

Chapter 1

The penthouse was a monument to power and excess—high ceilings gilded in gold, floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city’s glittering skyline, and the faint hum of wealth that never slept. The chrome fixtures caught the late afternoon sun, casting long shadows that danced across the polished marble floors. But beneath the polished marble and the subtle scent of sandalwood and expensive leather, there was something else. Something darker, hungrier. A current of anticipation that made the air thick enough to taste, like the promise of rain before a storm.

Darius Voss sat behind his desk, one ankle crossed over his knee, his tailored suit hugging the contours of his body like a second skin. The fabric of his trousers pulled taut across his thighs, revealing muscular legs. His dark hair was slightly tousled, as if he’d just run a hand through it—a habit, Mira realized later, that he did whenever he was lying. His fingers steepled beneath his chin, he watched her with unsettling intensity, his eyes the color of aged whiskey—warm, but with a dangerous edge that made her stomach flutter. He seemed to be studying her with a combination of boredom and predatory interest, as if she were both an annoying interruption and a fascinating puzzle he couldn’t wait to solve.

She had read the ad a dozen times. *Highly discreet. Experienced in specialized care. Fertility stipend provided.* She had no experience—just a few babysitting gigs for neighbors’ kids, a knack for keeping secrets, and a desperation that bordered on desperation. The money was too good to refuse, and the unspoken implications had sent a shiver down her spine the moment she clicked apply, an electric thrill that had kept her awake half the night.

Now, standing in front of him, Mira’s palms were slick against the fabric of her skirt. The uniform—a crisp white blouse tucked into a knee-length black A-line skirt, the hem hitting just above her knees—was professional, but not quite severe. It hugged her curves in all the right places, and she knew exactly what he was seeing. The way her nipples tightened against the thin cotton, creating visible peaks that strained against the fabric. The way her thighs pressed together when she walked, trying to ignore the throbbing between her legs, a dull ache that had intensified with every step of the elevator ride up to this towering lair of wealth. Her skirt had ridden up slightly as she stood, revealing a hint of the delicate lace of her underwear, and she quickly smoothed it down, though she suspected he had noticed.

"Specialized care." She had assumed it meant tutoring, maybe light housekeeping. Not this. Not the way his gaze lingered on her mouth, tracing the fullness of her lips, then moved to her collarbones, the delicate bones visible in the V-neck of her blouse. His eyes finally settled on the pulse at the base of her throat, which she could feel fluttering erratically beneath his scrutiny.

"Miss Patel," he said, his voice smooth, almost lazy, but with an underlying current of command that vibrated through the air between them. "You’re early."

She swallowed, the sound audible in the silent room. "I… I wanted to make sure I wasn’t late."

A slow smile curved his lips, revealing perfectly white teeth. "Good. Punctuality is important." He leaned back, spreading his legs just a fraction wider, as if inviting her closer without saying a word. The movement caused his already-tight trousers to pull even more snugly across his groin, and Mira’s eyes darted there for a moment before she managed to drag them back up to his face. His smirk deepened, as if he knew exactly where her thoughts had strayed. "Tell me—why should I hire you?"

Mira cleared her throat, the sound slightly strained. "I’m good with kids. I don’t gossip. And I—" She fumbled, her fingers twitching at her sides, betraying her nervousness. "I’m discreet."

Darius chuckled, low and deliberate, like a cat toying with its prey. "Discreet, huh?"

"Yes." The word burned on her tongue. She had read the fine print—*no personal relationships, no fraternization, no distractions.* But distractions were exactly what he was. He was everything her practical mind knew she should avoid, and yet her traitorous body responded to his presence in ways she couldn’t control.

His fingers tapped rhythmically against the desk, drumming out a beat that matched the pounding of her heart. The sound seemed to echo in the massive room, the only noise aside from their breathing. "And yet, you’re fidgeting."

Mira froze. She hadn’t realized she was moving—her hips shifting, her fingers twisting the hem of her skirt, her breath coming just a little too fast. His eyes followed the small movements with predatory interest, as if tracking prey.

His smirk deepened. "Nervous?"

"No, sir." The word slipped out before she could stop it, a habit from years of dealing with wealthy, demanding clients. But the way his eyes darkened at the sound—like he’d been waiting for it, like he had been waiting for her to acknowledge his position of power—sent a hot flush creeping up her neck, spreading across her chest and warming her face.

Darius pushed his chair back, rolling it just an inch closer to her. He moved with a fluid grace that contrasted with his imposing presence, like a panther enjoying its prowl. "Sit."

Mira blinked. "Huh?"

"On the desk." His voice was silk, but the command was steel. "Now."

Her stomach dropped, doing a flip that made her momentarily dizzy. She had seen this in movies, heard the rumors—rich men who liked their help submissive, who tested boundaries before they even signed a contract. But this was real. This was her. And yet—

She moved before she could think, stepping forward, her thighs brushing the cool wood of the desk. His hand shot out, landing on her waist, not quite holding her, but close enough that she could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of her skirt. The contact sent a jolt through her, making her suck in a sharp breath. He was warm, radiating heat that seemed to seep into her skin, and his fingers flexed slightly, a subtle claim of possession.

"Good girl." His thumb traced the waistband of her skirt, teasing the edge, but not lifting. "You’re learning." The praise sent a tremor through her, a mixture of embarrassment and unexpected pleasure. His thumb brushed the inside of her knee, so close to where she ached, the sensation making her breath hitch and her thighs press together involuntarily. "You’re fertile," he murmured, his fingers finally skimming upward, tugging the hem of her skirt just enough to bare her thighs. "Did you know that?"

"S-Sir?" Her voice was a whisper, almost lost in the vast expanse of the room.

"Your cycle." His thumb brushed the inside of her knee, so close to where she ached that she had to bite her lip to suppress a moan. "Regular?"

"Y-Yes, sir." Liar. She hadn’t been regular in months. Not since she started fantasizing about men like him, men who looked at her with that hungry intensity, men who could turn her insides to jelly with a single glance.

"Good." His fingers curled around the fabric, pulling it higher, exposing her white lace underwear. The action was slow, deliberate, giving her plenty of time to anticipate his next move. His eyes followed the rising hem of her skirt, drinking in the sight of her thighs, the delicate lace of her panties. "Because that’s important." The words hung in the air, laced with implications that she was afraid to fully understand.

Mira gasped as the cool air hit her skin, as his gaze locked onto the damp spot already darkening the fabric of her panties. The intimate exposure was both humiliating and thrilling, and she could feel her body responding to his blatant appraisal. "You’re wet." It wasn’t a question.

"I—I—" She couldn’t lie. The proof was right there, betraying her, and the way his eyes darkened with hunger told her he was well aware of her body’s response.

