

Chapter 1

The private elevator of Voss Enterprises ascended in near silence, the hum of its mechanisms barely discernible over the thunder of Mira Patel’s heart. As the polished brass doors began to slide open with that distinctive, soft whoosh, she caught her reflection in the gleaming surface—a trio of images, each more composed than the one before, a testament to her meticulous preparation. Her hand tightened around the strap of her leather satchel, the cool material grounding her, a physical anchor against the whirlwind of anticipation and anxiety that had been her constant companion since she’d received the call for this interview. She had rehearsed this moment a dozen times in her mind—each syllable practiced, each nod perfect, all designed to project an aura of effortless professionalism, of unshakable confidence. But none of her mental preparations had accounted for the visceral, almost overwhelming sensation of the space itself, the palpable weight of it all.

The penthouse of Darius Voss was no mere apartment; it was a cathedral of wealth, an architectural testament to a man who had carved his name into the annals of the city with ruthless precision. The high ceilings seemed to swallow sound, creating an atmosphere of hushed reverence. The marble floors beneath her heels were cool and unyielding, a stark contrast to the warmth of her own skin. Every surface gleamed with an almost intimidating shine—the crystal chandelier above, the polished mahogany furniture, the expansive windows that offered a view of the city below as if it were a miniature playground laid out for the master of the universe. The air was a complex tapestry of scents—expensive leather, expensive wood, and beneath it all, something darker, something more primal. It was the scent of power, of command, the unmistakable aroma of a man who had spent a lifetime not just inhabiting spaces, but owning them. He was Darius Voss, the reclusive titan of industry, whose name alone could send stock prices soaring or plummeting with a single word. She had, of course, researched him extensively—who hadn’t? She knew his net worth, his board positions, his military background, the string of ex-wives and rumored conquests. But the digital dossier, the news articles, the whispered gossip… none of it could have prepared her for the physical response she had to the very idea of him.

Her breath came in shallow, measured puffs, her fingers curled so tightly around her satchel strap that her knuckles began to ache. Her mind raced, trying to recall every piece of advice she’d ever received about job interviews with high-profile executives. Professional. Calm. Unshakable. But the words felt hollow, meaningless against the tidal wave of nervous energy coursing through her veins. Her stomach was a knot of iron, her palms were slick with perspiration, and a warmth that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room was beginning to spread through her body, settling in the most inappropriate places.

A deep, resonant voice cut through the silence like a blade, shattering her train of thought with the precision of a master swordsman.

"Two minutes."

Mira startled, her gaze snapping to the source of the sound. Darius Voss stood in the center of an expansive living room, his silhouette framed by the floor-to-ceiling windows that dominated the far wall. The city lights behind him bled through the glass, creating a living tableau of gold and shadow that painted his dark skin in ever-shifting hues. The sharp, angular lines of his jaw were highlighted by the illumination, as were the powerful set of his shoulders and the way his tailored navy blue suit seemed to have been custom-fitted to the formidable muscles of his chest and arms. One large hand held a glass of amber liquid—likely whiskey—its ice cubes clinking softly against the crystal with each slow, deliberate sip he took. His posture was one of relaxed command, the very picture of a man comfortable in his own skin and his own power.

"Mr. Voss," she said, her voice coming out surprisingly steady despite the chaotic thrumming of her heart. "I'm sorry to have kept you waiting."

His gaze flicked up from the glass, meeting hers with an intensity that made her breath catch in her throat. In the dim light, his eyes were a deep, unfathomable brown, and they seemed to pierce through her, to see not just the careful façade she had constructed, but the woman beneath. The corner of his mouth curled into a slow, knowing smirk.

"Did you?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the very air. "Or is this part of the game?"

"The game, sir?" Mira lifted her chin, a gesture she hoped conveyed confidence but felt more like a desperate attempt to maintain balance.

"The game of first impressions," he clarified, taking another sip of his drink. The ice clinked again, the sound unnervingly loud in the quiet room. "You're playing it, aren't you? The calm, composed professional. The woman who is utterly in control." His eyes swept over her, from the neat bun at the back of her head, down her simple but elegant blouse and pencil skirt, to her sensible black heels. "But I can smell the fear on you, Miss Patel. Or is it something else?"

Her fingers tightened on the strap of her bag. "My apologies, Mr. Voss. I assure you, I am quite capable of doing the job for which I applied."

"Oh, I have no doubt about that," he said, setting his glass down on a nearby marble-topped table with a deliberate slowness that made her skin prickle. The movement was fluid, almost predatory, and she couldn't help but notice the way his expensive watch glinted in the low light. "You've got an impressive resume. Stanford, PhD in Child Psychology, three years at that exclusive international school in London. You're overqualified for this personal assistant position, unless you have a different reason for wanting to work so closely with my son."

She swallowed the sudden lump in her throat. "I have a great deal of respect for your work, Mr. Voss. I believe I can provide the stability and structure your son needs during this transitional period."

A low chuckle rumbled in his chest, a sound that seemed to resonate deep in her belly. "Respect. Stability. Structure." He began to walk towards her, each step measured, his presence seeming to grow more imposing with every passing second. The distance between them shrank, and with it, her ability to form coherent thoughts. "Those are admirable qualities, but they don't quite explain why your pulse is racing right now, do they?"

Her heart hammered against her ribs. "I'm nervous, Mr. Voss. Anyone would be, in your position."

He stopped directly in front of her, so close that she could feel the heat radiating from his body like a furnace. His cologne—an intoxicating blend of sandalwood, whiskey, and something uniquely masculine—wrapped around her, disorienting her senses. The air between them seemed to crackle with an almost electric energy, a tension that had been building since the moment she stepped off that elevator.

"Alexander will be home soon," he said, his voice dropping to a rough whisper. "You'll meet him in the study. And Mira?" He paused, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that made her feel simultaneously exposed and exhilarated. "Don't let him see how affected you are by me right now. Because if he does, he'll never let you forget it."

The study was a haven of dark wood and rich leather, the air thick with the scent of aged volumes and something else entirely—something warm, vibrant, and undeniably alive. When Mira stepped through the arched doorway, her heels clicking softly against the polished hardwood floor, she paused just inside, allowing her eyes to adjust to the dim, intimate lighting. The room was a study in understated luxury, with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lining the walls, filled with leather-bound books that seemed to whisper of knowledge and power. A massive desk of dark mahogany dominated one corner, while in the center of the room, a plush Chesterfield sofa sat before a crackling fireplace, the flames casting dancing shadows that seemed to move with a life of their own. The air itself felt different here—charged, alive, as if the room were holding its breath in anticipation.

Darius was already there, standing with his back to her as he poured himself another drink from a crystal decanter on the sideboard. The firelight caught the silver threads in his otherwise dark hair, turning them to liquid silver that gleamed against his skin. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing strong, tanned forearms dusted with a light sprinkling of dark hair. The muscles in his arms flexed with the deliberate, practiced movements of a man who was comfortable in his own skin and his own power.

"You're early," he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the very foundations of the room. He didn't turn around, but she could tell from his posture that he was aware of every move she made.

"Ten minutes, Mr. Voss," she replied, trying to keep her voice steady as she stepped further into the room. "I wanted to familiarize myself with the space before your son arrived."

"Familiarize yourself," he repeated, turning slowly to face her. He held a glass of what appeared to be whiskey, the amber liquid catching the light as he took a slow sip. His eyes, dark and penetrating, never left her face. "Or were you hoping for a moment alone with me?"

Mira's fingers twitched at her sides. "I assure you, Mr. Voss, my interest is purely professional."

A slow, predator-like smile spread across his face. "Is that so?" He took another sip of his drink, his gaze sweeping over her with an appraising intensity that made her feel both exposed and strangely exhilarated. "Because your body language suggests otherwise, Miss Patel. Your breathing has changed. Your pupils are dilated. And there's a certain... energy about you that wasn't present in the foyer."

She forced herself to meet his gaze squarely. "I am here to discuss a position, Mr. Voss. Nothing more."

"Darius," he corrected, his voice dropping to a husky whisper that sent an involuntary shiver down her spine. "When we're alone, you will call me Darius."

Her breath caught in her throat. "Mr. Voss, I don't think that would be appropriate."

"Appropriate?" He set his glass down on the marble-topped sideboard and took a step closer, closing the distance between them until she could feel the heat radiating from his body like a physical force. "What is appropriate, Mira, is that I look at you and see more than just a potential employee." His hand reached out, his fingers brushing against her jaw with a feather-light touch that made her skin tingle. "I see fire. I see intelligence. I see a woman who is trying desperately to maintain control when all of her instincts are screaming at her to let go."

Her heart hammered against her ribs. "You don't know me, Mr. Voss."

"Call me Darius," he insisted, his thumb tracing a slow, deliberate path across her lower lip. "And I know enough. I know that you're here because you need this job, but more than that, I know that you want this. You want me."

She should pull away. She should protest his audacity. But instead, she found herself leaning into his touch, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she struggled to maintain some semblance of professional decorum.

"You're mistaken, Mr. Voss," she said, though the words lacked conviction even to her own ears.

"Am I?" He leaned in closer, his lips hovering mere inches from hers. "Because right now, I can feel your heart racing. I can see the way your eyes are fixed on my mouth. And I can smell the intoxicating fragrance of your arousal." His voice dropped to a mere whisper, his breath warm against her skin. "You want this, Mira. You want me to take you right here, right now, on my study floor, with my son due to arrive at any moment. You want to feel my hands on your body, to hear the sounds you make when I touch you."

Her entire body was trembling now, a reaction she couldn't control. "That's absurd," she managed, though her voice was weak, barely more than a whisper.

"Is it?" He stepped back suddenly, leaving her feeling unbalanced and unmoored. "Because the way you're looking at me tells me otherwise." He turned away, picking up his glass and taking a slow sip. "Finish your drink, Mira. My son will be here soon, and we need to discuss your duties."

The first sign of trouble came not with a bang, but with the subtle sound of running water, a gentle trickle that seemed out of place in the otherwise silent penthouse. Following the sound, Mira found herself drawn to the kitchen, her heels making soft clicking noises against the marble floors as she moved through the spacious corridors. Pausing in the doorway, she took a moment to absorb the scene before her—a state-of-the-art kitchen with stainless steel appliances, stone countertops, and floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline. And there, standing at the island counter, was Darius Voss, his back to her, his movements both practiced and fluid as he washed what appeared to be a crystal wine glass.

He was shirtless.

The realization hit her like a physical force, causing her breath to catch in her throat. His back was a masterpiece of muscle and sinew, broad and powerful, tapering down to a trim waist that spoke of discipline and strength. The firelight from the living room spilling into the kitchen painted his dark skin in warm, golden tones, highlighting the powerful lines of his shoulders and the way his muscles moved beneath the surface with each subtle shift of his weight. His hair, dark and slightly unruly, fell across his forehead, and as he turned slightly to place the now-clean glass on a marble drying rack, Mira's eyes widened in surprise.

He was completely naked.

Not merely shirtless, but entirely unclothed, his powerful form on full display in the dimly lit kitchen. His chest was a landscape of sculpted muscle, his pectorals firm and defined, his abdominal muscles forming a perfect six-pack that led down to a narrow waist. But it was what lay below that truly captured her attention and held it captive. His cock was thick, heavy, and fully erect, standing proudly from a nest of dark curls at the junction of his powerful thighs. The sight of it—so large, so undeniably masculine—sent a shockwave of heat through her body, causing her cheeks to flush with a combination of embarrassment and undeniable arousal.

