

Chapter 1

The bassline from the basement thumped through Jenna’s chest like a second heartbeat, vibrating through the soles of her heels as she leaned against the kitchen counter. The air was thick with the scent of weed, sweat, and something darker—something primitive. Tonight wasn’t just another party. Tonight was the night she was going to stop pretending.

She swirled the cheap red wine in her glass, the liquid sloshing against the sides like her pulse. Around her, bodies moved in a frenzy of grinding hips and wandering hands. Laughter spilled from the living room, where the DJ’s voice cut through the music, announcing another track. Jenna’s friends—Lena, Mia, and Tasha—were already deep in conversation near the fridge, their voices hushed but electric with anticipation.

"You’re really gonna do it?" Lena had asked earlier, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief as she handed Jenna a shot of something strong. "After all that talk about Jake being ‘perfect’?"

"I just…" Jenna had hesitated, her fingers tightening around the glass. "I need to know."

Mia had smirked, swirling her own drink. "Girl, you’re about to find out why we all switch."

And now, here she was. Ready.

The kitchen was a maze of heat and movement, the dim lighting casting everything in gold and shadow. Jenna’s gaze locked onto him almost immediately—Darius. He stood near the back, his broad frame cutting through the crowd like a blade. His dark skin glistened under the strobe lights, the muscles in his arms flexing as he clapped a friend on the shoulder. His shirt clung to him, the fabric stretched tight over his chest, and when he moved, the way his hips rolled made Jenna’s breath catch. She could see the definition of his abs through the thin material, the way they contracted with every movement. His presence commanded attention, and she wondered how she hadn’t noticed him sooner. His confidence was magnetic, drawing her in despite herself.

She’d seen him before, of course. At parties, at the gym, even once at the coffee shop downtown. But tonight, he wasn’t just another guy in the room. Tonight, he was hunting.

And she was the prey.

---

Darius was close before she even realized it. His presence alone sent a jolt through her, the heat radiating off him like a furnace. His cologne—deep, smoky, masculine—wrapped around her, and Jenna had to fight the urge to press her face into his chest just to breathe him in. She could smell his scent beneath the cologne—something clean, like soap and sex mixed together. It was intoxicating.

"You look like you’re thinking hard," he murmured, his voice rough, low. His hands found her waist, fingers spanning her hips like they’d been made to hold her there. They were strong hands, calloused but gentle, a shocking contrast that sent a shiver down her spine. "Something on your mind, baby?"

Jenna’s pulse spiked. The intimate pet name felt both foreign and right on his lips. "I was just—" She swallowed, her throat dry. "Wondering if you dance."

A slow, knowing smirk curled his lips. "Nah. I fuck. But I can make you dance for me."

His words sent a bolt of heat straight to her core. She imagined him touching her, guiding her body to move with his rhythm. The thought made her dizzy.

Before she could react, he had her backed against the fridge, his body caging her in. The cold metal bit into her spine, but all she could focus on was the way his hands slid up her sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. She gasped, her nipples hardening instantly against her lace bra. The sensation was electric, and she couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped her lips. His touch was confident, knowing exactly where to apply pressure, exactly how to make her body respond.

"You ever had a black man stretch that tight little pussy?" His lips were at her ear, his breath hot, his voice a growl that sent shivers down her spine. "Or you still think white dick’s gonna cut it?"

Jenna’s pussy flooded. She should’ve been horrified. Should’ve shoved him away, told him to back off. But instead, she arched into his touch, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. His chest was hard against hers, the material of his shirt doing little to hide the powerful muscles beneath. She could feel his heartbeat, steady and strong against her palm.

"I—I don’t know," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. Her mind was racing, conflicting thoughts warring within her. Part of her wanted to maintain her composure, but another part—one she’d been suppressing for far too long—wanted to surrender completely to whatever he had planned.

Darius chuckled, the sound dark and amused. "Then let’s find out."

His hand slid down, fingers hooking into the waistband of her shorts. She should’ve stopped him. Should’ve remembered this was just a curiosity, a fantasy. But when his fingers brushed her clit through her panties, she moaned, her thighs trembling. The sensation was overwhelming, and she could feel herself getting wetter by the second. His fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, building a pressure that was already threatening to undo her.

"Fuck, you’re already wet," he murmured, his voice rough with approval. "Bet you’ve been thinking about this all night, haven’t you? Bet you’ve been fantasizing about a big black cock tearing up that tight pussy of yours."

His dirty talk was making her dizzy. He was so confident, so unapologetically male, and it was intoxicating. She could feel the bulge in his jeans pressing against her thigh, a promise of what was to come.

"Good girl," he praised, his other hand gripping her hip possessively. "Now tell me—you want this cock, or you scared?"

She was terrified. Terrified of how big he was. Terrified of how good it already felt. Terrified of what this meant for her, for her relationship, for her carefully constructed identity. But beneath the fear was a desire so powerful it threatened to consume her.

"I want it," she breathed, the words practically torn from her throat.

Darius’s grin was pure predator. "Then get on your knees."

---

The floor was cold beneath her knees, but Jenna barely noticed. All she could focus on was the thick, heavy outline of his cock straining against his jeans, the way his fingers tangled in her hair when she hesitated. His hand was strong in her hair, not rough but commanding, guiding her without force. She could feel the tension in his body, the restraint he was displaying, and it made her even more eager to please him.

"Look at me," he commanded.

She obeyed, her gaze locked onto his as she undid his belt. His eyes were dark with desire, watching her every move with rapt attention. She could see the pulse in his neck, quickening as her fingers worked on his zipper.

The sound of the zipper was loud in the quiet kitchen, the only noise besides their ragged breaths. His cock sprang free—long, thick, the veins pulsing as if alive. Jenna’s breath caught. Holy shit. He was bigger than she’d expected, the head already glistening with pre-cum. She could see the faint scars on his shaft, evidence of other encounters, and the thought sent a thrill through her.

"You ever seen one this big?" Darius’s voice was rough, almost amused at her reaction. "Most girls need a moment when they see it for the first time."

She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. "No. I haven’t."

"Then you’re in for a treat." His hand fisted around the base, stroking once, twice, and pre-cum beaded at the tip, glistening under the dim light. God, he’s huge. The thought echoed in her mind as she stared at his cock. She’d never taken anything like that before, and the idea of it filling her up was both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Open up," he said, his voice softer now, almost gentle.

Jenna’s mouth watered. She’d never been this bold before. But with Darius, it felt natural. Like she was made for this. Like she’d been waiting her whole life for this moment.

She leaned forward, her lips parting around the head. The taste of him—salt and musk—exploded on her tongue. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock. His hand tightened in her hair, not pulling, just holding her there, guiding her.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hips jerking slightly. "Just like that. You have a talented little mouth, don’t you?"

She took more, her jaw stretching, her eyes watering as he hit the back of her throat. The sensation was overwhelming, and she gagged—but the sound only seemed to turn him on more. His other hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing but encouraging her to take more of him.

"That’s it," he praised, his voice thick with desire. "Take it like a good girl. Show me how much you want this."

Jenna whimpered around his cock, her pussy dripping. She could feel her panties soaked through, her body betraying her thoughts. She’d never been this turned on in her life. The contrast between his rough words and his tender touches was driving her wild, and she found herself wanting to please him, wanting to make him feel good.

"Enough," Darius growled suddenly, pulling her off with a pop. "I wanna fuck that pretty mouth later. Right now?" His hand slid between her thighs, fingers finding her soaked panties. "I wanna be inside this."

He didn’t wait for an answer. In one swift motion, he spun her around, bending her over the counter. The cold granite bit into her stomach as he yanked her shorts and panties down, exposing her. She could feel the cool air on her skin, feel his eyes on her most intimate parts. It was embarrassing and exciting at the same time.

"Spread your legs," he ordered.

Jenna obeyed, her breath coming in sharp gasps as she felt the head of his cock press against her entrance. The tip was already slick with pre-cum, sliding easily against her folds. She could feel how wet she was, how ready her body was for him, despite her racing thoughts.

"You sure you’re ready for this?" he murmured, his fingers tracing her folds, spreading her wetness. "‘Cause once I’m in, you ain’t gonna want no other dick. This pussy’s gonna be ruined for anything else."

She whimpered. His words were possessive, claiming her in a way no one ever had. It should have frightened her, but instead, it made her feel desired, treasured even.

"Please," she breathed, pushing back against him slightly, urging him on.

The first inch slid in, stretching her painfully, and Jenna cried out. It burned. It hurt. She could feel every ridge, every vein as he entered her, her body struggling to accommodate his size. She dug her nails into the counter, her knuckles white, trying to process the sensation.

"Oh god—"

—it felt so good.

Darius groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper. "Fuck, you’re tight. So fuckin’ tight, baby." His voice was strained, like he was holding back, trying to be gentle despite his obvious desire.

Jenna’s nails dug into the counter. "It’s too much— too much—"

"No," he corrected, his voice rough but comforting. "It’s perfect. Your pussy was made for this cock, baby. Just relax for me. Let me in."

He stopped, buried halfway inside her, giving her time to adjust. Jenna focused on her breathing, on the sensation of being filled in a way she’d never experienced. Slowly, the burning sensation began to fade, replaced by a deep, satisfying ache.

"Better?" he asked, his voice soft.

She nodded, unable to find words. "More."

And then he was all the way in, his balls slapping against her, and Jenna screamed, her vision blurring with tears. He was huge, filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was both painful and pleasurable. She could feel him pulsing inside her, could feel her own body clenching around him, trying to accommodate his size.

"You like that?" Darius panted, pulling out just to slam back in. "Like how big I feel? Like how your tight little pussy is stretched around this black cock?"

"Yes!" she sobbed, her body trembling with the intensity of the sensation. "Oh god, yes—"

He fucked her hard, relentless, each thrust sending her higher. The counter dug into her stomach, the burn in her pussy electric, and when his fingers found her clit, she shattered.

"Fuck—!" Jenna came undone, her orgasm crashing over her in waves as Darius groaned, his cock swelling inside her. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever experienced, her body convulsing with pleasure as he pounded into her.

"Damn," he muttered, kissing her shoulder as he softened. "You’re addictive." His breath was hot against her skin, his body covering hers protectively. "I told you. You ain’t never gonna want no other dick after this."

Jenna collapsed against the counter, her legs shaking. She could still feel him—every inch of him—pulsing inside her, the evidence of what they’d just done. Her body was humming with pleasure, her mind reeling from the intensity of the experience.

And for the first time in her life, she knew one thing for certain.

White dick was never going to be enough again.




Chapter 2

The morning light spilled through the half-drawn blinds like golden syrup, thick and slow, pooling across the hardwood floors of Darius’s apartment. Jenna stirred against the sheets, her body still humming with the aftershocks of last night—each thrust, each groan, each claim he’d made on her body. She should have been sore. Should have been ashamed. But all she felt was the ghost of his fingers tracing the curve of her hip, the way his breath had heated her neck as he whispered filthy promises against her skin. The memory of his hands gripping her waist, his teeth nipping at her earlobe, sent a fresh wave of heat between her legs. Her thighs pressed together, trying to ease the sudden throb that pulsed through her core.

She wasn’t supposed to be here. She wasn’t supposed to have stayed.

But when he’d told her to follow him upstairs after the party, when his hand had curled around hers like he owned her, she hadn’t resisted. And now, here she was, tangled in his sheets, the scent of his cologne—bergamot and something darker, something animal—lingering in the air. Her fingers traced the patterns on his pillow, still carrying the faint scent of him. She should have left hours ago, while he was still sleeping, before things got any more complicated. But the thought of slipping away in the dark had felt too much like a coward’s move. She wanted to see his face in the morning light, to see if the intensity she’d felt last night was still there when the sun was up.

She pushed herself up, her muscles protesting in the best way, and glanced around. The place was sleek, minimalist—black leather couches, framed abstract art on the walls, a single plant in the corner like a defiant splash of green in all the darkness. Darius’s bedroom was just as controlled: a king-sized bed, dark wood dresser, a single framed photo of him and a group of friends on a beach, all of them grinning, arms slung around each other. There was a neatly folded stack of clothes on a chair in the corner—dark jeans, a crisp white shirt—that made her bite her lip. The man was meticulous, disciplined. Everything about him screamed control, and yet last night had been anything but controlled. It had been wild, primal, consuming.

She should leave. She should.

But then the door creaked open, and Darius stepped inside, his bare chest glistening with droplets of water, a towel draped low over his hips. His skin was still warm from the shower, the steam clinging to him like a second layer. His eyes locked onto hers, dark and knowing, and Jenna’s pulse spiked, her breath catching in her throat. A single droplet of water trailed down his chest, following the path of his muscles before disappearing under the edge of the towel. She watched, transfixed, as his fingers absently traced the path of that droplet, his gaze never leaving hers.

"You decent?" His voice was rough, still thick with sleep, sending shivers down her spine.

Jenna swallowed, suddenly aware of how exposed she felt in his t-shirt, her own body still marked from last night’s passion. "I—I didn’t mean to—"

"Stay?" He stepped closer, the towel slipping just enough to reveal the dark, heavy outline of his cock beneath. "You think I’d let you leave after last night?"

She should have been offended. Should have stormed out, grabbed her things, called an Uber before he could stop her. But the way he looked at her—like she was his—made her stomach clench with desire. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every inch of skin visible above the sheets. She could feel the heat of his gaze like a physical touch, igniting a fire that had never completely gone out.

"I don’t even know your last name," she blurted, needing to say something, anything to break the intense connection.