Darius chuckled, low and satisfied, a sound that vibrated through the space between them. "No need to deny it." His finger traced the outline of her panties, not quite touching her, but close enough that she moaned, the sound escaping before she could stop it. "You like this, don’t you?"

"No—" The word died on her lips as his finger finally pressed against her, right over her clit, through the thin lace. "Sir, I—"

"Shhh." His other hand cupped her jaw, tilting her face up, forcing her to meet his gaze. "You don’t have to be afraid."

But she was. Because the way he looked at her—like she was a puzzle he was determined to solve, a treasure he was determined to claim—made her heart race. Made her want to obey in ways she had never imagined possible. His thumb began to circle her clit, slow, maddening, sending shocks of pleasure through her with each pass. "Tell me," he whispered, his voice dropping to a low murmur that seemed to wrap around her like a physical touch. "What do you want, Mira?"

She should have said no. She should have pushed him away. But the words spilled out before she could stop them, borne on a wave of pleasure and desire. "You."

His smirk turned predatory, transforming his handsome features into something wild and dangerous. "Good answer." Then his hand slammed down on her ass, the sharp sound echoing in the room. The sudden sting made her yelp, her body jerking forward, her hands slamming onto the desk to catch herself. "Darius!" The name escaped her lips before she could recall it.

"Sir," he corrected, his voice dark with amusement. "You’ll call me sir."

"S-Sir!" Her voice was breathless, her body already responding to the sudden, unexpected pain—the sharp sting giving way to a dull warmth that settled between her thighs. Her skirt had ridden up higher with her movement, and she knew he had a perfect view of her lace-covered ass, reddening from his touch.

His fingers tangled in her hair, yanking her head back by the roots. The sharp pain made her gasp, her body arching into his grip. "Look at me." The command was simple, but it carried the weight of absolute authority.

She obeyed, her eyes locking onto his, dark and intense, almost black in this light. They held a promise of more—of pleasure and pain, of ownership and submission. "You’re going to be very good at keeping secrets," he murmured, his thumb swiping along her lips, collecting her saliva. "Aren’t you?"

"Yes, sir." The words were automatic, but the way her body responded—her thighs clenching, her breath hitching—meant she meant it. She wanted to please him, wanted to be the object of his intense focus, wanted to be his good girl.

His finger traced the edge of her panties, teasing lower, right against her soaking entrance. "You’re dripping." The observation was clinical, yet laced with approval, as if her body’s betrayal was exactly what he had been hoping for.

"I—I’m sorry, sir."

"No." His finger pressed in, just the tip, breaching her. The sudden invasion made her gasp, her hips jerking forward involuntarily. "You’re not sorry. You’re excited."

"Yes, sir."

"Good." His finger curved inside her, finding that perfect spot, and she gasped again, her hips bucking against his hand. "You’re going to take me," he growled, his free hand slapping her ass again, the sound louder this time, the sting sharper. "Like a good little breeder."

"Sir—" Her voice cracked, the word barely audible.

"And when you get pregnant?" His finger pumped inside her, slow, deliberate, stretching her, preparing her. "That’s permanent."

Mira’s body convulsed at the dangerous words, at the intimate promise they held. The thought of carrying his child, of being tied to him in the most fundamental way, sent a wave of heat through her, making her breath come in quick gasps. "Yes, sir." Her fingers knotted into his hair, holding him close as he fucked her with his fingers, relentless, driving her toward the edge of pleasure and sanity.

"Good." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. The combination of sensations—his fingers inside her, his hand on her breast, his words in her ear—was overwhelming. "You’re going to be mine."

Mira moaned, her body arching, her pleasure building, inevitable. The room seemed to spin around her, the city skyline outside the windows blurring as she focused entirely on the man in front of her, the one pulling her apart with his touch and his words.

"Now," he ordered, his voice rough with desire, "get on your knees."

She obeyed without hesitation, sliding off the desk, dropping to her knees in front of him with a grace she didn’t know she possessed. Her skirt remained hitched up around her waist, baring her lace-covered ass to his view, and she felt a thrill of vulnerability and submission. His hands fisted in her hair, yanking her forward, forcing her mouth open. She could see the outline of his erection through his trousers, thick and impressive, and anticipation curled in her stomach.

"Good girl." His zipper lowered, a soft rasp in the silent room, and his cock sprang free, thick and veined and already weeping. The sight of it, so imposing and powerful, made her mouth water with desire. "Suck me."

Mira obeyed, her tongue swirling around the head, tasting the salty pre-cum that glistened there. "Fuck," he groaned, his hips jerking forward, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts. "You’re going to take me," he growled, "just like this." His finger pushed back inside her, stretching her, preparing her as he used her mouth. "And when I cum in that tight little cunt of yours?"

"Sir—" Her voice was broken, her body already betraying her, clenching around his finger, aching for more.

"Good girl." His hand left her hair, slapping her ass, the sound sharp in the room. "Now ride my face."

Mira didn’t hesitate, climbing onto the desk, spreading her legs, positioning herself over his mouth. She could feel his hot breath against her sensitive flesh, and the anticipation was almost unbearable. His tongue lashed out, licking her clit, tasting her, driving her wild with each flick. His hands spanked her ass, hard, the sting sending waves of pleasure through her.

"Fuck, you’re delicious," he muttered, his hands grabbing her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his face as he fucked her mouth with his cock. "Such a good little breeder."

Mira whimpered, her body convulsing, her pleasure building, uncontrollable. The dual sensations—his mouth on her pussy, his cock in her mouth—were overwhelming, pushing her toward the edge of orgasm.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his tongue flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves that made her scream around his cock, the sound muffled by his length filling her mouth. Her hips bucked against his face, riding his tongue through her orgasm, her body convulsing with each wave of pleasure.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his face as he fucked her mouth. "You’re mine," he growled, "Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined. His words echoed in her mind, a promise and a threat, and she realized with a start that she didn’t want to be anything else. She wanted to be his, to belong to him in every way possible. The thought of carrying his child, of being tied to him permanently, sent a thrill through her that rivaled the pleasure still coursing through her body. She was his now, and she knew, with a certainty she had never felt before, that she would do anything he asked, that she would belong to him forever, no matter what the cost.




Chapter 2

The elevator ride up to Darius Voss's penthouse was a descent into something far more dangerous than the city lights flashing past the windows. Mira's fingers trembled against the overnight bag clutched in her lap, the strap digging into her palm. She had rehearsed this moment a dozen times in her head—professional, calm, unshakable—but the second the doors slid open, the scent of him hit her first: bergamot and something darker, something that smelled like power and sin.

The penthouse was even more imposing in person. Marble floors stretched endlessly, polished to a mirror sheen, reflecting the glow of recessed lighting that cast long, dramatic shadows. A grand staircase spiraled upward, its banister carved from what looked like blackened oak, leading to unseen upper floors. But it was the study—the heavy oak door standing slightly ajar—that drew her in.

