
        
            
                
            
        

    
The soft hum of the city outside was drowned out by the rhythmic thud of music pulsing through the walls of the club. Neon lights flickered, casting jagged shadows across the dance floor. Bodies moved in sync, but one figure stood out—Ethan. His tall, lean frame was clad in a tight black shirt that clung to his sweat-drenched skin, the fabric leaving little to the imagination. His dark curls were messier than usual, and his piercing green eyes scanned the crowd, searching for something—or someone.

He wasn’t sure why he’d come here tonight. Maybe it was the restlessness that had been gnawing at him for weeks. Maybe it was the way his ex’s words still echoed in his mind: “You’re too closed off, Ethan. You don’t let anyone in.” He couldn’t deny it. He’d always been guarded, but tonight… tonight, he wanted to feel something. Anything.

As he sipped his drink, a man caught his eye. He was leaning against the bar, his broad shoulders accentuated by a leather jacket that looked like it had seen better days. His jawline was sharp, his stubble just the right amount of rugged. But it was his eyes that drew Ethan in—deep, dark, and almost unnervingly intense. The man smirked, catching Ethan’s gaze, and raised his glass in a silent toast. Ethan’s breath hitched.

Should I go over? The thought flickered through his mind, but before he could decide, the man was already approaching. His stride was confident, and Ethan could feel the heat radiating off him as he stopped just inches away.

“You’ve been staring,” the man said, his voice low and gravelly, like the rumble of a distant storm. “Something on your mind?”

Ethan’s cheeks flushed, but he held his ground. “Maybe I was just wondering if you’re as dangerous as you look.”

The man chuckled, a rich sound that sent shivers down Ethan’s spine. “Dangerous? That depends on what you’re looking for.” He leaned in closer, his breath warm against Ethan’s ear. “My name’s Darius. And you?”

“Ethan,” he managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Ethan,” Darius repeated, as if testing the name on his tongue. “I like it.” He stepped back slightly, his eyes roaming over Ethan’s body. “You don’t belong here.”

Ethan raised an eyebrow. “And where do I belong?”

Darius’s smirk widened. “With me.” He extended a hand, and Ethan hesitated for only a moment before taking it. Darius’s grip was firm, almost possessive, as he led Ethan through the crowd and out into the cool night air.

The alleyway was dimly lit, the only light coming from a flickering streetlamp overhead. Darius pressed Ethan against the brick wall, his body caging him in. “Tell me to stop,” he murmured, his lips brushing against Ethan’s neck.

Ethan’s heart was pounding, his mind racing, but he couldn’t bring himself to utter the words. Instead, he tilted his head, giving Darius better access. “I don’t want you to stop.”

That was all the encouragement Darius needed. His lips crashed into Ethan’s, the kiss rough and demanding. Ethan moaned into it, his hands tangling in Darius’s hair as he pulled him closer. Darius’s tongue teased its way into Ethan’s mouth, exploring every inch with a hunger that left him breathless.

Their bodies pressed together, and Ethan could feel Darius’s hardness against his thigh. He rocked into him, seeking friction, but Darius pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with desire. “Not here,” he said, his voice husky. “My place.”

Ethan nodded, his mind too fogged with lust to protest. Darius grabbed his hand again, leading him to a sleek motorcycle parked a few feet away. He handed Ethan a helmet, and within moments, they were speeding through the city streets, the wind whipping past them.

Darius’s apartment was just as Ethan expected—sparse, masculine, and slightly messy. The door had barely closed behind them before Darius was on him again, pushing him against the wall and grinding his hips into Ethan’s. “You sure about this?” Darius asked, his voice a growl.

“Yes,” Ethan breathed, his hands already fumbling with Darius’s belt. “I need you.”

Darius wasted no time. He stripped Ethan’s shirt off, his lips trailing down his chest as he pushed him toward the bed. Ethan fell back onto the mattress, his breath coming in shallow gasps as Darius climbed over him, his hands roaming over every inch of his body.

“You’re beautiful,” Darius murmured, his lips brushing against Ethan’s collarbone. “I’m going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

Ethan shivered, his body already on fire. Darius’s touch was electric, sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. He moaned as Darius’s hand slid down to his waistband, undoing his jeans and pulling them off in one swift motion.

Darius’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight of Ethan’s hard cock, already leaking precum. “Damn,” he muttered, his voice thick with desire. He leaned down, taking the tip into his mouth and swirling his tongue around it.

