan that escaped her lips. "Tonight, I want more than just your obedience. I want your surrender."

His hands slid lower, fingers hooking into the waistband of her thong and yanking it down in one swift motion. Lena gasped as the fabric tore away, leaving her completely bare before him. The cool air hit her sensitive skin, making her shiver, her nipples already hard and aching.

"Spread your legs," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Lena obeyed, her thighs trembling as she parted them, exposing herself to his gaze. She could feel his eyes on her, burning into her skin, and the heat between her legs intensified, her arousal dripping down her thighs.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his fingers finding her clit, his touch rough, demanding. "You're already so wet for me."

Lena moaned, her hips jerking forward instinctively, seeking more of his touch. His fingers circled her clit, teasing her, drawing out her pleasure until she was whimpering, her body arching toward him.

"That's it," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. "Let me hear you."

His fingers left her, and Lena whimpered in protest—until she felt the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She gasped, her muscles clenching instinctively as he pushed inside, stretching her with slow, deliberate thrusts.

"Relax," he growled, his hands gripping her hips. "You know you want this."

She did. God, she did. The burn was exquisite, her body yielding as he filled her completely, his cock hitting that deep, aching spot inside her that made her toes curl. Lena moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as he set a punishing rhythm, his hips snapping against her ass with each thrust.

The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, mixed with her breathless gasps and his guttural grunts. The desk creaked beneath them, the wood biting into her skin as he fucked her harder, his cock swelling inside her, his breath coming in ragged bursts.

"You're mine," he growled, his fingers digging into her skin. "Say it."

"Y-yours," she gasped, her voice breaking.

"Louder."

"I'm yours!" she cried, her orgasm building, coiling tight in her belly.

Darius didn't let up. He fucked her harder, his cock swelling inside her, his breath coming in ragged bursts. "That's it, baby. Take it. Take every inch of me."

Lena came with a broken sob, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Darius didn't stop—he kept fucking her through it, his own release building.

"Fuck, Lena," he groaned, his voice rough. "You're perfect."

And then he was coming, his cock pulsing deep inside her, filling her with his cum. Lena whimpered as he pulled out, her legs trembling, her body boneless.

Darius didn't let her collapse. Instead, he lifted her into his arms, carrying her to the plush leather couch in the corner of his office. He settled her between his legs, her back against his chest, his arms wrapped around her like a cage.

"Good girl," he murmured, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Now stay."

Lena melted against him, her body still thrumming with aftershocks, her mind spinning. She had come here to submit—and he had taken her, claimed her, owned her in the most intimate way possible.

And she had loved every second.

"Next time," Darius rumbled, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her thigh, "I'm gonna tie you up."

Lena shivered, her breath hitching.

"And then," he continued, his voice dropping to a dangerous purr, "I'm gonna fuck you until you can't walk."

She swallowed hard, her core clenching at the thought.

"But for now," he murmured, his lips brushing her ear, "you're mine."

And Lena, for the first time in her life, believed him.




Chapter 5

The penthouse was a fortress of silence, the kind that swallowed sound and left only the echo of their breathing. Lena stood in the center of the room, her bare feet sinking into the plush rug, her body still humming from the last time Darius had taken her. But this wasn’t the office. This was *his* space—dark wood, deep leather, the faint scent of sandalwood and something darker, something that made her pulse quicken.

She had come here to submit.

Not just with her body, but with her *soul*.

The door clicked shut behind her, the sound final, irreversible. She turned, her fingers trembling as they traced the hem of her dress—a simple, sleeveless black number that clung to her like a second skin. It was the only thing she wore. No panties. No bra. Just the way he liked her.

Darius stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, his silhouette sharp against the city lights. He didn’t turn. Didn’t speak. Just watched her, his presence a living thing, coiled and waiting.

*"You’re late,"* he said at last, his voice rough, like gravel under boot heels.

Lena swallowed. *"I know."*

A beat of silence. Then—

*"Kneel."*

She didn’t hesitate.

The carpet was soft beneath her knees, but the command was what made her tremble. She sank to her hands and knees, her thighs pressing together, her breath shallow. The dress rode up, exposing the curve of her ass, the way her body arched instinctively, offering herself.

*"Good girl,"* Darius murmured, finally turning. His suit was immaculate, the fabric stretched over his broad shoulders, the sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms dusted with dark hair. His tie was loose, the knot undone, the fabric draped like a noose around his throat. *"But you’re still dressed."*

Lena’s fingers hovered over the zipper at the back of her dress. She didn’t move.

*"Do it,"* he commanded.

She did.

The sound of the zipper was loud in the quiet room, the fabric parting like lips, revealing her bare back, the curve of her spine, the way her skin flushed under his gaze. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her completely exposed.

*"Stand,"* he said.

She obeyed, her naked body trembling as she rose. The air was cool against her skin, her nipples already hard, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Darius didn’t touch her. Not yet.

Instead, he walked around her, slow and deliberate, his fingers trailing over her shoulders, down her arms, the way her waist dipped in, the flare of her hips. When he reached the front, his hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were aching, sensitive.

*"You’re beautiful,"* he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. *"But beauty isn’t enough."*

Lena’s breath hitched. *"What do you want?"*

His fingers tightened, just enough to make her gasp. *"I want **everything**."*

Then his mouth was on hers, hard and demanding, his tongue forcing its way past her lips, claiming her with a hunger that left her dizzy. His hands gripped her hips, lifting her onto the edge of the couch, her thighs parting instinctively. She was already wet, her arousal slicking her inner thighs, the scent of her need filling the air.

*"Fuck,"* Darius growled, breaking the kiss. His fingers found her clit, circling it with just enough pressure to make her whimper. *"You’re **soaked**."*

Lena moaned, her hips arching into his touch. *"Please—"*

*"Please what?"* His voice was a dark purr, his fingers stilling. *"Tell me what you want."*

*"I want you to **fuck me**,"* she gasped, her body aching for him. *"I want to be **yours**."*

Darius chuckled, low and rough. *"Oh, baby… you already are."*

His fingers left her, and Lena whimpered in protest—until she felt the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She gasped, her muscles clenching instinctively as he pushed inside, stretching her with slow, deliberate thrusts.

*"Relax,"* he murmured, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wider. *"You know you **want** this."*

She did. God, she *did*. The burn was exquisite, her body yielding as he filled her completely, his cock hitting that deep, aching spot inside her that made her toes curl. Lena moaned, her nails digging into the leather beneath her as he set a punishing rhythm, his hips snapping against her ass with each thrust.

The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, mixed with her breathless gasps and his guttural grunts. The couch creaked beneath them, the leather biting into her skin as he fucked her harder, his cock swelling inside her, his breath coming in ragged bursts.

*"You’re **mine**,"* he growled, his fingers digging into her skin. *"Say it."*

*"Y-yours,"* she gasped, her voice breaking.

*"Louder."*

*"I’m **yours**!"* she cried, her orgasm building, coiling tight in her belly.

Darius didn’t let up. He fucked her harder, his cock swelling inside her, his breath coming in ragged bursts. *"That’s it, baby. **Take it**. Take every **inch** of me."*

Lena came with a broken sob, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Darius didn’t stop—he kept fucking her through it, his own release building.

*"Fuck, Lena,"* he groaned, his voice rough. *"You’re **perfect**."*

And then he was coming, his cock pulsing deep inside her, filling her with his cum. Lena whimpered as he pulled out, her legs trembling, her body boneless.

But Darius wasn’t done.

He lifted her into his arms, carrying her to the center of the room, where a thick, plush rug lay before a fire that crackled low in the hearth. He settled her onto her knees, her back to him, her ass exposed, her thighs spread wide.

*"Stay,"* he commanded, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Lena obeyed, her breath hitching as she felt his fingers trace the curve of her spine, down to the swell of her ass. He didn’t touch her there—not yet. Instead, his hand slid between her legs, his fingers finding her clit, teasing her without giving her what she needed.

*"You’re **mine**,"* he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. *"And I’m going to **keep** you."*

His fingers left her, and Lena whimpered in protest—until she felt the head of his cock pressing against her entrance again. She gasped, her muscles clenching instinctively as he pushed inside, stretching her with slow, deliberate thrusts.

*"Relax,"* he growled, his hands gripping her hips. *"You know you **want** this."*

She did. God, she *did*. The burn was exquisite, her body yielding as he filled her completely, his cock hitting that deep, aching spot inside her that made her toes curl. Lena moaned, her nails digging into the rug as he set a punishing rhythm, his hips snapping against her ass with each thrust.

The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, mixed with her breathless gasps and his guttural grunts. The firelight flickered across her skin, casting shadows that made her feel even more exposed, even more *his*.

*"You’re **mine**,"* he growled, his fingers digging into her skin. *"Say it."*

*"Y-yours,"* she gasped, her voice breaking.

*"Louder."*

*"I’m **yours**!"* she cried, her orgasm building, coiling tight in her belly.

Darius didn’t let up. He fucked her harder, his cock swelling inside her, his breath coming in ragged bursts. *"That’s it, baby. **Take it**. Take every **inch** of me."*

Lena came with a broken sob, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Darius didn’t stop—he kept fucking her through it, his own release building.

*"Fuck, Lena,"* he groaned, his voice rough. *"You’re **perfect**."*

And then he was coming, his cock pulsing deep inside her, filling her with his cum. Lena whimpered as he pulled out, her legs trembling, her body boneless.

Darius didn’t let her collapse. Instead, he lifted her into his arms, carrying her to the edge of the couch. He settled her between his legs, her back against his chest, his arms wrapped around her like a cage.

*"Good girl,"* he murmured, pressing a kiss to her temple. *"Now **stay**."*

Lena melted against him, her body still thrumming with aftershocks, her mind spinning. She had come here to submit—and he had taken her, claimed her, *owned* her in the most intimate way possible.

*"Next time,"* Darius rumbled, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her thigh, *"I’m gonna **tie you up**."*

Lena shivered, her breath hitching.

*"And then,"* he continued, his voice dropping to a dangerous purr, *"I’m gonna **fuck you until you can’t walk**."*

She swallowed hard, her core clenching at the thought.

*"But for now,"* he murmured, his lips brushing her ear, *"you’re **mine**."*

And Lena, for the first time in her life, believed him.


Book 2




Chapter 1

The Voss estate was not a home. It was a temple to excess—cold, gleaming, and utterly intimidating. Nova adjusted the strap of her worn duffel, fingers tightening just slightly around the fraying edge as she turned onto the street where the mansion stood, its iron gates looming like silent sentinels. The file she'd read three times that morning had promised wealth, but nothing could have prepared her for the sheer weight of it—the way the air seemed to hum with power, the way even the sidewalk beneath her had been polished to a mirror's finish. She wasn't nervous. She was wrong. And for the first time in her life, Nova wondered if she'd ever been right about anything.

Her knock on the door was barely a sound—swallowed by the grandeur of the entranceway—when it swung open with deceptive ease, as if the massive structure's will alone had bid her entry. The threshold held a man who was everything the file hadn't described in vivid enough terms. Darian Voss stood there, his silver-streaked hair catching the fading afternoon light like a predator's fur under the moon. His presence was commanding—the kind of man who didn't just command a room, but owned it. The tailored suit he wore was no mere garment; it was armor, its fabric hugging muscles that hinted at a body still capable of movement beyond the confines of his office chair. His jaw was sharp enough to cut, and the dark stubble that graced it could have been the mark of someone unshaven by accident—but Nova knew better. This was a man who chose the edges, who let the world see the dangerousness beneath his polished exterior.

Darian took her in from head to toe, his gaze lingering on the curve of her hips, the way her blouse clung to her breasts, the slender line of her throat. She could feel his eyes like a physical touch, a warmth that spread across her skin despite the cool afternoon air. His inspection was thorough, deliberate, as if he were cataloging every curve, every potential weakness, for future reference.

"Nova," he said, his voice low, rough with the kind of authority that didn't require shouting. It was the sound of a chainsaw idling under quiet hands—the kind of threat that unraveled caution from the inside out.

She swallowed. "Mr. Voss."

His lips quirked, though the expression was far from kind. "Call me Darian." A pause. "Unless you'd prefer to be on a first-name basis with the disciplinary measures I take when my son needs reminding of his manners."

Her pulse stuttered. The file had mentioned his reputation for unconventional business practices. It had implied the kind of rules his world operated by. But nothing could have made her truly understand until this moment—the instant his gaze flickered over her body with the slow deliberation of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and whether it could be had. She fought the reflex to cross her arms, to tuck herself away from the inspection, but the thin cotton of her blouse did little to hide how her nipples had tightened into sharp peaks under his attention. Fuck. The woman in her wanted to arch her back, to press herself against the heat of his stare. But the rational Nova knew that was exactly what could get her fired before she even crossed the threshold.

"Yes, Darian," she said, forcing her voice steady. "I just—this place is..."

Unreal. Like stepping into a pornographic fantasy gone cold and hard. Like a millionaire's wet dream of control.

" You're early," he remarked, though his tone made it clear he wasn't asking.

Nova glanced at her watch, then at the imposing facade of the mansion. "I wasn't sure what time the—" She stopped herself, pressing her lips into a thin line. "I like to be ready for anything."

"Good." His eyes, a dark, stormy gray, lingered on her bag, then flicked back to her face in a way that said he was sizing her up. "Let's see what you've brought for my son."

She hesitated—not because she'd forgotten, but because the weight of his presence made her stupid for half a second, her fingers fumbling at the zipper. When she finally pulled it down, her hand trembled as she reached inside. She had packed like she was moving into the role herself: a few board games (Monopoly, Scrabble), a stack of books (Harry Potter, Percy Jackson—things a twelve-year-old would deem uncool, but hell, it wasn't her idea). And because she'd read the file with a level of attention that bordered on obsession, there was a small, plush stuffed dragon in the corner.

Darian's eyebrow rose. "A dragon?"

"He's—" Nova cut herself off, realizing how pathetic that sounded. "Twelve?" she squeaked. Her voice was barely recognizable to herself.

Darian's smirk deepened, a slow, predatory curve that made her stomach clench. He didn't just reach for the toy; he stepped into her personal space, his fingers brushing hers as they plucked the dragon from the bag. The contact was electric, a spark under her skin that had nothing to do with the static of her blouse and everything to do with the sheer magnitude of him. He wasn't large in a cumbersome way; no, he was strategic—every movement deliberate, every inch of him designed to unsettle.

"He'll love it," he said, his voice dropping to a rumble that made gooseflesh prickle down Nova's spine. "Because my son doesn't just play with toys." His gaze flicked back to her, and his next words were a blade unsheathed. "He plays with what's available."

She stiffened. "I—I don't need a guidebook to playtime, Mr. Voss—"

"Darian."

"Right." Nova swallowed hard. "I've worked with older kids before. I know how to handle—"

"I doubt it." He stepped closer, and she realized for the first time just how tall he was. How wide. Every move he made brought him into a new dimension of her space, and the duffel between them suddenly felt like a weapon, useless and exposed. "You don't have any idea how precocious my son can be." His chest pressed against her bag, and the heat of him seeped through the fabric, branding her. "Or how experienced I am at disciplining the women who try to look after him."