Darius chuckled, shaking his head as he dropped the towel. His cock was already half-hard, thick and proud, the tip glistening with pre-cum. "Jenna Carter. And you’re about to know everything about me."

She should have run. She didn’t.

Instead, she watched as he moved toward her, his muscles flexing with every step, the way his hips rolled like he was already inside her. There was a confidence in his stride, a purpose that made her heart race. When he reached the edge of the bed, he gripped her ankle and pulled her forward, her back hitting the mattress with a soft thud. The sudden movement made her gasp, her body already responding to his touch. His fingers trailed up her calf, leaving goosebumps in their wake, before moving to the hem of the t-shirt she was wearing.

"Last night was just the beginning," he murmured, his voice dropping to a low rumble as he pushed the shirt up, exposing her naked body to his hungry gaze. "Now you’re mine for however long you want to stay."

Jenna’s breath hitched as the cool air hit her heated skin. "What if I don’t want to leave?"

His smirk was slow, dangerous, and devastatingly sexy. "Then you’re in the right place."

---

The shower was even better than she imagined. Darius had led her into the bathroom, the steam already fogging the mirrors, the water running hot and heavy over her skin. He didn’t waste time. The second the door closed, his hands were on her, gripping her waist, pulling her back against him. She could feel his stiffening erection pressing against her ass through the thin fabric of her panties, already growing harder with anticipation.

"You’re gonna get clean," he growled into her ear, his breath warm against her skin, his cock pressing insistently against her through her panties. "And then I’m gonna make sure you stay that way."

Jenna whimpered as his fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, yanking them down in one rough motion. The cool air hit her bare pussy, and she gasped, her thighs trembling at the sudden exposure. The contrast between the cool air and the warmth of the room and his body was almost overwhelming, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her clit.

"Spread ‘em," he ordered, his voice thick with desire.

She obeyed without hesitation, her fingers digging into the shower wall as she widened her stance. Darius’s breath was hot against her neck, his hands sliding up her sides, thumbs brushing her nipples through her soaked bra. The sensation was electric, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"Fuck, you’re already dripping," he murmured, his voice rough with approval. "You miss me already?"

"I—I don’t know," she admitted, her voice shaking with arousal. "But I think I might."

His chuckle was dark, amused. "Liar."

Then his fingers were between her legs, two of them pressing inside her in one smooth motion. Jenna cried out, her head falling back against his shoulder as he stretched her, curling his fingers just right to hit that spot that made her knees weak. The sensation was overwhelming—his thick fingers filling her, the water cascading down their bodies, his breath hot against her ear.

"You like that?" he murmured, his lips brushing her earlobe. "Like how good my fingers feel inside you?"

"Yes—" she gasped, her nails scraping against the tile. "Oh god, yes—"

"Then you’re gonna love my cock," he promised, his voice dropping to a dangerous growl.

Before she could respond, he spun her around, pressing her against the shower wall. The water pounded down between them, steam rising in thick clouds as he gripped his cock, positioning it at her entrance. She could feel the heat and hardness of him, the sheer size of his cock promising something she had never experienced before. Her body tensed in anticipation, both fear and desire warring within her.

"You sure you can handle this?" His voice was rough, almost pained with restraint. "‘Cause once I’m inside you, you ain’t gonna want no other man’s dick."

Jenna’s heart pounded like a drum against her ribs. She should be scared. Should be thinking about Jake, about how this was wrong, about how she was cheating. But all she could think about was the way his cock felt against her, thick and hard, promising something she had never experienced before. The logical part of her brain had been silenced by the overwhelming desire that coursed through her veins.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

Darius didn’t hesitate. With one rough thrust, he slammed into her.

Jenna screamed, her body arching as the burn seared through her. It hurt. It stretched. But beneath the pain, there was something else—something delicious, something that made her pussy clench around him, begging for more. The sensation of being filled so completely was almost overwhelming, a perfect blend of pleasure and pain that had her gasping for breath.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his hips snapping forward as he fucked her against the shower wall. The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed in the small space, mixed with the water and their ragged breathing. "You’re tight, baby. So fucking tight."

Jenna could only moan in response, her fingers clawing at the tile for purchase as he ruined her. Every thrust sent stars exploding behind her eyelids. Every groan from his lips made her wetter, her body betraying her with its eager response to his possession. The water cascaded down their bodies, creating a slick barrier between their skin as he moved faster, harder, his hips a blur of motion as he took what he wanted.

"Take it," he commanded, his voice rough with pleasure. "Take every inch of my black cock."

She did. She took it. She took the stretch, the burn, the fullness of him. With each thrust, she could feel him hitting deeper and deeper, awakening nerves she didn’t know she had. Her body adjusted to his size, the initial discomfort melting away into a pleasure so intense it was almost painful. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him closer, demanding more.

"More," she gasped, her voice thick with desire. "God, please, more."

Darius obliged, his pace becoming frantic, his hips slamming into hers with a force that would leave bruises. The sound of their flesh connecting filled the shower, a primal rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing in tight circles that had her seeing stars.

"Come for me," he ordered, his voice a low growl. "Let me feel that pussy clench around my cock."

As if his words were a trigger, her orgasm crashed over her, waves of pleasure so intense they bordered on painful. She screamed his name, her body convulsing as the climax tore through her. Darius followed soon after, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he filled her with his release, groaning her name against her shoulder.

When it was over, they collapsed against the shower wall, breathing heavily, their bodies slick with water and sweat. Darius turned her around, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her, slow and deep, pouring all of his passion into the connection. Jenna melted into the kiss, her body still humming with the aftershocks of their encounter. When they finally broke apart, he rested his forehead against hers, his breathing slowly returning to normal.

"You good?" he murmured, his voice rough with emotion.

Jenna nodded, her breath still coming in ragged gasps. "Better than good."

He chuckled, kissing the tip of her nose. "That’s what I like to hear."

---

Afterward, they collapsed onto the plush rug in front of the shower, the water still running, their bodies slick with sweat and soap. Darius pulled her into his lap, his cock still half-hard against her ass, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin. The soft rug was a welcome relief against her overheated body, and she sank into his embrace with a sigh of contentment.

"You good?" he murmured, his voice rough.

Jenna nodded, her breath still coming in ragged gasps as she tried to process the intensity of what had just happened. "Better than good."

He chuckled, kissing the top of her head. "That’s what I like to hear."

She hesitated, then turned to look at him. The morning light filtered through the steam, casting a soft glow on his features. His dark eyes were serious now, the playful intensity of their lovemaking replaced by something more contemplative. "What happens now?"

Darius’s eyes darkened, his expression softening as he looked at her. "Now? We eat. Then we fuck again. Then we see where this goes."

Jenna’s stomach growled on cue, and they both laughed. The sound was warm and genuine, breaking the tension that had built between them. She felt a smile tug at her lips, a sense of rightness settling over her despite the chaos of her situation.

"Guess we start with food," she said, her voice lighter than before.

Darius stood, pulling her up with him, his cock brushing against her thigh as he wrapped a towel around her. The simple act of taking care of her was surprisingly intimate, and she found herself watching his movements with fascination. He was so confident, so sure of himself and his place in the world. It was both intimidating and incredibly attractive.

"Then we’ll see how long it takes before you’re begging for my dick again," he said, a playful smirk returning to his lips.

Jenna bit her lip, her pussy already throbbing at the thought. She knew she shouldn’t be thinking about sex again so soon, that she should be focused on the reality of her situation. But something told her that with Darius, the rules were different. Normal expectations didn’t apply when you met someone who could bring you to your knees with a single touch.

"I bet I won’t have to wait long," she replied, matching his smile.

Darius’s eyes flashed with approval. "I like that answer."

As they made their way to the kitchen, Jenna couldn’t shake the feeling that her life had just taken an unexpected turn. She was cheating on her boyfriend, staying in a stranger’s apartment, and already planning her next sexual encounter with him. It should have felt wrong, but instead, it felt like the most natural thing in the world. She glanced at Darius as he moved around the kitchen with practiced ease, and she knew, with a certainty that scared her, that her life would never be the same. And for the first time, that prospect didn’t scare her at all. In fact, it excited her.




Chapter 3

The rain fell in sheets, drumming against the windshield of Darius’s truck like a relentless drumbeat, each drop blurring the neon glow of the city lights into a smudged, electric haze. Jenna sat stiffly in the passenger seat, her fingers twisted in the hem of her dress, the fabric clinging to her thighs like a second skin. The air inside the cab was thick with the scent of leather and something darker—Darius’s cologne, mixed with the musk of sweat and something primitive that made her pulse flutter between her legs.

She should have called an Uber.

She should have walked.

But the second she’d stepped outside, the cold air hitting her skin like a slap, she’d seen him. Darius, leaning against the alley wall, his arms crossed, his broad shoulders straining against the fabric of his tank top. The way he watched her—like she was the only thing in the world worth looking at—had made her knees weak. His eyes, dark and intense, had followed her every move, and when their gazes locked, it felt like a jolt of electricity shot straight through her.

His voice had been low and gravelly, promising things she hadn’t even dared to imagine.

"You keep looking at me like that, baby girl, and I’m gonna take you right here."

She’d laughed it off.

But she hadn’t meant it.

Because the truth was, she’d been thinking about it. All night. Every time she’d caught him watching her from across the dance floor, every time his gaze had burned over her skin like a brand. She’d been fantasizing about what it would feel like to have him touch her like that—really touch her. Not the polite, half-hearted groping of men who thought they were being subtle. Not the careful, measured strokes of Jake’s hands, like he was afraid she’d break.

Darius didn’t do careful.

And that was what terrified her.

And excited her.

The truck slowed, the tires hissing against the wet pavement as Darius pulled into a nearly empty parking lot, the glow of a flickering streetlamp the only light illuminating the space. He killed the engine, but neither of them moved. The silence between them was heavy, charged, the kind of quiet that hummed with unspoken promises.

Jenna licked her lips, her tongue tracing the edge of her mouth nervously. "We shouldn’t—"

"We already did," Darius cut in, his voice low, his eyes locked onto hers. "Back at the club. You felt what happens when you look at me like you want to be ruined."

Her breath hitched, and she felt a shiver run down her spine. "That was different."

"Was it?" He reached out, his fingers brushing against her jaw, his touch sending a jolt of heat straight between her thighs. The pad of his thumb was calloused, the friction against her skin sending little sparks of pleasure throughout her body. "You think I don’t know what you’re wearing under that dress? How wet you are just thinking about me?"

Jenna’s face burned, a flush spreading across her chest and up her neck. "You’re—"

"Honest?" He smirked, his thumb tracing the curve of her lower lip. His other hand moved to rest on her thigh, the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of her dress. "Yeah. And you’re lying."

She should have denied it.

She didn’t.

Instead, she leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, "What if I’m not?"

Darius’s breath hitched, and she felt the sharp intake of air against her neck. Then, before she could process what was happening, his hand was in her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as he pulled her closer. His mouth crashed down on hers in a kiss that was hungry. Not gentle. Not polite. His tongue forced its way inside, claiming her, owning her, and Jenna moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his curls as she kissed him back with a desperation that shocked even her.

His free hand slid down her body, his palm pressing against her chest, his fingers finding the clasp of her bra with practiced ease. The fabric gave way, and suddenly, she was bare against him, her nipple hardening under his touch. He groaned, his thumb rolling over the tight peak, and Jenna arched into his touch, her back pressing against the seat as pleasure coiled tight in her stomach. The sensation was electric, a line of fire connecting her breast to her clit, and she found herself grinding against the seat, seeking more friction.

"Fuck, you’re perfect," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough. "So fucking perfect."

She should have stopped him.

She didn’t.

Because the way he looked at her—like she was everything—made her forget everything else. Made her forget that this was wrong. Made her forget that she had a life, responsibilities, a boyfriend who would never understand this.

Darius’s hand slid lower, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. He paused for a moment, his eyes meeting hers, a question in his gaze. "You gonna let me touch you?" His voice was a dark promise, a challenge.

Jenna swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. "Yes."

The word was barely out of her mouth before he was yanking her panties down, his fingers already finding her soaking heat. She gasped as he spread her, his thumb pressing against her clit, his fingers sliding inside her in one smooth motion. They were thick and long, and she felt herself stretch around them, a delicious burn that bordered on pain but melted into pure pleasure.

"Shit," he groaned, his breath hot against her neck. "You’re dripping, baby. You’ve been thinking about this all night, haven’t you?"

Jenna couldn’t answer. Not with words. Not when his fingers were curling inside her, stretching her, hitting that spot that made her vision blur. All she could do was whimper, her hips rocking against his hand, her nails digging into his shoulders as pleasure built inside her. Every movement of his fingers sent waves of ecstasy through her body, and she found herself chasing that feeling, her body moving of its own accord.

"That’s it," he growled, his voice rough. "Take my fingers like a good girl. Show me how bad you want my cock."

She did.

She took his fingers.

She took the stretch, the burn, the way he filled her up until she was begging for more.

And when he finally pulled his hand away, leaving her empty and aching, she didn’t protest when he flipped her around, pressing her against the truck door. The cold metal bit into her skin, but she barely noticed. All she could focus on was the way his hands gripped her hips, the way his breath was hot against her ear as he whispered, "You’re gonna take my cock now, Jenna. And you’re gonna love it."

She should have said no.

She didn’t.