Ethan cried out, his hands gripping the sheets as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Darius’s mouth was hot and wet, his tongue teasing every sensitive spot. He took Ethan deeper, his throat relaxing as he worked him with expert precision.

“God, Darius,” Ethan moaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. “I can’t—”

Darius pulled back, a wicked grin on his face. “Not yet,” he said, reaching into the nightstand and pulling out a bottle of lube. “I’m not done with you.”

He slicked up his fingers, spreading Ethan’s legs wider as he pressed one finger against his entrance. Ethan gasped, his body tensing for a moment before relaxing as Darius’s finger slipped inside. It was an odd sensation at first, but soon, the slight discomfort gave way to pleasure as Darius added another finger, stretching him open.

“You’re so tight,” Darius groaned, his own cock straining against his pants. “I can’t wait to be inside you.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his body trembling with anticipation. “Please,” he begged, his voice barely audible. “I need you.”

Darius didn’t need to be told twice. He stripped off his own clothes, his cock springing free, thick and throbbing. He coated himself with lube, positioning himself at Ethan’s entrance. “Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing.

Ethan nodded, taking a deep breath as Darius pushed inside. The stretch was intense, almost overwhelming, but as Darius bottomed out, Ethan felt a sense of fullness he’d never experienced before. Darius stilled, giving him a moment to adjust, before slowly pulling out and thrusting back in.

The rhythm was slow at first, each stroke drawing moans from both of them. But soon, Darius’s pace quickened, his hips slamming into Ethan’s with increasing urgency. Ethan wrapped his legs around Darius’s waist, pulling him deeper, his nails digging into his back.

“You feel so good,” Darius growled, his voice rough. “So fucking tight.”

Ethan’s head was spinning, his body alive with sensation. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure through him, his cock rubbing against Darius’s abs with each movement. He was close, so close, but he didn’t want it to end.

“Darius,” he moaned, his voice breaking. “I’m—”

“Come for me,” Darius commanded, his voice a low growl.

That was all it took. Ethan’s body convulsed, his cock pulsing as he came, stripes of cum painting his stomach. Darius wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he buried himself deep inside Ethan, his own release flooding Ethan’s body.

They collapsed together, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Darius pulled out slowly, his cum dripping out of Ethan as he rolled onto his side. Ethan’s body was spent, his mind still reeling from the intensity of it all.

Darius leaned over, brushing a strand of hair from Ethan’s face. “You okay?”

Ethan nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. “Better than okay.”

Darius chuckled, pulling him closer. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Ethan’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

Darius’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “You’ll see.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Darius’s lips trailed down his neck, teeth grazing his skin in a way that sent shivers down his spine. The room was still thick with the scent of sweat and desire, the dim light casting long shadows across the bed. Darius’s hands moved with purpose, exploring every inch of Ethan’s body as if memorizing it.

“You’re shaking,” Darius murmured against his ear, his voice low and teasing.

“Because of you,” Ethan replied, his voice trembling despite his attempt to sound confident. He felt exposed, vulnerable in the best way possible. Darius had a way of making him feel like he was the only person in the world, like nothing else mattered except the two of them in that moment.

Darius chuckled, the sound deep and rumbling in his chest. “Good. I want you to feel everything.”

Ethan’s fingers dug into the sheets as Darius’s mouth found his collarbone, biting down gently before soothing the mark with his tongue. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure through Ethan’s body. He arched into Darius’s touch, desperate for more.

“Tell me what you want,” Darius demanded, his voice rough with desire.

“You,” Ethan gasped, his voice barely above a whisper. “I just want you.”

Darius’s eyes darkened, and he leaned in, capturing Ethan’s lips in a searing kiss. It was possessive, demanding, and Ethan melted into it, letting himself be consumed by the heat between them.

When Darius pulled back, Ethan’s breath was ragged, his chest heaving. Darius’s hands moved to Ethan’s hips, gripping him tightly as he positioned himself between Ethan’s legs. The anticipation was almost unbearable, and Ethan could feel his heart pounding in his chest.

“Relax,” Darius said, his voice soothing despite the hunger in his eyes. “I’ve got you.”

Ethan nodded, his body trembling with need. He watched as Darius’s gaze shifted, something primal flickering in his eyes. It was a look that made Ethan’s stomach twist with both fear and excitement.

And then it happened.

Darius’s body began to change, his muscles rippling beneath his skin as fur sprouted from his arms and shoulders. His jaw elongated, sharp teeth gleaming in the dim light. Ethan’s eyes widened in shock as he realized what was happening.

“Darius…” Ethan’s voice was barely a whisper, his body frozen in place.