A laugh—hollow, unsteady—bubbled up in Nova's throat before she could stop it. "You think I'm not qualified?"

"I think you're about to find out." He turned, his hand still on her bag, and the duffel tilted toward her. Nova gasped as it spilled open, the books and games tumbling to the marble floor in a chaotic heap. But it was the weight of his warning, the implication in his touch, that had her truly dropping to her knees, not gracefully, but with a clumsy, knees-skidding motion that left her breathless.

His hand slid into her hair almost imperceptibly before he wrapped it firmly, fingers tangling in the loose waves. "That's better," he murmured, his voice rough with something that wasn't quite amusement. "Because kneeling? That's the first lesson."

She should have been afraid. She should have snatched the dragon back from his reach, gathered her belongings, and bolted. But the way his eyes darkened as she knelt there, the way his grip tightened just slightly—like he was testing the limits of her obedience—had her heart pounding in her chest. And when his thumb brushed the side of her throat, tracing the frantic rhythm of her pulse, she moaned, the sound escaping her before she could clamp her lips shut.

"Good girl," he purred, and Nova nearly melted into the floor.

The door opened.

"Dad?" A small, cocky voice piped up. "Are you really gonna spank her?"

Nova's blood turned to ice.

She twisted, nearly losing her balance as she tried to turn toward the sound. Darian didn't even react—just stood there, his hand still tangled in her hair, his other arm keeping the dragon hostage in a way that suggested it was the least dangerous weapon in the room.

"Depends," he said, a note of wickedness threading through his voice. "What kind of trouble did you get into tonight, Liam?"

The boy—Liam—gigled. "I don't know. I just wanted to see."

Darian's grip tightened, and Nova felt the sharp tug of her hair, the way her scalp ached with the promise of pain. "Well, you've done that."

The door creaked open wider, and the boy came into view—tall for his age, with the self-assured smirk of someone who had spent far too much time watching his father do whatever it was that Darian Voss did to the women who came within his reach. Liam was dressed for bed in a rumpled pajama top, the sleeves rolled up his forearms to reveal a handful of gold chains wrapped around his bicep, each one a tiny trophy. His dark hair was rumpled, his eyes bright with mischief.

"Cool," Liam said, then let out a whoop as he grabbed a small glass from a silver tray on the table near the door. "Watch this!" He took a dramatic step forward, wobbled once, and then—splash—the amber liquid in the glass arced toward the floor, landing directly on Nova's chest.

The cold was instant. The juice soaked through her thin cotton blouse, the color of the liquid darkening as it spread. Her breath hitched, and before she could stop herself, she gasped, fingers flying to cover her nipples where the fabric had clumped against her skin.

Liam clapped, delighted. "You got it right on the—"

Darian's hand came up, pressing against the side of his son's face with enough force to shut him up mid-word. "Yes, Liam. I did."

Nova's pulse was a drumbeat in her throat. The room was too warm. She could feel the heat of Darian's body against her back, the way his breath fanned against her ear when he leaned in.

"Accidents happen," he said softly, almost conversationally. "But in this household, unprofessionalism is not an accident." His hand slid down her back, then up her thigh, the fabric of her skirt riding high beneath his fingers. "We don't tolerate naughty girls, do we, Liam?"

The boy shook his head emphatically. "No! They gotta be good!"

Nova's legs trembled. She was dripping—juice staining her blouse, her fingertips pressing into the marble floor beneath her as she tried to steady herself. "What do I do now?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Darian's fingers curled higher, his knuckles brushing the soaked fabric between her thighs. "You learn your lesson." His other hand—still holding the dragon—dipped lower, and Nova realized with a gasp that he was tracing her collarbone, the plush body of the toy resting against her shoulder. "Or you can start with a different one."

Liam wiggled his fingers in the air. "Let's see what she can do!"




Chapter 2

The office door clicked shut behind Nova, sealing them in the dim glow of the desk lamp. The air was thick with the scent of leather and something darker—something that clung to the walls like a promise. She turned slowly, her fingers trailing over the silk ropes hanging from the ceiling, her breath shallow. This wasn’t a playroom. It was a *temple*. And Darian was its high priest.

The way the light caught the ropes made them seem alive, swaying gently from where they were anchored to the ceiling. Nova’s fingers traced the smooth fabric, imagining how they would feel against her skin—cool at first, then warming with her body heat. The other items in the room were arranged with deliberate precision. Whips with braided leather tails, paddles with polished wood handles, restraints with soft, padded cuffs. Each piece seemed to promise a different kind of sensation, a different kind of surrender.

*"You’re thinking too much,"* Darian murmured, stepping closer. His voice was a velvet blade, sharp enough to cut through her hesitation. *"Lessons start with obedience."*

Nova swallowed. Her heart hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, heavy and expectant. The air between them seemed to crackle with something electric—something dangerous and intoxicating.

*"What do you want me to do, Sir?"* she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Darian’s lips curled, just slightly. *"First, you’ll address me properly. *Master*."* The word hung in the air, thick with unspoken meaning. Nova’s thighs clenched together involuntarily, her body already betraying her with a pulse of heat that spread through her belly.

*"Yes, Master,"* she managed to say, the syllables tasting strange and forbidden on her tongue.

His fingers brushed her cheek, his touch feather-light, yet sending a jolt of electricity through her nervous system. *"Good girl,"* he murmured, his gaze dropping to her lips. Nova’s breath hitched, trapped in her chest as she felt the intensity of his stare. The way his eyes darkened as he looked at her—like she was the most beautiful and intriguing thing he’d ever seen—made her chest tighten with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

*"Now. Kneel,"* he commanded, his voice dropping an octave.

She sank to the floor, her knees pressing into the plush rug beneath her. The position was humiliating, putting her at his mercy in the most literal sense. But the way his eyes traveled over her—slowly, deliberately—made her stomach flutter with a complex mix of embarrassment and excitement. His gaze was hot, possessive, like he was already imagining all the things he wanted to do to her.

*"Better,"* he approved, stepping back to admire his work. *"Now. Tell me what you see."*

Nova’s gaze flickered over the room—the ropes, the restraints, the glass case filled with devices that made her cheeks burn with curiosity and apprehension. *"A lot of… tools,"* she finally said, her voice trembling slightly.

Darian chuckled, low and knowing. The sound vibrated through her, settling somewhere deep in her belly. *"And what do you think they’re for?"* he asked, his eyes glinting in the dim light.

She hesitated, her mind racing with possibilities. *"For discipline?"* she ventured, testing the waters.

*"For *pleasure*,"* he corrected, his voice rough with conviction. *"For *learning*. For *exploration*."* His fingers traced the edge of the desk, his knuckles brushing her shoulder as he leaned in, invading her personal space with deliberate intention. *"But tonight? Tonight, they’re for *you*."*

Nova’s pulse pounded in her throat, so loud she was sure he could hear it. *"What do you mean?"* she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Darian’s hand slid into her hair, his grip firm but not painful. *"I mean,"* he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, *"that you’re going to learn what it means to be *mine*."* His breath fanned against her skin, sending shivers down her spine. *"Your body, your obedience, your pleasure—all mine to command."*

Nova’s thighs trembled beneath her. *"Yes, Master,"* she managed to say, the words a surrender to whatever he had planned.

The first strike of the crop came without warning, the sharp crack of leather against skin echoing in the quiet room. Nova gasped as the leather kissed her thigh, the sting sharp but not unbearable, leaving a warm trail in its wake. She clutched the edge of the desk, her nails digging into the polished surface as Darian circled her, his movements deliberate and predatory.

*"You’re tense,"* he observed, the crop tapping against her other thigh. The soft tap-tap-tap was a promise of more to come. *"Relax. Let go."*

She tried. She *tried* to release the tension building in her muscles, but the way his eyes raked over her, the way his breath fanned against her neck—it was too much. Too *real*. Too *intense*.

*"Good,"* he murmured, his voice rough with approval. *"Now. Tell me why you’re here."*

Nova’s breath hitched, her mind racing for the right answer. *"To take care of Liam,"* she said, the truth simple and straightforward.

*"And why did you *really* come?"* His fingers brushed her collarbone, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. *"Why did you *want* this?"* The question hung in the air, heavy with implication.

*"Because I’m…"* Her thoughts tangled. *Because I’m desperate.* *Because I need the money.* *Because I need to know what it’s like to be owned.* The truth was a tangled mess of reasons, both practical and profound.

*"Because you’re a liar,"* Darian murmured, his lips brushing her ear. *"Because you want to be *mine*."* His voice was low, intimate, as if he were sharing a secret only they could hear. *"Your body aches for my touch. Your mind craves my commands. Don’t deny it."*

Nova’s thighs trembled beneath her. *"Yes, Master,"* she admitted, the words a relief and a surrender all at once.

His hand slid between her legs, his fingers pressing against the soaked fabric of her dress. The heat from his touch radiated through the thin material, and Nova felt herself melting under his touch. *"You’re already wet for me,"* he observed, his voice thick with desire. *"Your body knows what it wants, even if you’re too afraid to admit it."*

She moaned, her hips jerking forward involuntarily. *"Please—"* The word was a plea, but for what, she wasn’t sure.

*"Please what?"* he demanded, his voice rough and commanding.

*"Please *fuck* me,"* she blurted out, the words feeling both liberating and scandalous on her tongue.

Darian’s chuckle was dark, amused. *"Not yet,"* he said, and the word was a promise and a punishment all in one. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric, his touch hot and demanding against her sensitive skin. *"First, you’ll learn patience."*

Nova’s breath came in ragged gasps as he teased her, his fingers circling her clit with a rhythm that was both maddening and exquisite. She could feel the heat building inside her, a tightening sensation that started in her core and radiated outward. Her body *ached* for release, for the culmination of all this sensation.

*"No,"* Darian growled suddenly, pulling his hand away. The abrupt loss of his touch was a shock to her system, leaving her feeling empty and desperate. *"Not yet."*

Nova whimpered, her body trembling with need. *"Please, Master—"* she begged, her voice breaking with desperation.

*"You’ll come when I say you can,"* he ordered, his voice firm and unyielding. *"And not before. Your pleasure is mine to give and mine to take away. Remember that."*

She nodded, her breath coming in sharp gasps. *"Yes, Master,"* she managed to say, her voice barely a whisper.

Darian’s fingers brushed her cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle considering the intensity of the moment. *"Good girl,"* he murmured, and the approval in his voice was like a caress in itself. *"Now, let’s see how well you follow instructions."*

The next hour was a blur of sensation. Darian led her through the room, his hands guiding her, his voice a low rumble in her ear. He showed her how to tie a knot, the silken ropes sliding through her fingers as she learned to bind her own hands. He demonstrated the flogger, the soft leather tails falling against her skin in a tantalizing rhythm that was more arousing than painful. He taught her how to please a man who demanded perfection, his hands correcting her posture, his voice guiding her every movement.

*"You’re a quick learner,"* he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip as she kneeled before him. *"But you’re still not *mine*."*

Nova’s breath hitched. *"What do you mean?"* she asked, her voice thick with desire.

Darian’s hand slid between her thighs, his fingers pressing against her entrance. The sudden intrusion made her gasp, her body tightening around his fingers. *"I mean,"* he growled, his voice rough with need, *"that you’re not *owned* yet."*

Nova’s pulse pounded in her throat, a wild drumbeat of anticipation and fear. *"What do I have to do?"* she asked, her voice breathless.

*"You have to *earn* it,"* he murmured, his voice thick with desire. *"And tonight? Tonight, you’ll start with this."*

His fingers slipped inside her, thick and sure, stretching her as he pumped them in and out with deliberate, thorough strokes. Nova moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as he took her, his other hand gripping her hip to hold her in place. His movements were slow and methodical at first, building her up with agonizing slowness, then faster, more demanding, until she was writhing beneath his touch.

*"You’re *tight*,"* he growled, his hips snapping against her as he fucked her with his fingers. *"So *fucking* tight."* The praise in his voice was like a drug, making her feel beautiful and desired in a way she had never experienced before.

Nova could only whimper in response, her body trembling as he claimed her, his hands gripping her hips as he took her hard and deep, his fingers curling inside her to touch that spot that made her see stars. The friction was exquisite, building with each thrust until she was teetering on the edge of release.

*"You’re *mine*,"* he growled, his voice rough with possession. His gaze locked onto hers, his eyes dark with desire. *"Say it."*

*"I’m yours,"* Nova gasped, the words a surrender to his will, to the pleasure he was giving her, to the new reality he was creating for them both. *"Please, Master—"*

*"Please what?"* he demanded, his voice rough and commanding.

*"Please *own* me,"* she begged, her body trembling with need. *"Please make me yours completely."*

Darian groaned, his hips snapping against her as he buried himself to the hilt, his fingers pulsing inside her as he found his own release. The feeling of him coming, of his body tensing and releasing, sent her over the edge. Nova collapsed against the desk, her legs trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps as he pulled out, his cum dripping down her thighs in a sticky trail.

Darian’s hands were gentle as he turned her around, his fingers brushing her cheek. *"Good girl,"* he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"Now. Let’s get you cleaned up before the boy gets home."*

Nova’s lips curled into a smile, her body still humming from his touch. *"Yes, Master,"* she said, the words coming easily now, a natural part of their interaction.

---

The door to the office creaked open, and Liam’s voice piped up from the hallway. *"Dad? You in there?"*

Darian’s hand tightened on Nova’s hip, his fingers digging into her skin in a possessive grip. *"Yes, Liam,"* he called, his voice steady and unconcerned. *"We’re just finishing up."*

Nova’s breath hitched. She could feel the heat of Darian’s gaze on her, the way his body pressed against hers, the way his fingers traced the curve of her breast with a casual ownership that sent shivers down her spine.

*"Cool,"* Liam said, his voice muffled by the distance. *"I’ll just… wait outside."*

The door clicked shut, and Darian’s lips brushed Nova’s ear. *"Good girl,"* he murmured, his voice rough with approval. *"Now. Let’s get you dressed."*

Nova nodded, her body still trembling from his touch. *"Yes, Master,"* she said, her voice soft and compliant.

---

Later, as Nova sat on the edge of the bed in Liam’s room, watching the boy sleep, she felt Darian’s presence behind her like a shadow. His fingers brushed her shoulder, his touch light but insistent. The room was filled with the soft sounds of Liam’s breathing, the occasional rustle of bedsheets, the gentle hum of the house around them. It was a moment of domestic normalcy that contrasted sharply with the intensity of their earlier encounter.

*"You did well tonight,"* he murmured, his voice a rough whisper in the quiet room. *"But this is only the beginning."*

Nova’s breath hitched. *"What do you mean?"* she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, not wanting to disturb the sleeping child.

Darian’s hand slid between her thighs, his fingers pressing against her entrance. The unexpected touch made her gasp, her body tensing for a moment before melting into the sensation. He was relentless in his possession, even in this quiet moment, in this innocent space.