Instead, she reached back, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans. Her breath came in ragged gasps as she freed him. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy in her hand, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. She wrapped her fingers around him, her thumb brushing over the smooth, dark head, and Darius groaned, his hips jerking forward. She could feel the pulse of his cock against her palm, the raw power of it, and it made her wetter than she thought possible.

"Fuck, baby," he growled. "You’re gonna make me come just like this."

Jenna bit her lip, her pulse hammering between her thighs as she stroked him, her touch tentative at first, then bolder, her grip tightening as she learned the shape of him. He was so much bigger than Jake. Thicker. Longer. And the way he reacted to her touch—his hips rocking forward, his breath hitching—made her dare to imagine what it would feel like to have him inside her.

"Enough," Darius snapped suddenly, his voice rough and strained. "I’m not gonna last if you keep doing that."

Jenna whimpered as he pulled her back against him, his cock pressing against her entrance. She could feel the heat of him, the thickness, and she ached for it. For him.

"You sure about this?" His voice was a dark whisper against her ear. "‘Cause once I’m inside you, you ain’t gonna want nobody else."

Jenna swallowed, her throat tight with anticipation. "I don’t want anybody else."

Darius didn’t hesitate. With one rough thrust, he slammed into her.

Jenna screamed, her body arching as the burn seared through her. It hurt. It stretched. But beneath the pain, there was something else—something delicious, something that made her pussy clench around him, begging for more. She could feel every ridge, every vein of his cock as it filled her completely, and the sensation was overwhelming, a cocktail of pleasure and pain that left her breathless.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his hips snapping forward as he fucked her against the truck door. "You’re so tight, baby. So fucking tight."

Jenna could only moan in response, her fingers clawing at the door as he ruined her. Every thrust sent stars exploding behind her eyelids. Every groan from his lips made her wetter. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the cab, a primal rhythm that set every nerve ending on fire.

"Take it," he commanded, his voice rough. "Take every inch of my black cock."

She did.

She took it.

She took the stretch, the burn, the fullness of him. And when he finally buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing inside her, she realized—

This wasn’t just different.

This was better.

Darius’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pounded into her, each thrust deeper, harder, until she was screaming his name, her body shattering around him. She could feel the tension building, a coil of energy in her core that was tightening with every movement, every touch.

"Come for me," he demanded, his voice rough with need. "Come on my cock, baby."

His hand left her hip and slid around to her front, his fingers finding her clit. He rubbed in tight circles, keeping pace with his thrusts, and Jenna could feel the orgasm building, a wave of pure pleasure crashing over her. Her body tensed, her muscles coiling tight, and then—

Releases.

She came with a cry, her body convulsing around him, her pussy milking him as waves of pleasure washed through her. She could feel him pulsing inside her, his cock twitching, and she knew he was close too.

"Fuck, yes," he groaned, his hips snapping forward, his movements becoming erratic. "That’s it. That’s it."

He felt it—the way her pussy clenched, the way her walls milked him, and with a guttural groan, he came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with hot, thick ropes of cum. The sensation of it—a warm, wet flood inside her—sent another shiver of pleasure through her body, and she collapsed forward, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm.

Darius pulled out, his cock glistening with their combined juices, and for a long moment, they just stayed like that—silent, breathless, the rain still falling outside, the world fading into the background. Jenna could feel the stickiness between her legs, the evidence of what they’d just done, and instead of feeling shame, she felt a sense of satisfaction, of fulfillment she hadn’t felt in a long time.

Then Darius chuckled, his hand smoothing over her ass, the touch gentle now where it had been rough before. "Well," he said, his voice rough. "Now you know."

Jenna turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide, her lips still swollen from his kisses. "Now I know what?"

Darius smirked, leaning in to press a kiss to her shoulder. His breath was warm against her skin, and it sent a shiver down her spine despite the heat of the moment. "Now you know white dick’s never gonna cut it again."

And as the truck’s engine roared to life, Jenna realized—

He was right.




Chapter 4

The truck’s engine purred to life, the vibration humming through the cab like a low, seductive growl that seemed to resonate in Jenna’s very bones. She sat stiff in the passenger seat, her fingers still trembling where they rested on her lap, the ghost of Darius’s touch lingering on her skin like a phantom caress. The ghost of Darius’s touch lingered on her skin, a phantom sensation that made her shiver despite the warmth of the cab. The rain had slowed to a mist, but the air still clung to them—thick, damp, and heavy with the scent of whiskey, leather, and something darker. Something alive. The scent of whiskey clung to Darius’s skin, mingling with the rich aroma of leather from the seats to create a heady perfume that did strange things to Jenna’s senses. The mist had settled over the windshield, blurring the world outside into a watercolor painting of blues and grays.

She should have left. The sensible part of her brain, the part that had kept her safe until now, screamed at her to open the door and run. This was madness. This was dangerous. This was everything she had been taught to avoid.

She should have run.

But the second Darius had pulled into this deserted, moonlit parking lot, the second his hand had slid up her thigh, his fingers curling into the fabric of her dress like a man starving, she’d known—

This wasn’t over.

Not by a long shot.

Only a handful of streetlights cast elongated shadows across the empty lot, their glow barely penetrating the mist. The truck rolled to a stop, the tires crunching over gravel with a satisfying crunch that seemed to echo in the silence. Darius killed the engine, and the sudden absence of sound was electric, charged with the kind of tension that made Jenna’s skin prickle with anticipation. She could feel him watching her, his gaze heavy, his breath slow and deliberate. The silence was so profound that Jenna could hear her own heartbeat, a rapid staccato that matched the pulsing between her thighs. "You good?" His voice was rough, low, like gravel underfoot, a sound that sent a shiver down her spine.

Jenna swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. "Yeah." The lie tasted sour on her tongue.

He didn’t believe her. She could see it in the way his jaw tightened, in the way his fingers flexed against the steering wheel. The knuckles of his hand were white, the tendons standing out in stark relief against his dark skin. "You sure?" One word. A challenge.

She should have said yes. She should have lied. She could have feigned indifference, could have pretended that his touch hadn’t set her entire body aflame with a hunger she didn’t understand. But the truth was, she wasn’t sure. Not about anything. Not about Jake, not about this, not about the way her body ached for Darius, the way her pussy still pulsed from the memory of his cock stretching her, filling her, owning her. The memory was vivid, almost unbearable in its intensity—the way he had taken her against the wall of his apartment, the way he had growled her name as he came. She squeezed her thighs together, trying to relieve the building pressure, but it only intensified the throbbing sensation.

"I don’t know," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper, so quiet that she wasn’t sure he had heard her.

Darius’s lips curled into a slow, dangerous smile that made her stomach flip. "That’s what I thought." The smile didn’t reach his eyes. They remained fixed on her, dark and intense, holding her captive.

Before she could react, his hand was on her knee, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, his touch burning through the fabric of her dress. The heat of his palm seemed to brand her skin, leaving a phantom mark that lingered long after he moved. "You keep looking at me like that," he murmured, his thumb tracing the sensitive skin just below her knee, sending sparks of sensation up her inner thigh, "and I’m gonna make sure you remember every damn second of this." His voice was a promise, a threat, and a temptation all rolled into one.

Jenna’s breath hitched, a sharp intake of air that felt like a gasp. "Darius—"

"Shh." His finger pressed against her lips, silencing her, the pad rough against her soft skin. "You wanna play games, baby girl? You wanna pretend like this is just another night?" His hand slid higher, his palm cupping her thigh, his fingers inching toward the heat between her legs. "I ain’t playin’." There was a finality to his tone that sent a thrill of fear and excitement through her. The contrast between his rough exterior and the deliberate tenderness of his touch was intoxicating.

She should have stopped him. The logical part of her mind was still screaming, but it was growing weaker, drowned out by the roaring in her ears and the throbbing between her legs. If anything, his commanding presence was making her wetter, the dampness seeping through her panties becoming more noticeable with every passing second. Her body was betraying her in the most delicious way.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his voice rough and low, as if he’d read her thoughts and was reacting to them. "You’re dripping." The realization seemed to please him, his fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, and before she could protest, he tore them aside, his touch rough, demanding. The cool night air hit her bare pussy, making her shiver violently, her nipples hardening against the fabric of her dress. Then—

His fingers were inside her.

Not gentle. Not slow.

Hard.

Two thick digits pumped into her, his palm pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure, and Jenna moaned, her back arching as pleasure exploded through her. The sound was torn from her throat, raw and desperate. "Oh—fuck—!"

"That’s it," Darius growled, his voice a dark, possessive purr that vibrated through the cab. "Take my fingers like a good girl. Show me how bad you want my cock." His eyes were locked on her face, watching her every reaction, his own breathing growing more ragged. He added a third finger, stretching her even more, and Jenna’s head fell back against the headrest, her eyes closing as she surrendered to the sensation.

She did.

She took his fingers.

She took the stretch, the burn, the way he filled her up until she was begging for more. Her nails dug into the seat, her breath coming in sharp, needy gasps as he fucked her with his hand, his thumb circling her clit in slow, torturous strokes. He found a rhythm that made her toes curl, her hips rocking involuntarily in time with his movements. He was relentless, his fingers working her with a skill that left her dizzy with pleasure.

"You like that?" His voice was rough, demanding, a command rather than a question. "You like black fingers inside you, baby?" The way he said it, with that deliberate emphasis, sent a fresh wave of arousal through her.

"Yes!" she cried, her hips rocking against his hand, her body aching for something bigger. "I need—oh god—I need more!" The words spilled out of her, uncensored and honest, reflecting the desperate need building inside her.

Darius didn’t make her wait. With a guttural growl that vibrated through his chest, he pulled his hand away, leaving her empty, aching, her pussy clenching in protest at the sudden absence. "Turn around," he commanded, his voice low, dangerous, yet tinged with a note of anticipation that made her heart race. The seat belt clicked as she released it, the sound seeming unnaturally loud in the quiet cab.

Jenna didn’t hesitate. With a fluid motion, she twisted in her seat, her knees pressing into the dashboard and her elbows resting on the back of the passenger seat as she turned to face him. Her dress rode up her thighs, exposing her bare pussy to the cool air and his hungry gaze. Darius’s eyes darkened, his pupils dilating as he took in the sight of her, positioned like an offering. His hands flexed on the steering wheel, then moved to his own lap, adjusting himself with a groan that was almost painful to hear.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hand reaching out to spread her legs wider, his fingers tracing the sensitive inner skin of her thighs, sending jolts of pleasure through her. "You’re perfect." The words were a statement of fact, not a compliment, and it made her feel both exposed and cherished in a way she had never experienced before.

She should have been embarrassed. The thought of being so vulnerable, so exposed, should have made her shy away. But as she sat there, bare and open for him, the way he looked at her—like she was his—made her drip. Made her want. His gaze was possessive, hungry, and completely focused on her. The contrast between the man who had been so controlled earlier and the one whose hands were trembling now was intoxicating.

"You gonna be a good girl for me?" His fingers traced the lips of her pussy, his touch light, teasing, driving her crazy with anticipation. "You gonna take my cock like you mean it?" The question was a challenge, a dare, and she was determined not to back down.

Jenna swallowed, the sound audible in the quiet cab. "Yes." Her voice was stronger now, more certain.

"Say it." His voice was firm, insistent.

"I’ll take your cock," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly but resolute. "I’ll take all of it." She met his gaze, holding it as she spoke, and saw the approval in his eyes before they dropped back to the sight between her legs.

Darius’s smile was predatory, a flash of white teeth in the dim light that sent a thrill of excitement through her. "Good girl." The words were praise, a reward, and they felt like a caress against her skin.

His fingers vanished, and Jenna gasped as she felt the head of his cock press against her entrance. He was so much bigger than Jake. Thicker. Longer. The contrast was staggering, and her body trembled in anticipation. The head was large, smooth, and impossibly hard against her tender flesh. He leaned forward slightly, his hands gripping her hips like he was afraid she’d disappear, his fingers pressing into her soft skin. The touch was both claiming and gentle, a strange combination that made her heart flutter.

"You sure?" His voice was rough, hoarse, as if speaking was a struggle. "‘Cause once I’m inside you, you ain’t gonna want nobody else." It was a warning, a promise, and a statement of fact all at once.

Jenna swallowed, her throat dry. "I don’t want anybody else." The words were true in a way she couldn’t fully comprehend. All she knew was that with him, she felt things she had never felt before. Things that went beyond simple physical pleasure.

The tension in the cab was palpable as Darius paused for a moment, his eyes locked on hers, seeking confirmation that she was ready. Then, without breaking eye contact, he pushed forward slightly, the tip of his cock parting her lips, stretching her just enough for her to feel the incredible fullness. Jenna let out a soft moan, her body adjusting to his invasion.

Darius didn’t hesitate. With one rough thrust, he slammed into her, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful motion. Jenna screamed, her body arching as the burn seared through her. It hurt. It stretched. There was a sharp, almost painful moment of adjustment as her body accommodated his impressive size. But beneath the pain, there was something else—something delicious, something that made her pussy clench around him, begging for more. The sensation was overwhelming, a mixture of pain and pleasure that left her breathless.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his hips snapping forward, fucking her against the backseat, his cock pounding into her with a rhythm that made her vision blur. The sound of their bodies coming together filled the cab—a wet, slick slapping that was almost obscene in its intensity. "You’re so tight, baby. So fucking tight." His voice was a growl of pure satisfaction, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back against him with each thrust.

Jenna could only moan in response, her fingers clawing at the seat as he ruined her. Every thrust sent stars exploding behind her eyelids, every groan from his lips made her wetter, her body responding to his with an enthusiasm that surprised even her. He was relentless, his movements powerful and confident, knowing exactly how to touch her to drive her wild. He switched angles slightly, and the change in pressure sent a jolt of pure pleasure through her, making her cry out his name.