She knocked.

No answer.

Mira hesitated, her pulse hammering in her throat. The ad had been vague. Specialized care. Discretion required. But the interview had been anything but. The way he had looked at her—like she was already his. The way his fingers had traced her skin, like he was mapping territory.

She knocked again, louder this time.

The door swung open before she could pull her hand back.

Darius Voss stood there, shirt sleeves rolled to his elbows, the fabric clinging to the defined ridges of his forearms. His tie was loose, the top buttons of his shirt undone, revealing a sparse trail of dark hair leading down his chest. His eyes were heavy-lidded, his lips parted as if he'd just been touched.

"You're late," he murmured, his voice rougher than she remembered, like he'd been woken from a dream.

Mira's breath hitched. "I—I thought you'd be asleep."

A slow, knowing smile curled his lips. "I was."

The implication hung between them, thick and electric. She swallowed, shifting the bag higher on her shoulder. "I brought—"

"You brought nothing that matters." His finger hooked under her chin, tilting her face up. "You're here. That's all that matters."

Her heart stuttered. "But the room—"

"There is no room." His finger slid from her chin to the first button of her blouse, popping it open with a sharp twist. "Not for you."

Mira's thighs pressed together, her clit already throbbing at the possessive edge in his voice. "I—I don't understand."

"You will." His finger slid from her chin to the first button of her blouse, popping it open with a sharp twist, his knuckle grazing her skin, leaving a trail of fire in its wake. "Kneel."

She froze.

"Now." His voice dropped, commanding, and the way his eyes darkened—like he was already imagining her on her knees—made her knees weak.

Mira dropped to her knees, the cold marble biting into her skin through the thin fabric of her skirt. She hated how easily she obeyed. Hated how wet she already was.

Darius's fingers tangled in her hair, tilting her head back. "Good girl." His thumb traced the pulse at her throat, light, testing. "You're going to learn very quickly what happens when you disobey."

Her breath hitched. "S-Sir."

"That's right." His finger slid down, tracing the neckline of her blouse, lowering it just enough to expose her collarbones. "You'll call me Darius when we're alone."

"Darius." The word tasted like a secret.

His smirk deepened. "Better." His finger continued downward, skimming the valley between her breasts, teasing the swell of her cleavage. "But you'll earn that privilege."

Mira's nipples pebbled, aching for his touch. "How?"

"By listening." His finger finally brushed over her nipple, light as a feather, and she gasped, her back arching. "By obeying." His finger pinched, just enough to make her whimper. "And by learning."

"How?" Her voice was hoarse, desperate.

"That you belong to me." His finger slid lower, tracing the waistband of her skirt, teasing the edge of her panties. "That your body is mine to use." His finger pressed against her clit, through the fabric, and she moaned, her hips jerking forward. "That your pleasure is mine to command."

"Yes—" Her voice broke.

"Yes, what?" His finger stilled, waiting.

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk turned predatory. "Good girl." His finger finally slid beneath the waistband, dipping into her soaked folds. "You're dripping."

"I—I'm sorry—" Her apology died on her lips as his finger curved inside her, finding her G-spot.

"No." His voice was rough, dark. "You're not sorry. You're excited."

"Yes—" She moaned, her fingers clutching at his trousers, desperate.

"That's right." His finger pumped inside her, slow, deliberate, stretching her. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. "And you're going to love it."

Mira's body convulsed. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to carry my baby," he growled, his finger curving inside her, hitting that perfect spot, and she cried out, her hips jerking forward. "And you're going to do it with a smile."

"Yes—" Her voice was broken, her body already betraying her, clenching around his finger.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now stand."

Mira obeyed, rising to her feet, her skirt riding up higher as she shifted. Darius's eyes dropped to her thighs, bare beneath the hiked-up fabric, and he chuckled, low and satisfied.

"Turn around." His command was soft, but unmistakable.

Mira did as she was told, turning slowly, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She could feel his presence behind her, close enough that she could smell his cologne, dark and spicy.

"Bend over." His finger traced the waistband of her panties, teasing the edge. "Hands on the desk."

She obeyed, bracing herself against the cool surface, her skirt riding up to her hips, her ass on full display. She could hear his breath, rough and ragged, as he stepped closer.

"You're beautiful like this." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "So wet. So ready."

"Darius—" Her voice was desperate.

"Shhh." His finger curved inside her, finding her G-spot again, and she moaned, her hips jerking back. "You don't have to speak."

"But I—" Her protest died as his finger pumped inside her, relentless.

"You will." His free hand slapped her ass, hard, and she yelped, her body jerking forward. "You'll take me like this." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "And you'll love every second."

"Please—" Her whimper was pathetic, desperate.

"Please what?" His finger traced her asshole, teasing, making her whimper. "You want me to fuck you?"

"Yes—" Her voice was broken.

"Good." His finger finally pressed inside her, stretching her, preparing her. "Because you're going to take me here." His finger curved, hitting that perfect spot, and she cried out, her body convulsing. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body shattered. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes—" Her voice was broken, her body already betraying her, clenching around his finger.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now turn around."

Mira obeyed, turning slowly, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Darius's eyes locked onto hers, dark and intense.

"You're going to learn your place," he murmured, his finger traced her lower lip, collecting her saliva. "And you're going to enjoy it."

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk deepened. "Good girl." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body convulsed. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk deepened. "Good girl." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body convulsed. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes—" Her voice was broken, her body already betraying her, clenching around his finger.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now strip."

Mira obeyed, sliding her skirt down her legs, stepping out of it. Her blouse followed, unbuttoned, slipped off her shoulders, left in a heap on the floor. She stood before him in nothing but her black lace panties, her breasts heaving, her nipples pebbled.

Darius's eyes dropped to her body, taking her in, appreciating. "You're perfect." His finger traced her collarbones, teasing, making her shiver. "Just like I imagined."

"Darius—" Her voice was hoarse, desperate.

"Shhh." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "You don't have to speak."

"But I—" Her protest died as his finger pumped inside her, relentless.

"You will." His free hand slapped her ass, hard, and she yelped, her body jerking forward. "You'll take me like this." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "And you'll love every second."

"Please—" Her whimper was pathetic, desperate.

"Please what?" His finger traced her asshole, teasing, making her whimper. "You want me to fuck you?"

"Yes—" Her voice was broken.

"Good." His finger finally pressed inside her, stretching her, preparing her. "Because you're going to take me here." His finger curved, hitting that perfect spot, and she cried out, her body convulsing. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body shattered. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk deepened. "Good girl." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body convulsed. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes—" Her voice was broken, her body already betraying her, clenching around his finger.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now kneel."