Darius sensed her presence and turned to face her directly, his dark eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter. A slow, knowing smile played across his lips as he observed her reaction, his gaze sweeping over her body with casual appreciation.

"Lost, Miss Patel?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the very air between them. His hand moved to his chest, where he idly traced a pattern on his own skin, his muscles flexing with the movement.

Mira felt her mouth go dry, her tongue suddenly thick and unresponsive. "I-I'm sorry, Mr. Voss," she stammered, forcing herself to maintain eye contact despite the overwhelming urge to look away from his impressive display. "I was looking for the kitchen, and I heard—"

"I know what you heard," he interrupted, taking a step closer, his hips swaying slightly with each movement, drawing her attention once again to the impressive length of him. "But I have a feeling that's not what has you so flustered right now."

She swallowed hard, her pulse hammering in her throat. "Mr. Voss, I—"

"Darius," he corrected, his voice dropping to a husky whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. "When we're alone, you will call me Darius."

Her breath hitched. "Mr. Voss, this is highly inappropriate. I'm here to discuss a position, not—" she gestured vaguely in his direction, unable to form the words to describe the situation—"this."

His eyes darkened with what she could only describe as predatory amusement. "And what exactly is 'this,' Mira?" he asked, his voice dripping with innuendo. He took another step closer, closing the distance between them until she could feel the heat radiating from his body like a physical presence. "Do you find me attractive? Is that what has you so tongue-tied?"

She should lie. She should deny the obvious truth of what he was suggesting. But the words seemed to have deserted her, stolen away by the overwhelming combination of his proximity, his complete lack of clothing, and the blatant sexuality that radiated from every pore of his being.

"You're my employer," she finally managed, her voice barely above a whisper. "This is—"

"Exactly what I expected," he finished for her, his hand reaching out to cup her jaw, his thumb brushing against her lower lip with a feather-like touch that made her knees weaken. "You can't hide it, you know. The way your breath catches when I'm near. The way your eyes can't seem to decide whether they want to look at my face or elsewhere." He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. "I can smell your arousal, Mira. It's intoxicating."

Her entire body was trembling now, a reaction she couldn't control. "You're being outrageous," she protested weakly, though the words lacked any real conviction.

"Am I?" he whispered, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear. "Or am I simply being honest? You want this. You want me. And I assure you, the feeling is mutual." He pulled back slightly, his dark eyes holding hers with an intensity that stole her breath. "I've been watching you since you arrived. The way you move, the way you think, the way you challenge me. You're not like the others."

She managed a shaky breath. "The others?"

"Other applicants," he clarified, his hand trailing down her neck, leaving a trail of fire in its wake. "They see Darius Voss, the billionaire, the reclusive businessman. They see power and wealth. But you—you see beyond that. You see the man underneath."

Her heart was pounding so loudly she was certain he could hear it. "What man is that, Mr. Voss?"

"The man who wants you," he replied simply, his hand moving to her blouse, his fingers deftly unbuttoning the top button. "The man who has been fantasizing about you since the moment he laid eyes on your photograph."

She should stop him. She should push him away. But something deep inside her—a part of her that had been longing for connection, for passion, for something real—reached out to meet his touch. Her fingers gripped the edge of the counter as he moved to the next button, then the next, his movements deliberate and confident, as if he owned every inch of her.

"I'm not sure this is appropriate," she managed, though her voice was thick with desire.

"Sometimes," he murmured, his lips brushing against her collarbone as he continued to unbutton her blouse, "the most appropriate thing is exactly what you don't expect."

His hands slid the blouse from her shoulders, leaving her in a simple white bra that did little to hide the hardening peaks of her nipples. His eyes darkened as they took in the sight, his hands moving to her skirt, unzipping it with practiced ease before letting it fall to the floor around her ankles.

Mira stood before him in nothing but her bra and panties, feeling both exposed and exhilarated. Her body was a landscape of anticipation, every nerve ending tingling with expectation. Darius gazed at her for a long moment, his eyes sweeping over her body with open appreciation, taking in every curve, every line, every detail.

"You are more beautiful than I imagined," he said, his voice rough with desire. His hands moved to her hips, pulling her closer until she could feel the impressive length of his erection pressing against her stomach. "And I have very vivid imagination."

Mira's breath caught in her throat as she felt the heat of him through the thin material of her panties. Her fingers moved to his chest, tentatively at first, then with growing confidence as she explored the hard planes of muscle beneath her palms. He was warm, solid, real—a tangible presence that seemed to fill her entire world.

"I shouldn't be doing this," she whispered, even as she leaned into his touch.

"Sometimes," he replied, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was both demanding and tender, "the right thing is exactly what you're supposed to be doing."

His kiss was a revelation, a masterful exploration of her mouth that left her breathless and wanting more. His tongue tangled with hers, tasting, exploring, claiming. Her hands moved to his shoulders, then to his neck, pulling him closer as she lost herself in the sensation of his body pressed against hers. His hands moved to her back, unclasping her bra with one practiced motion before letting it fall to the floor, leaving her breasts exposed to his gaze and touch.

Darius pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with hunger as they took in the sight of her bare breasts, the rosy peaks already hard with arousal. His hands moved to cup them, his thumbs brushing against her nipples in a circular motion that sent shocks of pleasure straight to her core. She gasped, her head falling back as he continued his exploration, his mouth following the path of his hands, kissing, nipping, sucking until she was writhing against him, desperate for more.

"Darius," she breathed, his name a prayer on her lips.

"Say it again," he growled, his hands moving to her panties, hooking his fingers in the waistband and slowly, torturously, pulling them down her legs.

"Darius," she repeated, stepping out of the lacy material and standing before him completely naked, completely vulnerable, and completely aroused.

He took a moment to simply look at her, his eyes sweeping over her body with a hunger that made her feel both powerful and desired. Then, without warning, he lifted her onto the kitchen island counter, the cool stone a stark contrast to the heat of her skin. He stepped between her legs, his hands on her knees, spreading them wide to make room for himself.

"You are exquisite," he murmured, his fingers trailing up the inside of her thighs, closer and closer to the aching center of her need. "And I intend to spend a very long time getting to know every inch of you."

His fingers found the damp folds of her sex, brushing gently against her clit in a teasing caress that made her gasp. She reached out, her hands finding his shoulders for balance as he continued his exploration, his fingers sliding through her wetness, parting her folds to reveal the sensitive flesh within.

"You're so wet," he observed, his voice thick with desire. "So ready for me."

She couldn't form words, could only make incoherent sounds as his fingers began to move more deliberately, circling her clit, dipping into her entrance, bringing her closer and closer to the edge with every stroke, every touch, every caress. Her hips began to move in time with his fingers, a primitive rhythm that built with each passing second, each touch, each whisper of his name on her lips.

"Come for me, Mira," he commanded, his thumb pressing firmly against her clit as his fingers plunged deep inside her. "I want to feel you come undone."

The combination of his command, his touch, and the sheer intensity of the moment sent her spiraling over the edge. Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her back arching, her nails digging into his shoulders as waves of pleasure washed through her, each one more intense than the last. She cried out his name, her voice echoing in the silent kitchen as she rode the waves of ecstasy.

Darius watched her with a look of pure satisfaction, his fingers continuing to move inside her, prolonging her pleasure until she was a boneless, trembling mess. Only then did he remove his hand, bringing his fingers to his mouth and tasting her, a low groan of approval escaping his lips.

"Delicious," he murmured, his eyes dark with desire. "Now, it's my turn."

He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock brushing against her still-sensitive clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her system. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, urging him on.

"Please, Darius," she whispered, her voice thick with need. "I want you inside me."

He didn't need to be asked twice. With one smooth, powerful thrust, he entered her, filling her completely, stretching her to accommodate his impressive size. They both groaned at the sensation, the perfect fit, the intimate connection.

He began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing intensity, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. She met him thrust for thrust, her hips rising to meet his, her hands gripping his shoulders, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the pleasure built once again.

"I'm not going to last long," he growled, his movements becoming more urgent, more desperate. "You feel too good."

"Don't stop," she begged, her own pleasure building to a fever pitch. "Please, don't stop."

He increased his pace, his thrusts deep and powerful, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. With one final, powerful thrust, he sent them both over the edge, her cry of release mingling with his groan of satisfaction as they came together, a tangle of limbs and sheets, their bodies slick with sweat, their hearts pounding in unison.

As they lay there, entwined in the aftermath of their passion, Mira couldn't help but wonder what she had just done. She had come here for a job, a professional position, and instead, she had ended up in her boss's bed, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of her life. She should feel guilty, she should feel ashamed, but all she felt was a profound sense of rightness, as if this was exactly where she was meant to be.

Darius rolled onto his side, propping himself up on one elbow to look at her. His eyes were soft, his expression unreadable.

"Well," he said finally, a trace of amusement in his voice. "That was not how I expected our first interview to go."

Mira couldn't help but laugh, the sound echoing in the quiet kitchen. "I'll say."

He leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. "So, Miss Patel, does this mean you're accepting the position?"

She looked at him, really looked at him, and saw not just the powerful billionaire, but the man beneath—the man who had just given her more pleasure than she had thought possible, the man who looked at her with something like wonder in his eyes.

"On one condition," she said, a slow smile spreading across her face.

"And what's that?"

"That you promise to be this charming and attentive to my son when he arrives."

Darius's eyes widened in surprise, then his lips curved into a grin that made her heart flutter. "Oh, I think that can be arranged," he said, his hand trailing down her arm, sending a shiver of anticipation through her. "After all, a man's got to practice his people skills somewhere."

And as their lips met once again, Mira knew that whatever challenges lay ahead, whatever secrets might be revealed in the days and weeks to come, she was exactly where she was meant to be. In the arms of a man who saw her, who desired her, who made her feel alive in ways she had never imagined possible.




Chapter 2

The penthouse was a fortress of silence, the kind that pressed against Mira’s skin like a second layer of clothing. She had spent the last hour in the nursery, cooing at Liam’s chubby fingers as they curled around hers, his tiny breaths steady and even, each soft puff of air a gentle reminder of the life she was entrusted to protect. But now, with the baby monitor tucked against her chest, emitting a soft, comforting glow in the darkness of the hall, the weight of the night pressed down on her like a physical thing. The silence was almost deafening, punctuated only by the occasional, distant hum of the city below, a reminder of the world that existed beyond these gilded walls, a world that felt increasingly distant with each passing day.

She shouldn’t have been nervous. She was just a nanny. A temporary fixture in Darius’s world, hired to care for his infant son while he attended to his myriad business dealings. And yet, the memory of the way he had looked at her earlier—when he had stood in the kitchen, naked and unapologetic, his body a masterpiece of strength and control—had seared itself into her mind. The way his dark eyes had gleamed with amusement, with *possession*, as he had watched her stare, his gaze lingering on the curves of her body with an intensity that had made her knees weak. The way the water had beaded on his muscular chest, tracing a path down the rippling planes of his abdomen before disappearing below the waistline of the towel he had casually wrapped around himself. Mira had frozen, her eyes wide, her breath caught in her throat, the sudden heat that had flooded her body both shocking and undeniably thrilling.