"Take it," he commanded, his voice rough with exertion. "Take every inch of my black cock." The words were a reminder, a claim, and they sent a fresh wave of arousal through her.

She did.

She took it.

She took the stretch, the burn, the fullness of him. And when he finally buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing inside her, she realized—

This wasn’t just different.

This was better.

Darius’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pounded into her, each thrust deeper, harder, until she was screaming his name, her body shattering around him. She could feel it building, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter in her belly, the pleasure becoming almost unbearable. He felt it—the way her pussy clenched, the way her walls milked him—and with a guttural groan that seemed to come from the depths of his soul, he came, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with hot, thick ropes of cum. The sensation was overwhelming, his release triggering her own, and she came with a cry that was almost a sob, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Jenna collapsed forward, her chest pressing against the back of the passenger seat, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. Darius pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices, a sight that was both intimate and obscene. For a long moment, they just stayed like that—silent, breathless, the rain still falling outside against the windshield, the world fading into the background as they focused on each other. The only sounds were their heavy breathing and the soft patter of rain against the truck.

Then Darius chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that made her smile despite herself. His hand smoothing over her ass sent a final, lingering shiver through her. "Well," he said, his voice rough but amused, "now you know." He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine before resting on her lower back.

Jenna turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide and still glazed with pleasure. "Now I know what?"

Darius smirked, leaning in to press a kiss to her shoulder, his lips warm and soft against her skin. The contrast between the tenderness of the kiss and the roughness of their lovemaking was startling. "Now you know white dick’s never gonna cut it again." The words were blunt, almost crude, but somehow, in the context of what they had just shared, they felt like a truth she couldn’t deny.

And as she sat there, staring at him, feeling the lingering effects of his touch and the dampness between her thighs, Jenna realized—

He was right.

But she didn’t care.

Because for the first time in her life, she wasn’t afraid.

She was addicted.

The thought should have terrified her, but instead, it brought a sense of peace she hadn’t known she was missing. As Darius started the engine, the rumble vibrating through the seat, Jenna closed her eyes, a small smile playing on her lips, wondering what would happen next. The mist had lifted slightly, revealing a world that looked both familiar and new. She was changing, and as she glanced at Darius, she realized she didn’t want to go back to who she was before. She wanted to see where this would lead, to feel more of what he made her feel. The future was uncertain, but for now, in the warmth of the truck with the man who had just shattered her world and rebuilt it, Jenna felt more alive than she had in years.




Chapter 5

The clock struck ten on the dot as Jenna pulled into the driveway of Darius’s place—a sleek, modern loft in a converted warehouse near downtown. The brick exterior was warm under the streetlights, the large industrial windows glowing with ambient city light, casting long shadows over the cracked pavement. She killed the engine, her hands still trembling from the drive over, the weight of the bet still settled between them like a live thing.

$1,000 says you’ll never go back to white dick after tonight.

She swallowed hard, glancing at the text again, her thumb brushing against the phone’s screen in a nervous rhythm. The glow illuminated her face, highlighting the flutter in her chest. The familiar scent of her perfume, a mixture of jasmine and vanilla, mingled with the cool night air. She took a deep breath, steeling herself, but the butterflies in her stomach refused to settle. No turning back now.

The loft’s front door was ajar, the scent of burnt incense and leather greeting her as she stepped inside. The place was immaculate—dark hardwood floors that gleamed subtly, exposed piping running down the walls like veins of the building, and a king-sized bed covered in black satin sheets that looked impossibly soft and luxurious. A single lamp with a warm, amber glow cast dancing shadows across the high ceilings. The only sound was the low thrum of a record player, something smooth and bass-heavy by The Isley Brothers filling the air, the deep voices and rich guitar speaking to something primal in her.

Darius stood by the bar, pouring two glasses of amber liquid—no ice, just neat, the way she’d seen him do it before. He didn’t turn around, but she could feel his eyes on her, a physical presence like a touch across the room. The muscles in his back shifted under the thin fabric of his black t-shirt as he moved, the elegant curve of his shoulders drawing her gaze. He looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine—a man who knew exactly what he wanted and exactly how to get it.

"Took you long enough," he drawled, sliding a glass across the counter toward her. The ice cubes clinked softly against each other, the sound cutting through the music.

Jenna held up her hands, a small smile playing on her lips. "I didn’t know we were racing. Some of us have to make an entrance."

"Hmph." Darius took a slow sip, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed. His gaze rakeing over her like a physical touch, lingering on the places her dress hugged her body. She’d worn her favorite dress—black, tight, the kind that hugged her curves in all the right places, the material clinging to every dip and swell. The hem fell just above her knees, showing off her toned legs and the black ankle boots that added a few inches to her height. The dress was the kind that made men look, that made them think of all the ways they’d like to peel it off her. The kind that made him look like he was ready to rip it off her.

Good.

She wanted him to.

She wanted his hands on her, rough and demanding, wanted to feel the strength in them as he claimed her body. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, making her nipples harden against the lace of her bra.

"You lookin’ to get fucked tonight, or just here to collect?" His voice was low, amused, but there was an edge to it—something sharper, hungrier, the promise of what was to come.

Jenna took a sip of the whiskey, the liquid burning pleasantly as it slid down her throat. She let the warmth spread through her, loosening the tension in her shoulders. "Both. I plan on earning my money tonight."

A smirk curled his lips as he set his glass down, the sound sharp against the polished wood. "Bold. I like it. Most people would be nervous, especially after that text."

"Most people keep their mouths shut," she replied, her voice steady despite the flutter in her stomach. "I prefer to speak my mind."

"And your body," he added, taking a step closer. The heat from his body radiated against her skin, a warm promise of things to come. "That dress is begging to be taken off. You know that, right?"

Jenna met his gaze head-on, her pulse quickening but her expression calm. There was a thrill in pushing him, in seeing the fire light in his eyes. "Maybe. Or maybe it’s just a prelude to what’s coming."

"You gonna be a good girl for me tonight? Or you gonna make me take what’s mine?" His voice was a low whisper, his breath warm against her mouth. She could smell the whiskey on his breath, the scent of him— clean, masculine, with a hint of something wild and untamed.

Her breath hitched, her heart pounding against her ribs. His proximity was intoxicating, the sheer size of him overwhelming in the most delicious way.

And then—

His hand snaked around her waist, his fingers digging into her hip, the pressure both possessive and possessive and the promise of more to come. He pulled her against him, and the instant their bodies touched, she felt it—the thickness of him pressing against her stomach, the heat of his cock already hardening beneath his jeans. Even through the layers of fabric, the impression was undeniable and thrilling.

"You’re soaked," he murmured, his voice rough, like gravel and sex. "Like you’ve been thinkin’ ‘bout this all damn night. I can smell you, baby. That sweet pussy is dripping for me."

Jenna swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. "Maybe."

"Maybe?" His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers hooking into the hem of her dress, the touch light but insistent. "You gonna admit it, or you gonna make me drag it out of you?"

She didn’t answer.

She couldn’t.

Because the second his fingers brushed the inside of her thigh, she gasped, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. His touch was electric, his skin hot against hers, sending sparks of pleasure up her spine. When he pushed her dress up—slow, deliberate, the cool air of the room meeting her heated skin—her breath came in sharp, needy bursts. The fabric slid over her hips and pooled at her waist, leaving her exposed from the waist down.

"Fuck," he groaned, his voice dark, his eyes locked on the sight before him. "You’re wearing nothing under here. You came here ready for me, didn’t you?"

Jenna’s fingers curled into his shoulder, her nails digging into the firm muscle beneath his shirt. His hand traced the lace of her thong, his touch light, teasing, driving her crazy with anticipation. She should have stopped him. She should have told him to stop.

But she didn’t.

Because the moment his fingers dipped beneath the fabric, touching her—wet, ready, aching—she moaned, her hips rocking forward before she could even think. The sound was raw, primal, torn from her throat.

"That’s it," Darius growled, his voice a dark, possessive purr. "Show me how bad you want me. Don’t hold back, baby. Let me hear you."

His fingers circled her clit, his thumb pressing just hard enough to make her whimper, and Jenna’s knees nearly gave out. She was dripping. Soaked from the moment she’d walked in, her body begging for him like it had been starved for years. Every nerve ending was alive, singing with pleasure and anticipation.

"You like that?" His voice was rough, demanding, his eyes locked on her face, watching every flicker of emotion cross her features. "You like black fingers on your sweet little pussy? You think about this while I was gone? You touch yourself, thinking about me?"

"Yes," she whimpered, her nails digging deeper into his shoulder, leaving little crescents in his skin. "Please—Darius, please—"

"Please what?" He fucked her with his fingers, his touch rough, deliberate, each stroke deeper, harder until her breath came in ragged gasps. The sounds of their lovemaking filled the room—the slick slide of his fingers in her wetness, the soft moans falling from her lips, his own harsh breathing. "You gonna take my cock like a good girl? Or you gonna make me make you? Tell me what you want, Jenna."

Jenna’s pussy clenched around his fingers, her body trembling with need. "I—I’ll take it," she managed, her voice trembling, her head falling back to expose the delicate column of her throat. "I’ll take all of you."

Darius’s smirk was dangerous, promising both pleasure and pain in equal measure. "Good."

Before she could react, his fingers vanished, and the sound of his zipper lowering made her moan with anticipation. She could feel him—thick, hard, the head of him pressing against her thigh, a promise of what was to come. He kneeled before her, his hands spreading her legs wide, his gaze locked on her glistening pussy.

"Fuck," he groaned, his breath warm against her bare skin, a shiver running through her. "You’re so damn pretty like this. All spread open for me, ready to be devoured."

Jenna’s breath hitched as his tongue swiped up her slit—slow, deliberate, tasting her like she was his. The sensation was electric, pleasure shooting through her like a lightning bolt. She screamed, the sound echoing in the room, her back arching as pleasure exploded through her, her fingers clawing at his shoulders.

"That’s it," he murmured against her skin, his tongue circling her clit in slow, tormenting strokes. "Take it, baby. Take everything I give you."

Jenna did.

She took his tongue.

She took the pressure, the suck, the way he devoured her like her pussy was his last meal. And when he slid a finger inside her, fucking her with his mouth and hand at once, she came with a broken cry, her pussy clenching around his digits as wave after wave of pleasure wrecked her. Her body trembled, her muscles spasming with the intensity of her orgasm, the sounds of her pleasure filling the air.

Darius pulled back just as she was coming down, his lips glistening with her juices, his eyes dark with hunger, his breathing heavy. He stood, towering over her, a predator ready to claim his prize. His cock thick, veiny, already glistening with precome, stood proud against his stomach.

"Still take that bet?" he asked, his voice rough with desire, his eyes never leaving her face.

Jenna’s breath was ragged, her body trembling from the aftermath of her orgasm, her legs weak and the sensation of his tongue still alive on her skin. "Wh-what bet?"

"The one where you never take white dick again." He stood, his cock thick, veiny, already glistening with precome. "You still think you can walk out of here and go back to that? After what we just started? After what I’m about to do to you?"

Jenna swallowed hard, her gaze drifting from his face to his impressive cock and back again. She knew.

She knew he was right.

As he picked her up, carrying her to the bed like she weighed nothing, his cock pressing against her hip, she realized—

This wasn’t just a bet.

This was war.

And she was ready to surrender completely.


Chapter 1

The neon glow of the wine bar’s sign flickered weakly against the rain-slicked pavement, casting a sickly amber hue over the sidewalk where Alexandra "Alex" Carter adjusted the strap of her heels, her fingers trembling just slightly. The night air was thick with the scent of wet pavement and the faint, musky tang of the city—New York, where the rules were different, where no one asked questions if you didn’t want them to. She smoothed her hands down the sides of her fitted black dress, the fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin. Alex had spent hours perfecting this look—straightened hair cascading in dark waves, subtle makeup highlighting her full lips and high cheekbones, and the dress that hugged her body in all the right places. She wanted to look sophisticated, mysterious, untouchable.

She pushed open the door, the chime above it ringing like a silent bell marking her arrival. Inside, the dim lighting wrapped around her like a lover’s touch—warm, intimate, dangerous. The hum of conversation and the occasional clink of crystal glasses filled the space, but Alex barely registered it. Her eyes were already scanning the room, her gaze landing on the man behind the bar before she could stop herself. He was leaning against the polished mahogany, his forearms resting on the counter, his broad shoulders filling the space behind him. His skin was a deep, rich chocolate, the kind that seemed to absorb the light rather than reflect it, and his presence was a physical weight in the room—the kind that made other men straighten their spines and women, like Alex, glance over just a little too long. His hands were large, capable-looking, with long fingers that looked both strong and deft. Alex imagined those fingers touching her, tracing patterns on her skin, and a warmth spread through her belly.

She took a slow sip of the wine she’d ordered—a bold Cabernet Sauvignon, the kind that burned going down but left a slow, lingering heat in its wake. The rich, complex flavors danced on her tongue, a pleasant distraction from the churning in her stomach. Just another night. Just another lie. Her boyfriend, Greg, was at home, oblivious. Again. She had perfected the art of the casual fling—men who didn’t ask too many questions, who were content with a night of drunken laughter and half-hearted groping in the backseat of a borrowed car. Men who didn’t make her feel this. Men who didn’t make her ache. Alex had been with Greg for two years, living a comfortable lie she had constructed herself. She enjoyed the stability, the predictable comfort, but lately, she found herself craving something more—a spark, a feeling of being truly seen, truly desired in a way that made her pulse race and her body burn.