Mira obeyed, dropping to her knees, her breasts heaving, her nipples pebbled. Darius's eyes locked onto hers, dark and intense.

"You're going to learn your place," he murmured, his finger traced her lower lip, collecting her saliva. "And you're going to enjoy it."

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk deepened. "Good girl." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body convulsed. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk deepened. "Good girl." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body convulsed. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk deepened. "Good girl." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds again. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, pinching her nipple through her blouse. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body convulsed. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

Darius's belt hit the floor with a sharp clink.

Mira's eyes widened as his cock sprang free, thick, flushed, already weeping. "Fuck," he groaned, his free hand fisting in her hair, yanking her forward. "Open."

She obeyed, her lips parting, her tongue sliding out to lick the head, tasting his pre-cum. "Mmm," she moaned, her hands clutching at his thighs, desperate.

"Good girl." His finger tangled in her hair, holding her steady as he fucked her mouth, slow, deliberate. "You're going to take me like this." His finger curved inside her pussy, finding her G-spot, and she moaned, her body convulsing. "And you're going to carry my baby."

"Yes—" Her voice was muffled, muffled by his cock.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now ride my face."

Mira didn't hesitate, climbing onto the desk, spreading her legs, positioning herself over his mouth. His tongue lashed out, licking her clit, tasting her, driving her wild.

"Fuck, you're delicious," he muttered, his hands spanking her ass, hard. "Such a good little breeder."

Mira whimpered, her body convulsing, her pleasure building, uncontrollable.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his tongue flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his face as he fucked her mouth with his cock.

"You're mine," he growled, "Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.

Darius's fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth, his cock slamming against the back of her throat. "That's right," he grunted, "take it like a good girl." His free hand slapped her ass, hard, and she moaned, her pleasure spiking.

"You're going to carry my baby," he growled, "and you're going to love every second of it."

Mira's body shuddered, her pleasure building, uncontrollable.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his tongue flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his face as he fucked her mouth with his cock.

"You're mine," he growled, "Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.

Darius's fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth, his cock slamming against the back of her throat. "That's right," he grunted, "take it like a good girl." His free hand slapped her ass, hard, and she moaned, her pleasure spiking.

"You're going to carry my baby," he growled, "and you're going to love every second of it."

Mira's body shuddered, her pleasure building, uncontrollable.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his tongue flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his face as he fucked her mouth with his cock.

"You're mine," he growled, "Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.

Darius's fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth, his cock slamming against the back of her throat. "That's right," he grunted, "take it like a good girl." His free hand slapped her ass, hard, and she moaned, her pleasure spiking.

"You're going to carry my baby," he growled, "and you're going to love every second of it."

Mira's body shuddered, her pleasure building, uncontrollable.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his tongue flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his face as he fucked her mouth with his cock.

"You're mine," he growled, "Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.




Chapter 3

The penthouse was a monument to power, every surface gleaming under the low, golden glow of recessed lighting. Darius stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, his broad shoulders casting a shadow against the glass, the city lights reflecting in his dark, unreadable eyes. Mira had spent the last two days performing flawlessly—mixing his drinks, managing his schedule, even pretending not to notice the way his fingers lingered on her waist when he thought she wasn’t looking.

But tonight, the game changed.

She had just set down his half-empty glass when he turned, his gaze locking onto hers with predatory precision.

"You've been a good girl," he said, his voice smooth, dangerous. "But now, it's time for the real lesson."

Mira's breath hitched. The air thickened, charged with something electric, something that made her clit pulse beneath the thin silk of her dress.

"What—what do you mean?" she asked, her voice steady, though her hands trembled just slightly.

Darius smiled, slow and knowing. "You're going to learn what it means to belong to me."

He rounded the desk, his movements fluid, deliberate, like a panther stalking its prey. Mira swallowed hard, her pulse hammering as he stopped directly in front of her, close enough that she could smell his cologne—bergamot and something darker, something that smelled like sin.

His fingers traced the neckline of her dress, slow, teasing, before sliding beneath the fabric. Cool air brushed her skin as he pushed the dress higher, exposing her thighs.

"You're already wet," he murmured, his thumb pressing against her clit through her panties. "Good. That means you're ready."

Mira gasped, her hips jerking forward instinctively. "I—I didn't—"

"You didn't what?" His finger pressed harder, circular, and she whimpered, her thighs clenching. "Lie to me?"

"No—"

"Then why are you denying it?" His finger slid lower, teasing her entrance. "You want this. You want me."

"Yes—" Her voice was hoarse, desperate.

"Good." His finger finally slid beneath her panties, dipping into her soaked folds. "Because you're going to take me like a good little breeder."

Mira's body reacted before her mind could process the words. Her back arched, her fingers clutching at his shoulders, her pleasure spiking.

"That's right," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, slow, deliberate. "You're mine."

"Please—" Her whimper was pathetic, desperate.

"Please what?" His finger curved, hitting that perfect spot, and she cried out, her body convulsing.

"You want me to fuck you?"

"Yes—" Her voice was broken.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Because you're going to take me here." His finger curved, hitting that perfect spot again, and she cried out, her body convulsing. "And you're going to carry my baby."

Mira's body shattered. The words were dangerous. The promise was intoxicating. And the way he looked at her—like she was already his—made her whimper.

"You're going to be mine," he growled, his finger pumping inside her, relentless. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes—" Her voice was broken, her body already betraying her, clenching around his finger.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now stand."

Mira obeyed, rising to her feet, her breasts heaving, her nipples pebbled.

Darius unbuckled his belt, the sound echoing through the silent penthouse. His cock sprang free, thick, flushed, already weeping.

"On your knees."

She dropped to her knees, her hands clutching his thighs, her tongue sliding out to lick the head, tasting his pre-cum.

"Fuck," he groaned, his finger fisting in her hair, holding her steady as he fucked her mouth, slow, deliberate. "You're going to take me like this." His free hand spanked her ass, hard. "And you're going to carry my baby."

"Yes—" Her voice was muffled, muffled by his cock.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now ride my face."

Mira didn't hesitate, climbing onto the desk, spreading her legs, positioning herself over his mouth. His tongue lashed out, licking her clit, tasting her, driving her wild.

"Fuck, you're delicious," he muttered, his hands spanking her ass, hard. "Such a good little breeder."

Mira whimpered, her body convulsing, her pleasure building, uncontrollable.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his tongue flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his face as he fucked her mouth with his cock.

"You're mine, Mira. Forever."

Darius stood abruptly, his cock glistening, throbbing. "Enough."

Mira panted, her body still humming from her orgasm, her mind reeling.

"Turn around," he ordered, his voice rough. "Hands on the desk."

She obeyed, bracing herself, her ass on full display, her legs slightly spread.

Darius stepped behind her, his finger traced her asshole, teasing, making her whimper.