Mira exhaled slowly, her fingers tightening around the monitor. *Focus. You’re here to work. You’re here to be a professional. You’re not here to be a plaything for a billionaire who gets off on the power he wields over everyone in his life.* She repeated the mantra in her head, trying to steady her racing heart, trying to ignore the way her nipples had hardened against the soft fabric of her bra, the sudden dampness between her thighs that she couldn’t deny. But the mental exercise was futile. The image of him was burned into her retinas—the way his powerful thighs had been corded with muscle, the way his hands had rested on his hips, confident and authoritative, the way his lips had curled into a smirk when he had caught her staring, a smirk that had promised all manner of sinful delights.

The faintest creak of the study door pulled her from her thoughts, and she turned just as Darius stepped into the living room, his presence filling the space before he even spoke. He was dressed in a robe of deep crimson silk, the fabric clinging to the broad expanse of his chest, the way his muscles shifted beneath it like a living thing, a predator ready to pounce. His hair was damp, still glistening from a shower, each strand caught in the low light like fine threads of silk, and the scent of him—something dark, something *spiced*, a combination of sandalwood and something wild and untamed—drifted toward her, thick and intoxicating, wrapping around her senses and pulling her under.

Mira’s pulse jumped, a traitorous flutter in her chest that she couldn’t suppress. She had seen him in casual clothing, in business attire, but this… this was something else. This was Darius in his element, in his home, where the masks he wore in public came off, revealing the raw, primal man beneath. Her eyes traced the defined line of his jaw, the shadow of stubble that gave him a dangerous edge, the fullness of his lips that seemed to promise both pleasure and pain.

“You’re still awake,” he observed, his voice low, smooth, like whiskey poured over steel, a rich, velvety timbre that seemed to vibrate through her very bones. He crossed the room in three long strides, each movement deliberate and confident, stopping just in front of her chair. He looked down at her, his gaze dark, almost black in the dim light, his lips curling into a smirk that was both arrogant and inviting. “The little bird is still fluttering.”

Mira swallowed, the sudden dryness in her throat making the simple action a minor labor. “I didn’t want to wake Liam if he stirred,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper, a soft, breathy sound that she immediately regretted. It made her sound vulnerable, uncertain. It made her sound like she was already his, even before he had done anything.

Darius chuckled, low and knowing, a sound that seemed to travel up her spine and send a shiver of anticipation through her entire body. “Mira,” he said, her name rolling off his tongue like a command, a decree, a promise. He leaned down, his breath warm against her ear, the scent of him enveloping her, his proximity making her acutely aware of every inch of her own body. “I’ve spent my life surrounded by women who know exactly what they want. Women who have learned how to play the game, how to get what they desire. But you?” His fingers brushed the shell of her ear, sending a cascade of tingles down her neck and spreading across her skin like a wildfire. “You’re different. You’re *innocent*. You don’t know what you want, and that’s what makes you so damn interesting.”

She should have pulled away. She should have straightened her spine, met his gaze with a cool, professional detachment, and reminded him that she was his employee, nothing more. But the word *innocent* hung between them, heavy with meaning, with *promise*, a promise that he could be the one to corrupt that innocence, to show her the pleasures she had never known, to mold her into something that would satisfy his every desire.

“You want to know what it feels like to be *owned*,” he continued, his voice dropping to a rougher timbre, a whisper that was barely audible but somehow filled the entire space. “To be *claimed*. To have a man like me look at you and see nothing but the woman I can make you.” His thumb traced the curve of her lower lip, slow, deliberate, the touch sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core, making her breath catch in her throat. “Don’t you?”

Mira’s body betrayed her in every way possible. Her nipples hardened against the lace of her bra, two firm peaks that ached for his touch, for the warmth of his hands, for the roughness of his tongue. Her core throbbed with a need she had never experienced before, a hunger that was both physical and psychological, a desperate craving for the possession he was offering. She could feel herself growing wet, the slickness between her thighs a secret she couldn’t hide, a truth that her body was broadcasting to him with every ragged breath she took.

She should have said no. She should have stood up, walked away, and gone to her own room, locking the door behind her and putting this entire encounter out of her mind. But the raw, honest desire in his eyes, the way he was looking at her like she was the only thing in the world worth seeing, the way his voice resonated with a hunger that matched her own—it was intoxicating. It was all-consuming.

So instead of the words she knew she should say, she whispered a single, breathy affirmative. “Yes.”

Darius’s eyes darkened with satisfaction, aflash of something primal and possessive passing across his features before he stood abruptly, straightening his robe with the casual confidence of a man who knows exactly what he wants and how to get it. He extended a hand toward her, palm up, fingers slightly curled, an invitation she couldn’t refuse.

Mira hesitated only a second, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird, before placing her hand in his. His fingers closed around hers, warm and strong, possessive and commanding, the simple touch sending a wave of heat through her entire body. He led her down the hallway, past the guest rooms with their pristine, untouched beds, past the formal dining room with its polished table and crystal chandelier, and into a part of the penthouse she hadn’t yet explored, a wing that was both sterile and inviting, both businesslike and deeply personal. The air here was cooler, a slight contrast to the warmth of the main living areas, and it carried a different scent—the scent of leather and paper, of old books and new technology, of something faintly sweet that she couldn’t quite place, like cinnamon and musk and something uniquely Darius.

They entered a room that made her stomach clench with a delicious mix of fear and anticipation.

It wasn’t just a study. It was a *sanctum*. A room designed for concentration, for thought, for… other things. The desk was sleek and modern, made of polished white wood that seemed to glow in the soft, indirect lighting, a stark contrast to the dark leather wingback chairs positioned on either side. It was the plush couch in the corner, though, that caught her attention, a piece of furniture that seemed out of place and yet perfectly suited to the room’s purpose. It was a deep, sinful burgundy, the color of wine, the color of blood, and from its high back hung velvet restraints, soft and inviting, yet inescapable.

On the small table beside it sat an array of candles, their wicks unburned, their wax smooth and untouched. Next to them was a bottle of something dark and viscous, the liquid catching the light and reflecting it in a way that was both mesmerizing and slightly unnerving. Beside that, a collection of toys that made her breath catch, a strange and unsettling array of leather, metal, and silicone, each designed for a specific purpose she could only imagine. The air in the room was different, charged with an energy that raised the fine hairs on the back of her neck, an energy of possibility, of power, of submission.

Darius closed the door behind them with a soft, definitive click, the sound echoing in her mind like the finality of a sentence. He turned to her, his expression unreadable, a mask of control that she was beginning to understand was as much a part of him as his own skin. He took a step closer, and then another, his eyes never leaving hers, his presence overwhelming and intoxicating.

“You’ve never been with a man like me before,” he said, his voice rough, like gravel and silk mixed together, a sound that seemed to vibrate in her chest. “You’ve never known a power like mine, a desire like mine. But you’re going to learn. And you’re going to love it.”

Mira’s heart was pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it, a frantic drumming against her ribs that seemed to echo in the quiet room. She should have been afraid. Her instincts, honed by years of living in a world where power was often abused, screamed at her to run, to get out before she was consumed. But the way he looked at her—the way his gaze raked over her body like he was already seeing her naked, already imagining her spread out before him, already planning the ways he would take her—made her toes curl in her soft slippers and her pulse quicken with a thrill she couldn’t deny.

“Kneel,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument, no space for negotiation. It was a command, pure and simple, a directive that she found herself responding to before her conscious mind could even process it.

Mira dropped to her knees, the plush carpet soft beneath her, a cushion of luxury that did nothing to soften the blow of her sudden surrender. Her hands trembled as she settled into position, her palms flat on her thighs, her back straight, her eyes fixed on the floor in front of her. The air was thick with anticipation, with the scent of his cologne and the faint musk of his arousal, a scent that was becoming increasingly familiar and increasingly intoxicating. Her own breathing grew shallow, her chest rising and falling with small, quick movements, her body already reacting to the power he was exerting over her with nothing more than his voice and his presence.

Darius stepped closer, his robe parting just enough to reveal the hard line of his cock beneath the fabric, a promise of what was to come, a display of power and virility that made her mouth water despite herself. Mira’s breath hitched as she caught a glimpse of him, her eyes widening at the size of him, the sheer masculinity of him, the unapologetic way he displayed his body to her. He was thick, long, *commanding*, a sight that stole her breath and made her core clench with a need so intense it was almost painful. She had never seen anything like it. Never imagined a man could be so *perfect*, so *unapologetically* male, so completely in control of his own body and, by extension, hers.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair as he tilted her face up to meet his gaze. His touch was firm, possessive, yet gentle, a contradiction that seemed to define him. “You’re going to be *such* a good girl for me. Such a good little slave for your master.”

Mira’s core clenched at his words, at the subtle degradation, at the way the word *slave* sent a jolt of electric pleasure straight to her clit. Her body was betraying her in every way possible, her heart racing, her skin flushing, her nipples aching for his touch. She was wet, so impossibly wet, her panties already soaked through with the evidence of her own arousal, a fact that only added to her embarrassment and, perversely, to her excitement.

Darius’s hand slid down her throat, his fingers tracing the curve of her collarbone, a touch that was both gentle and possessing, a marking of territory that sent a shiver down her spine. “Such a pretty little thing,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “So soft. So *submissive*. So perfect for me.”

Mira moaned as his thumb brushed over her nipple, the fabric of her bra doing nothing to hide the way it hardened under his touch, the way it strained against the lace, begging for more. The contact was electric, a spark that ignited a fire in her belly that spread outward, consuming her with a heat that had nothing to do with the temperature in the room and everything to do with the man standing over her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he asked, his voice rough, a question that required no answer, a statement of fact he was reading in her body’s reactions. “You like knowing you’re mine to play with. You like knowing that I can do whatever I want with you, however I want you. You like knowing that your body belongs to me.”

Mira nodded, unable to find her voice, her body trembling with need, with desire, with the sheer overwhelming power of his presence.

Darius chuckled, low and dark, a sound that wrapped around her and pulled her deeper under his spell. “Words, Mira,” he said, his voice a command. “I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you tell me what you want. I want to hear you beg.”

“Y-yes,” she gasped, the word torn from her throat, a confession that was both humiliating and liberating. “I like it. I like *you*. I like what you’re doing to me.”

His hand tightened in her hair, just enough to make her whimper, a sound that was pure pleasure, pure submission. “That’s right,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “You like *me*. And I’m going to make sure you *never* forget it.”

Mira’s body was on fire, a furnace of need and desire that was all-consuming. She wanted him to touch her everywhere, to take her, to own her, to make her his in every way possible. She wanted to feel his hands on her skin, his mouth on her body, his cock inside her. She wanted to be used, to be possessed, to be broken down and rebuilt as something that existed only for his pleasure.

Darius’s fingers slid down her chest, popping the buttons of her blouse open one by one, the soft *snap* of each button a prelude to the main event. The cool air of the room hit her skin, a stark contrast to the heat of her own body, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his gaze as it raked over her exposed chest, taking in the sight of her bra-clad breasts, of her heaving stomach, of the way her skin flushed with arousal and excitement. His eyes were dark, almost black, burning with an intensity that made her feel like the most beautiful thing he had ever seen, like a prize to be won, a treasure to be claimed.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her nipple again, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. “So fucking beautiful. So responsive. So *mine*.”