But tonight wasn’t about them. Tonight was about him. The man at the bar—Darius, if the name tag pinned to his crisp white shirt was to be believed—had been watching her since she walked in. His gaze had followed her like a physical touch, slow and deliberate, as if he were memorizing every curve of her body beneath the fitted black dress. She could feel the heat of his stare like a brand, and it sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the chill of the autumn night outside. His eyes were dark, intelligent, and hungry, and they never left her face for more than a second before sweeping back down her body, appreciating every inch of her. Alex turned back to her friends, laughing at something her roommate, Jamie, said, but her mind was already elsewhere. What the hell was that? The way he looked at her wasn’t just appreciation. It was hunger. Raw, unfiltered, and directed solely at her. She could feel it in the air between them, an electric charge that made the small hairs on her arms stand up. She forced another laugh, swirling her wine glass between her fingers. Just another night. Just another experiment. She was always experimenting, always testing the waters of her own desires, but something about this man, about Darius, felt different. It felt real, dangerous, and exhilarating in a way that made her heart pound against her ribs.

Then he stood. Darius moved with the quiet confidence of a man who knew exactly what he wanted, and the air in the bar seemed to thicken around him. His gaze locked onto hers, unblinking, and Alex’s breath hitched. She could feel her pulse jumping in her throat, the wine suddenly too warm in her stomach. He was tall, probably over six feet, with a muscular physique that was evident even under the neat fit of his white shirt. His shoulders were broad, his chest wide, and when he walked toward her, his movements were fluid and predatory. Alex turned back to her friends, her fingers tightening around her glass. Focus. Just another night. But her body was betraying her, her nipples hardening against the fabric of her dress, a throbbing starting between her legs. She could feel the dampness gathering in her panties, could feel the heat spreading through her core. This was not the usual response she had to men at bars. This was something deeper, something primal that was calling to a part of her she had kept hidden for too long.

Five minutes later, Jamie and her other friend, Priya, had excused themselves to the bathroom, leaving Alex alone at the table. She was about to signal the waiter for another drink when a deep voice rumbled beside her.

"You're lying."

Alex nearly jumped out of her skin. She turned slowly, her heart hammering against her ribs, and found Darius leaning against the table, his arms crossed over his chest. His biceps strained against the fabric of his shirt, and the scent of his cologne—something dark, spicy, masculine—wrapped around her like a second skin.

She forced a laugh, her voice coming out higher than she intended. "What? No, I'm not—"

"You're cheating on him." His voice was low, almost amused, but there was an edge to it—something sharp and knowing. "And you're good at it. Almost too good."

Alex's stomach twisted. How the hell did he know? She had been careful, always covering her tracks, but something in his eyes told her he wasn't just guessing. He knew. Or he knew enough to make an educated guess that was disturbingly accurate.

She lifted her chin, feigning offense. "Excuse me?"

Darius leaned in just a little closer, his breath warm against her ear. "I see the way you look at me. The way your pupils dilate when you think no one's watching. The way your hand trembles when you reach for your glass." His fingers brushed against hers, sending a jolt of electricity up her arm. The contact was brief but electric, a spark of connection that made her gasp. "You want this. And you're scared of it."

Alex's breath hitched. She should have been angry. Should have called him out. But instead, she found herself leaning into him, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Maybe I do."

For a second, the world narrowed to just the two of them—the hum of the bar fading into nothing, the weight of his gaze pressing her into the chair. She could see the flecks of gold in his dark eyes, could see the intensity of his stare as he looked at her, as if he could see right through her pretense to the truth beneath. Then Darius smirked, straightening up.

"Then let's stop pretending, baby." His hand found the small of her back, guiding her toward the exit. The touch was possessive, firm, and it sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. She could feel the heat of his palm through her dress, could feel the strength in his grip as he steered her through the crowd of people. The bar's patrons seemed to part for them, as if sensing the charged energy between them. Alex's legs moved before her brain could protest, her body betraying her with every step. The cool night air hit her as they stepped outside, but she barely felt it. All she could focus on was the heat of Darius's hand on her lower back, the way his thumb traced slow circles against her skin, a promise of what was to come.

He stopped in front of a sleek black SUV, unlocking it with a beep of the key fob. "Get in."

Alex hesitated. This was insane. This was dangerous. But when she looked up at him, really looked, she saw the hunger in his eyes—the same hunger coiling tight in her belly. His expression was firm, his jaw set with determination, but his eyes softened when they met hers, as if he understood her hesitation, as if he was giving her a choice even as he issued the command.

"You sure about this?" she asked, her voice barely more than a breath, wanting to hear him say it again, wanting that moment of clarity to settle over her.

Darius's grin was slow, predatory. "Oh, I'm very sure, baby." He reached out, his fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her close. The sudden proximity made her gasp, her body pressing against his. She could feel the hard planes of his chest, the heat radiating from him, the undeniable attraction that had been building since she first saw him. "Now get in the car before I change my mind." His words were a challenge, a dare that sent a thrill through her. She could see the challenge in his eyes, could feel it in the way his fingers tightened in her hair, a possessive gesture that sent a shockwave of desire through her.

And just like that, Alexandra Carter—who had spent years convincing herself she was just experimenting—realized she was about to cross a line she might never be able to uncross. As she slid into the car, she knew this was more than just a casual encounter. This was a turning point, a moment that would change everything. The scent of his cologne filled the car as he got in beside her, the interior of the SUV suddenly intimate and private, a sanctuary from the world outside.

The drive was short. Too short. Alex's nerves were a live wire, every brush of Darius's fingers against her thigh sending sparks skittering across her skin. The car smelled like leather and something darkly intoxicating—him. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, heavy and possessive, and it made her squirm in her seat. The city lights blurred outside the windows, the rain continuing to streak down the glass, creating a barrier between them and the world. Each turn of the wheel brought them closer to the unknown, closer to the promise of what was waiting ahead. Alex's fingers traced patterns on her thigh, a nervous habit she couldn't shake, but the touch only reminded her of how sensitive her skin was, of how aware she was of every sensation, every breath, every glance exchanged in the dim glow of the dashboard lights.

When he finally pulled into a parking garage, she barely had time to register the luxury of the building before he was opening her door, his hand outstretched. "Come on." She took it. Let him pull her from the car, let him lead her toward the elevator, his grip firm, unyielding. His hand was warm and strong around hers, a steady presence that anchored her to the moment, to the reality of what she was doing. The elevator doors slid shut behind them, sealing them in a small, private world, just the two of them, the air thick with anticipation. Alex's pulse was a drumbeat between her ears. She should have been terrified. Should have been smart. But instead, she was wet. The awareness of her arousal was a constant, throbbing presence between her legs, a liquid heat that spread through her core as she stood closer to him than was strictly necessary. She could feel the heat of his body, could smell his cologne, could hear the slight catch in his breath that told her he was as affected as she was.

The elevator dinged, and Darius didn't let go of her hand as he guided her down a hallway, past a few doors, until he stopped in front of one. He turned to her, his expression unreadable. His dark eyes searched her face, looking for something, some sign of hesitation or doubt. Alex met his gaze, her own eyes wide with a mixture of fear and excitement. She was at a crossroads, a moment of truth where she had to decide whether to continue on this path or turn back to the safety of the known.

"Last chance to run, baby." His voice was soft, almost gentle, a stark contrast to the intensity in his eyes. It was an offer, a way out if she wanted it, but something in his tone told her he hoped she wouldn't take it, that he wanted this as much as she did.

Alex swallowed. She could walk away. She should walk away. She had responsibilities, a relationship, a carefully constructed life she would be throwing away with a single decision. But then Darius's hand cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. The touch was gentle yet commanding, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. His thumb traced the outline of her lips, a sensual, teasing caress that made her lips part slightly, a silent invitation. "Or you could finally admit what we both know." His words were a challenge, a dare to be honest with herself, with him, with the undeniable chemistry that had been simmering between them all evening.

She didn't answer with words. She answered by pressing her body against his, her lips crashing into his in a kiss that was equal parts desperation and surrender. Darius groaned, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her against the hard length of him. Alex gasped into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as she deepened the kiss, her tongue tangling with his, tasting him, needing him. He tasted of dark wine and something uniquely him, something that was becoming addictive with every passing second. His hands slid down to her ass, squeezing, pulling her even closer, until there was no space between them, until she could feel every hard inch of him pressing against her stomach.

When he finally broke away, his breath was ragged, his eyes dark with hunger. "Fuck, you taste good."

Alex's legs were trembling. "Darius—"

"Shh." His hand slid down to her ass again, squeezing, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. "You've been begging for this since you walked into that bar." His words were a growl, a low rumble that vibrated through her body, making her shiver with anticipation. His hand slid up her back, under her hair, cupping the back of her neck, a possessive gesture that sent a thrill through her. The pressure was firm, a reminder of who was in control, a reminder that she had surrendered to him, that she was his to command in this moment.

And then he was kissing her again, his mouth hot and demanding, his hands roaming over her body like he already owned it. Alex moaned, her nails scraping down his back, her body arching into his touch. He kissed her with a hunger that mirrored her own, his tongue exploring her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. His hands were everywhere at once—squeezing her ass, cupping her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress, tracing the curve of her spine. Each touch was electric, each caress sending jolts of pleasure through her body, making her wetter, making her ache for more.

The door to his apartment clicked open behind them, but neither of them cared. All that mattered was the heat between them, the way his hands felt on her skin, the way his cock pressed against her stomach, hard and thick and real. Alex's body was on fire, her skin hypersensitive to every touch, every brush of his body against hers. She was drowning in sensation, in the smell of him, the taste of him, the feel of him, and she never wanted to come up for air.

Darius finally pulled back, his forehead resting against hers. "You sure you're ready for this, baby?" His voice was rough with desire, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps, a mirror of her own breathing. His hands were still on her, one on her neck, the other on her hip, holding her to him as if he couldn't bear to let her go.

Alex didn't hesitate. "Yes." The word came out as a whisper, a surrender, an acknowledgment of the truth that had been building between them all evening. She was ready. More than ready. She was desperate for him, for the release, for the connection, for whatever this was that was pulling them together with an undeniable force.

---

The second the word left her lips, Darius was moving. His hands were on her again, lifting her, carrying her into the apartment, his mouth never leaving hers. Alex wrapped her legs around his waist, her body molding to his, her need for him a physical ache that was growing with each passing second. The world around her faded away, replaced by the sensation of his body against hers, the taste of his kiss on her lips, the sound of his ragged breathing in her ear. He kicked the door shut behind them, his back pressing against it, trapping her between him and the wood. The hard surface was a stark contrast to the softness of his body, a reminder of his strength, of his control, of the power he held over her in this moment.

His hands slid under her skirt, his fingers finding the lace of her panties, hooking them aside. Alex gasped at the intrusion, at the sudden cool air on her heated skin, at the anticipation of his touch. His fingers brushed against her clit, a feather-light caress that sent a jolt of pleasure through her body.

"Fuck, you're soaked."

Alex whimpered as his fingers brushed against her clit again, her hips jerking forward, seeking more of his touch. "Darius, please—"

"Please what?" His voice was a growl, his breath hot against her ear, a low rumble that vibrated through her body, making her shiver with anticipation. His fingers traced slow circles around her clit, teasing her, drawing out her pleasure, making her ache for more. "You want me to fuck you? Right here? Against the door?"

"Yes!" The word tore from her throat, desperate, needy, a plea for the release she knew only he could give her. Her body was trembling with want, her breathing ragged, her mind lost in a haze of desire that left no room for doubt, for hesitation, for anything but the overwhelming need for him to take her, to claim her, to make her his.

Darius didn't make her wait. His fingers left her, and for a second, Alex thought he was going to stop, that this was all a game, a tease. But then she felt the press of his cock against her entrance, thick and heavy, stretching her just with the tip. She was desperate, wet, ready for him, but the size of him was daunting, a reminder of what was coming, of the way he would fill her, stretch her, make her his.

"You're gonna take all of me, baby." His voice was rough, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her steady, his eyes locked on hers as he spoke, a promise of what was to come. "And you're gonna love it."

Alex nodded, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. "I—I can't wait—"

"Good." And then he was pushing inside her, slow at first, letting her adjust to the size of him, to the way he filled her up, owned her. Alex cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders, her head falling back against the door. The sensation was overwhelming, a mixture of pleasure and pain as her body stretched to accommodate him, as he filled her completely, claiming every inch of her with his cock.

"Oh god—"

"That's it." Darius groaned, his hips rolling forward, his cock sliding deeper, deeper, until she was taking every inch of him, her body stretching around him, her pussy clenching tight. He was breathing heavily, his eyes closed in concentration as he focused on the feeling of her body around him, as he savored the moment of their joining. "Fuck, you feel amazing."

Alex's head fell back against the door, her body moving with his, her hips meeting his thrusts, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The sensation of his cock inside her was everything she had imagined and more, a perfect fit, a connection that went deeper than the physical. "Darius—fuck—you're so big—"

"And you're so tight, baby." His hands slid under her ass, lifting her slightly, changing the angle, making him hit that spot inside her that had her seeing stars. Every thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through her body, building the tension, the heat, the need for release. His voice was a growl against her ear, a constant stream of praise and encouragement that sent her over the edge. "You were made for this. For me."