*"I mean,"* he growled, his voice thick with desire, *"that you’re *mine* now. And this is just the beginning of your training."*

Nova’s pulse pounded in her throat, a wild drumbeat of anticipation and fear. *"What do I have to do?"* she asked, her voice breathless with desire.

*"You’ll learn,"* he murmured, his voice rough with promise. *"And you’ll *obey*."* His fingers slipped inside her, thick and sure, stretching her as he pumped them in and out with slow, deliberate strokes. Nova bit her lip to stifle her moan, acutely aware of the sleeping child just feet away.

*"You’re *mine*,"* he growled, his voice rough with possession. His gaze locked onto hers, his eyes dark with desire in the dim light of the bedroom. *"And you’ll *stay* that way."*

Nova’s breath hitched. *"Yes, Master,"* she whispered, the words a surrender to his will, to the pleasure he was giving her, to the new reality they had created. She felt the heat building inside her, a tightening sensation that started in her core and radiated outward, threatening to consume her completely.

As Darian fucked her with his fingers, his other hand gripping her hip to hold her in place, Nova knew one thing for certain—she was *his*. And she would *always* be his. In this moment, as his fingers brought her closer to the edge of ecstasy, she embraced her new role completely, her body and mind both surrendering to his command.




Chapter 3

The penthouse was silent, save for the low hum of the city through the open windows. The rhythmic pulse of traffic was barely loud enough to mask the rapid patter of Nova’s fingers against her knee. She should have gone. The moment Darian left the office, the weight of what they had done—what they *almost* did—should have propelled her out of that room and into the cool night air. But the memory of his voice, rough and possessive, still clung to her like the ghost of his fingers on her skin.

*"If you want this, you’ll come to me before dawn. No excuses."*

She had let him go. She had *let him walk away* without following through. Without bending. Without breaking.

And now, the ache between her legs was sharp, a desperate reminder of what she had craved, what she had *stolen* without offering herself in return.

The elevator slid open with a quiet *pings*, and Nova’s spine locked instantly. Darian stood framed in the doorway, his dark silhouette cutting against the spill of golden light from the hallway. The air between them thickened before she even turned to face him.

He had changed since he’d left her—more relaxed, more dangerous. His cravat was loose, his first two shirt buttons undone, the crisp white fabric clinging to his skin as if damp. His sleeves, still rolled, revealed more ink, darker swirls climbing up his arm now that she could see properly. His hair was tousled, the silver streaks catching the light from the chandelier, and Nova’s fingers twitched, dying to see if they would stay there after he touched her.

His gaze found her at once, sharp and assessing, like he could already taste her defiance on his tongue.

"Good girl," he murmured, stepping closer.

Nova’s breath hitched.

The words were a paradox. She *was* good, wasn’t she? She had followed his orders, bent to his will, taken his cock between her teeth and sucked him until he growled her name. And yet, he called her *good* when she had failed him in the most fundamental way.

Because she had *not* come to him.

Because she had let the moments slip by, letting the fear take root like a cancer instead of sinking into her knees as she had been commanded.

His fingers began to trace the hem of her skirt, a feather-light touch that made her skin tingle in anticipation. Nova flinched despite herself, her body betraying her with a pulse of heat that she couldn’t control. The fabric didn’t move under his touch. It hovered—just above the bare skin of her thighs. Just high enough that she knew he could see the dampness staining her panties, the way her muscles clenched together in anticipation of what was to come.

*"Did you think I wouldn’t notice?"* His voice was a deep rasp, pulling her name from her lips as if it were already there. *"Did you think I wouldn’t *smell* this?"*

Nova swallowed. "I didn't expect you—you to—"

"You what?" Darian tilted his head, his expression inscrutable. His free hand reached up, tugging at his loosened collar as if the air were too hot, too tight for his dominance. "You thought I'd *wait*?"

She had. Until he wasn’t there anymore, until the penthouse was hers again, until the ghost of his touch faded enough that she could breathe without his voice echoing in her skull.

*"You thought I’d *forgive* you for disobeying the most basic command?"*

A command she had *heard*, but not followed.

*"You thought wrong."*

His fingers finally found the waistband of her skirt, his touch firm and deliberate as they hooked beneath the fabric. Nova’s legs trembled—not from fear this time, but from the slow, deliberate way his movements mapped out every inch of her, the way his eyes darkened as if he were committing her to memory. The fabric slid up her thighs with a soft rustle, each inch revealing more skin to his hungry gaze. When it pooled over her hips, leaving her exposed to his scrutiny, her panties damp and her thighs slick with arousal, Nova felt a flush of heat spread across her chest.

She should have been embarrassed. She should have been *ashamed*.

Instead, her body welcomed his inspection, her skin prickling with anticipation as his eyes roved over her most private parts.

Darian’s chuckle was low, dark, and knowing. His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers tracing the delicate lace of her panties before pressing down, yanking them aside with brutal efficiency. Nova gasped loudly as his fingers found her, hot and rough against her sensitive skin, two thick digits already parting her folds. She was dripping—God, she had been dripping all night, her body betraying her every moment as she wondered if he’d come back, if she could beg, if she might make him stay.

But she couldn’t. She wouldn’t.

*"You’re dripping,"* he murmured, his voice rough with approval. *"So *disobedient*."*

Nova whimpered, her body betraying her with a pulse of heat that made her thighs tremble. "I—I wasn't trying to be—"

"*No?*" His fingers stilled against her, but the way his thumb traced idle patterns along her lower lip told her he wasn’t finished with her yet. *"Then what were you *trying* to do, Nova?"*

She had no answer.

Because the truth was, she *had* been trying to disobey. She had been trying to resist. She had been trying to cling to the illusion of control, of choice, of *anything* beyond the way he made her feel—useless, wanted, *consumed*.

*"A good girl would have come to me."* His fingers left her, and Nova’s thighs clenched together, desperate to keep him there. *"A good girl doesn’t *lie* about what she craves."*

She tried to breathe. "I'm not—" The words died as his hand gripped her jaw, his fingers digging into the underside of her chin and tilting her face up. His gaze was molten with intensity. *"You're not what?"*

"I'm not scared anymore," she whispered.

That was the truth.

She wasn’t scared.

She was *fucking furious*.

Furious at herself for running. Furious at the way her body had betrayed her, had *sought* him out even as her mind whispered retreat. But most of all, she was furious at him—for giving her the control to *leave*, for making her *want* it, for leaving her aching and empty when she knew how good it could be.

*"No?"* Darian’s thumb traced the line of her collarbone, his touch burning through her skin. *"Then what is it?"*

Nova’s fingers trembled against his thigh, her nails digging into the fabric of his trousers. "You *know* what it is."

His smirk was slow, deliberate—a man who had spent his life reading people, untangling their secrets like threads from a frayed tapestry. "Hmm."

He let go of her chin, his fingers skimming down her throat, lower still, until he was cupping her breast, his thumb brushing over the stiff peak of her nipple. The sensation was too much. Nova moaned, her head falling back against the edge of the desk, her body arching into his touch.

*"Is this what you're afraid of?"* His hand slid to her other breast, squeezing just enough to make her whimper. *"Being *touched* without permission? Or is it this?"*

His fingers dropped between her thighs again, the rough pad of his knuckles dragging against her clit until Nova’s legs nearly buckled. She clutched the desk’s edge, her nails digging into the polished surface, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

*"Is this what you don't *trust*?"* His voice was a low growl, his breath hot against her ear. "Or is it that you don't trust *yourself*?"

Nova’s pulse hammered. She didn’t know what it was anymore, not since he had asked her to kneel and she had *wanted* to, so badly she had nearly trembled to her knees without even being told.

*"Maybe,"* she admitted, the word slipping out like venom, *"maybe we're both lying."*

Darian’s hand stilled against her breasts. Then, slowly, he removed it, his fingers leaving behind a trail of fire that Nova could still feel long after he withdrew. She wanted to chase his touch, to beg for more, but instead, she remained still, her body trembling with need and frustration.

*"Maybe we are,"* he murmured, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through her chest.

The elevator *pings* sounded again, but this time it was him leaving—not returning. Nova’s fingers trembled where she gripped the desk, her thighs slick and her heart pounding against her ribs. She wanted to call him back. She wanted to *beg*. Because the truth was, she had *been* his.

In every way but the one that mattered.

The one he had made her *earn*.

---

Nova didn’t sleep that night.

She lay in bed with the sheets twisted around her legs, her hand drifting between her thighs, her clit throbbing and her arousal a cruel, wet reminder of what she had *lost*. The memory of his touch haunted her, the ghost of his fingers still moving against her skin in the darkness. She had been so close. So *desperate*. But the fear had won in the end—just like it always did.

She didn’t know how long she had been touching herself before the sound of the penthouse door snicked shut, the faint echo of keys hitting the marble floor behind it. Nova froze, her fingers buried deep beneath the damp cotton of her panties, the rhythm of her own touch fast and needy. The sheets rustled as Darian’s shadow appeared in the doorway, his silhouette framed by the hallway light.

*"I'm not leaving you like this,"* he said, his voice a command wrapped in silk that made Nova's breath catch in her throat.

Nova didn’t even have time to protest. His hands were on her, dragging the sheets aside with rough possessiveness, forcing her legs apart with a determination that left no room for argument. She was bare to him—her arousal glistening, her thighs trembling, her body *ready* despite the fear still coiling in her gut.

Darian didn’t hesitate.

His fingers found her slick entrance, pressing inside with a guttural growl that vibrated through Nova's entire being. *"You're *dripping*, baby."* His free hand slid up her stomach, gripping her breast hard enough to make her gasp. *"Who did this?"*

Nova couldn’t answer, not with his fingers already circling around her clit, his touch teasing just enough to make her writhe beneath his touch.

*"Who made you *wet*?"* he demanded, his voice gruff with desire.

She didn't know. She couldn't *think*. All she knew was the heat of his fingers inside her, the way he spread her wide, the way his thumb dragged rough circles over her clit until every nerve in her body was alive and aching.

*"No,"* he murmured darkly, pulling away suddenly. Nova whimpered in protest until he flipped her over, his hands rough as they gripped her hips and yanked her down to the edge of the bed. His fingers tugged her panties aside, and the thick, wet length of his cock pressed against her ass. *"You're not *allowed* to come yet."*

Nova’s thighs trembled against the mattress. "Fuck—" She swallowed, her voice barely audible. "Please."

*"Please what?"*

"Please *fuck* me."

Darian’s chuckle was dark and triumphant. *"Not yet."* His fingers returned to her entrance, two thick digits stretching her, fucking in and out with a rough, possessive rhythm that left her gasping for breath. *"But you can come on my cock."*

Nova’s breath came in ragged gasps. He was teasing her—she knew that. He was *punishing* her for her defiance. But the words sent a shiver through her, sharp and desperate. "Yes—"

*"Yes *who*?"* Darian’s fingers left her, and Nova whimpered in protest until he positioned himself at her entrance, his fingers rough as they gripped her hips and yanked her closer. "Tell me *who* you belong to."

Nova’s thighs trembled against the mattress. She didn’t belong to anyone. Not anymore. Not since—

*"Tell me,"* he growled, his breath hot against her ear.

Her fingers clawed at the sheets. "You."

*"Exactly."*

He didn’t waste time.

With a rough growl, Darian positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of his cock pressing against her sensitive flesh. His hands, rough and demanding, gripped her hips as he surged forward. Nova gasped as he filled her—thick, hot, *everything*—her body tightening around him as he took her with a harsh, possessive rhythm that made her moan out loud.

*"You're *mine*,"* he snarled, his fingers twisting in her hair and yanking her head back, forcing her to watch him as he moved behind her. *"Say it."*

"I—I'm yours," Nova breathed, her walls clenching around him, her body already responding to his possession despite her protests.

Darian didn’t let up.

His hands left her hair, sliding his palms down her back until they were flat against her lower spine, his grip firm as he *fucked* her. Hard. Rough. *Possessive*. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, Nova’s back arching as she tried to meet his thrusts, to *take* him deeper, but Darian was in control.

*"You're *wet* for me,"* he growled, his hips slapping against her ass. *"You're *aching* for this."*

Nova couldn’t find the words to respond.

All she could do was *feel*—the way he stretched her, the way he growled her name, the way his hands gripped her as he *took* and *took* until she was nothing more than a trembling, needy mess beneath him.

*"You're *begging* for it already, aren't you?"* He flipped her onto her back, his fingers rough as they gripped her jaw and forced her to watch him as he dragged his cock through her slick folds. Nova’s breath came in ragged gasps, her thighs trembling, her body *ready* for him. "Tell me what you want."

"You—" She swallowed. "Please. I need—"

*"You need *what*?"* His thumb pressed against her clit, and Nova’s vision went white around the edges.

"To come," she blurted, her entire body arching toward his touch.

Darian’s smirk was cruel. "Not yet."

Nova’s fingers dug into his calf. "Please—"

*"Please *what*?"*

"*Fuck* me," Nova whimpered, her voice barely recognizable. "I need you to *fuck* me. Now."

Darian’s growl was dark, almost pained. "Such a *filthy* mouth." But he didn’t tease her anymore. Instead, he positioned himself between her thighs, his cock pressing against her entrance before he surged forward, filling her deep this time, his fingers twisting in the sheets above her head.

Nova *screamed*.

The pleasure was too much—sharp and needy and *painfully* beautiful as he stretched her, fucked her, *claimed* her. His hips moved against hers, his cock dragging against every swollen, sensitive inch, his fingers biting into her skin as he took her hard.

*"You're *mine*,"* he snarled, his voice rough with possession. *"And I'm going to *keep* you like this."*

Nova couldn’t think, couldn’t *speak*.

All she could do was come—again and again, her body trembling beneath his as he forced her to *take* him, to *feel* every thick, rough inch, his fingers still rough as he dragged her arousal over her clit, his hips still snapping into her as he *fucked* her into the mattress.

*"Darian—!"* Nova’s voice broke, her fingers clawing at his back.

*"Master,"* he corrected, his voice a deep growl. "Say it."

Master—!" she breathed, her body shuddering with the intensity of her orgasm.

*"Louder."*

"Master, please—!" Nova’s body shattered as he fucked her, his cock still buried deep inside her as her walls clenched around him. "I need— I need—!"

Darian groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he *fucked* her through it, his body jerking as he buried himself deep, his cum flooding her with a hot, possessive fire that made her whimper beneath him.

*"Such a *good* girl,"* Darian murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction as he withdrew, his cum dripping down her thighs.

Nova’s breath came fast, her fingers trembling where they clutched the sheets. "I didn't…"

Darian’s gaze sharpened, his fingers brushing her hair out of her face. "You didn't what?"

"I didn't… earn it," she whispered.

He had made her *beg*. He had made her *come*—again and again—but at the end, she had still been too afraid to say the words. To *claim* what he had already claimed.

Darian was silent, but his fingers traced the curve of her hip, his touch *knowing*. "No."

"Then why?" Nova’s breath hitched.