Mira arched into his touch, her body moving of its own accord, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her mind a blur of sensation and desire. She was his. In that moment, she was completely and utterly his, and she wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Darius leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss that was both tender and demanding. His tongue slid against hers, a slow, deliberate invasion that claimed her mouth as thoroughly as he planned to claim the rest of her. She melted into him, her hands gripping the fabric of his robe, pulling him closer, deepening the kiss, her body aching for more of his touch, more of his taste, more of *him*. His hands were on her now, one on her waist, the other in her hair, holding her in place, controlling the kiss, controlling her, and she loved every second of it.

When he finally pulled away, his breath was ragged, a hot gust of air against her lips that sent a fresh wave of shivers through her body. He looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire, his lips slightly parted, his expression one of raw, untamed hunger.

“You’re going to be mine,” he growled, his voice a promise and a threat all at once. “And I’m going to breed you until you can’t walk straight. I’m going to fill you so full of my cum that you’ll be dripping with it for days. I’m going to make sure every step you take reminds you of me, of the way I owned you, of the way I took you. I’m going to mark you as my property, inside and out.”

Mira’s core clenched at his words, the crude, possessive language sending a thrill of excitement through her entire body. The image he painted was shocking, degrading, and yet, incredibly arousing. The thought of being so completely owned, so thoroughly possessed, of being filled with his seed until it ran down her thighs, of being claimed in the most primal way possible—it was everything she had never known she wanted.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her skirt. “Spread your legs,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for disobedience.

Mira obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting as she lifted her hips to help him slide her skirt down, the soft fabric whispering against her skin as it fell to the floor, leaving her in nothing but her blouse, her bra, and her panties. She felt vulnerable, exposed, and yet, more powerful than she had ever felt before. She was laying herself bare for him, not just physically, but emotionally, trusting him with a part of herself that she had never shared with anyone else.

Darius’s fingers found her panties, his touch rough as he dragged them aside, pushing them to the side to reveal the slick, swollen flesh beneath. “Fuck,” he groaned, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “You’re already so wet for me. You’re soaking wet. You’re a fucking mess, and you love it. You love being my little slut.”

Mira moaned, the word “slut” sending a fresh wave of heat to her core, making her even wetter, if that was possible. She was his little slut. She was his to use, his to play with, his to own. And she loved it. She loved every second of it.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, his voice a rough whisper that made her shiver with anticipation. “So ready for me. So desperate for me. So *perfect*.”

Mira’s breath came in shallow gasps as his fingers slid inside her, one, then two, stretching her, preparing her for what was to come. The sensation was overwhelming, a delightful invasion that made her moan and writhe under his touch. Her body was betraying her in every way possible, her hips bucking against his fingers, her back arching, her hands gripping his thighs for support.

“You’re going to take my cock so well,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “You’re going to take it like the good little slut you are. You’re going to take it deep inside your tight little cunt and you’re going to love every second of it.”

Mira’s body shuddered at his words, the crude language sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her clit. She wanted him inside her. She wanted to feel him stretching her, filling her, claiming her. She wanted to be taken, to be owned, to be his in every way possible.

Darius’s fingers left her, and she whimpered at the sudden loss, at the empty feeling between her thighs that she desperately wanted to be filled.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “First, you’re going to learn what it feels like to be *owned*. First, you’re going to learn what it feels like to be completely at my mercy.”

Mira’s breath hitched as he stood, his hands sliding up her body as he helped her to her feet. He turned her around, his hands on her shoulders, gently but firmly guiding her to the plush couch. He pushed her down, and she landed on the soft velvet with a small sigh, the plushness a welcome contrast to the hard floor she had been kneeling on. He stood over her, his robe still open, his cock hard and ready, a promise of what was to come.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered again, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Mira obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting to reveal herself to his hungry gaze. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet, incredibly powerful. She was offering herself to him, laying herself bare, trusting him with her body, her pleasure, her very self.

Darius stepped closer, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing them further apart, opening her up to his view. He looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire, his lips slightly parted, his expression one of raw, untamed hunger.

He leaned down, his hands on her knees, holding her in place. “You’re going to be mine,” he growled, his voice a promise and a threat all at once. “And I’m going to breed you until you can’t walk straight.”

Mira’s core clenched at his words, the crude, possessive language sending a thrill of excitement through her entire body. The image he painted was shocking, degrading, and yet, incredibly arousing. The thought of being so completely owned, so thoroughly possessed, of being filled with his seed until it ran down her thighs, of being claimed in the most primal way possible—it was everything she had never known she wanted.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers finding her entrance, his touch rough as he teased her, his fingers circling her clit, sending sparks of pleasure through her entire body.

“You’re going to take my cock,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “And you’re going to take it like the good little slut you are.”

Mira’s body trembled as he prepared her, his fingers stretching her, teasing her, making her wetter and wetter, making her more and more desperate for him.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “And I’m never letting you go. Not now. Not ever.”

Mira’s heart pounded as she looked up at him, her body still trembling with need, her mind a blur of sensation and desire. She was his. She had always been his, and she would always be his. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit one last time before he stood, his hands sliding down her body as he helped her to her feet. “Come with me,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

Mira followed him down the hallway, her body still trembling with anticipation, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts and sensations. They entered another room—a breeding chamber, she realized, her breath hitching as she took in the plush bed, the restraints, and the array of lubes and toys on the table beside it. The room was airy, with large windows that looked out over the city, but the curtains were drawn, wrapping them in a cocoon of privacy.

Darius turned to her, his expression unreadable, a mask of control that she was beginning to understand was as much a part of him as his own skin. He took a step closer, and then another, his eyes never leaving hers, his presence overwhelming and intoxicating.

“You’re going to be mine,” he growled, his voice a promise and a threat all at once. “And I’m going to breed you until you can’t walk straight. I’m going to fill you so full of my cum that you’ll be dripping with it for days. I’m going to make sure every step you take reminds you of me, of the way I owned you, of the way I took you. I’m going to mark you as my property, inside and out.”

Mira’s core clenched at his words, the crude, possessive language sending a thrill of excitement through her entire body. The image he painted was shocking, degrading, and yet, incredibly arousing. The thought of being so completely owned, so thoroughly possessed, of being filled with his seed until it ran down her thighs, of being claimed in the most primal way possible—it was everything she had never known she wanted.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. “Spread your legs,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for disobedience.

Mira obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting as he settled between them. He leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss that was both tender and demanding. His tongue slid against hers, a slow, deliberate invasion that claimed her mouth as thoroughly as he planned to claim the rest of her. She melted into him, her hands gripping his shoulders, pulling him closer, deepening the kiss, her body aching for more of his touch, more of his taste, more of *him*.

When he finally pulled away, his breath was ragged, a hot gust of air against her lips that sent a fresh wave of shivers through her body. He looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire, his lips slightly parted, his expression one of raw, untamed hunger.

He guided her back onto the bed, his hands sliding up her thighs as he pushed her back, his eyes never leaving hers. He settled between her thighs, his cock brushing against her entrance, the sensation making her gasp, making her arch her back, making her beg for more.

“You’re going to take me,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “And you’re going to take me *deep*. You’re going to take every inch of me, and you’re going to love it. You’re going to love being my little cum dump. You’re going to love being my little breeding ground.”

Mira’s breath hitched as he entered her, his cock stretching her, filling her, claiming her in the most primal way possible. The sensation was overwhelming, a delightful invasion that made her cry out, her hands gripping the bedsheets, her back arching, her body stretching to accommodate his size.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips snapping forward as he took control, his body a powerful machine, a force of nature that she couldn’t resist and didn’t want to. “You’re so tight. So fucking tight. You’re strangling my cock. You’re milking me. You’re trying to make me cum. You dirty little slut. You want my cum, don’t you? You want me to fill you up.”

Mira’s body shuddered as he fucked her, his hips snapping forward, his cock sliding in and out of her, a rhythm that was both punishing and pleasurable, a rhythm that she couldn’t get enough of. She was his. She was his to use, his to fuck, his to claim. And she loved it. She loved every second of it.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “And I’m never letting you go. Not now. Not ever.”

Mira’s body trembled as she came, her back arching off the bed, her hands gripping the bedsheets, her body shuddering with the force of her orgasm, a burst of pure pleasure that radiated out from her core and consumed every part of her. She cried out his name, a sound that was raw and primal, a sound that spoke of surrender and possession and complete and utter bliss.

Darius’s hips snapped forward, his cock swelling inside her, a sign that he was close, that he was about to claim her in the most intimate way possible. He groaned, a sound of pure pleasure and release, his hands gripping her hips, holding her in place as he pumped his seed into her, filling her, marking her as his property.

Mira felt him cum, felt the hot spurt of his semen inside her, felt the way he pulsed and throbbed, releasing his load deep within her. It was a primal, possessive act, and she loved every second of it. She loved the feeling of being filled, of being claimed, of being owned. She loved the way he growled her name, the way his body trembled with the force of his orgasm, the way his hands gripped her hips, holding her in place, making sure she took every last drop of his cum.

When he was finished, he pulled out of her, his cum dripping down her thighs, a visible sign of his ownership, of his claim. He stood, his hands sliding down her body as he helped her to her feet, his eyes never leaving hers, his expression one of satisfaction and possession.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “Such a good girl. You took me so well. You took me like the good little slut you are.”

Mira’s body trembled as he helped her to her feet, her hands sliding down her body as he kissed her deeply, his tongue sliding against hers, a sign of his satisfaction, of his pleasure, of his ownership. When he finally pulled away, his breath was ragged, a hot gust of air against her lips that sent a fresh wave of shivers through her body.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice a promise and a threat all at once. “And I’m never letting you go. Not now. Not ever.”

Mira’s heart pounded as she looked up at him, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her mind a blur of sensation and desire. She was his. She had always been his, and she would always be his. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. “Now,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “It’s time to go to bed.”

Mira followed him down the hallway, her body still trembling with desire, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts and sensations. They entered his bedroom, a room that was both masculine and inviting, with a large four-poster bed and floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the city. He helped her into bed, his hands sliding down her body, his touch a gentle caress that contrasted with the roughness of his earlier actions.

When he finally pulled away, his breath was ragged, a hot gust of air against her lips that sent a fresh wave of shivers through her body. He looked down at her, his eyes soft with affection, with possession, with a promise of more to come.

“Sleep well,” he murmured, his voice a gentle whisper that wrapped around her and pulled her under. “Because tomorrow, we start again. Because tomorrow, I’m going to take you again. And again. And again. Until you forget your own name and remember only mine.”

Mira’s body trembled as she settled into the bed, her body still aching for him, still craving his touch, his possession, his ownership. But for now, she was content. For now, she was his. And that was all that mattered.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. “Goodnight, Mira,” he murmured, his voice a gentle whisper that wrapped around her and pulled her under. “You’re mine. And I’m never letting you go.”

Mira’s breath hitched as she closed her eyes, her body still trembling with desire, her mind a blur of sensation and pleasure. And as she drifted off to sleep, she knew one thing for certain—she was *his*. And she always would be.




Chapter 3

The nursery was too quiet.

Mira stood frozen in the doorway, her fingers curling around the edge of the crib as Liam’s tiny fingers twitched in his sleep. The baby monitor’s faint hum was the only sound in the dimly lit room, the soft glow of the nightlight casting long, dancing shadows across the walls. She should have been exhausted. She *was* exhausted, her eyes burning with fatigue and her shoulders heavy with the weight of motherhood. But her body hummed with something else entirely—an electric tension that had coiled tight in her muscles since the moment Darius had walked into the study last night, his presence a darkened storm cloud that had settled over her senses.