Alex's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around his cock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders, her body bucking against his, riding out the waves of ecstasy that were consuming her. Darius groaned, his thrusts growing erratic, his body tensing as he buried himself to the hilt and came with a low, guttural sound, spilling his seed inside her, marking her as his.

For a long moment, they stayed like that—Alex's body still trembling, Darius's cock still buried inside her, his forehead resting against hers. His breath was ragged, his hands still gripping her ass, holding her close, as if he never wanted to let her go. She could feel his heart pounding against her chest, could feel the tremors running through his body as he came down from the high of his own release. The world around them faded away, replaced by the intimacy of their moment, the closeness of their bodies, the connection that had been forged between them.

Finally, he pulled back, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. Alex's eyes fluttered open, meeting his, seeing the satisfaction in his gaze, the hunger still lingering, the promise of more to come. His thumb traced her lips, a gentle caress that was both a question and an acknowledgment of what had just happened between them. She could feel his seed leaking out of her, a warm reminder of their passion, of the way he had filled her, claimed her, made her his.

"Well, baby. What do you think?" His voice was soft, curious, a contrast to the raw passion of their lovemaking. He was asking more than just about the physical act; he was asking about her, about them, about the connection that had been undeniable from the first moment they laid eyes on each other.

Alex's smile was slow, satisfied, a curve of her lips that spoke volumes. "I think…" She swallowed, the words catching in her throat as she tried to put into words the overwhelming feelings coursing through her. "I think I think you were right."

Darius's grin was all teeth, a predatory smile that was both sexy and reassuring, a promise of more of the same, a promise that he had seen the truth in her, had recognized what she had been too scared to admit to herself. "About what?"

"About me being a liar." She leaned in, pressing a kiss to his jaw, a gentle caress of her lips against his skin, a thank you, a promise, an acknowledgment of the truth he had helped her see. "I have been lying to myself." The admission was a relief, a weight lifted from her shoulders, a freedom that came with being seen, with being known, with being accepted for who she truly was.

And as Darius carried her to the bedroom, his cock already hardening again, Alex realized one thing with absolute certainty: She was never going back.




Chapter 2

The rain had stopped by the time Alex stepped out of Darius’s apartment, her dress still rumpled, her lips still swollen from his kisses. The elevator ride down had been quiet, the kind of silence that hummed with unspoken promises—like the air before a storm, thick with electricity. She hadn’t expected to leave so soon. Hadn’t expected to want to leave at all.

But Darius had been insistent. "You need to go," he’d murmured against her neck, his fingers tracing slow circles on her hip. "Before you forget how to walk." His voice had been rough, laced with a need that matched her own. "I can still feel you around me," he’d added, pressing his hips forward so she could feel the hard ridge of his cock against her thigh. "And if you stay, I promise I won't let you leave until you're screaming my name again."

And so she had, stumbling out into the cool night air, her heels clicking against the wet pavement. The city was alive around her—taxis honking, laughter spilling from bars, the distant wail of a siren—but none of it registered. All she could feel was the ghost of Darius’s hands on her skin, the way his mouth had felt against hers, the way his cock had stretched her in ways she hadn’t known were possible. She remembered how he’d entered her, slow at first, filling her inch by inch, his eyes locked on hers as she’d gasped at the sensation of being so completely filled. Then he’d picked up the pace, his hips thrusting against hers, his body covering hers as he took her against the wall of his apartment.

She should have been terrified.

She wasn’t.

She was addicted.

---

Alex’s apartment was a stark contrast to the dark, intoxicating heat of Darius’s place. The fluorescent glow of the kitchen lights was too bright, the silence too loud. She kicked off her heels, letting them clatter to the floor, and collapsed onto the couch, her fingers still trembling. The memory of Darius’s tongue on her skin, tasting her, exploring her most intimate places, played on a loop in her mind. She could still feel his mouth on her clit, the way he'd sucked and licked until she'd been writhing beneath him, begging for more. He'd brought her to the edge repeatedly, each time pulling back just before she climaxed, leaving her breathless and desperate for release. When he'd finally pushed her over the edge, the orgasm had been so intense she'd seen stars, her body convulsing with pleasure as she'd screamed his name.

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table.

Greg: Hey, babe. Where are you?

Alex stared at the screen, her thumb hovering over the keyboard. She could lie. Could tell him she’d just gotten caught up with Jamie and Priya, that they’d ended up at another bar. But the thought of lying to Greg’s face—of pretending everything was fine—made her stomach twist. She knew she should feel guilty, but all she could think about was Darius's hands on her body, his cock inside her, the way he'd made her feel more alive than she'd ever felt before.

Instead, she deleted the message without replying.

---

The next morning, Alex woke to the sound of her alarm blaring. She groaned, rolling over, her body still aching in the best possible way. The sheets were tangled around her legs, her dress from last night crumpled on the floor beside the bed. She could still smell him on her skin—woodsmoke and something darker, something primitive. The memory of their first time together, how he'd taken her on his bed, how he'd pinned her wrists above her head as he'd thrust into her, filled her senses. She remembered the way his muscles had flexed beneath her touch, the sound of his breathing growing ragged as he'd moved inside her, the intensity of his gaze as he watched her face contort with pleasure.

She needed a shower.

Badly.

But first, she needed coffee.

---

The office was a blur of fluorescent lighting and the sterile scent of disinfectant. Alex sat at her desk, staring at the spreadsheet in front of her, but her mind was elsewhere. Every time she blinked, she saw Darius’s face—his sharp jawline, the way his lips had curved when he smirked, the way his eyes had darkened when he looked at her like she was the only woman in the room. She remembered the way he'd touched her hair, the way his fingers had traced patterns on her back as they'd lain in bed together, the way he'd whispered her name like it was a sacred prayer.

"You’re distracted."

Alex jumped, nearly dropping her pen. Greg leaned against the doorframe of her cubicle, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

"What?" she asked, forcing a laugh. "Just tired."

Greg raised an eyebrow. "You’ve been off all week. Late nights. Short replies. You sure everything’s okay?"

Alex’s stomach twisted. "Everything’s fine. Just… work stuff."

Greg studied her for a long moment, his gaze too perceptive for her liking. Then he sighed, pushing off the doorframe. "Alright. But if you need to talk—"

"I’m fine," Alex said quickly, a little too quickly. "Really."

Greg nodded, but the look in his eyes said he didn’t believe her.

---

Lunch was a nightmare.

Alex picked at her salad, her appetite nonexistent. Greg had invited her to join him and some of their coworkers at a nearby deli, but the second she sat down, she realized she couldn’t stomach the sight of food. Not when her mind was still tangled up in Darius’s hands, in the way his voice had roughened when he’d whispered her name against her skin, in the way he'd brought her to orgasm again and again, his skilled fingers and tongue expertise bringing her to heights of pleasure she'd never known existed.

"You okay?" Greg asked, his voice cutting through her thoughts.

Alex forced a smile. "Yeah. Just… tired."

Greg didn’t press, but she could feel his eyes on her, heavy and assessing. She needed to get out of there. Needed to breathe.

---

The walk home was a blur. Alex’s heels clicked against the pavement, her mind racing. She couldn’t stop thinking about Darius. About the way he’d touched her. About the way he’d looked at her like she was something precious—and dangerous. She remembered how he'd carried her to his bed after their first time, how he'd gently cleaned her up, how he'd held her close as they'd fallen asleep, his arm wrapped protectively around her waist.

She needed to see him again.

But how?

---

That night, Alex found herself back at the wine bar, though she hadn’t planned on it. She told herself she was just passing by, that she’d stop in for a quick drink before heading home. But the second she stepped inside, her gaze locked onto the bar where Darius stood, polishing a glass with slow, deliberate movements. His shirt sleeves were rolled up, revealing forearms corded with muscle, and she remembered how those hands had felt on her body, how they'd explored every inch of her, bringing her to ecstasy time and time again.

He looked up, his eyes meeting hers across the room.

And just like that, she was his again.

---

Darius didn’t move at first. He just watched her, his dark eyes burning with something that made her pulse jump. Then, with a smirk, he set down the glass and rounded the bar, his movements fluid, predatory. His hips rolled slightly with each step, and she remembered how those hips had moved against hers, how they'd created a perfect rhythm that had sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

"Miss me?" he asked, his voice low, rough.

Alex swallowed. "I—I didn’t plan on coming here."

"Liar." His hand found the small of her back, guiding her toward the back room, the one reserved for private tastings. "You’ve been counting the minutes since you left my place."

Alex’s breath hitched. "You’re impossible."

"And you love it." Darius’s lips brushed against her ear, his breath hot, his words a dark promise. "Admit it."

Alex didn’t answer. She didn’t have to.

Because the second his mouth found hers, she melted.

---

The back room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of aged wine and something darker—something that smelled like him. Darius pushed her against the wall, his hands gripping her hips, his mouth devouring hers. Alex moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair, her body arching into his touch. She remembered how he'd pinned her against the wall last night, how he'd lifted her leg around his waist and entered her in one smooth motion, how he'd filled her so completely she'd gasped at the sensation.

"You taste like sin," Darius growled against her lips.

Alex whimpered. "Darius—"

"Shh." His hand slid under her skirt, his fingers finding the lace of her panties, hooking them aside. "Let me taste you properly this time."

Alex’s breath hitched as his fingers brushed against her clit, his touch light, teasing. "Oh god—"

"That’s it, baby." His voice was a dark whisper, his breath hot against her ear. "Let me hear you."

She remembered how he'd knelt between her legs, how his tongue had explored her most intimate places, bringing her to the brink of orgasm again and again, only to pull back and make her wait, making her beg for release. And when he finally let her come, the sensation had been so intense she'd seen stars, her body convulsing with pleasure as she'd screamed his name.

"Oh fuck—! Oh god—! Darius—!"

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body shuddering, her pussy clenching around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure wrecked her. Darius groaned, his breath hot against her skin, his hands gripping her thighs, holding her close.

"Fuck, you taste amazing," he murmured, his voice rough with need.

Alex could only whimper, her body still trembling, her mind still spinning.

Darius finally pulled back, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. "Now you know what I mean about being addicted."

Alex’s smile was slow, satisfied. "I think…" She swallowed. "I think you’re right."

And as Darius lifted her onto the counter, his cock already hard against her stomach, she realized one thing with absolute certainty:

She was never going back to the way things were before.




Chapter 3

The bar was thick with the low hum of conversation, the clink of glasses, and the occasional burst of laughter—but none of it touched Alex. She sat in the same corner booth she’d claimed last time, her own glass of red wine untouched, her fingers tracing the condensation on the outside. She had told herself she wouldn’t come back. That one moment—one taste—was enough to ruin her, to shatter the fragile veneer she’d built around her life. But here she was, her pulse hammering in her throat, her skin still tingling from memories that refused to fade.

The door chimed, and she didn’t look up.

Not until she felt it—the shift in the air, the way the temperature seemed to drop before rising again, the kind of warmth that curled between her thighs like a brand. Darius stepped into the bar, and the world narrowed to the space between them. He was dressed in a dark leather jacket that skimmed his shoulders, the fabric stretched taut over his broad chest, the sleeves riding up just enough to reveal the inked patterns of muscle beneath. His hair was damp, like he’d just walked out of a shower, and the scent of cedar and dark soap clung to him, thick in the air.

He saw her before she could hide.

A smirk tugged at his lips, slow and knowing, as he made his way toward her. The bar was suddenly too small, the room too warm, her own breath too loud in her ears. Alex watched him approach, her heart doing an unsteady dance against her ribs. The man was magnetic, drawing the attention of everyone in the room without even trying. His eyes never left hers, dark and intense, as if he could see every secret she’d ever tried to keep hidden.