"You're going to take me here," he murmured, his finger finally pressing inside her, stretching her, preparing her. "And you're going to love it."

"Yes—" Her voice was broken.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now breathe."

She obeyed, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Darius positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her asshole, teasing, making her whimper.

"Relax," he ordered, his finger traced her asshole again, teasing, making her whimper.

Mira did as she was told, her body relaxing, her mind focusing on his touch.

"Good girl." His cock finally pressed inside her, stretching her, filling her.

"Fuck—!" she cried out, her body convulsing.

"That's right," he growled, his hands gripping her hips, holding her steady as he fucked her, slow, deliberate. "You're going to take me like this." His finger curved inside her pussy, finding her G-spot, and she moaned, her body convulsing. "And you're going to carry my baby."

"Yes—" Her voice was muffled, muffled by his cock.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now cum."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his cock as he fucked her, hard, relentless.

"You're mine, Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.

Darius pulled out, his cock glistening, throbbing. "Turn around."

Mira obeyed, turning slowly, her breasts heaving, her nipples pebbled.

Darius smiled, slow and knowing. "You're going to learn your place," he murmured, his finger traced her lower lip, collecting her saliva. "And you're going to enjoy it."

"Yes, Darius." The words spilled out, humiliating and freeing at the same time.

His smirk deepened. "Good girl." His cock finally pressed inside her, filling her, stretching her.

"Fuck—!" she cried out, her body convulsing.

"That's right," he growled, his hands gripping her hips, holding her steady as he fucked her, hard, relentless. "You're going to take me like this." His finger curved inside her pussy, finding her G-spot, and she moaned, her body convulsing. "And you're going to carry my baby."

"Yes—" Her voice was broken, her body already betraying her, clenching around his cock.

"Good." His finger pulled free, leaving her empty, aching. "Now cum."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his cock as he fucked her, hard, relentless.

"You're mine, Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.

Darius's fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he fucked her, his cock slamming into her, deep, relentless. "That's right," he grunted, "take it like a good girl." His free hand spanked her ass, hard, and she moaned, her pleasure spiking.

"You're going to carry my baby," he growled, "and you're going to love every second of it."

Mira's body shuddered, her pleasure building, uncontrollable.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his finger flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his cock as he fucked her, hard, relentless.

"You're mine, Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.

Darius's fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he fucked her, his cock slamming into her, deep, relentless. "That's right," he grunted, "take it like a good girl." His free hand spanked her ass, hard, and she moaned, her pleasure spiking.

"You're going to carry my baby," he growled, "and you're going to love every second of it."

Mira's body shuddered, her pleasure building, uncontrollable.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his finger flicking her clit, relentless. "Let me taste you."

And she did, her body shattering, her pleasure washing over her in waves.

"Good girl." His hands grabbed her hips, yanking her down, forcing her to ride his cock as he fucked her, hard, relentless.

"You're mine, Mira. Forever."

And as she came again, her body convulsing around him, she knew—she was ruined.

The cool air of the penthouse kissed her heated skin as Darius finally withdrew, leaving her feeling deliciously hollow and thoroughly claimed. She remained bent over the desk, her body trembling with the aftermath of multiple orgasms, her mind a whirlwind of possessive words and intense pleasure.

"You belong to me now," Darius stated, his voice deep and authoritative as he smoothed a hand down her spine. Mira shuddered at his touch, her body still sensitive and throbbing. "You'll carry my child, and you'll raise it knowing precisely who owns you."

Mira nodded weakly, unable to form coherent thoughts as he gently turned her around to face him. His expression was one of primal satisfaction, his eyes burning with a possessive fire that sent another shiver through her.

"I'll make sure you're comfortable," he continued, his thumb brushing across her swollen lips. "You'll want for nothing. But you'll always remember who you are—my breeder, my possession, my future mother."

Tears pricked Mira's eyes, a strange mixture of humility and arousal washing through her. She had come to this city seeking a job, seeking security, and instead found herself entirely consumed by this dominant man.

"I understand," she whispered, her voice hoarse from crying out.

Darius nodded, a small, almost gentle smile touching his lips. "Good girl. Now, clean yourself up and prepare for our next session. We have much work to do if we're to properly ensure your breeding."

As Mira straightened and smoothed down her skirt, she glanced at the city lights beyond the window, realizing her life had just irrevocably changed. She was no longer just an employee—she was Darius's property, his future, and the mother of his child. And strangely, the thought didn't terrify her as much as it should have. In fact, something deep within her stirred at the prospect, a primal satisfaction she couldn't ignore.

The anticipation of their next encounter sent a fresh wave of desire through her, and as she made her way to the bathroom to clean herself, she couldn't help but wonder what other delights and demands Darius had in store for her. She was his now, completely and utterly, and she wouldn't have it any other way.




Chapter 4

The penthouse was **too quiet**, the kind of silence that pressed against Mira’s skin like a second touch. She sat on the edge of Darius’s bed, her fingers tracing the **rough hem** of his discarded shirt—**the one she’d stolen** from the laundry basket after their first night together. It smelled like **him**: **leather and whiskey and something darker**, something that made her **clit throb** just from inhaling. She wasn’t supposed to be nervous. But she was. Because tonight wasn’t just another lesson. Tonight was the **first time**.

The door clicked open, and Darius stepped inside, his **tailored suit already half-undone**, his **tie loose**, his **collar open**. His **eyes locked onto hers**, and she felt it—the **heat**, the **weight** of his gaze, like he was already **inside her**, **stretching her**, **owning her**.

“You’re late,” she said, her voice **steady**, but her **pulse betrayed her**, **hammering** in her throat.

Darius smirked, **stepping closer**, his **hand sliding up her thigh**, **gripping her hip possessively**. “Am I?”

She should’ve lied. Should’ve played it cool. But the truth **slipped out** before she could stop it.

“Yes.”

His **fingers tightened**, **digging into her flesh**, and she **gasped**, her **breath hitching**.

“Good girl for admitting it.”

Mira’s **body reacted** before her mind could process it—her **thighs clenching**, her **nipples hardening** under the **thin fabric** of his shirt. He **pulled her forward**, his **mouth crashing onto hers**, his **tongue demanding entrance**, **forcing her lips apart**, **taking control**. She **melted against him**, her **hands fisting in his shirt**, her **body arching into his**, **needing more**.

His **teeth grazed her lower lip**, **biting just hard enough** to make her **whimper**, and then he **pulled back**, his **breath hot against her skin**.

“You’ve been a **very good girl**,” he murmured, his **voice rough**, **possessive**. “Obedient. Willing. **Perfect**.”

Mira **shivered**, her **body already betraying her**, **soaked** just from his **touch**.

His **hand slid between her legs**, **pushing aside the thin fabric** of her panties, and his **fingers found her **already wet**, **already aching**.