She shouldn’t have let him touch her like that.

But she had.

And now, every time she closed her eyes, even for a moment, she could still feel the weight of his hands on her skin, the rough scrape of his beard against her neck, the way his voice had dropped to a growl when he’d ordered her to her knees. The memory of it made her thighs clench involuntarily, her breath hitching as she forced herself to focus on Liam’s steady, rhythmic breathing. The baby’s chest rose and fell with peaceful innocence, oblivious to the storm of desire raging through his mother’s body.

A floorboard creaked behind her, the subtle sound cutting through the silence like a knife.

Mira didn’t turn. She didn’t need to.

She knew it was him.

The air shifted, thickened, as Darius stepped into the room. His presence was a physical thing—warm, commanding, *dangerous*. She could feel the heat of him before she even saw him, the way his gaze would drag over her body like a physical caress, like a shadowy hand tracing every curve. The scent of him—dark, smoky, with an underlying hint of something sweet, like black coffee and warm, spiced cinnamon—wrapped around her, making her head swim and her senses reel.

“He’s sleeping,” she said, her voice too soft, too breathless, barely more than a whisper that seemed to hang in the air between them.

Darius didn’t answer. Instead, he moved closer, his footsteps silent on the plush carpet, a predator stalking his prey with perfect, deadly grace. The scent of him grew stronger, more intoxicating with each step, until it surrounded her completely. She could hear his breathing now—the slow, deliberate inhale and exhale of a man completely in control of everything around him.

“You’re still awake,” he observed, his voice low, rough, and so damn sexy it should have been illegal. The sound of it vibrated through her, settling low in her belly and igniting a fire that had been smoldering since last night.

Mira swallowed, the sound loud in the quiet room. “I couldn’t sleep,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

A beat of silence followed, heavy with unspoken words and unfulfilled promises. Then, the faintest sound—a chuckle, dark and knowing, that seemed to vibrate through the very air around them. “Liar,” he murmured, the single word hanging between them, heavy with meaning. With *promise*.

She should have denied it. She *should*. The practical, logical part of her mind screamed that she should maintain some semblance of control, that she should remind him of their responsibilities, of Liam sleeping just a few feet away. But the word *liar* hung between them, a challenge and an invitation all at once. With *promise*.

Darius stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body like a furnace. The warmth seeped into her skin, chasing away the chill of the night air. His robe was gone now, replaced by nothing but a pair of sleek black pants that clung to his powerful thighs like a second skin. The fabric was thin enough that she could see the outline of him—thick, hard, *demanding*—and her breath hitched, her pulse quickening as her eyes drifted down, then back up to his face.

“You’ve been thinking about last night,” he murmured, his fingers brushing the shell of her ear, the touch sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. His voice was a dark whisper, a secret just for her ears, a command disguised as a question.

Mira’s body betrayed her, responding to his touch with a hunger that was both shocking and exhilarating. Her nipples hardened against her bra, aching for his touch, his mouth. Her core throbbed with a need that had nothing to do with sleep deprivation and everything to do with the man standing so close she could feel his breath on her neck. She wanted to step back, to put some distance between them, but her body refused to obey. Her legs trembling, she remained frozen in place, a willing captive to his gaze.

“I—” She stopped, her voice catching as his fingers trailed lower, over the delicate curve of her jaw, down the column of her throat. “I shouldn’t have—”

Darius’s hand slid down her throat, his thumb pressing just hard enough beneath her jaw to make her gasp, to tilt her head back and expose the vulnerable column of her neck. His mouth followed, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin just beneath her ear, his teeth grazing her pulse point before he soothed the sting with the flat of his tongue. The contrast of sensations sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine, and she moaned, her body arching into his touch without conscious thought.

“You *shouldn’t* have what?” His voice was a dark whisper against her skin, a command that sent a wave of heat crashing through her. “You *shouldn’t* have what, Mira?”

Mira’s pulse roared in her ears, drowning out the sound of Liam’s breathing, the hum of the baby monitor, the world outside this room. There was only the two of them, only the heat of his body against hers, the sound of his breathing, the feel of his hands on her skin.

“I shouldn’t have let you—”

“Touch you?” His fingers trailed lower, over the swell of her breast, teasing the edge of her blouse, his touch light as a feather yet burning hot against her sensitive skin. “You *wanted* it.”

She did. God, she *did*. Her body was screaming for him, aching for the touch of his hands, his mouth, his cock. The memory of last night’s encounter played through her mind in vivid detail—the way he’d taken control, the way he’d made her feel so desired, so wanted, so completely *his*.

Darius’s hand tightened, just slightly, his grip possessive, unyielding, claiming her. “You wanted me to *own* you, didn’t you?” he murmured, his voice dropping to a low, intimate purr that sent a fresh wave of heat crashing through her. “You wanted me to take you, to make you feel like you belong to me.”

Mira’s breath came faster, shallower, her chest rising and falling with each ragged inhale. “I—”

“Say it,” he commanded, his voice firm but not unkind. “Say you wanted it. Say you wanted me to own you.”

She swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. “I wanted—”

“Louder,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear, his fingers still tracing idle patterns on her skin, driving her wild with anticipation. “I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you admit that you’re mine.”

“I *wanted*—” Her voice cracked, barely more than a whisper, but the sincerity behind it was undeniable. “I wanted *you*.”

A slow, satisfied smile curved his lips, and he leaned in, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was both punishing and tender. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting, claiming, marking her as his, while his hands roamed over her body, exploring, memorizing, claiming every inch of her as his own.

“Good girl,” he murmured against her lips when he finally pulled back, his voice rough with desire. “Such a good girl.”

Then, before she could process what was happening, his hand was in her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as he tilted her head back, exposing her throat once more. His mouth crashed down on the sensitive skin, his teeth grazing her pulse point before he soothed the sting with his tongue. The contrast of sensations sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine, and she moaned, her body arching into his touch.

Darius’s free hand slid down her body, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her skirt. “Spread your legs,” he ordered, his voice rough with command, his eyes dark with desire as they held her gaze. “Let me see what’s mine.”

Mira obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting as she lifted her hips to help him slide the fabric down, her body trembling with anticipation. The cool air hit her skin, a stark contrast to the heat of his gaze as it roamed over her body, taking in her black lace panties—soaked through, the dampness darkening the fabric in a way that was both embarrassing and thrilling.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers brushing over the wetness, the contact sending a jolt of pleasure through her. “You’re *dripping* for me, aren’t you? You’re so fucking wet for me, Mira. So ready for me to take you, to fuck you, to make you mine.”

Mira whimpered as his fingers teased her clit, the rough pad of his thumb circling, pressing, *demanding* a response from her body. Her hips jerked involuntarily, seeking more of his touch, more of the pleasure he was so skillfully building within her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, his fingers never ceasing their delicious torture. “You like knowing I can make you *this* wet with just a touch. You like knowing that you’re mine, that your body responds to me, that it *needs* me.”

Mira nodded, her body trembling with the force of her arousal. “Y-yes,” she gasped, her voice barely recognizable as her own. “I—I like it. I like *you*.”

His fingers left her, and she whimpered at the sudden loss, her body aching for his touch to return.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “First, you’re going to learn what it feels like to be *truly* mine. First, you’re going to make me feel how much you want this, how much you want me.”

Mira’s breath hitched as he stepped back, his hands sliding down his chest as he unbuttoned his pants. The sound of the fabric parting was loud in the quiet room, the rasp of his zipper sending a shiver down her spine, a promise of what was to come.

She should have looked away. She *should*.

But she didn’t.

Because the sight of him—thick, long, already glistening with arousal, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip—made her mouth water, her core clench with anticipation. He was magnificent, a perfect statue of a man, and he was all hers.

Darius stepped closer, his hand sliding into her hair as he tilted her face up to meet his gaze. “You’re going to suck my cock now,” he ordered, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument. “And you’re going to swallow every drop of me. You’re going to show me how much you want to be mine.”

Mira’s breath hitched, but she nodded, her body already trembling with need, her mouth watering at the thought of tasting him, of pleasing him. She wanted to make him feel as good as he made her feel, to give him the same pleasure he so effortlessly gave her.

Darius’s hand tightened in her hair, his grip possessive, unyielding, as he guided her forward, his cock brushing against her lips. The satin-soft skin was hot against her mouth, the taste of him—salty, musky, *intoxicating*—filling her senses, making her dizzy with desire. She parted her lips, accepting him, welcoming him, her tongue swirling around the head as he slid deeper into her mouth.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” he growled, his fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her up and down his length, his hips snapping forward as he took control, as he fucked her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts. “Such a good little cocksucker. You take me so well, Mira. So deep.”

Mira’s body was on fire, her need for him overwhelming, her mind a blur of sensation and desire. She wanted him to fill her, to *claim* her, to make her his in every way possible, but she didn’t want this to end. She loved the feeling of him in her mouth, the sounds he made, the way his grip on her hair tightened with pleasure.

Darius’s free hand slid down her throat, his thumb pressing just hard enough to make her whimper around him, to remind her who was in control, to remind her that she was his to command, his to use, his to please.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice rough with desire, his hips snapping forward as he fucked her mouth with increasing intensity. “Take it all. Take *everything* I give you. Take every inch of me, every drop of me.”

Mira’s body trembled as he fucked her mouth, her own arousal building with each thrust, each groan, each possessive touch. The sound of his pleasure, the scent of him, the taste of him—it was intoxicating, a drug that she never wanted to come down from.

“You’re going to take my cum,” he growled, his voice strained with pleasure, his grip on her hair tightening as he fucked her mouth harder, faster, deeper. “You’re going to swallow every drop of me, and you’re going to love it. You’re going to love being my fuck toy, my good girl, my everything.”

Mira’s body shuddered with anticipation, her own orgasm building as she focused on pleasing him, on making him feel as good as he made her feel. She wanted to be everything he said she was—his good girl, his cocksucker, his everything.

Darius’s hand tightened in her hair, his hips snapping forward one final time as he came, his cock pulsing in her mouth, filling it with his cum. She swallowed, obeying his command without hesitation, her tongue swirling around him, catching every drop of his release, claiming it as her own.

Darius pulled out of her mouth, his cum dripping down her chin, a sign of his ownership, his claim on her. He cupped her face, his thumb brushing over her lips, wiping away a drop of his cum, his eyes dark with possession and desire.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his eyes locked on hers. “Such a good girl. You take me so well. You’re perfect for me, Mira.”

Mira’s body trembled as he helped her to her feet, his hands sliding down her body, his touch possessive, claiming, as he kissed her deeply, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting himself on her lips. The kiss was passionate, demanding, a promise of more to come.

When he finally pulled away, his breath was ragged, his chest heaving with the effort of his release, his eyes still dark with desire and possession. “You’re mine,” he growled, the words a promise, a threat, an undeniable truth. “And I’m never letting you go.”

Mira’s heart pounded as she looked up at him, her body still trembling with need, her mind reeling from the intensity of their encounter. The words echoed in her mind, a truth that she couldn’t deny, a reality that she didn’t want to change.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her, reigniting the fire that had been banked but never extinguished. “But first,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire, his eyes locked on hers, “I’m going to make sure you’re *ready* for me. I’m going to make you feel how much you need me, how much you want me, how much you belong to me.”