"Took you long enough," he murmured, sliding into the booth across from her, his thigh pressing against hers under the table. Alex exhaled sharply, the contact sending a jolt of electricity up her spine. The warmth of his leg against hers was both comforting and terrifying, a reminder of how easily he could make her forget herself. "I didn’t say I’d come," she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. "No," he agreed, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the table between them, "but you did." She should have denied it. Should have spit out some lie, some excuse to explain why she was sitting here like a woman already half-done for. But the truth was, she had missed him. Not just his body—though God, she had—but the way he looked at her. Like she was something precious and dangerous all at once. Like he could tear her apart with his hands and still make her beg for more. "You’re infuriating," she snapped, but her voice lacked heat. Darius chuckled, low and rich, and reached across the table to pluck her wineglass from her fingers before she could react. He took a slow sip, his dark eyes never leaving hers, and Alex’s stomach twisted as she watched his throat work. The simple act of drinking wine had never looked so sensual, so deliberately provocative. "You’re delicious," he said, his voice rough, "but not as delicious as you taste on my tongue." A shiver ran down her spine at the memory of his tongue on her body, at how easily he could make her forget everything but the feeling of him. He set the glass down with deliberate care, his fingers brushing hers just long enough to make her skin burn. "What do you want, Alex?" he asked, his thumb tracing the pulse at her wrist, his touch light but there, a promise hanging in the air between them. She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. "I—I don’t know," she admitted, knowing the words were a lie even as she spoke them. "Bullshit," he said, his thumb pressing more firmly against her racing pulse. "You came back because you need me." The words should have been terrifying. Instead, they sent a wave of heat crashing through her, pooling low in her belly. She remembered how he could make her body sing with just a touch, how he could reduce her to nothing but sensation with a single look. "I don’t need anything," she lied, her voice barely a whisper. Darius leaned in, his breath warm against her ear, sending goosebumps across her skin. "You’re dripping for me. I can smell you from here," he murmured, his tongue flicking out to taste the shell of her ear. Alex’s breath hitched, her body responding to his words despite her brain’s protest. "And you know what? It’s addicting," he continued, his voice dropping to a whisper that was just for her. "The way you smell when you’re turned on. The way you taste. The way you look at me like I’m the only thing that matters." She should have pushed him away. Should have told him to fuck off, to leave her alone before she did something stupid—before she let him ruin her for good. But when his hand slid up her thigh, his palm rough against the silk of her dress, her body betrayed her, arching into his touch. "Darius—" she whispered, her voice barely more than a sigh. "Shh," he murmured, his lips brushing her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin just below her ear. "Let me take care of you." The walk to his apartment was a blur of hands and lips and the press of his body against hers. Darius didn’t let her go, not even for a second, his grip on her waist firm enough to bruise, his mouth never leaving hers. The elevator ride was even worse—trapped in the tight space with him, his cock already hard against her hip, his hand sliding up her thigh, inching higher with every floor they passed. His fingers pushed aside the silk of her panties, finding her already wet and eager. "So fucking ready for me," he growled against her lips, his fingers sliding through her folds before plunging inside. Alex gasped, her back arching as his fingers curved just right, hitting that spot that made her see stars. "Darius—"" "That’s it," he murmured, his free hand gripping her ass, pulling her closer to him. "You’re so wet. You’ve been thinking about this all day, haven’t you?" She couldn’t deny it, not when his fingers were inside her, not when his thumb was circling her clit, not when her body was trembling with need. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. "I’ve been thinking about you." His fingers pumped in and out of her, rough and demanding, while his thumb worked her clit in slow, deliberate circles. The elevator seemed to move in slow motion, each ding of a passing floor another reason for her to lose her mind a little more. By the time they stumbled into his apartment, Alex was already breathless, her dress hitched up around her waist, her panties shoved to the side. Darius didn’t waste time. The second the door clicked shut behind them, he had her pressed against the wall, his mouth crashing onto hers, his tongue plundering hers like a man starved. "You’re mine," he growled against her lips, his hands gripping her ass, lifting her just enough so he could pin her in place. Alex moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders. "Darius—"" "Say it," he demanded, his voice rough with desire. "Tell me you’re mine." "I—I’m yours," she gasped, her head falling back against the wall as his mouth moved to her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. "And I’m never letting you go," he promised, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wider. Alex’s dress was already around her waist, her panties long forgotten. Darius’s cock was thick and heavy against her stomach, the head already glistening with precome, his fingers working her in slow, deliberate strokes, one hand inside her pussy, the other sliding between her cheeks to tease her ass. "You like that, don’t you?" he murmured, his voice a dark rasp. "You like me touching you everywhere, making you feel things you’ve never felt before." "Yes," she moaned, her hips rolling up to meet his touch. "I love it. I love how you touch me." His thumb circled her clit while his fingers inside her curved, hitting that spot that made her see stars. "You’re so fucking wet for me," he murmured, his voice a dark rasp. "I can’t wait to feel you squeeze me." Alex whimpered, her hips rolling up to meet his touch. "Please—fuck—Darius, please—"" "Please what?" His thumb circled her clit, his fingers curling inside her, hitting that spot that made her see stars. "What do you want?"" "You," she gasped. "I want you—"" "Good girl," he murmured, his mouth crashing onto hers, his tongue dueling with hers as his fingers pounded into her, rough and relentless. "You’re mine. And I’m going to make you scream." Alex couldn’t answer. She couldn’t breathe. All she could do was feel—the stretch of her pussy around his fingers, the heat of his mouth on hers, the way her body ached for him in ways she never had before. His other hand cupped her breast, slicking her nipple before squeezing it just hard enough to make her gasp. "Darius—" she moaned, her back arching off the wall. "I—I’m gonna—"" "Come for me," he commanded, his fingers twisting, his thumb rubbing her clit in rough circles, and that was all it took. Alex’s orgasm wrecked her, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her breath stealing from her lungs, her body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crushed over her. Darius groaned against her neck, his own breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock pulsing against her thigh. He didn’t pull back immediately, instead keeping his fingers inside her as she rode out her orgasm, his thumb continuing to circle her clit, drawing out every last wave of pleasure. "Fuck," he muttered, his voice rough. "That’s just how I like it." Alex could only pant, her body still trembling, her mind still spinning. Darius finally pulled back, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. "That’s right," he murmured, his voice dark and satisfied. "You’re addicted now." And when he rolled her onto her stomach, his hands gripping her hips, his cock notching at her entrance, she didn’t protest. She couldn’t. Because the truth was, she wanted this. She needed it. The bed was a tangle of sheets and skin, Darius’s hands rough on her thighs as he pushed her knees apart, his dark eyes locked onto her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered. Alex’s dress was somewhere on the floor, forgotten, her panties already lost to the floor. Darius’s cock was thick and heavy against her ass, the head already glistening with precome, his fingers working her in slow, deliberate strokes, one hand inside her pussy, the other sliding between her cheeks to tease her ass. "You have no idea how long I’ve waited to do this again," he murmured, his voice rough with desire. "To have you like this, ready and willing for me." Alex moaned, her hips rolling back against him, seeking more of his touch. "I can’t get enough of you," she admitted, her voice a breathless whisper. "I never could." His fingers inside her curled, hitting that spot that made her gasp. "You feel that?" he asked, his voice a dark promise. "That’s just the beginning." And with that, he pulled his fingers out of her, positioning himself at her entrance. "You’re mine," he murmured, his voice a dark promise. "And I’m never letting you go." Alex didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Because when he sunk into her, filling her in one rough stroke, she understood—this wasn’t just sex. This was an addiction. The shower was a storm of hot water and hands, Darius’s fingers exploring every inch of her body like she was something to be devoured. His mouth followed, his lips trailing down her spine, his tongue teasing the curve of her ass before finally plunging between her thighs. Her wet hair cascaded down her back, the water mixing with her sweat as he worked her over, his tongue flicking against her clit while his fingers plunged into her pussy from behind. "You’re perfect," he growled, his breath hot against her skin. "So fucking perfect." Alex moaned, her fingers clutching at the tile as his tongue flicked against her clit, his hands gripping her hips, holding her still. "Darius—"" "Shh," he murmured, his teeth nipping at her inner thigh, his fingers slipping inside her, stretching her, preparing her for what was to come. "I’m not done with you yet." His tongue returned to her clit, flicking and circling, while his fingers pumped in and out of her, his other hand sliding up to cup her breast, his thumb circling her nipple. "Please," she gasped, her head falling forward against the tile, water streaming down her face. "Please, I need you inside me." "Pathetic," he murmured against her clit, the vibration sending a shiver through her entire body. "Begging for it like a common whore." And just the word, the way he said it with such dirt and desire, made her even wetter, even more desperate for him. "I am," she admitted, her voice breaking. "I’m a whore for you. Your whore." He groaned against her, the sound vibrating through her clit and making her legs tremble. "Fuck, you’re perfect," he muttered, standing up straight and positioning himself behind her. Without warning, he thrust into her, filling her completely in one rough stroke. Alex gasped, her back arching as he hit that perfect spot inside her. "So wet," he growled, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her back against him with each thrust. "So tight. You were made for me, weren’t you?" "Yes," she moaned, her fingers slipping on the wet tile as she braced herself against the wall. "Only for you." His thrusts became harder, faster, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing in the shower. "You’re mine," he murmured, his voice a dark promise. "And I’m never letting you go." Alex didn’t answer. She couldn’t. All she could do was feel—the water cascading down her body, the heat of his skin against hers, the way he filled her completely, the way he made her feel like she was the only person in the world who mattered to him. And when he flipped her around, pressing her against the wall, his cock notching at her entrance once more, she knew that this was where she belonged. Alex didn’t answer. She didn’t have to. Because when he sunk into her, filling her in one rough stroke, she understood—this wasn’t just sex. This was an addiction. And she was drowning in it.




Chapter 4

The rain had started just after midnight, a slow, relentless downpour that turned the city streets into a slick mirror of neon and shadow. Alex sat on the edge of Darius’s couch, her fingers tracing the rim of a half-empty glass of bourbon—his bourbon, the way he liked it, neat and untouched. She shouldn’t have stayed. Shouldn’t have let him talk her into lingering after the way he’d used her body last night. After the way he’d owned it. Her thighs still trembled with the phantom sensation of his weight pressing them apart, the memory of his cock stretching her to her limits, filling her so completely that she’d felt every inch of him for hours afterward. The memory sent a shiver down her spine and a warmth pooling low in her belly.

His apartment was quiet except for the distant hum of the city outside, the occasional flash of lightning illuminating the room in stark white. The shadows danced across his broad back as he stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, his muscles shifting beneath his shirt with every breath he took. He hadn’t said a word since he’d walked in, just poured her a drink and handed it to her with a look that said you know what this means. And she did. She knew the dangerous game they were playing, the one where lines blurred and desires ran wild.

"You’re thinking too hard," he murmured, finally turning to face her. His voice was rough, like gravel underfoot, and his eyes—dark, unreadable—locked onto hers. "That’s not how this works."

Alex swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. "How what works?"

"Us." He stepped closer, the heat of his body radiating toward her, close enough that she could feel the ghost of his breath against her lips. His scent—spice and man and something uniquely Darius—wrapped around her like a physical presence. "You don’t get to overthink this. Not when you’re already mine."

Her pulse jumped. "I’m not—"

"You are." His hand shot out, gripping the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her against him. His mouth crashed onto hers, his kiss punishing, his tongue forcing its way between her lips, claiming her as if he had every right to do so. Alex gasped, her hands flying to his chest, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt as she tried to push him away—even as her body melted against his, betraying her every intention to resist.

"You wanted this," he growled against her lips, his voice a dark, possessive rumble that vibrated through her entire being. "Admit it."

She couldn’t. Not when his cock was already hard against her hip, pressing into her through the thin fabric of her dress. Not when her body responded so eagerly, her nipples pebbling against the lace of her bra, her thighs pressing together as heat pooled between them, dampening her panties in a way that left no question about her body’s treasonous desires.

Darius didn’t give her the chance to speak. His hand slid down her throat, over her collarbone, his fingers teasing the edge of her dress before plunging beneath the fabric. His palm was rough against her skin, his touch demanding, as he cupped her breast, his thumb rolling over her nipple until it ached with need.

"You’re so fucking responsive," he murmured, his voice a dark purr that sent shivers down her spine. "Every time I touch you, you drip for me."

Alex whimpered, her head falling back as his fingers twisted her nipple, pinching just enough to send a jolt of pleasure straight to her core, making her clit throb with desperate need.

"Darius—"

"Shh." His other hand slid up her thigh, his fingers hooking into the lace of her panties, pulling them aside. "Let me taste you."

She should have stopped him. Should have fought him. But when his fingers dipped between her folds, finding her soaking wet, her body betrayed her again, her hips bucking against his touch as if they had a mind of their own.

"Fuck, you’re ready," he groaned, his voice rough with approval. "You’ve been thinking about me all day, haven’t you?"

Alex couldn’t lie. Not when his fingers circled her clit, his touch light and teasing, before plunging inside her, filling her in one rough stroke that made her gasp his name.

"Answer me," he demanded, his voice a dark command that resonated in her chest.

"Y-yes," she gasped. "I—I have—"

"Good girl." His fingers pumped into her, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, deliberate circles that built the pressure inside her with agonizing slowness. "Because I need you. And you need me."

Alex couldn’t deny it. Not when his fingers curled inside her, hitting that spot that made her see stars, not when his mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue dueling with hers as his fingers pounded into her, rough and relentless, driving her toward the edge of sanity.

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

Alex couldn’t answer. She couldn’t breathe. All she could do was feel—the stretch of her pussy around his fingers, the heat of his mouth on hers, the way her body ached for more, for the thick cock she could feel pressing against her thigh, for the release that hovered just out of reach.

"Darius—" she moaned, her back arching off the couch. "I—I’m gonna—"

"Come for me." His fingers twisted, his thumb rubbing her clit in rough circles, and that was all it took.

Alex’s orgasm wrecked her completely.

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her breath stealing from her lungs, her body shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, blinding her to everything but the sensations coursing through her veins. Darius groaned against her neck, his own breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock throbbing against her thigh with a desperation that matched her own.

"Fuck," he muttered, his voice rough with satisfaction. "That’s just how I like it."

Alex could only pant, her body still trembling, her mind still spinning from the intensity of her climax. Her dress was hitched up around her waist, her panties pushed aside, and she knew she must look a mess—flushed, sweaty, and thoroughly used. And yet, she’d never felt more alive.

Darius finally pulled back, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip, the taste of herself still lingering on his skin. "That’s right," he murmured, his voice dark and satisfied. "You’re addicted now."

And just like that, he flipped her onto her stomach on the couch, his hands gripping her hips, his cock notching at her entrance. The sudden position shift sent a thrill through her, her ass in the air, her pussy exposed and ready for whatever he had planned.

"You’re mine," he murmured, his voice a dark promise that made her shiver. "And I’m never letting you go."

Alex didn’t answer. She didn’t have to.

Because when he sank into her, filling her in one rough stroke that made her cry out, she understood—this wasn’t just sex. This was an obsession, a claiming that went beyond the physical. As he began to move, his hips thrusting against her with a steady, relentless rhythm, she knew she was lost, completely and utterly his.