Darian stood, his fingers rough as they cupped her jaw in a way that wasn't entirely gentle. "Because you *wanted* me to."

She swallowed. She had no answer for that.

But as he reached down, his fingers already tugging her panties back into place, his thumb dragging against her clit one last time, Nova realized something far more dangerous.

She wasn't just wet.

She wasn't just *aching*.

She was *hungry*.

And the way Darian looked at her—like he knew exactly what she wanted, like he could already taste the answer on his tongue—made her shiver.

*"You're *mine*,"* he whispered again, his fingers tracing the line of her neck.

Nova didn’t protest.

Because the truth was, she had *always* been.

And she never wanted to be anything else.




Chapter 4

The night air was thick with the scent of magnolias, carried in on a breeze that felt too heavy against Nova’s flushed skin. She stood on the balcony of Darian’s penthouse, wrapped in nothing but the black silk choker he had left tied loosely around her throat—along with the lingering, aching reminder of his cock buried deep inside her just hours earlier. The lace trim of her dress lay in a puddle on the floor, discarded like the lie she had been clinging to. She was bare beneath the open sky, the cold metal of the choker the only restraint holding her in place. Moonlight caressed her exposed flesh, highlighting the curves of her breasts, the dip of her waist, and the way her thighs quivered with anticipation. The breeze danced across her nipples, making them ache with need, hardening them into tight peaks that begged for attention.

Across the room, Darian’s voice cut through the quiet like a blade. *"You’re mine now, little pet. That’s not up for negotiation."*

Nova’s fingers twitched against the railing, her nails digging into the wood, leaving crescent marks in the paint. She had been *his*—in every way except the one that mattered, until she hadn’t any longer. Until the walls between her fear and desire crumbled like dust beneath his shoes. But *mine*? That was a different kind of surrender. Her mind raced with possibilities, with the memory of his hands on her body, his breath in her ear, the way he had commanded her pleasure tonight. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat between her legs, making her already slick folds grow even wetter.

She turned as he stepped onto the balcony behind her, the darkness of his tailored suit swallowing the frame of his body. He moved with predatory grace, his eyes burning with intensity as they fixed on her. His fingers trailed along the choker, a slow, deliberate tug that made her throat clench in response. A small gasp escaped her lips, and his smirk deepened at the sound. *"You’re still blushing."*

Nova exhaled sharply. *"Is that allowed?"*

His chuckle was low, rumbling through the night like distant thunder. *"No. But it’s charming."* His free hand reached up, his thumb brushing across her lower lip, tracing the shape of her mouth before pressing slightly against her teeth. *"And you’re going to do far better than charming from now on."*

She knew what he meant. They had both crossed a line tonight, and there was no going back. The way he had taken her in that bed—rough, possessive, relentless—had been more than just fucking. It had been *claiming*. And the way her body had *welcomed* it—had *begged* for it—proved she wasn’t fighting anymore. Her pussy still throbbed with the memory, with the phantom sensation of his thickness stretching her, filling her completely, his hips slapping against her ass as he took his pleasure from her body.

*"Lucas said he’d like to watch."* Darian’s voice dropped to a velvety whisper, his fingers still tracing patterns along her jawline, sending shivers down her spine. *"He said you’d be fun for him. That you’d teach him things."*

Nova swallowed, the memory of his son’s plump lips pressed against hers resurfacing with a heat that made her thighs slick again. She remembered the way his tongue had tentatively explored her mouth, the innocent curiosity in his touch as he’d cupped her breast. Her nipples hardened further at the thought, aching for more of that attention, more of that exploration. *"He’s young."*

Darian’s smirk was sharp, almost dangerous. *"He’s *precocious*. And he’s mine."* His fingers dropped to the hollow between her breasts, tracing idle patterns along her collarbone, then lower, circling the areola of her right breast without touching her nipple directly. The anticipation was maddening, making her ache for his touch. *"Just like you, little one."*

She didn’t pull away. In fact, she found herself leaning into his touch, her body already betraying her—*needing* him, *wanting* him, even now. Her hips rocked slightly against nothing, seeking relief that only he could provide. The cold metal of the choker around her throat seemed to pulse with heat, a constant reminder of his ownership.

*"You want to play with him too, don’t you?"* Darian’s question hung in the air, his fingers sliding lower, pausing just above the patch of curls between her legs.

Nova’s breath hitched. *"I—"*

*"It’s fine."* Darian’s fingers left her skin, and she nearly cried out at the absence until he turned her, the back of her thighs pressing against the cold metal of the railing. The contrast of temperatures—warm night air, cool railing against her heated skin—was exquisite. He lifted her up with surprising ease, positioning her on the railing so her ass was lifted and exposed to the night air. His fingers found her entrance again, two thick digits stretching her, parting her folds to revel in her wetness. *"You’re not the first."*

The admission sent a thrill straight down her spine. Nova’s fingers curled around the railing, her knuckles white as she tried to steady herself. *"He’s… yours."*

*"Of course. But he’s a boy with a father’s *permission*."* His fingers left her, and she whimpered in protest until he turned her, the back of her thighs pressing against the cold metal of the railing as he lifted her. His fingers found her entrance again, two thick digits stretching her as he murmured against her ear, *"Just like his mother."*

Nova’s knees nearly buckled at the words. Her mind reeled with the implications, with the way he was talking—the way he was *touching* her, his fingers dragging against every swollen, sensitive inch—made her body *want* everything he had to give. A small moan escaped her lips as his thumb circled her clit, applying just enough pressure to send sparks of pleasure through her body.

*"I’m not his mother."*

*"You will be."* Darian’s fingers left her, and Nova whimpered in protest until he positioned himself behind her, his cock already pressing against her ass, slick and hot with need. The head of his cock dragged through her slick folds—first her ass, then back to her entrance—before surging forward, filling her with a brutal, possessive rhythm that made Nova’s breath catch in her throat. Her nails dug into the railing as she tried to steady herself, to *hold on*, but Darian was relentless. He thrust deep inside her, his hips slapping against her ass with each powerful stroke. The sound of skin on skin echoed in the night air, a primal rhythm that matched her pounding heart.

*"You’re *mine*,"* he snarled, his fingers twisting in her hair as he yanked her head back against his shoulder. *"Say it."*

*"I—I’m yours,"* Nova gasped, her walls tightening around his cock as he *fucked* her, his grip rough on her hips as he forced her to take him, to *feel* every thick, wet inch as he stretched her wide. The railing bit into her thighs, leaving red marks as she struggled to maintain her balance, but Darian’s powerful hands held her firmly in place, guiding her body to meet his thrusts. Her breasts jiggled with each impact, the sensation adding to the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her body.

*"Louder."*

*"I’m *yours*, Master!"* Her voice broke, her fingers clawing at the railing as he *fucked* her harder, his hips slapping against her ass, his fingers biting into her skin where he gripped her. The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, the complete submission to his will washing over her in waves of pure ecstasy.

*"Good girl."*

His fingers left her hair, sliding down her back until his palm was flat against her lower spine, his thumb pressing against the puckered hole of her ass. Nova whimpered, her body already *ready*—but the sensation of his fingers there, stretching her, made her throat tighten. Her ass clenched involuntarily, but his thumb persisted, applying gentle, insistent pressure that sent shivers of anticipation through her entire body.

*"Let me in, Nova."*

*"I—I don’t—"* Her words dissolved into a sharp gasp as his fingers pressed deeper inside her, the rough pad of his knuckle dragging against her inner walls. Nova’s thighs trembled, her body *betraying* her with need. The dual sensation of his cock in her pussy and his thumb in her ass was almost too much to bear, and she found herself arching her back, pressing herself against him, wordlessly begging for more.

*"You don’t want to?"* Darian’s voice was low, dark, his fingers already fucking her with a rhythm that matched the way his cock dragged through her folds. *"Or you just don’t trust yourself to be *good*?"*

Nova’s throat was raw. She didn’t trust herself. Not with his son watching. Not with the cold metal of the railing biting into her skin, the way Darian’s fingers stretched her open now. *"I trust you."*

His chuckle was sharp, almost *painful*. *"Hmm. Not enough."* His fingers left her ass, sliding back between her thighs to circle her clit. Nova’s breath came in ragged gasps, her nails digging into the railing as he teased, as he *built* her up. Her body trembled on the edge of release, the relentless circle of his fingers against her swollen clit pushing her closer and closer to the brink. She could feel the tension coiling in her stomach, the pressure building with each passing second.

*"You’re going to come for me, Nova. First. Then you’re going to come for Lucas. And you’re going to do it *without* using your mouth to hide your submission."*

Nova’s vision went white around the edges. The words—rough, dark, *commanding*—sent a thrill straight through her. She didn’t have time to protest, not when his fingers found her clit again, his touch rough and relentless. Nova *screamed*, the sound echoing through the night as her body shattered, waves of pure pleasure washing over her. Her walls clenched around his cock, milking him as she came, her body writhing against the railing, against his hands, against the very air around them. Stars exploded behind her closed eyelids, and her breath came in short, sharp gasps as she rode out the most intense orgasm of her life.

*"Good girl."*

Darian didn’t slow down. His cock dragged against every swollen, sensitive inch as he *fucked* her through her climax, his fingers still rough against her clit as he forced her to *take* him deeper, to *feel* every thick, wet inch until she was nothing more than a trembling, needy mess beneath him. Each thrust sent sparks of renewed pleasure through her over-sensitized body, and she found herself pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts with her own desperate movements. The railing dug into her thighs, leaving deeper marks, but she barely registered the pain, lost in a sea of sensation and submission.

*"Now you’re mine."*

Nova whimpered, her fingers still clawing at the railing as he withdrew, his fingers rough as they found the choker again and yanked her against him. His lips crushed against hers, his kiss *hungry*, *owning*—and Nova groaned into it, her body already *ready* for the next round. The taste of him on her tongue, the scent of sex and magnolias filling her senses, the feel of his powerful body against hers—it was intoxicating, addictive. She was his, completely and utterly, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Darian let go of her, and Nova’s breath came fast. Her thighs were still trembling against the balcony railing, her body *aching*—for him, for his son, for the way they made her feel *wanted*, *needed*, *consumed*. Moonlight bathed her exposed flesh, highlighting the beads of sweat on her forehead, the flushed skin of her breasts, the damp silk between her thighs. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly desirable.

Across the room, the door to the balcony opened with a quiet squeak. *"Dad?"* Lucas’s voice was breathless, excited, the way he always sounded when he knew something good was about to happen. *"Are you done yet?"*

Nova turned, the cold night air barely doing anything to dull the heat of her arousal as she stared at the boy—barefoot and eager, his gaze already locked onto the damp silk between her thighs. He was dressed in simple pajama pants, his chest bare, revealing a smooth, youthful torso. His eyes were wide with curiosity and desire, his lips slightly parted as he took in the scene before him. Nova could see the outline of his erection through the thin fabric of his pants, and the knowledge that she was turning him on sent a fresh wave of arousal through her body.

*"No."* Darian’s voice was rough with approval. *"We’re just getting started." His hand reached for Nova’s, yanking her toward him as Lucas stepped onto the open balcony. *"Go find some rope, son. And make sure you don’t leave a *mess*."*

Nova swallowed, the heat in Darian’s gaze still burning into her skin as his son *grinned*—eager, excited, *ready*. Lucas nodded, a mischievous glint in his eyes as he turned and ran back into the penthouse, no doubt to retrieve whatever his father had requested. Nova’s mind raced with possibilities, with the forbidden nature of what was about to happen. Being tied up, being shared, being used by father and son—forbidden thoughts that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. She was no longer just a participant in this game; she was the prize, the object of their desire, and she had never felt more desired in her life.




Chapter 5

Nova’s breath came in ragged gasps, her entire body trembling with the force of her climax. The cool metal of the desk pressed into her sweaty palms as she gripped the edges, her knuckles turning white. Darian’s cock, thick and heavy inside her, throbbed with each pulse of her orgasm, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her sensitive nerve endings.

"Fuck," Darian groaned, his voice rough with need. His hands tightened on her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he held her in place. "That’s it. Come for me. Come all over my cock."

Nova moaned, her head lolling back against his shoulder as he continued to thrust into her. Each movement sent another jolt of pleasure through her oversensitized body. Her walls clenched around him, milking him, the wet sounds of their coupling filling the air.

"Too good," she whimpered, her voice barely a whisper. "It’s too much."

"Never too much," Darian murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. "You can take more. You were made to take more."

Across the room, Liam watched with wide eyes, his own breath coming faster as he took in the sight before him. His hand moved to the front of his pants, adjusting himself as he observed his father and Nova together.

"She’s beautiful when she comes," Liam said softly, his voice filled with wonder. "Her face, the sounds she makes..."

Darian’s gaze flicked to his son, a possessive smile curving his lips. "She is. And she’s all ours."

Nova heard their exchange and her body responded, another small tremor rippling through her. The knowledge that Liam was watching, that they both found her desirable, sent a fresh wave of heat between her legs.

"Please," she whispered, not even sure what she was asking for anymore. "Please..."

Darian chuckled, a low rumble that vibrated through his chest and into her back. "Please what, little one? Tell me what you need."

"I need... more," she admitted, her voice trembling. "I need you to... to use me."

"Good girl," Darian praised, his hands sliding up her spine to grip her shoulders. He pulled her upright, turning her so she was facing Liam, but still impaled on Darian’s cock. "Look at him. Look at what watching you does to him."

Nova’s gaze met Liam’s, and she saw the hunger in his eyes, the way his chest rose and fell with each breath. He licked his lips, his eyes locked on where his father’s cock disappeared inside her.

"She’s gorgeous, isn’t she?" Darian asked his son, his voice thick with desire. "All that silk, all that skin... and she’s ours to do whatever we please with."

Liam nodded, his hand moving more insistently against the front of his pants. "She’s perfect. Can I touch her now?"

Darian’s thumb traced the curve of Nova’s hip, sending a shiver through her. "You may. But remember—she comes when we say she comes."

Liam approached slowly, his eyes never leaving Nova’s face. He reached out, his fingers tentatively brushing against her cheek, then trailing down her neck and over her collarbone. Nova shivered at his touch, her body already responsive to his presence.

"Can I touch her here?" Liam asked, his fingers hovering just above her breast.

Darian gave a low chuckle. "Anywhere you like, son."

Liam’s hand closed over her breast, his thumb rubbing against her nipple through the thin fabric of her dress. Nova gasped, her body arching into his touch.

"She likes that," Darian observed, thrusting into her more deliberately. "Don’t you, Nova? You like it when my son touches your tits?"

"Yes," Nova moaned, her head falling back against Darian’s shoulder. "I like it. I like it so much."

Liam’s other hand joined the first, both now exploring her breasts, kneading and squeezing them through her dress. Nova’s breathing grew more ragged, her body moving in rhythm with Darian’s thrusts.

"More," she pleaded, her voice breathy. "More, please."

"More what?" Darian asked, his hand sliding down her stomach to find the sensitive nub between her legs. "This?"

He began to circle her clit with his thumb, the combination of his cock inside her and Liam’s hands on her breasts overwhelming her senses.