Mira’s breath hitched as he guided her to the edge of the crib, his hands sliding up her thighs as he pushed her back, his touch possessive, commanding. “Spread your legs for me, Mira,” he ordered, his voice low, rough, a command that she could not refuse. “Let me see what’s mine. Let me make you feel good.”

Mira obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting as he settled between them, his body warm and solid against hers, his gaze locked on her face, his hands roaming over her body, exploring, claiming, driving her wild with desire.

Darius’s fingers found her clit, his touch rough, demanding, as he began to tease her, to work her, to bring her closer and closer to the edge of release. “You’re going to come for me,” he growled, his voice low, rough, a command that sent a shiver of anticipation through her. “And you’re going to come *hard*. You’re going to scream my name for everyone to hear. You’re going to let me know that you’re mine.”

Mira’s body trembled as his fingers worked her, his thumb circling her clit, his fingers sliding in and out of her, stretching her, preparing her, making her ache for more. His breath was hot against her ear, his words a constant, intoxicating stream of possession and desire.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice rough with pleasure, his fingers moving faster, his thumb pressing harder, bringing her closer and closer to the edge. “Come for me. Let me hear you scream. Let me hear you tell me how much you need me, how much you want me, how much you belong to me.”

Mira’s body shuddered as the pleasure built, as the tension coiled tighter and tighter within her, as the edge of release drew nearer and nearer. Her back arched off the crib, her hips jerked against his hand, her breath came in ragged gasps, and then—she was falling, tumbling over the edge into a world of pleasure so intense it was almost painful.

She cried out his name, her voice loud in the quiet nursery, a primal scream of release and possession, as her body convulsed with the force of her orgasm. Waves of pleasure washed over her, one after another, each one more intense than the last, until she was a writhing, moaning, panting mess beneath his touch.

Darius’s fingers left her, and she whimpered at the sudden loss, her body still trembling, still aching, still wanting more. “Not yet,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire, his eyes dark with possession as he looked down at her. “First, you’re going to learn what it feels like to be *truly* bred. First, you’re going to learn what it feels like to be mine in every way.”

Mira’s breath hitched as he stood, his hands sliding down her body as he helped her to her feet, his touch possessive, claiming, a constant reminder of who she belonged to. “Come with me,” he ordered, his voice low, a command that she could not refuse. “It’s time for me to make you mine, to claim you, to breed you.”

Mira followed him down the hallway, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her mind a blur of desire and need. They entered his bedroom, and he guided her toward the massive bed, the sheets already turned down, the scent of his cologne thick in the air, a constant reminder of who he was, what he wanted, what he was going to do to her.

Darius turned to her, his expression unreadable, his eyes dark with desire and possession. “You’re going to be mine tonight, Mira,” he growled, his voice low, rough, a promise that sent a shiver of anticipation through her. “And I’m going to breed you until you can’t walk straight. I’m going to fill you with my cum, to mark you as mine, to make sure everyone knows who you belong to.”

Mira’s core clenched at his words, her body already aching for him, already wanting more, already wanting to be his in every way possible. The thought of him filling her, of marking her as his, of making her his in the most primal way possible was both terrifying and thrilling, and she wanted it more than she wanted her next breath.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her, reigniting the fire that had been banked but never extinguished. “Spread your legs for me, Mira,” he ordered, his voice low, rough, a command that she could not refuse. “Let me see what’s mine. Let me get you ready for me.”

Mira obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting as he settled between them, his body warm and solid against hers, his gaze locked on her face, his hands roaming over her body, exploring, claiming, driving her wild with desire. His fingers found her entrance, his touch rough, demanding, as he began to stretch her, to prepare her, to make her ready for him.

“You’re going to take my cock,” he growled, his voice low, rough, a command that sent a shiver of anticipation through her. “And you’re going to take it like the good little slut you are. You’re going to take it all, every inch of it, and you’re going to love it. You’re going to love being filled by me, being claimed by me, being owned by me.”

Mira’s body trembled as he prepared her, his fingers stretching her, teasing her, making her ache for more, making her ache for him. His words were like a drug, an intoxicating stream of possession and desire that she couldn’t resist, that she didn’t want to resist, that she wanted to drown in.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice rough with desire, his fingers never ceasing their delicious torture. “And I’m never letting you go. I’m going to breed you, to fill you with my cum, to make sure everyone knows who you belong to. You’re my good girl, my cocksucker, my everything. And I’m going to make you feel it, every single day.”

Mira’s breath hitched as she felt him position himself at her entrance, his cock brushing against her sensitive skin, the feeling sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She wanted him inside her, she wanted to feel him stretch her, to feel him fill her, to feel him claim her as his own. She wanted to be his in every way possible, to be his good girl, his cocksucker, his everything.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her, making her ache for him, making her want him even more. “Now,” he growled, his voice rough with desire, his eyes locked on hers. “It’s time to breed you. It’s time to make you mine.”

Mira’s breath hitched as he entered her, his cock stretching her, filling her, making her feel whole, making her feel complete, making her feel his. He was massive, and she could feel every inch of him as he slid deeper and deeper inside her, claiming her, owning her, making her his.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips snapping forward as he took control, as he began to fuck her with slow, deliberate thrusts, as he claimed her as his own. “You’re so tight. So fucking tight. So perfect for me. You take me so well, Mira. You’re perfect. You’re mine.”

Mira’s body shuddered as he fucked her, his hips snapping forward with each thrust, his cock sliding in and out of her, stretching her, filling her, making her feel his possession, his claim, his ownership. His hands roamed over her body, claiming every inch of her, marking her as his own, his touch a constant reminder of who she belonged to.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice rough with desire, his hips snapping forward as he fucked her harder, deeper, faster, claiming her, owning her, making her his. “And I’m never letting you go. I’m going to breed you until you can’t walk straight. I’m going to fill you with my cum, to mark you as mine, to make sure everyone knows who you belong to.”

Mira’s body trembled as she felt another orgasm building, as the pleasure built and built with each thrust, with each word, with each touch. She wanted to come, to feel the release, to feel the pleasure, to feel him inside her, claiming her, owning her, making her his.

Darius’s hips snapped forward, his cock swelling inside her, filling her, claiming her, making her his. He groaned her name, a sound of pure pleasure, of pure possession, of pure release, as he came, his cum filling her, marking her as his own, making her his in the most primal way possible.

Mira’s body shuddered as she came, her back arching off the bed, her hips jerking against his, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm as she screamed his name, a sound of pure pleasure, of pure possession, of pure release.

Darius pulled out of her, his cum dripping down her thighs, a sign of his ownership, his claim on her. He helped her to her feet, his hands sliding down her body, his touch possessive, claiming, as he kissed her deeply, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting himself on her lips, a constant reminder of who she belonged to.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her lips, his voice rough with satisfaction, his eyes dark with possession and desire. “And I’m never letting you go.”

Mira’s heart pounded as she looked up at him, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her mind a blur of desire and need, her body aching for more, her body craving his touch, his possession, his ownership.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, the touch sending a jolt of pleasure through her, reigniting the fire that had been banked but never extinguished. “Now,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire, his eyes locked on hers. “It’s time to go back to sleep. It’s time to rest, to recover, to get ready for tomorrow.”

Mira followed him to the bed, her body still aching for him, still wanting more, still craving his touch, his possession, his ownership. He pulled her into his arms, his body warm and solid against hers, his breath hot against her neck, his scent surrounding her, a constant reminder of who he was, what he wanted, what he was going to do to her.

“Sleep well,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his hand sliding down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, a promise of more to come. “Because tomorrow, we start again. Tomorrow, I’m going to make you feel even more like mine. Tomorrow, I’m going to claim you even more. Tomorrow, I’m going to make you scream my name even louder.”

Mira’s body trembled as she settled into the bed, her body still aching for him, still wanting more, still craving his touch, his possession, his ownership. His hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, a constant reminder of who she was, what she wanted, who she belonged to.

“Goodnight, Mira,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his breath hot against her neck, his body warm and solid against hers. “You’re mine. You’re my good girl. You’re my everything. And I’m never letting you go.”

Mira’s breath hitched as she closed her eyes, her body still trembling with need, still aching for him, still craving his touch, his possession, his ownership. And as she drifted off to sleep, she knew one thing for certain—she was *his*.




Chapter 4

The penthouse was a fortress of silence, a sanctuary that had suddenly become a cage of anticipation. Mira stood in the nursery, her fingers tracing the smooth edge of the crib where Liam had slept just hours before. The boy was gone now—sent away for the weekend, Darius had said, to "learn discipline." The words had been cold, clinical, but the way he’d said them—like a man already used to wielding power—had sent a delicious shiver down her spine, one that settled between her thighs and refused to leave.

She should have been relieved. The house was hers for the night. No Liam’s giggles, no Darius’s sharp commands echoing through the halls. Just her and the weight of what had happened between them. Just her and the phantom sensation of his hands on her skin, the rough scrape of his beard against her collarbone, the way his voice had dropped into that dangerous, velvety growl when he’d ordered her to her knees. The memory made her thighs clench involuntarily, her breath hitching as she forced her eyes to remain focused on the empty crib.

A floorboard groaned softly behind her, the sound barely audible but as loud as a thunderclap in the silent room.

Mira didn’t turn. She knew. She had known from the moment the silence had shifted from tranquil to electric. The air thickened, charged with the same palpable tension that had crackled between them last night. Darius stepped into the room, his presence filling the space before he even spoke. He wore nothing but a pair of dark slacks, the fabric unbuttoned just enough to reveal the hard line of his abdomen, the faint dusting of dark hair that arrowed down toward the impressive bulge straining against the material. Mira’s breath caught in her throat as her eyes were drawn to that tantalizing outline, the thick ridge visible even from where she stood.

Darius’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile as he caught her gaze lingering on his groin. "You were thinking about last night," he stated, his voice a dark purr that resonated in her chest.

Mira’s pulse spiked, her cheeks flushing with heat. "I—I wasn’t—" she stammered, her fingers tightening on the crib rail.

"Liar." His voice was a rough whisper, sending a shiver of anticipation down her spine. He stepped closer, the heat of his body radiating toward her in waves. "You’ve been imagining my hands on you. My mouth. My cock inside you."

Mira’s breath hitched, her nipples hardening against the fabric of her dress. "Darius—" she began, but her protest was weak, meaningless.

"Shh." He reached out, his fingers brushing the curve of her hip, the touch searing through the thin material of her dress like a brand. "You don’t have to be quiet for me. Not here. Not with me."

She should pull away. She *should*. But the way he looked at her—like she was the only woman in the world, like she was a masterpiece he wanted to both admire and possess—made her knees weak and her resistance crumble like sand.

Darius’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers trailing dangerously close to where she ached for him. The sensation of his warm skin against hers was electrifying, each movement a promise of what was to come. "You want me to touch you again, don’t you?" he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire being.

Mira’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body trembling with need. "I—I want *you*," she finally admitted, the words tumbling from her lips before she could stop them, raw and honest, hanging in the air between them.

A growl rumbled in his chest, a sound of pure possession that made her wetter. His hand tightened on her hip, his grip firm and unyielding, claiming her even through the fabric of her dress. "Good girl," he praised, the words sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core.