The rain had stopped by the time they made it to the bedroom, the city outside bathed in the pale glow of dawn. The air felt charged, heavy with the scent of sex and desire. Darius didn’t waste time. The second the door clicked shut behind them, he had her pressed against the wall, his mouth crashing onto hers, his tongue plundering hers like a man starved for her taste.

"You’re mine," he growled against her lips, his hands gripping her ass, lifting her just enough so he could pin her in place. "And I’m never letting you go."

Alex moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders, leaving marks that she knew would be there tomorrow. The reminder that she’d affected him as much as he’d affected her sent a surge of power through her, even as she remained completely under his control.

"Darius—"

"Say it."

"I—I’m yours," she gasped, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Good girl." His mouth trailed down her neck, his teeth nipping at her skin, leaving little love bites that would serve as reminders of this night for days to come. His hands slid up her thighs, hitching her dress up around her waist, exposing her completely to his hungry gaze. "Now ride me."

Alex’s breath hitched. "W-what?"

"You heard me." His hands spread her thighs, his fingers teasing her folds before plunging inside her, filling her in one rough stroke that made her whimper. "Get on your knees and take me."

She didn’t hesitate. The desire to please him, to give him what he wanted, overrode any hesitation she might have felt. Darius lowered her onto the bed, his cock notching at her entrance as she straddled him, her hands gripping his shoulders for balance.

The first inch was painful, her body stretching, burning, aching as he pushed deeper, claiming her again in the most intimate way possible.

"Relax," he murmured, his voice a dark purr that vibrated through her. "Let me in."

Alex took a shaky breath, her body adjusting, accommodating the intrusion that somehow felt both agonizing and perfect. And then—

"Oh fuck—!"

He was all the way inside her, his cock filling her completely, owning her. She could feel every inch, every vein, every thick ridge of him pulsing inside her, sending waves of sensation through her body.

"You feel that?" His voice was a growl, his hips rolling just slightly, testing her, teasing her. "You were made for this, baby. Made for me."

Alex could only whimper in response, her body tingling, alive in a way she’d never known possible. The position allowed her to feel every movement in a way she hadn’t before, every shift of his hips, every throb of his cock, every breath he took.

Darius didn’t waste time. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he lifted her, slamming her back down onto his cock. Alex cried out, her body jolting with the force of it, the sensation overwhelming in the best possible way.

"You like that?" he grunted, his hands holding her in place as he began to fuck her. "You like how deep I go?"

"Y-yes!" she gasped. "Oh god, yes—!"

His pace increased, his cock slamming into her, stretching her, filling her over and over again. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure crashing through her, her body clenching around him, begging for more, needing more, desperate for the release that built with each powerful movement.

"You’re so tight," he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he met her downward movements with his own upward thrusts. "Like a fucking glove."

Alex could only moan in response, her body shaking, her orgasm building again, faster, harder, more uncontrollable than before. The sensation of being in control while simultaneously being completely dominated was intoxicating, and she found herself matching his thrusts, grinding against him with each movement, chasing the pleasure that screamed through her veins.

"Come for me," he commanded, his voice a dark, possessive growl that sent shivers down her spine. "Let me feel it."

And she did.

Her back arched, her body trembling as her release crashed over her in waves. Darius roared, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, his hot, thick release filling her, marking her as his in the most primal way possible.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, breathless, sweaty, connected, their bodies still joined in the aftermath of their passion. And then Darius pulled out, his cock glistening with their combined release.

Alex bit her lip, her eyes locked onto him, her body still tingling with the remnants of her orgasm. "That was—"

"Not enough," he interrupted, his voice a low, dangerous promise that sent a fresh wave of desire through her. "Not even close."

Her breath hitched. "W-what do you mean?"

Darius leaned in, his lips brushing her ear, his warm breath sending shivers across her skin. "I mean, baby…" His voice dropped to a whisper that was somehow more intense than his previous growls. "You’re mine now. And I don’t share."

And before she could respond, he was kissing her again, his hands roaming over her body, claiming her, owning her, reminding her with every touch that she belonged to him completely.

Because she was his.

And she never, ever wanted to be anyone else’s.




Chapter 5

The city hummed outside Darius’s penthouse, a low, electric pulse of life that never slept. Alex sat on the edge of the leather couch, her fingers tracing the rim of a glass of bourbon she hadn’t touched. The amber liquid sloshed slightly as she shifted, her thighs still throbbing from last night—from the way Darius had taken her against the wall, from the way his cock had stretched her until she thought she’d break. The memory alone made her breath catch, the way his hands had gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his thick shaft, over and over, until she’d been nothing but a trembling mess of pleasure. She shouldn’t have stayed. Shouldn’t have let him walk her home, shouldn’t have let him kiss her like he owned her. But she had.

And now, here she was, her body still buzzing with the aftershocks of their last encounter, her mind a battlefield of desire and doubt.

Darius stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, his broad back to her, the play of muscle beneath his shirt hypnotic. The dim lighting of the room highlighted every defined curve of his body, every ripple of muscle that had been pressing against her mere hours before. He hadn’t spoken since he’d walked in, just poured her a drink and handed it to her with a look that said you know what this means.

She did.

This was the part where things got real.

The air between them was thick, charged, like the moment before a storm breaks. Alex swallowed hard, the bourbon burning her throat as she forced herself to take a sip. The liquor did nothing to dull the heat pooling between her legs, the way her body still ached for him. The memory of his fingers inside her, his thumb expertly circling her clit while his other hand squeezed her breast, sent a fresh wave of wetness to her already damp panties. She crossed her legs, trying to relieve the pressure, but it only intensified, a constant throb that reminded her exactly how thoroughly he had possessed her last night.

Darius finally turned, his dark eyes locking onto hers. He didn’t smile. Didn’t smirk. Just looked at her, like he could see every dirty thought crawling through her mind, like he knew exactly how wet she was, exactly how much she wanted him again.

"You’re thinking too much," he said, his voice rough, like gravel underfoot.

Alex exhaled sharply, her fingers tightening around her glass. "I’m just—processing."

"Processing what?" He stepped closer, close enough that she could smell the faint scent of his cologne—something dark, spiced, dangerous. Close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, a warmth that matched the one building inside her. "The fact that you can’t stop thinking about me? The way your body reacts to me?" His hand shot out, gripping the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her against him. She gasped at the sudden contact, her free hand flying to his chest, her nails digging into the expensive fabric of his shirt. "Or the fact that you want me to do it again?"

Alex’s breath hitched, her heart pounding against her ribs like a trapped bird. "Darius—"

"Tell me," he demanded, his voice a low growl that vibrated through her. "Tell me you’re mine."

She should’ve lied. Should’ve pushed him away. The logical part of her brain screamed that this was moving too fast, that she barely knew him, that this obsession was dangerous. But the logical part was drowning in a sea of hormones and desire, her body betraying every rational thought with its insistent throbbing, its aching need for his touch.

"You feel that?" he murmured, his lips brushing her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "You know what you do to me."

Alex couldn’t answer. Not when his cock pressed against her hip, already hard, already ready. Even through their clothes, she could feel its impressive length, its thickness, a physical reminder of exactly how he had filled her so completely last night. The memory made her clench involuntarily, her body already preparing itself for more, already remembering the exquisite stretch, the delicious burn, the overwhelming pleasure he had given her.

"Fuck," he groaned, his voice rough with need. "You’re ready for me."

Alex couldn’t lie. Not when his fingers slid down her throat, over her collarbone, his touch sending shivers down her spine. Not when his hand plunged beneath the fabric of her blouse and cupped her breast, his thumb rolling over her nipple until it pebbled under his touch. Her nipple hardened instantly, aching for more attention, for the pinch and pull he had given her last night, for the rough handling that had sent sparks of pleasure straight to her core.

"You’re so fucking responsive," he murmured, his voice a dark purr that made her shiver. "Every time I touch you, you drip for me."

Alex whimpered, her head falling back as his fingers twisted her nipple, pinching just enough to send a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. "Darius—"

"Shh." His other hand slid up her thigh, his fingers hooking into the lace of her panties, pulling them aside. She moaned at the intimate contact, her hips bucking involuntarily, seeking more of his touch. "Let me taste you."

She should have stopped him. Should have fought him. But when his fingers dipped between her folds, finding her soaking wet, her body betrayed her again, her hips bucking against his touch. The sensation of his rough fingers against her sensitive flesh was almost too much, a spark of pleasure that shot through her entire body, making her moan his name again.

"Fuck, you’re ready," he groaned, his voice rough with approval. "You’ve been thinking about me all day, haven’t you? Thinking about how I fucked you last night? How I stretched you around my cock? How you came so hard you screamed?"

Alex couldn’t lie. Not when his fingers circled her clit, his touch light, teasing, before plunging inside her, filling her in one rough stroke. Her empty pussy clenched around his fingers, desperate for more, remembering exactly how it felt to be filled by his impressive length.

"Answer me," he demanded, his voice a dark command that sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. "Have you been thinking about this all day?"

"Y-yes," she gasped, her hips rocking against his hand, seeking more of the delicious friction. "I—I have—"

"Good girl." His fingers pumped into her, his thumb rubbing her clit in slow, deliberate circles that made her toes curl. "Because I need you. And you need me."

Alex couldn’t deny it. Not when his fingers curled inside her, hitting that spot that made her see stars. Not when his mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue dueling with hers as his fingers pounded into her, rough and relentless. The kiss was punishing, demanding, a battle of wills that she had no chance of winning. His tongue explored her mouth thoroughly, tasting her, claiming her, while his fingers worked their magic between her legs, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

"You’re mine," he growled against her lips, his voice a dark promise that sent a shiver down her spine. "And I’m never letting you go."

Alex couldn’t answer. She couldn’t breathe. All she could do was feel—the stretch of her pussy around his fingers, the heat of his mouth on hers, the way her body ached for more. Her nipples were hard points against his chest, aching for his attention, her body trembling with need as he drove her closer to the edge with every stroke of his fingers.

"Darius—" she moaned, her back arching off the couch, her body begging for release. "I—I’m gonna—"

"Come for me." His fingers twisted, his thumb rubbing her clit in rough circles, and that was all it took.

Alex’s orgasm wrecked her.

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, milking them as wave after wave of pleasure crushed over her. She cried out his name, her body shuddering with the intensity of it, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Darius groaned against her neck, his own breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock throbbing against her thigh, a clear sign of his own arousal.

"Fuck," he muttered, his voice rough with satisfaction. "That’s just how I like it. So responsive, so desperate for me."

Alex could only pant, her body still trembling, her mind still spinning from the intensity of her release. She was boneless, a puddle of pleasure, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Darius finally pulled back, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip, a possessive gesture that sent a fresh shiver of desire through her.

"That’s right," he murmured, his voice dark and satisfied. "You’re addicted now. To my touch, to my voice, to the way I make you feel."

And just like that, he flipped her onto her stomach, his hands gripping her hips, his cock notching at her entrance. She could feel its impressive length, its thickness, a promise of the pleasure to come. Her body was already preparing itself, her pussy clenching in anticipation, her arousal coating her thighs.

"You’re mine," he murmured, his voice a dark promise that sent a shiver down her spine. "And I’m never letting you go."

Alex didn’t answer. She didn’t have to.

Because when he sunk into her, filling her in one rough stroke, she understood—this wasn’t just sex.

This was obsession.

And she was drowning in it.

The sensation of being filled by him was overwhelming, a perfect fit that made her moan his name. He was thick, stretching her to the limit, but it was a delicious burn, a pleasure-pain that made her body sing with approval. He pulled out slowly, torturously, before slamming back into her, setting a punishing rhythm that had her grasping at the couch cushions for dear life.

"Fuck, you feel so good," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly, holding her in place as he plowed into her. "So tight, so wet for me."

Alex could only moan in response, her body rocking back to meet his thrusts, desperate for more of the delicious friction. His cock was a perfect instrument of pleasure, hitting spots inside her that made her see stars, bringing her closer and closer to another earth-shattering release with every powerful stroke.

"You were made for me," he growled, his voice rough with need. "Every inch of you is mine, to touch, to taste, to fuck."

And with that promise, he reached around, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing in perfect circles as he continued to pound into her. The dual sensation was overwhelming, too much, yet not enough, a perfect storm of pleasure that had her crying out his name with abandon.

"Come for me, baby," he demanded, his voice a low growl that vibrated through her. "Come all over my cock."

And just like that, she did. Her body shattered, waves of pleasure washing over her as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock, milking it as he continued to thrust into her with wild abandon. She could feel him getting closer, his thrusts becoming more erratic, his groans more desperate.

"Fuck, I’m gonna come," he grunted, his hands gripping her hips even tighter as he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

And then, with a final, powerful thrust, he came too, his cock pulsing inside her, filling her with his release. The sensation sent one final wave of pleasure through her, making her moan his name as she rode out the aftershocks of their shared release.

They stayed like that for a moment, connected, panting, their bodies slick with sweat. Darius finally pulled out, collapsing onto the couch beside her, pulling her into his arms. She rested her head against his chest, listening to the rapid beat of his heart, matching the rhythm of her own.

"You’re mine," he murmured again, his voice soft this time, a promise rather than a command. "And I’m yours."

Alex smiled, a sense of contentment washing over her despite the whirlwind of her emotions. "I’m yours," she agreed, knowing with a certainty that terrified and thrilled her in equal measure that it was true.

And as they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, the city still humming outside, Alex knew that her life had irrevocably changed. She was addicted to him, to his touch, to his voice, to the way he made her feel. And it was the most dangerous and exhilarating feeling she had ever experienced.
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