“Fuck,” he **groaned**, **pressing two fingers inside her**, **slow, deliberate**, **stretching her**.

Mira **cried out**, her **hips rocking into his touch**, her **nails digging into his shoulders**.

“Darius—”

“Shh.” His **other hand cupped her breast**, **squeezing**, **pinching her nipple** through the **fabric**. “Tonight, you’re **mine** in every way.”

She should’ve been **terrified**. She should’ve **run**. But she didn’t. Because this was what she **wanted**. Even if she **didn’t dare say it out loud**.

Darius **pushed her backward**, guiding her onto the bed, his **body covering hers**, his **weight pressing her into the mattress**. His **mouth trailed down her neck**, his **teeth grazing her collarbone**, his **tongue leaving a **hot, wet path** down her **cleavage**. His **finger traced her **nipple**, **circling**, **teasing**, before **pinching just hard enough** to make her **gasping**.

“You’re **so fucking beautiful**,” he murmured, his **hands sliding up her thighs**, **pushing her shirt higher**, **exposing her breasts**. “**So fertile**.”

His **words sent a **shiver down her spine**, **low and deep**, **settling in her core**. She’d heard him **talk** before—about **breeding**, about **filling her**, about **owning her**. But hearing it now, **like a promise**, **like a command**, made her **clit pulse**, **made her **womb clench**.

His **mouth closed over her nipple**, **sucking hard**, his **tongue swirling**, **flicking**, **making her **arch into him**. He sucked harder, **drawing her nipple deep into his mouth**, **sending jolts of pleasure-pain straight to her core**. His free hand slipped beneath her ass, **lifting her hips**, **exposing her more completely to his mouth and hands**. His tongue swirled around her sensitive bud while his fingers found her **clit**, **rubbing slow circles**, **building the tension** coil by coil.

“You like that?” he asked, his **voice a dark purr**.

Mira **nodded**, her **breath coming in shallow gasps**.

“Good.” His **mouth closed over her other nipple**, **sucking**, **biting**, his **tongue flicking**, **making her **cry out**.

“Darius—” she **whimpered**, her **hands tangling in his hair**, **pulling him closer**, **then pushing him away**, **overwhelmed by sensation**.

“Shh.” His **finger slid between her legs**, **pushing past her soaked panties**, **circling her **clit**, **making her **body tremble**.

Mira **moaned**, her **body trembling**, her **pleasure building**, **uncontrollable**.

“You’re **so soaked** for me,” he murmured, his **finger slipping inside her**, **pumping slow**, **deep**. “**Dripping**.”

She **gasped**, her **hips lifting**, **needing more**.

“Tell me what you want,” he commanded, his **voice rough**, **demanding**.

Mira **hesitated**. She **knew** what she wanted. But saying it aloud? That was **different**.

“Tell me,” he **growled**, his **finger curling inside her**, **hitting that **perfect spot**.

“Please—” she **whimpered**, her **voice breaking**.

“Please **what**?” His **finger **pumped faster**, **harder**, **making her **whimper**.

“I—I want you,” she **managed**, her **voice hoarse**. “Inside me. **Filling** me.”

A **low, approving growl** rumbled in his chest. His **finger pulled free**, and she **whimpered**, her **body aching**, **empty**.

“On your knees,” he **ordered**, his **voice leaving no room for argument**.

Mira **obeyed**, **dropping to her knees**, her **breasts heaving**, her **nipples hard**, **aching**. Darius **stepped out of his pants**, his **cock springing free**, **thick, flushed**, **already weeping**. Mira’s **mouth watered**. She **reached out**, her **fingers curling around his shaft**, **squeezing**, **stroking**, feeling the **thick vein** that ran along the underside of him, the **smooth head already glistening** with pre-cum.

“Fuck,” he **groaned**, his **head falling back**, his **fingers tangling in her hair**. “You’re **going to take me like a good girl**.”

She **obeyed**, her **tongue sliding out**, **licking the **head**, **tasting his **pre-cum**, **salty and sweet**. She swirled her tongue around the ridge, **flicking the sensitive spot** beneath the head, **making him shudder**. Her lips parted, **taking him deeper**, **her cheeks hollowing** as she **sucked**, **her tongue swirling**, **taking him to the back of her throat**. She gaged slightly, **squeezing her eyes shut**, but she didn’t stop, **pushing past the discomfort**, **needing to please him**, **needing to feel him lose control**.

“That’s it,” he **grunted**, his **hips rocking forward**, **fucking her mouth**, **slow, deep**. “Just like that. Take it all.”

Mira **moaned** around him, the vibration **making him groan**, **fucking her mouth harder**, **his cock hitting the back of her throat**. His hand **squeezed her breast**, **pinching her nipple**, **sending spikes of pleasure** straight to her dick.

“You’re **so fucking perfect**,” he **growled**, his **finger **flicking her **clit**, **making her **whimper**. “Such a good girl. Taking my cock like this. You’re going to look so beautiful with my cum on your face.”

She **took him deeper**, her **gag reflex kicking in**, but she **pushed through it**, **needing him**, **wanting him**, **wanting to be his good girl**. She gagged again, **her eyes watering**, but his hand **tangled in her hair**, **holding her steady**, **fucking her face with abandon**.

“That’s right,” he **praised**, his **free hand **spanking her **ass**, **hard**. “Take it all. You were made for this.”

Mira **whimpered**, her **body trembling**, her **pleasure building**, **uncontrollable**.

“Now **ride my face**,” he **ordered**, his **finger **pulling free**, **leaving her **empty**, **aching**.

Mira **climbed onto the bed**, **spreading her legs**, **positioning herself over his mouth**. His **tongue lashed out**, **licking her **clit**, **tasting her**, **driving her **wild**. He **flicked her clit**, **sucked it into his mouth**, **tongued it relentlessly**, **making her hips buck**, **making her cry out his name**.

“Fuck—!” she **cried out**, her **body convulsing**.

“That’s it,” he **murmured**, his **hands **spanking her **ass**, **hard**. “Such a **good little breeder**.”

Mira **whimpered**, her **body trembling**, her **pleasure spiking**.

“Cum for me,” he **ordered**, his **tongue **flicking her **clit**, **relentless**.

And she **did**, her **body shattering**, her **pleasure washing over her in waves**.

“Good girl,” he **praised**, his **hands **gripping her **hips**, **yanking her down**, **forcing her to ride his face** as he **fucked her mouth** with his **cock**.

“You’re **mine**,” he **growled**, “**Mira. Forever**.”

Darius **pulled her off him**, his **cock glistening**, **throbbing**. He **positioned himself behind her**, his **cock pressing against her **pussy**, **teasing**, **making her **whimper**. His hand **spanked her ass**, **hard**, **leaving a red mark** on her pale skin**.