Then, before she could react, his fingers were beneath the hem of her dress, sliding up her thigh, higher and higher—until he found the damp heat between her legs. Mira gasped, her body arching involuntarily into his touch, her mind briefly registering how scandalous it was, how wrong, how utterly right it felt.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his fingers pressing against her through the thin lace of her panties, the heat of his palm searing her sensitive flesh. "You’re already so wet for me."

Mira whimpered as his fingers teased her clit, the rough pad of his thumb circling, pressing, *demanding* her body’s response. "Darius—" she breathed, her hips beginning to move in time with his touch, a dance as old as time itself.

"Shh." His voice was a dark whisper, his breath hot against her ear as he leaned in closer, his other hand coming to rest on her opposite hip, trapping her between his body and the crib. "Just feel."

She did. She *felt* everything—the way his fingers worked her, the way her body trembled beneath his touch, the way her need for him coiled tighter and tighter in her stomach until she was nothing but a trembling, desperate mess in his hands. The memory of his fingers inside her last night, stretching her, filling her, flashed through her mind, and she moaned softly against his shoulder.

Darius’s fingers left her, and she whimpered at the sudden loss—until she felt the cool air hit her skin as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and dragged them down her legs. The lace fabric pooled at her ankles, leaving her bare, exposed, *his* in the most intimate way possible. The vulnerability should have frightened her, but instead, it sent a surge of excitement through her veins.

"Spread your legs wider," he ordered, his voice rough with desire, his eyes dark with hunger as they fixed on her bare pussy.

Mira obeyed without hesitation, her thighs trembling as she parted for him, her body craving his touch, his possession. Darius’s gaze raked over her, taking in every inch of her exposed flesh, and she felt a thrill at being so thoroughly admired by him.

"Fuck, you’re beautiful," he murmured, his voice thick with appreciation, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, sliding down to where her body begged for his touch. "My beautiful, perfect girl."

His fingers found her again, this time bare, his touch rough and possessive as he teased her entrance, circling, pressing, *stretching* her to accommodate what was to come. Mira’s hips jerked forward, her nails digging into the crib rail behind her as sensations flooded her system. His thumb found her clit once more, working it in slow, deliberate circles that had her gasping and moaning with each pass.

"Please—" she begged, her voice barely a whisper, her body writhing under his expert touch.

"Please what?" Darius murmured, his breath hot against her neck, his beard scratching deliciously against her sensitive skin. "Tell me what you want."

"I want *you* inside me," she gasped, her hips bucking against his hand. "I want to feel you. I want you to take me."

A growl rumbled in his chest, a sound of pure masculine satisfaction that resonated in her bones. "That’s right," he praised, his fingers leaving her entrance to trail up her stomach, his palm cupping her breast through her dress. "You know exactly what you want, don’t you? My cock inside that tight little pussy of yours."

Mira could only nod, her words lost to a moan as he pinched her nipple through the fabric, sending sparks of pleasure-pain down her spine. Then, with a suddenness that stole her breath, he lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist as he turned and carried her toward the door, his hands gripping her ass possessively.

"Where are we—?" she managed to ask, her voice breathless, her arms tightening around his neck.

"Somewhere private," he rumbled, his lips crashing against hers in a bruising kiss, his tongue invading her mouth with the same possessive hunger she expected from his cock. "Somewhere *mine*."

And then he was moving, his strides long and sure, carrying her deeper into the penthouse—past the living room with its floor-to-ceiling windows, down the hallway lined with art she never bothered to look at, and into the master suite, the heart of his world, where she was about to become his in every way possible.

The room was dark, the only light coming from the flickering candles scattered across the floor, casting shadows that danced across the walls and on Darius’s face, making him look like a god of pleasure come to claim her. He kicked the door shut behind them, the sound echoing in the silence of the candlelit room.

Mira’s breath hitched as he set her down on the plush Persian rug, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her dress up until it bunched at her waist, leaving her bare from the waist down, her body trembling with anticipation. Darius’s gaze raked over her, dark and possessive, taking in her exposed pussy, the way her thighs trembled, the way her breath came in shallow gasps.

"You’re mine now," he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, his touch sending shivers through her entire body. "And I’m going to make sure you *know* it."

Mira’s breath came in shallow gasps as he knelt before her, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing them apart further, his breath hot against her skin. She could feel his eyes on her, watching, devouring her with his gaze, and it was almost too much, the intensity, the raw desire in his expression.

Darius’s fingers traced the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, teasing her, torturing her with light touches that made her ache for more. His fingers slid closer to where she needed him most, dipping lower to tease her entrance before circling her clit, the touch sending jolts of pleasure through her.

"Darius—" she gasped, her hips bucking toward his touch, seeking more, needing more.

"Shh." His voice was a dark command, a low rumble that vibrated through her. "Just feel."

She did. She *felt* everything—the way his fingers worked her, the way her body trembled beneath his touch, the way her need for him coiled tighter and tighter in her stomach until she was nothing but a whimpering, desperate mess in his hands. The flickering candlelight cast shadows on his face, highlighting the desire in his eyes, the way his lips parted as he watched her react to his touch.

Darius’s fingers left her, and she whimpered at the sudden loss—until she felt the heat of his body against hers. He stood and lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her toward the bed, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her against him so she could feel his impressive erection straining against his slacks, pressing against her bare pussy through the thin material.

The sheets were already turned down, the scent of his cologne thick in the air, mingling with the scent of her arousal and the wax of the candles. Darius set her down gently on the plush mattress, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her dress up until it pooled around her waist, leaving her bare and exposed to his gaze.

Mira’s breath hitched as he knelt between her legs, his hands tracing the curves of her hips, her thighs, before dipping lower to tease her entrance, his fingers testing her readiness. The pad of his thumb circled her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her, making her moan softly, her back arching off the bed.

"You’re so wet for me," he murmured, his voice rough with desire, his eyes dark with hunger as they fixed on her pussy. "So *ready* for me to fill you up."

Mira’s body trembled as he prepared her, his fingers stretching her, teasing her, a delicious preparation for what was to come. The anticipation was exquisite, a tension that built in her stomach with each touch, each whisper of his breath against her skin.

"Tell me you want this," he ordered, his voice dark and commanding, his fingers continuing their torturously slow circles around her clit. "Tell me you want my cock inside you."

"I want *you*," she gasped, her hips bucking against his hand, seeking more, needing more. "I want *everything* you have to give me."

A growl rumbled in his chest, a sound of pure masculine satisfaction that resonated in her bones. "That’s right," he praised, his fingers leaving her entrance to trace up her stomach, his palm resting just below her breast. "You know exactly what you want, don’t you? My cock deep inside that tight little pussy of yours."

Mira could only nod, her words lost to a moan as he leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a bruising kiss, his tongue invading her mouth with the same possessive hunger she expected from his cock. Then, with a suddenness that stole her breath, he lifted her legs, positioning her ankles on his shoulders, opening her body completely to his gaze and his touch.

Darius’s cock brushed against her entrance, teasing, tormenting, the tip sliding through her wetness, spreading her arousal. Mira could feel how hard he was, how thick, and her body trembled in anticipation of being filled by him, of taking all of him inside her.

"Please," she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets beneath her, her body writhing with need. "I need you. I need you inside me, now."

A dark chuckle rumbled in his chest. "Patience," he murmured, his voice rough with desire, his eyes fixed on where their bodies almost connected. "We have all night, and I’m going to savor every moment of taking you."

He positioned the head of his cock at her entrance, pressing just inside, stretching her, making her gasp at the sensation of being filled, even just a little. Then he pulled back, teasing her again, his cock sliding through her wetness, circling her entrance, driving her wild with need.

"Darius, please," she begged, her hips lifting off the bed, trying to take more of him inside. "I can’t stand it. I need you."

A growl rumbled in his chest, and he finally gave her what she wanted, pressing forward, his cock sliding deeper inside her, inch by slow, delicious inch, stretching her, filling her in a way that made her gasp and moan with pleasure. He was bigger than she remembered, thicker, and the sensation of being so completely filled by him was almost overwhelming.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hips snapping forward as he took control, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place as he began to move. "You’re so tight. So *perfect*."

Mira’s body trembled as he fucked her, his hips snapping forward as he took her harder, deeper, filling her completely with each thrust. The sensation was incredible, a mix of pleasure and a delicious ache as her body adjusted to his size, to his possession. His cock slid in and out of her, each movement sending waves of pleasure through her, each thrust bringing her closer to the edge.

"Tell me you’re mine," he growled, his voice rough, his eyes dark with possession as he looked down at where they were joined. "Tell me this pussy is mine."

"I’m yours," she gasped, her hips bucking to meet his thrusts, her nails digging into the sheets. "I’m *yours*."

A growl rumbled in his chest, his hands tightening on her thighs, his grip possessive, almost painfully so, but she welcomed it, welcomed this raw, primal claim on her body. He fucked her harder, deeper, his hips snapping forward with each thrust, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the candlelit room.

"Come for me again," he ordered, his voice a command that resonated in her bones. "Let me feel you come around my cock."

Mira’s body shuddered as she came, her back arching off the bed as she cried out his name, the pleasure crashing over her in waves that left her breathless and trembling. Darius’s hips snapped forward, his cock swelling inside her as he came, his cum filling her, marking her as his in the most primal way possible. She could feel the heat of it, the way he pulsed inside her, a sensation that sent aftershocks of pleasure through her sensitive body.

Darius’s hips slowed, then stopped, his cock still buried deep inside her, his hands still gripping her thighs, his chest heaving with the effort of his orgasm. For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined together, breathing heavily, the only sound in the room their ragged breaths and the soft flickering of the candles.

Mira’s body trembled as he finally pulled out of her, his cum dripping down her thighs, a visceral reminder of what they had just done, of how thoroughly he had claimed her. Darius’s hand slid up her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, a gentle touch that sent a jolt of pleasure through her already sensitive body.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his eyes dark with hunger as he looked down at her. "Such a good girl. You took my cock so beautifully."

Mira’s body trembled as he helped her to her feet, his hands sliding down her body, his lips finding hers in a deep, lingering kiss that left her breathless. When he finally pulled away, his breath was ragged, his eyes still dark with desire.

"You’re mine," he growled, his voice raw with emotion, his hands cupping her face. "And I’m never letting you go."

Mira’s heart pounded in her chest as she looked up at him, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of their passion, her mind reeling from the intensity of their connection. She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, feeling the rough stubble against her skin, a reminder of the man who had just claimed her so thoroughly.

"Darius," she whispered, his name a prayer on her lips.

His hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, a touch that made her gasp and her hips jerk involuntarily. "Now," he murmured, his voice rough with desire, his eyes fixed on her face. "It’s time to go back to sleep."

Mira followed him to the bed, her body still aching for him, her mind still processing the intensity of their encounter. He pulled her into his arms, his body warm against hers, his breath hot against her neck, his hand resting possessively on her hip. She could feel his cock hardening against her thigh, a promise of what was to come in the morning.

"Sleep well," he murmured, his voice soft, his lips brushing against her ear. "Because tomorrow, we start again."

Mira’s body trembled as she settled into the bed, her body still aching for him, her mind still processing the intensity of their connection. She could feel his even breathing against her, the rise and fall of his chest, the warmth of his body against hers. She knew she should be afraid, should regret what they had done, but all she could feel was a sense of rightness, a feeling that this was exactly where she was meant to be, in his arms, his possession.