"Oh god," Nova moaned, her hips rocking in time with his movements. "Yes, that. Please don’t stop."

Darian’s thumb pressed more firmly against her clit, his fingers curling inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars.

"Come for us, Nova," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Come while my son plays with your perfect tits."

Nova’s body tensed, her breath catching in her throat. She met Liam’s gaze again, seeing the anticipation in his eyes, and that was all it took. With a cry, she came, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Her walls clenched around Darian’s cock, milking him as he continued to thrust into her.

"Fuck, that’s it," Darian groaned, his movements becoming more erratic. "Take it. Take all of it."

As Nova’s climax began to fade, Darian’s grip on her hips tightened, his thrusts becoming deeper, more powerful. He was close, she could tell by the way his breathing hitched and the sound of his voice grew rougher.

"Looking at both of you," he panted, "is going to make me come. Are you ready for that, Nova? Ready for my cum inside you?"

"Yes," Nova moaned, her body already preparing for another orgasm at the thought. "Please come inside me. Please fill me up."

"Such a good girl," Darian praised, his hips snapping against hers. "So fucking perfect."

With a final, deep thrust, Darian came, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled his seed. Nova felt the warmth spread through her, and it was enough to trigger another, smaller orgasm for her.

"You’re both going to make me come again," she whispered, her body trembling with pleasure.

Darian chuckled, slowing his thrusts but not stopping completely. "That’s the idea."

Liam’s hands still roamed over her body, his touch gentle now as both of them rode the waves of their pleasure. When Darian finally stilled, he pulled out of her with a wet sound, leaving her feeling empty but satisfied.

Nova turned in his arms, her dress askew, her hair mussed, and her lips swollen from their kisses. She looked at Liam, then at Darian, and felt a warmth spread through her chest that had nothing to do with their sexual activities.

"I’m yours," she said softly, her gaze moving between them. "Both of you."

Darian’s smile was tender as he brushed a strand of hair from her face. "Yes, you are. And we’re not done with you yet."

Liam nodded, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "There’s so much more we can do with her."

Nova shivered at the promise in his voice, already feeling her body responding again. This night was far from over, and she couldn’t wait to see what else they had in store for her.


Book 3




Chapter 1

The sleek glass doors of Vanguard Industries gleamed under the late afternoon sun, reflecting the hazy skyline of the city like a mirror. Mira adjusted the hem of her sundress for the third time, the fabric still clinging damply to her thighs after hours of wrangling the twins next door. Their sticky fingerprints were probably all over her knees, and the scent of grape juice and diaper cream clung to her like a second skin. She’d spent the last three months drowning in financial desperation—paying off her little sister’s medical debt, keeping the lights on in their crumbling apartment, and still, there was never enough. The text had come through at 5:47 PM, just as she was packing up to leave:

**UNCONVENTIONAL AFTER-HOURS ASSISTANT REQUIRED. NO REFERENCES? FINE. HIGH PAY. DISCRETION MANDATORY. 8PM TONIGHT. DOOR 3.**

Her pulse had jumped at the words. *No references?* *Discretion mandatory?* This wasn’t just a job. It was an *invitation*—one that reeked of something far more dangerous than a simple paycheck.

But the number at the end had made her fingers tremble.

**$5,000.**

For one night.

She’d barely slept since.

---

The walk from the subway had been a blur of nerves and anticipation, the city’s neon glow bleeding into the edges of her vision. The Vanguard building loomed ahead, its black glass facade swallowing the streetlights as she approached. The security guard at the front desk barely glanced up as she passed, his eyes flicking over her sundress with the kind of dismissive disdain that only came from men who saw women as either threats or playthings. His gaze lingered a second too long on her exposed legs, his lip curling slightly before he returned to his magazine.

*Door 3.*

She found it tucked between the elevator banks, its surface smooth and unmarked, save for a small, discreet brass plaque etched with the same V logo from the main doors. Mira hesitated, her fingers hovering over the cold metal. She could turn around. Walk away. Tell herself this was a mistake.

But then she thought of the rent notice taped to her fridge, of the way her sister’s voice had cracked when she’d asked if the treatments were covered. Of the way the twins had clapped when she’d promised them ice cream—*if* she could afford it.

She knocked.

The sound echoed down the hallway, swallowed by the thick carpeting. No answer. She knocked again, harder this time, her knuckles rapping against the door with a sharp, insistent *thud*. Her breathing had quickened, her palms growing damp with anticipation. What kind of man sent texts like that? What kind of work required such discretion?

A click.

The door swung open before she could pull her hand back, revealing not a receptionist or a secretary, but *him*.

Kael Vanguard.

He stood in the doorway like a storm given human form—tall, broad-shouldered, his silver-streaked hair slicked back into a sharp, expensive cut that made him look like he’d just stepped out of a boardroom instead of a penthouse. His dark suit fit him like a second skin, the fabric stretched taut across his chest, the sleeves rolled up just enough to reveal the faint ridges of muscle beneath. His jaw was sharp, shadowed by the hint of a beard, and his eyes—*brilliant, knowing hazel*—flickered over her with the kind of assessment that made her skin prickle. There was something in that gaze—intelligence mixed with something darker, more primal.

Mira swallowed hard, suddenly intensely aware of every messy strand of hair escaping her bun, every wrinkle in her sundress, every sticky residue on her skin.

“Mira,” he said, his voice smooth, rich, like aged whiskey poured over velvet. It wrapped around her, warm and intoxicating. It was the kind of voice that could make a woman forget her own name, the kind that promised secrets and pleasures she’d only dreamed of. “You’re early.”

She wasn’t. Not by much. But the words died in her throat as his gaze raked over her, taking in the way her sundress clung to her thighs, the way her hair had escaped its messy bun, the way her lips were parted just slightly, as if she’d been caught mid-breath. The corner of his mouth curved upward, just a fraction, as if he found her nervousness amusing.

“Five minutes,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper. “I—I didn’t want to be late.”

Kael didn’t answer. Instead, he stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter with a fluid, almost predatory grace. The hallway beyond was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of expensive cigar smoke and something darker—*leather, maybe. Or cologne.* The kind of smell that clung to a man who knew exactly what he wanted.

Mira stepped inside, her sandals clicking softly against the plush carpet. The doors closed behind her with a quiet *click*, sealing them in. The sound was final, somehow, as if she had crossed a threshold she couldn’t return from.

The penthouse office was even more opulent than she’d imagined. Dark wood floors polished to a mirror sheen stretched out before her, reflecting the low light from the chandelier above. A massive desk dominated the center of the room, its surface gleaming under the glow of a single desk lamp. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a view of the city’s skyline, the twinkling lights of the financial district stretching out like a glittering ocean. The room was a perfect blend of modern elegance and masculine sophistication—dark leathers, polished woods, and a subtle scent of success that seemed to emanate from every corner.

But it wasn’t the view that made her breath catch.

It was *him*.

Kael closed the distance between them in three long strides, his presence overwhelming, *dominant*. He stopped just in front of her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body, close enough that she could see the faint stubble along his jaw, the way his lips parted just slightly, as if he were about to speak. She could smell him now—clean, expensive, with that underlying scent of something wild and untamable.

“You’re nervous,” he observed, his voice low, almost purring. It was a statement, not a question, as if he could see the rapid pulse in her throat, the slight tremor in her hands. “That’s good.”

Mira’s fingers twitched at her sides. “I—I don’t know what to expect.”

Kael chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. “Neither do I.”

She blinked. “What?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he circled her slowly, like a predator sizing up his prey—but she wasn’t prey. Not here. Not to *him*. She was the one with the desperation, the one who needed the money. The one who had shown up at his doorstep, sundress rumpled and hair tangled, because she had *no other choice*.

His fingers brushed against her hip, adjusting the hem of her sundress higher, just a little. Enough to make her breath stutter, enough to make her intensely aware of the cool air against her bare thighs. The touch was feather-light, yet it sent a jolt through her, sharp and electric. It was a test, a claim, a promise of what was to come.

“You’ve been chosen for a very specific role,” he said, his voice rough, almost rough with something she couldn’t name. “Your duties will be… *handsome*.”

Mira’s pulse hammered in her throat. “Handsome?”

Kael smirked, stepping closer. “The kind where you’re *always* prepared.” His hand slid around her waist, fingers digging into the soft flesh just above her hipbone. The touch was firm, possessive, and it made her shiver—not out of fear, but out of something else entirely. Something hotter, hungrier. “The kind where you *never* think about what I’m asking you to do. Just… *obey*.”

“Sir,” she breathed, the word feeling heavier now, *weightier*. It tasted like surrender on her tongue, like a secret just between them.

His eyes locked onto hers, burning with something that made her shiver. Made her *ache*. There was a fire in them, a hunger that matched her own, though she was only beginning to understand it. His gaze dropped to her lips for a fraction of a second, and she wondered what he was thinking, what he was planning.

“Good,” he murmured. “Because tomorrow… we start.”

He turned her, his palm pressing into the small of her back, guiding her toward the desk. The movement was unhurried, *dominant*—like he expected her to follow his every lead. Which, honestly? She *would*. For five thousand dollars, she’d do *anything*. But as she moved, she caught a glimpse of her reflection in the polished desk. Her eyes were wide, her cheeks flushed, her lips slightly parted. She looked like a woman caught between fear and desire, and she wasn’t sure which was stronger.

“Here,” he said, handing her a crisp white blouse and a narrow black skirt. “Try these on.”

Mira stared at the clothes in her hands. The skirt was *ridiculously* thin, almost sheer, with a hemline that would ride up with the slightest movement. The blouse, when she held it up, left just enough room for her cleavage to peek out—*just enough to tease.* It was the kind of outfit that said, "I’m a professional, but I’m also here for your pleasure."

“What?” she asked, her voice small, barely more than a whisper.

Kael’s smirk deepened. “Tomorrow is your first day. You’ll be working in my office.” His gaze dropped to her sundress, then back up, slow and deliberate, as if he were memorizing every inch of her. “And you’ll be *dressed* for it.”

Mira’s fingers trembled as she reached for the blouse. The buttons were tiny, delicate, the kind that required steady hands. But her hands weren’t steady. Not with Kael watching her, not with the way his eyes darkened as she began to unbutton her sundress, revealing the simple white lace bra beneath. His gaze followed her every movement, hungry and appreciative, and it sent a wave of heat through her body. She could feel her nipples hardening under his gaze, her body betraying her with its own desire.

“Need help?” he asked, his voice rough, lower than before.

She nodded, her throat tight.

He stepped behind her, his fingers brushing against her skin as he fastened the buttons of the blouse. The first touch sent a jolt through her, sharp and electric. He didn’t notice—or if he did, he didn’t care. His fingers were warm against her back, precise as he did up each tiny button, one by one. She could feel his breath on her neck, could hear his soft, controlled breathing as he worked. It was intimate, this act of dressing her, and it made her feel both vulnerable and cherished in a way that confused her.

The blouse fell into place, the fabric cool and crisp against her skin, hugging her curves in all the right places. He turned her back around to face him, his eyes sweeping over her from head to toe, taking in the way the blouse accentuated her waist, the way her breasts swelled against the fabric.

“Now the skirt,” he instructed, his voice a command.

Mira stepped out of her sundress, leaving her in just her bra and panties. She could feel Kael’s gaze on her, hot and possessive, as she slid the sheer black skirt up her legs. It clung to her like a second skin, the fabric whispering against her thighs, the hemline *barely* covering the tops of her thighs. When she stood up straight, the skirt rode up just a little, revealing a hint of the lace edge of her panties.

“Will this be… normal?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper, her eyes locked on his.

Kael crossed his arms, leaning against the desk, his powerful stance doing nothing to hide the way his suit strained across his groin. The sight sent a fresh wave of heat through her, a mixture of fear and anticipation.

“No,” he said, his voice rough, almost a growl. “But you’ll *learn*.”

He didn’t explain. Didn’t have to.

Mira looked down at the skirt, the way it whispered against her inner thighs. The way she felt *bare* in it. *Exposed.* And suddenly, she *knew.* She knew that this was more than just a job. It was a game, a dance, a test of her limits. And she was willing to play.

She looked up at Kael, meeting his gaze head-on, and found a hunger there that matched her own. A hunger for power, for control, for the kind of pleasure that came with surrender. He was a man who took what he wanted, and he wanted her. For one night, she would belong to him. And in that moment, she wanted nothing more.




Chapter 2

The elevator ride up to Kael's private floor was a silent descent into something far more intimate than business. Mira had expected the hum of machinery, the clatter of heels on marble, the distant murmur of office chatter. Instead, the doors slid open into a hallway so quiet it felt like the world had paused. The silence was almost palpable, broken only by the faint whisper of ventilation systems somewhere deep within the building. No one was here. No security guards. No receptionists. No one to witness the way her pulse stuttered when the doors closed behind her, sealing her in the dim glow of emergency lights. The air felt thicker in this private sanctuary, charged with something that made the fine hairs on her arms stand up. The soft blue of the emergency lights created long shadows that danced across the polished floors and high ceilings. Kael's office was at the end of the hall, its door already ajar, beckoning her forward. The scent of him—leather, something dark and spicy, with an undertone of expensive cologne—drifted out, wrapping around her like a promise of what was to come.

She hesitated, her heels making no sound as she lingered in the doorway. The anticipation coiled in her belly, a delicious mixture of fear and excitement. Her fingers trembled slightly as she raised her hand to knock, suddenly conscious of how flushed her cheeks must be, how her breathing had become shallower. The door swung open before she could pull her hand back, and there he was. Kael stood in the threshold, his broad frame filling the doorway, his suit jacket discarded over the back of a chair, the sleeves of his dress shirt rolled up to his elbows. His cufflinks glinted in the low light, catching the glow from the desk lamp like tiny stars. The first three buttons of his shirt were undone, revealing the faint dusting of silver hair across his chest, the strong column of his throat, the hint of powerful muscles beneath the fabric. Mira's breath hitched, caught in her throat like a physical thing. His gaze, dark and intense, swept over her, taking in every detail—the way her skirt clung to her hips, the way her blouse strained against her breasts with each ragged breath, the way her lips parted just slightly, as if she'd been caught mid-breath and simply forgot how to exhale.

"You're late," he said, his voice rough, almost amused. There was a challenge in his tone, a playful accusation that made her stomach tighten.

She wasn't. Not by much. But the words died on her tongue as his gaze continued its slow perusal, making her feel exposed and seen in a way that was both intimidating and intoxicating. The air between them seemed to crackle with electricity, a tangible awareness that made her skin tingle.

"Five minutes," she whispered, her voice barely audible in the quiet office.

Kael stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter with a graceful sweep of his hand. "Come in, Mira. We have much to discuss."