“You’re **going to take me like this**,” he **murmured**, his **finger **traced her **asshole**, **teasing**, **making her **whimper**.

Mira **obeyed**, her **body relaxing**, her **mind focusing on his **touch**.

“Good girl,” he **praised**, his **cock finally **pressing inside her**, **stretching her**, **filling her**.

“Fuck—!” she **cried out**, her **body convulsing**.

“That’s right,” he **growled**, his **hands **gripping her **hips**, **holding her steady** as he **fucked her**, **slow, deep**.

“You’re **going to carry my baby**,” he **murmured**, his **finger **flicking her **clit**, **making her **whimper**.

Mira **moaned**, her **body trembling**, her **pleasure building**, **uncontrollable**.

“Cum for me,” he **ordered**, his **finger **pumping inside her**, **relentless**.

And she **did**, her **body shattering**, her **pleasure washing over her in waves**.

“Good girl,” he **praised**, his **hands **gripping her **hips**, **yanking her down**, **forcing her to ride his cock** as he **fucked her**, **hard, relentless**.

“You’re **mine**,” he **growled**, “**Mira. Forever**.”

Darius **pulled out**, his **cock glistening**, **throbbing**. “On your back,” he **ordered**, his **voice rough**. Mira **obeyed**, **lying back on the bed**, her **legs spread**, her **body open**, **vulnerable**. Darius **positioned himself between her legs**, his **cock pressing against her **pussy**, **teasing**, **making her **whimper**. “You’re **going to take me like this**,” he **murmured**, his **finger **traced her **clit**, **teasing**, **making her **whimper**. Mira **obeyed**, her **body relaxing**, her **mind focusing on his **touch**. “Good girl,” he **praised**, his **cock finally **pressing inside her**, **filling her**, **stretching her**. “Fuck—!” she **cried out**, her **body convulsing**. “That’s right,” he **growled**, his **hands **gripping her **hips**, **holding her steady** as he **fucked her**, **hard, relentless**. “You’re **going to carry my baby**,” he **murmured**, his **finger **flicking her **clit**, **making her **whimper**. Mira **moaned**, her **body trembling**, her **pleasure building**, **uncontrollable**. “Cum for me,” he **ordered**, his **finger **pumping inside her**, **relentless**. And she **did**, her **body shattering**, her **pleasure washing over her in waves**. “Good girl,” he **praised**, his **hands **gripping her **hips**, **yanking her down**, **forcing her to ride his cock** as he **fucked her**, **hard, relentless**. “You’re **mine**,” he **growled**, “**Mira. Forever**.”

Darius **pulled out**, his **cock glistening**, **throbbing**. “You’re **ruined**,” he **murmured**, his **finger **traced her **lower lip**, **collecting her **saliva**. “And you’re going to **love it**.” Mira **nodded**, her **body trembling**, her **pleasure still humming**. “Good girl,” he **praised**, his **cock finally **pressing inside her**, **filling her**, **stretching her**. “Fuck—!” she **cried out**, her **body convulsing**. “That’s right,” he **growled**, his **hands **gripping her **hips**, **holding her steady** as he **fucked her**, **hard, relentless**. “You’re **going to carry my baby**,” he **murmured**, his **finger **flicking her **clit**, **making her **whimper**. Mira **moaned**, her **body trembling**, her **pleasure building**, **uncontrollable**. “Cum for me,” he **ordered**, his **finger **pumping inside her**, **relentless**. And she **did**, her **body shattering**, her **pleasure washing over her in waves**. “Good girl,” he **praised**, his **hands **gripping her **hips**, **yanking her down**, **forcing her to ride his cock** as he **fucked her**, **hard, relentless**. “You’re **mine**,” he **growled**, “**Mira. Forever**.”




Chapter 5

The heavy hum of the plug still throbbed inside her, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through her most sensitive tissues, making her ache in a way that was both delicious and desperate. The sound of the door clicking shut was the unspoken signal, and Mira's breath came in short, sharp gasps as she waited for him to speak. She knew that voice—low, rough, and dripping with ownership—and she lived for it. When it came, it was everything she expected and more.

"Turn around."

She didn't hesitate for a second, sinking down onto her knees on the plush cream carpet, the plug still nestled deep inside her. The bed was disheveled behind her, sheets tangled from their previous activities, the scent of sweat and lust thick in the air, wrapping around them like a warm, illicit blanket. Her body trembled with anticipation, her fingers curling into the soft fibers of the carpet as she waited.

Darius's boots clicked against the hardwood floor with deliberate, predatory steps as he strode toward her. He had already discarded his tailored suit, leaving his powerful body silhouetted against the dim light, a warrior ready for battle. He was magnificent—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, muscles rippling beneath tanned skin as he moved with that effortless grace that never failed to make her pulse race. He didn't speak as he approached, merely loomed over her, his large hands flexing at his sides as if restraining himself. And that restraint, that self-control, only served to turn her on even more.

"Good girl," he purred, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine. His long index finger traced the delicate curve of her spine, sending electric jolts through her nerve endings. The touch was feather-light at first, barely there, before growing firmer as he descended, skimming over the soft swell of her ass and tapping lightly between her thighs. His finger circled the base of the plug for a moment, teasing her before he curled his hand around it completely. He pulled it out slowly, deliberately, watching as her body shuddered in response. Her pussy was already slick with arousal, clenching at the sudden emptiness, desperate to be filled again. He held the plug up, inspecting it—shiny with her juices, twisted from her tight fit. His eyes, dark with desire, never left her face as he examined the evidence of her arousal. "You took this like a champ, didn't you?" His voice was a dark murmur, almost adoring, as he studied the toy that had been buried inside her.

Mira whimpered, her empty pussy clenching around nothingness, her clit throbbing desperately for his touch. The feeling was both frustrating and intoxicating—the sensation of being so completely empty after being so thoroughly filled.

"Now you're really empty," he murmured, his breath hot against her neck. "But not for long."

His strong hand slid between her legs, his fingers already wet with her arousal. He pumped them into her slowly, deeply, filling her but not nearly enough. The sensation of his skilled fingers inside her was exquisite—slow, deliberate thrusts that built a fire deep in her belly. Her hip rocked back, instinctively chasing his touch, but he pulled away, leaving her gasping and aching with need.

"Open your mouth."

The command was simple, direct, and immediately obeyed. Mira's lips parted instantly, her body responding to his voice as if wired to it. He stepped behind her, his already hard cock standing at attention, thick and veiny, throbbing in his large, warm grip. She felt him before she tasted him—the broad tip of his shaft brushing her tongue, slick and salty, already leaking his desire for her. The taste of him was intoxicating, a primal cocktail of musk and salt that made her growl with need.

"Here's your first lesson in taking my load," he said, his voice rough with need, heavy with promise. "You're going to swallow every drop."