Darius’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers brushing against her clit, a touch that made her gasp and her hips jerk involuntarily. "Goodnight, Mira," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his eyes closed, a small smile playing on his lips. "You’re *mine*."

And as she drifted off to sleep, surrounded by the scent of sex and his cologne, the flickering candlelight casting shadows on the walls, she knew one thing for certain—she was *his*, body and soul, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.




Chapter 5

The weight of Darius’s presence lingered in the air long after the door had clicked shut behind him. Mira stood in the nursery, her breath shallow, her fingers still trembling where they had just adjusted the hem of her dress. The damp ache between her thighs refused to settle, her body betraying her with a traitorous pulse that quickened at even the *memory* of him. She ran her fingers over the sensitive skin of her wrists, where bruises from his grip were already beginning to form—faint purple reminders of that morning’s encounter.

She shouldn’t want this. She shouldn’t want *him*.

But the truth clawed at her from the inside, a relentless whisper that grew louder with each passing hour. **He hadn’t just taken her body in the elevator. He had taken her response. Her submission. The very way she thought of herself now.** And the knowledge was as exhilarating as it was terrifying. Three days of stolen moments, of whispered commands and secret touches, had unraveled something deep inside her. She had come to the penthouse expecting a job—something responsible, something *clean*. Instead, she had found a slow, deliberate corruption of everything she had thought herself to be.

And she had *liked* it.

Darius’s voice had settled into the pit of her stomach, rough as gravel and laced with something darker—**a promise of what was to come.** That promise still burned like a live ember, waiting to be stoked. She could still feel the ghost of his hands on her waist, the way his fingers had dug into her soft flesh as he pressed her against the wall of the elevator. Her breasts ached with the memory, her nipples still sensitive beneath her bra. He had touched her like he owned her, and the realization sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with fear.

The intercom buzzed, breaking the silence of the nursery. Mira’s breath caught, her fingers curling into the soft fabric of the stuffed bear she had been dusting. She knew it was him. **No one else dared to disturb her like this.** No one else made her skin prickle with the anticipation of being *found*.

"Miss Patel?" His voice was deeper now, tinged with that dark, velvety amusement that never failed to make her knees weak. The way he said her name—**like a challenge, like a confession, like a dare to do something wildly reckless.**

She exhaled, forcing her legs to move. Her bare feet pressed into the plush rug as she crossed to the intercom, her hips swaying with a newfound confidence. **The silk of her dress clung to the undersides of her breasts, the hollows of her waist, the soft curve of her ass.** Darius had left marks there that morning—**dark smudges where his fingers had gripped her when he bent her over the elevator railing, the faintest reddening of her skin where his beard had grazed her throat when he dragged her back against his chest.** Her fingers traced the fading impressions as she pressed the intercom button.

"Coming," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Good girl," he murmured, the warmth in his tone sending a wave of heat through her body. "I'll be waiting."

The door opened slowly, as if she were surrendering herself to him all over again. Darius stood there, filling the doorway like a storm waiting to break. **No slacks this time. No pretenses.** Just his broad, sweaty chest, the dark hair tapering down to his hips, his cock already fully hard—**a thick, heavy length jutting toward her, the tip flushed with the promise of what he wanted to do.**

Mira’s breath hitched. **She hadn’t expected this.** Not the raw, immediate hunger in his expression. Not the way his gaze devoured her like a starving man, **skimming over the curves his hands had worshipped—then ravaged—only hours before.** Her nipples tightened under his scrutiny, her dress suddenly feeling both too warm and not warm enough.

And then his hand was there, **spanning her waist before he pulled her flush against his body, pinning her with a single, ruthless motion.** His cock pressed against her stomach, **warm and heavy**, and for one breathless moment, she thought he would take her right here in the hallway—**fuck her against the wall, claim her again like he had in the elevator.**

But then his mouth was at her ear, his breath hot and ragged. *"The first command was a warning."* His fingers tightened, **teasing the line of her panties where they sat just beneath the hem of her dress.** *"Tonight, you’ll feel the *weight* of it."*

The words sent a shudder down her spine, her body already tightening in response to his touch, his voice, the *danger* of his tone. She could smell him now—**the clean scent of his soap mixed with the heady musk of his arousal.** It was intoxicating, drawing her in even as her rational mind screamed at her to run.

His fingers slid beneath the fabric, **finding the soft flesh of her inner thigh as he dragged her back toward the breeding chamber.** The door clicked shut behind her, sealing them into the dim room where the sheets still smelled of them—**of his cum, of the musky, heady scent of her own arousal, of the sweat that had slicked their bodies when he finally sank into her in the elevator.**

Mira’s breath came faster now, her pulse hammering as Darius’s fingers coasted up her thigh, **slow, deliberate, teasing her toward the edge without quite letting her fall.** She closed her eyes, her head falling back as his touch grazed her thighs, her waist, her ribs. It was torture—exquisite, maddening torture.

When he finally reached her pussy, he **didn’t hesitate.**

His fingers dragged through her slit, **already hot and wet from the memory of him**, before he curled them inside her. Mira gasped at the intrusion, her nails digging into her palms—**no one had ever touched her like this before, not with such possessive intent.** His thumb found her clit, **circling once, twice, before pressing in just enough to make her whimper.**

"You’re *mine*," he growled, his voice rough against the silence. *"And I’m going to make sure you never forget it."*

Mira’s breath hitched, her body already tightening in response to his touch. **He didn’t just want release.** This was deeper. Darker. **This was about asserting control, about leaving indelible marks on her body and her mind.**

His fingers left her, but she barely had time to protest before his hand slid up her throat, **cupping her chin before he forced her mouth open.** His tongue plunged inside, **rough and demanding**, and Mira melted against him, her body responding even as her mind screamed at her to stop.

But she couldn’t.

Not when his other hand slid beneath her dress, **gripping her breast over the thin fabric of her bra.** His thumb pressed against her nipple, **teasing, pinching, until she arched into his touch, her breath hitching against his tongue.**

Darius chuckled darkly, pulling away only enough to speak. *"You’re so responsive."* His fingers **tugged at her bra, pulling it free until her breasts spilled into his waiting hands.** He groaned, **palming both before he bent to take her nipple into his mouth, his warm, wet tongue circling it.**

Mira’s knees turned to jelly, her thighs pressing together as if seeking relief. But Darius was having none of that.

His hand **slid back down her throat, gripping the back of her neck as he dragged her forward, forcing her to her knees.** Mira gasped, her hands flat on the floor as Darius **fisted her hair, tilting her head back until their eyes locked.**

"You’re a good girl," he murmured, **his thumb tracing her lower lip as his touch was rough and possessive.** *"You know how to take a man’s cock. You know how to *give*."*

Mira’s breath hitched, her thighs clenching at the raw hunger in his voice. She could see the desire in his eyes, feel the tension in his body as he held back, waiting for her response.

"Are you sure you’re ready for this?" His fingers **traced the line of her waist, then lower, lower—until they toyed with the waistband of her panties.** *"Because once I start, I won’t stop until you’re *mine* in every way."*

Mira’s throat tightened. **She had never heard him speak like this before—darker, rougher, his voice dripping with the promise of violence and pleasure.** She *shouldn’t* have liked it. She *shouldn’t* have wanted to see where this led.

But the truth clawed at her, leaving no room for lies.

"I’m ready," she whispered.

His fingers **tugged at the thin strap of her panties, pulling them free.** The fabric was barely held up before they dropped to the floor, leaving her naked and trembling on her knees before him.

Darius’s gaze **raked over her, lingering on the way her hips arched for him, the way her breath hitched, the way her pussy glistened with her own arousal.** He groaned, **his fingers tracing the soft folds of her sex.**

"You’re *perfect*," he growled, **his fingers teasing her entrance, then curling inside her.** He groaned, **his thumb pressing against her g-spot as his fingers worked her, stretching her, twisting her tighter and tighter until she was a writhing mess against the floor, her nails digging into the rug, her legs spread wider as his tongue dragged at her inner thigh.**

"Darius—"

"Tell me *who* you are." His voice was rough, **his fingers still twisting inside her.** *"Tell me *whose* you are."*

"I—I’m yours," she gasped, her body already tightening at the edge of her climax.

A dark chuckle rumbled in his chest. **"You’re *mine*."***

Then his mouth was on her, **his tongue dragging through her folds, circling her clit before plunging inside her.** Mira screamed, **her body arching into the rough, wet heat of his mouth as he feasted on her, his fingers pinching her nipples, his touch relentless and possessive.**

She came before she could stop herself, **her back bowing off the floor, her nails drawing blood as she screamed his name.**

Darius pulled away, **his fingers still twisting inside her, his breath hot against her skin.** *"Now, you’ll take my cock like a good girl."*

Mira’s body trembled.

She was *his.*

And he was going to make sure she knew it.

His hands **gripped her hips, tilting her before he dragged her forward.** Mira’s fingers curled into the rug, her legs spread wide as Darius **pressed the head of his cock against her entrance, still slick from his own teasing.***

"You’re *tight*," he growled, **his hips snapping forward as he buried himself inside her.** *"So fucking *tight*."*

Mira cried out as he filled her, **his cock a thick, relentless intruder.** He didn’t give her time to adjust. Instead, **his hips snapped forward again, then again, fucking her hard, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her ass as he took her, his voice a growling command.**

"Take me, Mira. *Take* me."

And she did.

She *took* him, **her body arching into his every thrust, her back bowing off the floor, her nails digging into the rug as she clawed at him, her pussy tight and wet and *hungry* as she took his cock again and again and again.**

Darius’s hips snapped faster now, **his touch bruising, his voice a dark growl as he fucked her, his fingers twisting inside her, his thumb pressing against her g-spot.** *"You’re *mine* now. Say it."*

"I’m *yours*," she gasped, **her body trembling with the force of her climax, her pussy already tightening around his cock, her nails clawing at the rug as she screamed his name.**

A growl rumbled in his chest. **"No. Say *who*."***

Mira’s breath came in shallow gasps, **her body writhing beneath his, her pussy tightening as she screamed.**

"Darius!" Her voice was raw, **her climax shuddering through her body as he buried himself inside her, his fingers gripping her hips, his touch a dark, possessive demand.***

"Say *who*!" His voice was rough, **his hips snapping faster now, his cock swelling inside her as he fucked her, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her ass.***

"I—I’m *your*! I—I’m—"

A growl rumbled in his chest, **his hips snapping faster now, his cock swelling inside her.** *"Fucking *mine*."*

And then he was coming, **his body shuddering above hers, his fingers gripping her hips, his cock swelling inside her as he filled her, his cum dripping down her thighs, the rug soaked with their sin.***

Darius pulled away, **his fingers tracing the soft folds of her pussy, tease after tease, as he dragged her back to her feet.** Mira gasped as he **pulled her flush against his body**, **his fingers still twisting inside her, his breath hot against her ear.**

"You’re *mine*," he growled. **"And I’m never letting you go."**

Mira looked up at him, **her thighs slick with his cum, her body still trembling with the force of her climax.**

Darius’s fingers **traced the line of her jaw, then lower, until he curled them around her neck.** He leaned closer, **his breath hot against her skin.**

"Now, get dressed," he growled. **"Liam will be home soon."**

Mira’s breath hitched.

**She should have been relieved.**

But instead, she only felt the weight of his claim settling over her like a second skin.

And she *wanted* it.

Even if it meant hell.
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