The office was even more opulent than she remembered, the air thick with the scent of him—something expensive, something dangerous. A desk dominated the center of the room, its surface gleaming under the glow of a single desk lamp that cast long, dramatic shadows across polished wood and leather-bound books. But it wasn't the desk that made her pulse jump. It was the chair. A high-backed leather seat, its surface smooth and unyielding, sat in front of the desk. A single strap dangled from one armrest, the metal glinting in the light with promise. Another strap, she noticed, was attached to the other armrest. And beneath the seat, nearly hidden in the shadows, she could just make out another set of restraints, designed to secure her ankles. Her fingers twitched at her sides, both nervous and excited by the sight. The leather looked soft yet firm, and she could imagine how it would feel against her skin—the coolness at first, followed by the warmth of her body as it conformed to the shape of the chair.

"Sit," Kael commanded, his voice low, almost a growl that seemed to vibrate through her very bones.

She obeyed, her movements smooth despite the racing of her heart. The moment her ass hit the leather, she knew she was in trouble. The chair was more comfortable than she'd expected, molding to her body with an almost intimate familiarity. Before she could fully appreciate the sensation, the strap snapped around her wrist, the cold metal biting into her skin with a sharp, stinging sensation that made her gasp. Kael circled the desk, his presence overwhelming, dominant, as he moved with the predatory grace of a jungle cat.

"You're mine now," he murmured, his fingers brushing against her thigh, just beneath the hem of her skirt. The touch was feather-light, yet it sent a jolt of electricity through her body, making her shiver despite herself. "And I decide what happens to you."

Mira's breath came in shallow gasps as his hand slid higher, his fingers tracing the delicate lace edge of her panties—barely there, a scrap of fabric that did little to hide the growing dampness between her thighs. The knowledge that he could see, that he knew, made her cheeks burn with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

"You're dripping," he observed, his voice rough with approval. The words sent a fresh wave of moisture to her already swollen flesh. "Did you touch yourself before you came here?"

She shook her head, her throat suddenly tight. The lie was automatic, instinctive, but she couldn't quite meet his eyes as she spoke.

"Liar." His fingers dipped beneath the fabric, skimming her bare lips with a touch that was both possessive and teasing. "You've been thinking about me. About what I'd do to you if you were a bad girl."

Mira whimpered as his touch grew bolder, his fingers beginning a slow, circular motion around her clit that made her hips twitch involuntarily. She was soaked, her thighs trembling with the effort of remaining still as he teased her, his thumb pressing just hard enough to make her arch into his touch without giving her the release she craved.

"You want this," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he leaned in, his free hand resting possessively on her knee. "You want me to use you."

"Yes," she gasped, her voice barely audible but honest nonetheless.

Kael chuckled, a low rumble that she felt in her chest. His fingers slipped away, leaving her feeling suddenly empty and exposed.

"Not yet," he said, his voice rough with anticipation. "First, you'll learn obedience."

Before she could protest, his hand snapped down onto her thigh with a sharp, stinging slap that made her gasp. The sound echoed through the office, mixing with her sharp intake of breath. Her fingers curled into the armrests, gripping the smooth leather as he spanked her again—harder this time, the sound a sharp crack that seemed to vibrate through her entire body.

"Oh!" she cried, her hips jerking forward with a reflexive movement she couldn't control.

"Again," he commanded, his voice dark with something she couldn't name—perhaps desire, perhaps amusement, perhaps a bit of both.

She obeyed, her breath coming in ragged gasps as his palm connected with her skin repeatedly, each strike sending a jolt of pain that somehow transformed into pleasure deep in her core. The heat spread through her, mixing with the wetness between her thighs until she was a writhing, needy mess beneath his touch.

"Good girl," he murmured, his fingers tracing the reddened skin of her thigh, the heat radiating from his touch a stark contrast to the cool air of the office. "You're mine now."

Mira nodded, her body trembling with need and her mind lost in a haze of sensation. The stinging sensation was already morphing into a warm throbbing that made her clit pulse with anticipation.

Kael's hand left her skin, and she whimpered at the loss. But then his fingers were at her waistband, his touch rough and demanding as he yanked her skirt down, leaving her bare beneath the desk lamp. The sudden exposure made her self-conscious, but the heat in his gaze as he knelt between her thighs quickly chased away any lingering doubts.

"Spread your legs," he commanded, his voice thick with desire.

She obeyed, parting her thighs wider, her entire body trembling with anticipation. Kael knelt before her, his face level with her exposed flesh. His fingers skimmed her bare lips with a reverence that contrasted sharply with his dominant behavior moments before.

"You're soaked," he growled, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. "Did you like that?"

"Y-yes," she gasped, her eyes half-closed with pleasure.

"Good." His fingers dipped inside her, stretching her with a deliberate slowness that made her hips buck forward involuntarily. The sensation was exquisite—full, possessive, demanding—and she could feel her muscles clenching around his fingers, desperate for more. "Because you're going to learn what it means to be a good girl."

Mira moaned as he added a second finger, his touch now possessive and demanding. She was empty for him, her body aching with a need that was becoming almost painful. Her hips began to move of their own accord, grinding against his hand as he curled his fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars.

"Kael—" she began, but he silenced her with a sharp slap against her thigh, the sting sharp and surprisingly arousing.

"Master," he corrected, his voice rough with authority. "You'll call me Master."

"Master," she repeated, her voice trembling with submission and arousal.

"That's better." His fingers curled inside her again, his thumb pressing with firm, circular motions against her clit. "Now, you're going to come for me."

Mira gasped as her orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering beneath his touch. The pleasure was intense, overwhelming, and she cried out, her fingers digging into the armrests. Kael didn't stop, his fingers continuing to work her through the waves of ecstasy, prolonging the sensation until she was a trembling, boneless mess in the chair.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice rough with approval as he finally removed his fingers from her swollen flesh. "Now, you're going to fetch me the files from the filing cabinet."

Mira nodded, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. As she tried to stand, her legs wobbled, and Kael's strong hands steadied her.

"Careful, pet," he said, his voice softening for a moment. "Wouldn't want you to fall."

She nodded again, her mind still hazy with pleasure as she made her way to the filing cabinet. The cool air of the office brushed against her exposed thighs, reminding her of her state of undress and making her feel even more vulnerable and exposed.

Kael chuckled softly as he watched her, his eyes following her every move with predatory interest. "And when you come back," he said, his voice dropping to a whisper that made her shiver, "you're going to open that pretty mouth."

She obeyed, turning back to face him and parting her lips slightly, already anticipating what was to come.

"Good girl," he murmured, his fingers trailing up her leg as he knelt before her once again. "You're going to taste what's yours."

Mira shivered as she felt the heat of his breath ghost over her face, her body humming with anticipation at the thought of what was to come. Just as he leaned in closer, a sharp knock at the door made her flinch. Kael straightened, his expression instantly shifting to one of cool professionalism.

"Enter," he said smoothly, his voice completely transformed.

The door opened, and a man in a sharply tailored suit stepped inside, his gaze flickering over Mira with something that looked suspiciously like disapproval. "Sir, I need to speak with you about the Johnson acquisition. It's urgent."

Mira shrank back, suddenly self-conscious of her disheveled appearance and the fact that her skirt was still pooled around her ankles. Her thighs were damp with her own arousal, and the flush on her cheeks was impossible to hide. She tried to cover herself with one hand, but the strap around her wrist prevented any real modesty.

Kael didn't acknowledge the man's disapproving glance. Instead, he kept his attention focused on Mira, his gaze burning with possessiveness and promise. "We'll continue this later, pet," he said, though his eyes never left hers. "Tomorrow night, you'll be ready for me."

"Y-yes, Master," she whispered, her pulse racing with a mixture of fear and excitement.

"Good girl," he murmured, and she stood, her thighs clenching as she tried to maintain some semblance of composure. He straightened her blouse, his fingers brushing against her skin as he rebuttoned it, the intimate gesture sending a shiver down her spine. "Tomorrow, you'll learn what it means to be mine."

Mira nodded, her heart hammering against her ribs as she tried to process what had just happened. The door opened again, and the man stepped aside to let her pass. As she walked by him, she could feel his judgmental gaze burning into her back, but she didn't care. All she could think about was Kael's words, his touch, and the promise of what was to come. The ride down in the elevator felt like an eternity, her body still humming with arousal and the lingering warmth of Kael's touch. She knew, with absolute certainty, that this was only the beginning.




Chapter 3

The office door clicked shut behind Mira, the sound echoing like a final seal between her and the rest of the world. Kael’s voice had been a low, dangerous purr as he dismissed her, but the moment the stranger stepped inside, the air had shifted. It wasn’t just the temperature that changed—it was something deeper, more primal. The air grew thick, electric, charged with an energy that made the fine hairs on the back of Mira’s neck stand at attention. This was a space where she didn’t exist, not in the conventional sense. She was an observer, a piece on a board being moved by hands she couldn’t see, for a game she only partially understood. Yet, that very powerlessness sent a delicious shiver down her spine.

She exhaled slowly, her fingers trembling as she adjusted the hem of her skirt. The fabric clung to her thighs, damp with her own arousal, the evidence of what had just happened between them still warm against her skin. She could still taste the salt of his skin on her tongue, the way his fingers had gripped her hair when she’d taken him into her mouth, the sharp tug that sent a jolt of pleasure straight to her clit. She remembered the way his cock had pulsed against her lips, the vein beneath the smooth skin throbbing with his heartbeat, before he’d pulled her away with a possessive growl.

*Good girl.*

The words echoed in her mind, a whisper of praise that sent a fresh wave of heat between her legs and caused her breasts to ache with need. His approval was intoxicating, more potent than any alcohol, more addictive than any drug. She craved it with a desperation that bordered on obsession.

She needed to move. To *do* something. The filing cabinet was across the room, its heavy metal door gleaming under the fluorescent lights. It stood as a physical manifestation of the task he’d given her—a test, a game, a prelude to something more. Kael had made it clear—she was to fetch the files on the Johnson acquisition, but she knew better than to think this was just about paperwork. There was always more with Kael. There was always a lesson to be learned.

Her heels clicked against the marble floor as she crossed the office, the sound too loud in the silence, each step a deliberate beat of anticipation. The cabinet loomed before her, its lock clicking open with a satisfying *snap* that seemed too loud in the heavy silence. Inside, folders were neatly arranged, but her fingers hesitated, hovering over the edge, her pulse quickening. The scent of old paper and leather filled her nostrils, grounding her for a brief moment before her mind was once again captured by the man behind her.

*What if he’s watching?*

The thought sent a thrill down her spine, a physical sensation that made her nipples harden against the lace of her bra. She could feel his eyes on her, even though she knew he was occupied with the man in the suit. The idea that he was *aware* of her, that he was *observing* her every move, made her breath catch and her inner muscles clench. She wondered if he was admiring the curve of her ass as her skirt rode up with each step, or perhaps watching the way her blouse strained slightly against her swollen breasts with every inhalation.

Her fingers brushed against the crisp paper of the folders, the texture familiar and strange all at once. Then another. And another. The files were thick, heavy with the weight of contracts, of deals, of *power*. But it wasn’t the papers that made her pulse race—it was the *anticipation*. The delicious, torturous wait for what would come next. She knew that Kael was testing her obedience, her patience, her willingness to submit to his will, even when she couldn’t see him.

Because she knew.

This wasn’t just about the files.

It was about *him*.

She carried them back to the desk, her steps slow, deliberate. Each movement was a performance, each step a dance of submission. The moment she set them down, Kael’s voice cut through the air, sharp and commanding.

“Leave them.”

Mira froze, her fingers still curled around the edges of the folders. The sudden command sent a jolt of electricity through her system, making her heart hammer against her ribs.

“On the floor,” he added, his tone leaving no room for argument.

She obeyed, sinking to her knees with a fluid grace that she hadn’t known she possessed. As the folders spilled across the carpet, the papers scattering like fallen leaves, she felt a strange sense of liberation. She was no longer holding the weight of the world, but was instead becoming part of it. The man in the suit cleared his throat, a sound of discomfort and perhaps disapproval, but Kael didn’t acknowledge him, his gaze locked onto her, piercing through her with an intensity that made her feel both exposed and protected.

“Pick them up,” he ordered, his voice low, rough, and layered with promise.

Mira’s fingers trembled as she reached for the first sheet, her nails grazing the edge of the paper. She could feel the weight of his stare, the way his presence filled the room, *consuming* everything and everyone in it, including her. She was the center of his universe right now, and that knowledge sent warmth spreading through her body.

“Faster,” he commanded.

She worked quicker, her movements becoming more efficient as she fell into a rhythm. Her breath came in short gasps, not from exertion but from the growing excitement that coiled in her belly with each passing second. The papers were everywhere—some beneath the desk, others tangled in the legs of the chair. She knelt on the cold floor, her skirt riding up her thighs, her legs pressing together instinctively as she fought to contain the ache that was building between them.

“Hands behind your back,” Kael said, his voice a dark whisper that seemed to wrap around her like silk.

Mira obeyed, her fingers curling into the fabric of her blouse as she straightened. The position forced her chest out, her breasts straining against the confines of her bra. The man in the suit shifted uncomfortably in his chair, but Kael didn’t look away from her, his eyes devouring every inch of her exposed skin.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice a velvet threat. “Now, stand.”

She rose gracefully, her body trembling with anticipation. The cool metal of the filing cabinet pressed against her spine, its surface smooth beneath her palms. She could feel the hardness of it against her back, a stark contrast to the growing softness between her legs.

“Turn around.”

She complied, turning slowly to face the wall, her back to him. The position felt vulnerable, exposed, yet thrillingly liberating. She could hear the rustle of papers behind her and the low murmur of Kael’s voice, but couldn’t make out the words. She didn’t need to. She only needed to listen to his commands.

“Bend over,” he commanded.

Mira’s breath hitched as she obeyed, her ass pressing against the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up to her waist. The air was cool against her bare skin, the scent of him—leather, something dark and intoxicating, and the faint aroma of her own arousal—filling her senses. The position was demeaning and yet, incredibly erotic. She was offering herself to him, presenting herself like a sacrifice on an altar.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

She did, her thighs trembling as she felt his presence behind her. His hands landed on her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, his touch *possessive*, *demanding*, and absolutely intoxicating. He pulled her back against him, the hard length of his erection pressing against her ass, through the fabric of his pants.

“You’re *soaked*,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Did you like being watched?”

Mira’s cheeks flushed with heat, both from embarrassment and from the growing arousal that threatened to overwhelm her senses. “Yes, Master,” she whispered, the word rolling off her tongue with a naturalness that surprised her.

A low chuckle rumbled in his chest, the vibration traveling through his hands and into her body. “Good. Because you’re going to *learn* what it means to be *mine*.”

His fingers dipped between her thighs, his touch rough as he parted her swollen folds. Mira gasped, the sound echoing in the quiet office, her body *aching* with need, her hips rocking back against his hand in a desperate, involuntary movement. His fingers were everywhere at once—circling her clit, teasing her entrance, exploring every inch of her dripping wetness.

“You’re *dripping*,” he growled, his voice rough with approval. “Did you think about me while you were fetching those files?”

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with desire. “I thought about your hands on me, about your voice commanding me, about—”

“I know exactly what you thought about, little pet,” he interrupted, his voice a low purr that promised both pleasure and pain. “And I’m going to give you everything you’ve been craving and more.”