Her moan vibrating around his cock was involuntary, a sound of pure submission and desire. She hollowed her cheeks, her tongue swirling and teasing his slit as she stretched her lips around his impressive length. The weight of his shaft in her palms was substantial—thick, heavy, more than she could wrap around with her mouth. But she took him as far as she could, her lips kissing his base, her nose pressed against his skin, inhaling his deep, masculine scent that was uniquely his.

"Good," he grunted, his fingers curling in her hair, holding her still. The slight pressure sent a thrill through her. "Now you're going to let me fuck that pretty mouth."

As if on cue, Mira began to fuck herself with the plug again, just as he had taught her last night—twisting it inside herself, rolling her hips, building a rhythm that made her moan, her pussy convulsing with pleasure, already on the edge of release. The dual sensations of the plug inside her and his cock stretching her mouth were overwhelming, yet perfect. She was becoming a masterpiece of their shared creation—a woman whose body responded so completely to his commands.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his cock slipping in even further, his salt filling her taste buds. "Such a filthy girl."

She moaned around him again, the vibrations making him twitch in her mouth. The praise washed over her, making her feel both powerful and powerless simultaneously. She was at his mercy, and she loved every second of it.

The plug was pulled free, leaving her exquisitely empty and desperate for something more substantial to fill her. In one fluid motion, he flipped her onto her back, her body landing with a soft bounce on the plush mattress. Mira whimpered, her legs falling open instinctively, her pussy dripping, already swollen and ready for him again. She was laid bare before him, completely exposed, and she relished the feeling.

"Spread your legs," he ordered, his knees nudging them wider apart. "Wider."

Her inner thighs trembled as she obeyed, spreading herself for his inspection. She was already slick with arousal, her clit jutting out, demanding attention. Darius knelt between her open thighs, his cock glistening with excitement, already leaking. He took a moment to simply look at her, his gaze traveling from her face down to her exposed pussy, drinking in the sight of her submission.

"You're going to carry my baby," he murmured, his finger trailing a blazing path down her stomach, skimming over her clit, making her arch off the bed with a gasp. The simple touch sent lightning through her nerve endings, her body already primed for his possession. "But first, you're going to learn how to take a man properly."

His intense gaze never left her face as he lined his cock up at her entrance, watching as it pushed into her, stretching her tight pussy. The feeling was overwhelming—he was so thick, so long, filling her completely in one slow, deliberate motion.

"Fuck!" Mira cried out, her body already electric, sparks shooting down her spine as he filled her completely. Every inch of him was inside her now, every vein and thick ridge grinding into that perfect spot, that knotted bundle of nerves that only he seemed to know how to tease.

His free hand cupped her breast, squeezing the soft flesh before pinching her nipple just hard enough to make her moan. "You're mine," he growled, his hips snapping forward, fucking her deep, his cock hitting her cervix with each powerful thrust. "Just how I like it."

The sensation of being so completely filled, of being stretched to her limits, was almost too much to bear. His sweat dripped onto her skin as he bent over her, his breath hot against her ear, igniting a fire that spread through every part of her being. She could feel him everywhere—the weight of his body, the hardness of his cock, the intensity of his gaze.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his fingers curling over her clit, rubbing hard, flicking relentlessly. "Now."

The command sent her over the edge. Her body convulsed, her pleasure exploding in a deep, uncontrollable wave that made her scream his name. Her pussy clenched around his cock, milking him as her body seized with ecstasy.

"Good girl," he growled, his cock still throbbing as he pulsed his seed deep into her, filling her completely—her womb pulsing with his cum, already wet and ready for the next round of their passionate game. His load spilled into her, warm, thick, coating her insides in a primal claiming that made her feel both possessive and possessed.

"Fuck, Mira," he murmured against her neck, his cock twitching as it emptied every last drop into her. "You're going to be a perfect little breeder."

The words sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. The thought of carrying his child, of being so completely his in every way, was intoxicating. She wanted it desperately, wanted to be filled with him, marked by him, made his in the most fundamental way possible.

Darius pulled out slowly, leaving her pussy dripping with his cum, his salt already drying on her thighs. He knelt at the edge of the bed, his hand sliding between her legs, his fingers collecting the thick residue from inside her. The sensation was intimate, possessive, and incredibly erotic.

Mira shivered, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm, but already needing more. "Please—"

"Shh." He tapped her lower lip with his load-covered finger, coating them in his cum. "Suck."

The command was simple, and she obeyed without hesitation. Her tongue slid out, licking his finger clean, tasting his salt, his load, his heat. She moaned at the taste, her pussy already dripping again, needing to be filled once more.

"Good girl," he praised, watching as she lavished his seed back into her mouth. "You're going to learn to love this."

He pushed her onto her hands and knees, yanking her back toward him. Mira whimpered, her pussy already soaked, her clit aching with need. Darius knelt behind her, his cock already hard again, his hand gripping her hip possessively as he lined himself up at her entrance.

"You're going to take me like this every night," he murmured, his finger slipping into her ass for just a moment, stretching her just enough to make her gasp. "And you're going to love it."

Mira nodded, her body already trembling with anticipation, ready, desperate. Darius pushed into her slowly, deeply, his cock stretching her, filling her until she was gasping, moaning, already on the edge again. The sensation was different this time, more primal, more claiming.

His hands gripped her hips, one at the front, the other tying her wrist to the bedpost, holding her still as he fucked her with hard, deep thrusts that had her screaming his name.

"You're mine," he growled, his breath hot against her ear, his cock hitting her cervix with each powerful thrust. "All mine."

The feeling of being so completely at his mercy, of being taken so forcefully, was driving her wild. Her body was trembling on the edge of release, her clit throbbing, her pussy clenching around his cock. She wanted to cum so badly, but she knew he wanted her to wait.

"No—" Darius ordered, his finger slipping into her mouth, rubbing her tongue. "You're going to hold it until I say so."

She obeyed, her body already trembling with the effort, her clit throbbing, her orgasm desperate, aching. She moaned around his finger, her pussy clenching around his cock, but she didn't cum, she didn't dare, because she knew this was what he wanted.

His cock throbbed, his sweat dripping onto her back, his breath ragged. "Good girl," he praised, his voice thick with desire. "Now cum for me."

And she did, her body convulsing, her pleasure exploding in a release so intense it bordered on pain. Her clit throbbed, her pussy clenched, her womb milking every drop of his cum as he filled her once again.

Darius pulled out slowly, his cock glistening, warm with her juices. "You're done."

Mira collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling, her breath coming in short gasps. She had taken his cock. She had taken his cum. And she had loved every second of it. She knew this was just the beginning, that he would continue to claim her in every way imaginable, and she welcomed it. She was his completely, and she wouldn't have it any other way.
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