His fingers circled her clit with deliberate, maddening slowness, his touch *teasing*, *tormenting*, *possessive*. She could feel the heat building inside her, her body *coiling* like a spring, her breath coming in ragged gasps that matched the frantic beat of her heart. The man in the suit shifted again, his discomfort palpable, but Kael ignored him, his entire focus on Mira and the symphony of her surrender.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice rough with approval. “Let me *hear* you. I want to hear every moan, every gasp, every whimper.”

Mira’s orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body *shuddering* as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her nerves. She cried out, the sound raw and unfiltered, her back arching as her hips rocked against his hand. He worked her through the waves of ecstasy, his fingers never stopping their relentless pace, drawing out the pleasure until she thought she might dissolve into nothing but sensation.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. “You come so beautifully for me. Now, you’re going to *fetch* me something else.”

Mira’s breath hitched as she felt his fingers slip away from her sensitive flesh, her body *aching* with a desperate, hungry need that hadn’t been fully satisfied. She turned around slowly, her knees sinking into the plush carpet as she knelt before him, her position one of complete submission. His cock was already hard, the head glistening with pre-cum, the scent of him—*musky*, *intoxicating*, and undeniably male—filling her senses and clouding her thoughts.

She reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his thick shaft, marveling at the contrast between the soft, velvety skin and the hardness beneath. He groaned as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip, tasting the faint saltiness of his pre-cum. She hollowed her cheeks, creating a tight seal around him as she bobbed her head, her hands gripping his thighs for balance. She could feel his fingers tangling in her hair, his touch *possessive*, *demanding*, as he guided her movements, his hips rocking against her face in a slow, steady rhythm.

“Fuck,” he hissed, the word a harsh exhale that sent a thrill of pleasure straight to her core. “Just like that. Use that pretty little mouth of yours.”

Mira increased her pace, her head moving faster, her tongue working the underside of his cock with each downward motion. She could feel him swelling in her mouth, his breaths becoming more ragged, his grip on her hair tightening. The sounds of their pleasure filled the room—the wetness of her mouth around his cock, his groans, her own muffled moans of arousal. The man in the suit watched in silence, a silent witness to their intimate exchange, his presence adding an extra layer of thrill to Mira’s experience.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. “Take me *deep*. I want to feel the back of your throat.”

Mira obeyed, relaxing the muscles in her throat as she took him deeper, her nose pressing against his groin. She could feel his fingers digging into her scalp, his touch *rough*, *demanding*, as he fucked her mouth with increasing intensity, his cock *pulsing* against her tongue with each thrust. She moaned around him, the vibration making him groan louder, his hips bucking against her face.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice rough with desire. “You’re *perfect*. The perfect little pet, aren’t you?”

Mira nodded, unable to speak with her mouth full, her eyes locked onto his as she gazed up at him, seeking approval in his heated gaze. His eyes were dark, almost black with desire, and they never left hers, holding her captive in his intense stare.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice a warning. “I’m going to come.”

Mira doubled her efforts, her head moving faster, her hands cupping his balls, gently massaging them as she sucked him eagerly. She wanted to taste him, to feel the hot burst of his release on her tongue.

“Good girl,” he whispered, his voice a guttural sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Swallow everything I give you.”

He came with a low groan, his cock pulsing against her tongue as he filled her mouth. She swallowed, the taste of him unfamiliar yet addictive, her lips *parting* around him as she took every last drop. He pulled out slowly, his fingers brushing against her swollen lips, his touch *gentle*, *affectionate*, a stark contrast to the rough intensity of moments before.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. “You’ve pleased me greatly today.”

Mira nodded, her body still *humming* with pleasure, her mind already racing ahead to what came next. She knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones, that this was only the beginning of their game. This was only the first test in a lifetime of lessons that he had planned for her. And she couldn’t wait to fail them all.




Chapter 4

The boardroom door sealed shut with a final *click*, the sound swallowed by the thick carpet beneath Mira’s heels. The air inside was thick with the scent of Kael—leather, dark amber, and something primal that made her thighs clench involuntarily. He didn’t turn around. He didn’t have to.

She could *feel* him.

His presence was a living thing, coiled and dangerous, pressing against the back of her skull like a promise. Mira swallowed hard, her fingers tightening around the strap of her purse. She knew what was coming. She’d *known* since the moment he’d ordered her to wear nothing beneath her skirt tonight. The anticipation had been building all day, a delicious ache between her legs that she’d been fighting to ignore. Now, in the silent intimacy of this closed room, that ache had intensified into a throbbing need that demanded attention.

His fingers were steepled beneath his chin, his gaze fixed on something beyond her, but she knew he was fully aware of her every movement, her every breath. The way his shoulders were tense beneath the expensive fabric of his suit, the slight flare of his nostrils—he was as affected by her presence as she was by his. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat flooding through her, her nipples hardening against the lace of her bra, a delicious tingle spreading from her core outward.

*"You’re late,"* he said, his voice a low, dangerous purr that vibrated through the air and settled somewhere low in her belly.

Mira’s pulse spiked. *"I—I didn’t think you’d actually—"*

*"Sit,"* he cut in, his fingers snapping toward the empty chair across from him, the sound sharp and commanding in the quiet room.

She obeyed, her thighs pressing together as she settled into the seat. The wood was cool beneath her palms, but the heat between her legs was scorching, a persistent, wet warmth that she knew was already soaking through the thin fabric of her panties—if she even *had* any left. The thought of him tearing them away, of his fingers digging into her bare skin, sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing over her, making her shift uncomfortably in her seat.

Kael leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table, his fingers steepled beneath his chin. His eyes—the color of storm clouds—seemed to pierce right through her, seeing all her secrets, all her desires. His gaze traveled over her slowly, deliberately, like a predator assessing its prey, taking in every curve, every line of her body. She felt exposed under that intense scrutiny, but not in an uncomfortable way. She felt cherished, examined, like a prized possession.

*"You forgot something, didn’t you?"* he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in her chest.

Mira’s cheeks burned with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. *"The waxing,"* she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper, thick with desire.

A slow, dangerous smirk curled his lips, making him look even more predatory. *"Mmm. And what were you thinking about while you were supposed to be preparing yourself?"*

She hesitated, her mind racing back to the shower that morning. The thought of him had been constant, a phantom touch between her legs as she ran her fingers over her bare skin. The memory made her squirm in her seat, her panties growing wetter by the second.

*"You,"* she said, the word barely more than a breath, but it hung heavy in the air between them. *"I was thinking about your tongue between my legs. About how you’d taste me bare. About how I’d beg you not to stop."*

Kael’s smirk deepened, his eyes darkening with hunger. *"And did you touch yourself?"*

The question sent a jolt of electricity through her. She had, and the memory of her own fingers sliding through her folds while she imagined his head between her legs was enough to make her clit throb with need.

*"Yes,"* she admitted, her voice thicker now, full of desire.

*"Show me."*

Her stomach dropped at his command, but there was no hesitation in her. She didn’t *want* to hesitate. With trembling fingers, she reached beneath the table, her skirt riding up her thighs as she found the slick, swollen heat between her legs. She could feel her own arousal coating her fingers, hot and sticky, and the thought of him watching, of *knowing* what she was doing, made her whimper softly.

*"Fuck,"* Kael groaned, his voice rough with approval as he watched her fingers move beneath her skirt. *"You’re *soaked*."*

Mira bit her lip, her hips rocking forward slightly as she circled her clit, her fingers sliding through her folds. She was *dripping*, her arousal already pooling between her thighs, her body *aching* for more, for the feel of him inside her. The sound of her wet fingers moving against her slick flesh filled the otherwise silent room, a shameful and arousing melody.

*"More,"* she gasped, her voice desperate and breathless. *"Please, Sir, I need—"*

*"Enough,"* Kael cut in, his voice sharp, commanding attention.

Mira’s fingers stilled immediately, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Her body was trembling with need, her clit throbbing for more pressure, more friction.

*"Stand up."*

She obeyed without hesitation, rising to her feet with legs that felt unsteady beneath her. Her skirt rode up to her waist, revealing her bare thighs, the damp patch where her arousal had soaked through her panties. The cool air of the room hit her skin, but the heat of Kael’s gaze was all that mattered, making her feel warm all over.

Kael was on his feet now, circling her like a wolf around its prey, his fingers trailing up her thigh, his touch possessive and demanding. His hand felt hot on her skin, a stark contrast to the cool air, sending shivers of pleasure through her.

*"You’re *mine*,"* he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, his words sending a wave of possessive warmth through her. *"Every inch of you."*

Mira’s breath hitched as his fingers found her again, this time slipping beneath the waistband of her panties—if they were even still there. The fabric was already torn, the edges frayed from where he’d yanked them aside earlier, a physical reminder of his dominance and control. His fingers parted her folds, his touch rough and demanding as he found her clit, circling it with maddening slowness, each touch sending sparks of pleasure through her.

*"You’re *bare*,"* he growled, his voice rough with approval, his fingers dipping lower, finding her entrance. *"Just like I told you to be."*

Mira moaned, her hips rocking against his hand, her body crying out for more, for the feel of him inside her. She could feel his fingers exploring her, parting her folds, spreading her arousal around, his touch claiming every inch of her.

*"Please, Sir, I need—"*

*"You need *me*,"* he finished, his voice a dark promise that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. *"And you’re going to have me."*

His fingers slipped inside her, one, then two, his touch rough and demanding as he stretched her open. Mira gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he fucked her with his fingers, his thumb pressing against her clit in tight, relentless circles, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

*"You’re *so tight*,"* he growled, his voice rough with approval, his fingers curling inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars. *"You were made for my cock."*

Mira’s breath hitched as he pulled his fingers out, leaving her empty, aching for more, for the thickness of him that she knew would fill her so completely.

*"Please, Sir, *please*—"*

*"On your knees."*

She didn’t hesitate for a moment. She sank to the floor, her skirt pooling around her waist, her bare ass pressed against the cold marble floor. The cool surface was a shock against her heated skin, but the heat of Kael’s gaze was all that mattered, making her feel warm all over. She could feel his presence behind her, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her head back, taking control.

*"Open."*

Mira obeyed immediately, her lips parting around the head of his cock. He was thick, heavy, the head already glistening with pre-cum, the scent of him—musky, masculine, intoxicating—filling her senses, making her head swim with desire. She took him deeper, her tongue swirling around the tip, her lips stretching around his girth, her throat relaxing as she took him deeper still, her eyes watering slightly from the effort.

*"Fuck,"* Kael groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair, his touch rough and demanding, guiding her movements, his hips rocking gently against her face. *"Just like that."*

Mira moaned around his cock, the vibration making him groan louder, the sound going straight to her clit, making it throb with need. Her hands gripped his thighs, feeling the powerful muscles beneath his pants, grounding her as she bobbed her head, her own arousal dripping down her thighs with every movement. She could feel his fingers digging into her scalp, his touch possessive, demanding, taking what he wanted from her.

*"You’re *perfect*,"* he growled, his voice rough with approval, his hips moving faster now, his cock sliding deeper, hitting the back of her throat. *"My *perfect* little cumdump."*

Mira’s cheeks flushed at the degrading words, but they only turned her on more, making her wetter, making her suck him harder, her tongue working the sensitive underside of his cock, her lips tight around his shaft. The sound of his ragged breathing, his soft moans, the feel of his pulse against her tongue—it all sent her into a state of pure euphoria.

Kael didn’t let her come. Not yet.

Instead, he pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with her saliva, his pre-cum coating the tip, making it shine in the dim light of the boardroom. *"Stand up."*

Mira rose to her feet, her legs trembling, her body aching with need, her panties soaked through with her arousal. Kael didn’t waste another second. He spun her around, his hands gripping her hips as he lifted her onto the large, polished table. The cold wood pressed against her bare ass, sending a shiver through her, but the heat of his body behind her was all that mattered, warming her instantly.

*"You’re going to take every inch of me,"* he said, his voice a dark promise that sent a wave of anticipation through her. *"And you’re going to *love* it."*

Mira nodded, her voice barely a whisper. *"Yes, Sir."*

Kael didn’t need to guide her. She knew what he wanted—what *she* wanted. With trembling fingers, she reached down, wrapping her fingers around his cock, guiding him to her entrance. The first inch slid in easily, her body already stretched and ready for him, but the burn of his intrusion only made her wetter, her arousal slicking his cock as he filled her completely.

*"Fuck,"* Kael groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. *"You’re *so tight*."*

Mira moaned as he pushed deeper, her nails digging into the polished wood of the table beneath her, leaving marks in the surface. The stretch was intense, her body clenching around him, the burn of his size a delicious sensation that made her cry out for more.

*"More,"* she gasped, her voice desperate and breathless. *"Please, Sir, *more*—"*

Kael didn’t make her wait. He pulled back, then slammed into her with a force that stole her breath, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling the room, a lewd symphony that only turned her on more. The table groaned beneath them, the legs scraping against the floor with each powerful thrust, the simple act of being fucked on this piece of furniture turning her on in ways she hadn’t known were possible.

*"You’re going to come for me,"* Kael ordered, his voice rough with need, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing in tight circles as he fucked her hard, his hips snapping against her ass with each thrust. *"Now."*

His command was all it took to send her over the edge. Mira’s vision blurred, her body trembling as the orgasm crashed over her, a wave of pure ecstasy that washed away all thought, all reason. She came with a broken cry, her walls clenching around his cock, milking him for everything he had, her body convulsing with the intensity of it.

Kael didn’t slow down. He kept fucking her through her orgasm, his breath ragged, his grip bruising on her hips, his cock sliding in and out of her, the sound of their coupling filling the room.

*"That’s it,"* he growled, his voice rough with satisfaction, his hips moving faster now, his thrusts becoming more desperate, more urgent. *"Take my cock. Take it *all*."*

Mira could feel him swelling inside her, his cock pulsing, a sure sign that he was close to his own release. The thought of feeling him come, of being filled with his seed, sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, making her clit throb with need all over again.

*"Fuck, Mira,"* Kael groaned, his fingers digging into her skin, his body tense with the effort of holding back his climax. *"You’re going to be *so full* of me."*

He kept coming, his cum filling her, spilling out of her with each deep thrust, hot and thick, marking her as his, claiming her in the most primal way possible. She could feel it dripping down her thighs, hot and sticky, a physical reminder of his possession, of their shared pleasure.

When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked from her in a steady stream, pooling on the table beneath her, a filthy, beautiful mess that she knew he would make her clean up. Kael’s fingers traced the mess, dipping into her, then bringing them to his lips, tasting her, tasting them together.

*"Tastes like *heaven*,"* he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his gaze locked on her, a predatory look in his eyes that made her heart race with anticipation.

Mira whimpered, her body still humming from the orgasm, her skin sensitive to the touch, her nipples hard little points against her blouse, aching to be touched. Kael helped her down, his hands lingering on her waist, his thumb brushing over her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

*"You did *so* well,"* he said, his voice softening, but still holding that edge of dominance that she found so irresistible. *"But you’re not done yet."*

Mira’s breath hitched, her body thrumming with excitement at the thought of what might come next. *"Sir?"*

Kael’s smirk was dark and possessive, a promise of more pleasure, more pain, more everything. *"You’re going to stay here. On your knees. Until I say otherwise."*

She didn’t hesitate for a moment. She slid off the table, her legs trembling, her body aching with need, and dropped to her knees in front of him, her bare ass pressing against the cold marble floor. Kael’s cock was still hard, still glistening with his cum, and the scent of their coupling filled the air, a potent aphrodisiac that made her head swim with desire.

*"Good girl,"* he murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair, taking control again, guiding her head back, preparing her for what was to come. *"Now open up."*

Mira obeyed immediately, her lips parting around the head of his cock, her tongue already eager to taste him again. Kael groaned as she took him deep, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside of his cock, her lips tight around his shaft. He tasted like her, like them, salty and thick, the evidence of their breeding still fresh on her tongue.

*"That’s it,"* he growled, his hips rocking gently, his cock sliding deeper, hitting the back of her throat. *"Take me deep. Just like that."*

Mira moaned around his cock, the vibration making him groan louder, the sound going straight to her clit, making it throb with need. Her fingers traced the inside of his thighs, feeling the powerful muscles, the coarse hair, grounding her as she bobbed her head, her own arousal dripping down her thighs with every movement. She could feel his fingers digging into her scalp, his touch possessive, demanding, taking what he wanted from her, and she loved every second of it.

Kael’s grip tightened in her hair, his thrusts growing harder, more desperate, his cock hitting the back of her throat with each thrust, making her gag slightly, tears welling in her eyes. The feeling of being used, of being a vessel for his pleasure, sent her into a state of pure euphoria, making her wetter, making her suck him harder.

*"I’m going to come down your throat,"* he warned, his voice rough with need, his hips moving faster now, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth. *"And you’re going to swallow every last drop."*

Mira nodded, her mouth full of his cock, her eyes locked on his, a silent promise that she would do as he commanded. She *wanted* to feel him come, wanted to taste the evidence of their breeding, wanted to be marked by him in every way possible.

Kael came with a groan, his cum flooding her mouth, hot and thick, a salty, masculine taste that she relished, swallowing it down greedily, her throat working around him, her body humming with pleasure. She could feel it coating her tongue, her lips, a physical reminder of his possession, of their shared pleasure.

When he finally pulled out, his cum dripped from her lips, mixing with the mess still leaking from her pussy. Kael’s fingers traced the evidence, then lifted them to her mouth, a silent command that she knew she would obey.

*"Clean up,"* he commanded, his voice a dark whisper that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

Mira obeyed without hesitation, licking his fingers clean, her tongue swirling around each digit, tasting the mixture of her arousal and his cum, a taste that she found intoxicating. Kael’s breath hitched, his gaze locked on her, a look of pure satisfaction in his eyes.

*"Fuck,"* he groaned, his voice rough with desire. *"You’re *perfect*."*

Mira grinned, her body still humming from the orgasm, her skin still sensitive, her pussy still aching for more of his touch. She knew what came next—what *she* wanted—and the thought of it sent a wave of anticipation through her, making her ready for whatever he had in store for her next.

*"Again, Sir?"* she asked, her voice a breathless whisper, her eyes locked on his, a silent plea for more, for everything he could give her.

Kael’s smirk was pure sin, a promise of more pleasure, more pain, more everything that would leave her trembling and satisfied in his arms. *"Oh, Mira,"* he murmured, pulling her to her feet, his hands lingering on her waist, his touch a promise of what was to come. *"We’re just getting started."*




Chapter 5

The door to his office latched behind her with a finality that sent a fresh jolt of warmth pooling between Mira’s thighs. Kael’s scent lingered in the air like a brand, a phantom touch against her skin that made her shiver despite the controlled temperature of the room. She swallowed, her throat still slightly raw from last night’s brutal claiming, and her pulse continued to throb in time with the memory of how he’d left her—raw, trembling, and utterly possessed.

Mira had made the walk home with his cum still drying on her lips and staining the collar of her blouse, a bitter reminder of his ownership that she hadn’t bothered to clean properly until the first hints of dawn crept through her window. Only then had she surrendered to the desperate whimpers that had been clawing at her throat for hours. She’d stripped off her clothes, laid bare on her bed, and worked her fingers deep inside herself, curling them against that exquisitely sensitive spot he knew so well. Her fingers had been clumsy, desperate, spreading his seed from her ruined throat onto the sheets, leaving no doubt which man had filled her so thoroughly. Now, she stood in his office, thighs pressed together, forearms wrapped around herself, fully aware of what awaited her. The files. The secret he’d mentioned. The forbidden knowledge that had brought her here today.

The hum of the office’s air conditioning enveloped her, wrapping around her like a caress almost as intimate as Kael’s touch. Her breath fogged the glass of his office window as she traced idle circles on the surface with her fingertips. Kael had mentioned "Confidential—Eyes Only" before, but she’d never pressed for details. There was a certain danger in curiosity, and Mira was learning—fast—that curiosity was the most forbidden thing of all in Kael’s world. She felt the thrill of it now, shivering slightly as she considered what she might discover.

The door to the office opened without warning.

"Missed you today," Kael murmured, stepping inside with the predatory ease of a man who already knew he owned everything in his path—including her. His suit was dark as night, the fabric smooth over his broad chest, but it was the way his fingers lingered near his belt, as if contemplating its release, that made her thighs squeeze together involuntarily. That slight gesture, so casual yet deliberate, spoke of his intentions more clearly than any words could.

Mira spun away from the window, her skirt riding up just enough to expose the inner curve of her thighs, still damp from where she’d touched herself bare before coming to the office. The waxing he’d demanded had been performed poorly, with faint traces of hair still visible along her skin. Her labia were smooth and flushed from her own clumsy fingers, a fact she knew he would notice immediately. There was no hiding anything from Kael. He noticed everything. Especially her disobedience.

"You said I didn’t have to be bare today," she whispered, her cheeks warming with a mixture of embarrassment and anticipation. She knew the rules, had accepted them, but there was a rebellious part of her that enjoyed testing them, just to see how he would react.

His smirk was a blade, slow and precise, cutting into her with a glance that felt almost physical. "Assistants don’t get to choose their punishments," he said, the words hanging in the air between them like a promise. The deep resonance of his voice seemed to vibrate through her, settling in that space between her legs that was already throbbing with need.

Kael rounded the desk with a swiftness that caught her off guard, catching her by the hips before she could react. One firm push, and she was bent over the shiny wood surface of his desk, her skirt hiked up to her waist in a single, fluid motion. His palm connected with her bare ass with a sharp smack, the sound echoing in the quiet office. The sting was bright against the ache already building in her cunt, a sensation that was somehow both painful and intensely pleasurable.

"Kael!" she gasped, her nails scrambling for purchase on the smooth desktop, finding none.

"That’s Master to you," he corrected, his voice low and commanding. The second spank was harder, his hand connecting with flesh already reddened from her own clumsy defiance. Mira moaned, her thighs slick and wet with arousal, betraying her with every faint tremble of her body. He knew what she was thinking, what she was feeling—he always did.

"You were naughty," he growled, spreading her apart with his own hands, his fingers slicking down her hot inner thighs. "Touching yourself bare. Did you even use a toy?" The question was rhetorical, and they both knew it. She had been too desperate, too needy to bother with a toy.

Mira’s breath caught. "No," she confessed, her voice dripping with shame—and something else entirely. Something that made her pussy clench at the admission.

Kael chuckled, the sound low and dangerous, as he trailed his fingers down to the still-waxed remnants at her apex. "A bare pussy desperate for attention. How you dream, Mira," he murmured, the words sending a shiver down her spine.

"And you left me empty," she whispered, rocking back against his touch, her bare clit already throbbing with anticipation. She couldn’t resist the movement, her body responding to his proximity with a will of its own.

He spanked her again, the handprint glowing on her ass, before his fingers finally slid against her swollen flesh. "Did you?" he asked, the question simple but loaded with meaning.

"I tried," she gasped. "But I couldn’t—"

"Lie," he finished, his fingers plunging deep inside her, two thick digits stretching her. She screamed, her walls fluttering around the intrusion, empty but for his fingers. He was punishing her for her disobedience, testing her limits, and she loved it—the way he took control, the way he pushed her until she was nothing more than a collection of nerve endings responding to his every touch.

"Yes! Sir—Master! Please!" she begged, her voice hitching as he twisted his hand, his knuckles dragging against that sensitive flesh inside her that made her see stars.

"So filthy," Kael murmured, tugging her hair to yank her upright until she was staring into his dark, hungry eyes. "You’re going to learn that good girls don’t get what they want," he said, his palm slamming down between her legs now, not her ass, but her pussy throbbing as his harsh strike connected with her soaked folds.

Mira squealed, her back arching from the unexpected, brutal force of it. His hand cupped her, holding her open as he began to fuck her with his knuckles, pushing them deep into her trembling hole, his knuckles bruising her folds with each rough thrust.

"So wet," he groaned, his voice thick with desire. "Always wet when you think of me."

Mira melted, her throat tightening from the way he said "me," like he was the only thing she existed for. "I’ll do better," she promised breathlessly. "I’ll stay good."

"You’ll stay good because you’re scared," he murmured, his fingers pushing higher inside her, his knuckles bruising her folds. "And fuck you, Mira." His thumb brushed her clit just once, sending a shockwave of pleasure through her body before he pulled back and slapped her bare pussy again.

Mira gasped, her nails raking down his chest. "I—I’ll be good!" she stammered, her tongue flicking against his slit as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper, hollowing her cheeks to please him.

Kael grunted, his fingers digging into her scalp as his cock pushed against the back of her throat, stretching her. "That’s it," he growled. "My good girl." His free hand slid down, cupping her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers before yanking her upright, her skirt still trapped around her waist.

Mira panted, her lips already swollen from his cock, her thighs slick with arousal. He didn’t waste any time before spanking her again, his palm connecting with her open pussy, the sting sharp as she gasped around his fingers.

"You like that," he noted, pushing his cock into her mouth again, his grip tightening in her hair. "You like when I force you to suffer for it."

Mira whimpered, her throat fluttering around him, her pussy dripping from his last slaps. "I—I’ll be good, Sir—Master!" she stammered, her tongue flicking against his slit as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper, hollowing her cheeks to please him.

Kael grunted, his fingers digging into her scalp as his cock pushed against the back of her throat, stretching her. "Good girls listen," he warned. "And good girls don’t come unless they’re told."

Mira sobbed, her throat working around him again, her pussy dripping from his last slaps. "I’ll listen," she choked, tasting the salt of his precum on her tongue.

"You will," he growled. "But first, you’re going to learn this lesson properly."

His fingers left her hair, sliding against her throat, holding her still as he pulled out of her mouth. Mira wheezed, her breath ragged, her pussy already throbbing.

"On your back."

She obeyed, her ass hanging off the desk as she spread her thighs, exposing herself fully to him. He didn’t waste another second before dropping to his knees, his fingers already parting her folds, rubbing his knuckles against her bare clit.

"Look," he commanded, and Mira followed his gaze to the files on the desk, the "Confidential—Eyes Only" label mocking her. Kael slammed his cock into her with a force that made her cry out, his fingers already digging into her hips to hold her down. Mira screamed, her walls fluttering around his thick intrusion, the wood biting into her back from the desperate force of his thrusts.

"Open your eyes," he snarled, his thumb already finding her clit, rubbing in rough, relentless circles. "You want to know what’s in those files. You want to fucking see it."

Mira gasped, her fingers clawing at the desk, her breath coming in sharp, desperate pants. "Yes! Master! I’ll do whatever I want! Please! Just—"

"Shut up," he commanded, his cock slamming deeper, hitting her cervix, filling her in a way she’d never forgotten. "The files don’t matter. What matters is how you take me, how you obey when I say no." His free hand slid up, palming her breast, twisting her nipple so hard she squealed.

Mira trembled, her pussy already clenching his cock, her walls fluttering with every brutal snap of his hips. "I’ll be good," she choked, her orgasm already building, her vision blurring.

"You’re not," he growled. "And now you’re going to pay."

His cock swelled inside her, hitting her cervix, his cum already hot and ready. "You’re going to take every last drop," he promised, his thrusts growing harder, more ruthless, his knuckles whitening from the force he exerted on her.

Mira came with a broken cry, her walls fluttering around his cock, milking him for his release. "Master! Yes! Fuck!" she screamed, her body convulsing with the intensity of her orgasm.

His throbbing cock filled her, his cum gushing deep, thick and hot, filling every space inside her. Kael roared, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed deeper, spilling into her, pounding against that sensitive flesh.

"Take it," he snarled. "Take every fucking drop."

Mira obeyed, her throat fluttering with her moans as she felt his cum leaking down her swollen folds, soaking the wood beneath her. "I—I’m yours! Master! Please!" she sobbed, her body trembling beneath his.

Kael pulled out with a wet, obscene pop, his cock still dripping into her pussy, seeding her with every last stroke. "You did so well," he murmured, his fingers already slicking her folds, collecting his cum on her fingers. "You didn’t," he corrected, lifting his fingers to her lips. "But you’re going to do now."

Mira obeyed, licking his fingers clean, tasting herself on her tongue. "Good girl," he murmured, his cock already sliding back inside her, pushing through her still-seeded depths.

"You’re so filthy," he growled, his hips already snapping, his cum dripping from her folds, his fingers already digging into her hips to hold her down. The files seemed distant now, forgotten—forgotten as she was fucked hard across his desk, her orgasm already building from the way he stretched her, the way he used her, his cock sliding through his own cum, filling her over and over again.

"I’ll fucking own you for this," he snarled, his thumb already finding her clit, rubbing in a way that made her see stars. Mira came with a broken scream, her walls fluttering around his cock, her thighs slick with his cum. "Master! Please! I’m—I’m yours!" she sobbed, her body trembling beneath his.

Kael pulled out again, his cock dripping, his cum already beading at the tip. "You’re going to clean this up for me," he said, spanking her inner thighs as he forced his cock into her mouth. Mira obeyed, licking his cum from her fingers, lifting her skirt and dipping her fingers into her own pussy, pushing up to collect his cum dripping from her folds. She took it all, swallowing his cum once more, her own arousal only making her breathe harder as he fucked her throat again.

"Get up," Kael ordered, his voice rough. Mira hesitated until he tugged her upright, his fingers already sliding beneath her collar, his thumb brushing the pulse point at her throat.

"You do know how to suffer, don’t you?" His lips pressed against the shell of her ear, his teeth nipping the sensitive flesh beneath. "Good."

Mira wheezed, her pussy dripping from his rough handling, her skirt still hiked up as she sank to her knees, taking his cock back in her mouth. The files remained untouched, but neither did they matter now. The only thing that mattered was his hand in her hair, his fingers in her throat, and the way his cock fucked her like she belonged to him—because, fuck, she already did.
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