Darius—or what was now a werewolf—growled low in his throat, his eyes locking onto Ethan’s. The transformation was both terrifying and mesmerizing, and Ethan couldn’t look away.

The werewolf’s massive hands gripped Ethan’s thighs, holding him in place as he leaned in, his breath hot against Ethan’s neck. Ethan’s pulse quickened, his body trembling with a mix of fear and arousal.

“What the hell are you?” Ethan gasped, his voice shaking.

The werewolf let out a low growl, his eyes burning with intensity. “I’m yours,” he said, his voice rough and guttural.

Ethan’s mind was spinning, but before he could process what was happening, the werewolf was inside him, thrusting deep and hard. Ethan arched his back, a scream of pleasure tearing from his throat. The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve in his body alight with fire.

The werewolf’s movements were primal, each thrust driving Ethan closer to the edge. His claws dug into Ethan’s hips, leaving marks that would surely bruise later. But Ethan didn’t care. All he could focus on was the overwhelming pleasure coursing through his veins.

“Darius…” Ethan moaned, his hands gripping the sheets tightly.

The werewolf growled in response, his teeth grazing Ethan’s shoulder as he continued to thrust. The room was filled with the sounds of their passion, Ethan’s moans mingling with the werewolf’s growls.

Ethan’s body was on fire, every inch of him consumed by the raw, untamed desire that Darius—both man and beast—brought out in him. He felt like he was being torn apart and put back together all at once, the pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable.

“I need you,” Ethan gasped, his voice desperate.

The werewolf’s movements became more frantic, his thrusts deeper and harder. Ethan could feel himself teetering on the edge, his body trembling with the effort to hold on.

And then, with a final, powerful thrust, the werewolf let out a guttural roar, his body shuddering as he reached his peak. Ethan followed suit, his body convulsing with pleasure as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over him.

For a moment, everything was still, the only sound in the room their ragged breaths. Ethan’s body felt like it had been turned to liquid, every muscle completely spent.

The werewolf leaned over him, his eyes softening as he looked down at Ethan. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice rough but gentle.

Ethan nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. “Better than okay.”

The werewolf chuckled, the sound low and rumbling. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Ethan’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

The werewolf’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “You’ll see.”

Before Ethan could respond, the werewolf leaned in, capturing his lips in a searing kiss. It was possessive, demanding, and Ethan couldn’t help but melt into it, letting himself be consumed once again by the heat between them.

The werewolf’s hands moved over Ethan’s body, exploring every inch with a newfound hunger. Ethan’s breath hitched as he felt the werewolf’s claws graze his skin, sending shivers down his spine.

“Darius…” Ethan moaned, his voice trembling with need.

The werewolf growled in response, his teeth grazing Ethan’s neck as he positioned himself between Ethan’s legs once again. The anticipation was almost unbearable, and Ethan could feel his heart pounding in his chest.

“Tell me what you want,” the werewolf demanded, his voice rough with desire.

“You,” Ethan gasped, his voice barely above a whisper. “I just want you.”

The werewolf’s eyes darkened, and he leaned in, capturing Ethan’s lips in a searing kiss. It was possessive, demanding, and Ethan melted into it, letting himself be consumed by the heat between them.

And then the werewolf was inside him once again, thrusting deep and hard. Ethan arched his back, a scream of pleasure tearing from his throat. The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve in his body alight with fire.

“Darius…” Ethan moaned, his hands gripping the sheets tightly. “I need you…”

The werewolf growled in response, his teeth grazing Ethan’s shoulder as he continued to thrust. The room was filled with the sounds of their passion, Ethan’s moans mingling with the werewolf’s growls.

Ethan’s body was on fire, every inch of him consumed by the raw, untamed desire that Darius—both man and beast—brought out in him. He felt like he was being torn apart and put back together all at once, the pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable.

“I can’t…” Ethan gasped, his voice desperate. “I’m going to…”

The werewolf’s movements became more frantic, his thrusts deeper and harder. Ethan could feel himself teetering on the edge, his body trembling with the effort to hold on.

And then, with a final, powerful thrust, the werewolf let out a guttural roar, his body shuddering as he reached his peak. Ethan followed suit, his body convulsing with pleasure as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over him.

For a moment, everything was still, the only sound in the room their ragged breaths. Ethan’s body felt like it had been turned to liquid, every muscle completely spent.

The werewolf leaned over him, his eyes softening as he looked down at Ethan. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice rough but gentle.

Ethan nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. “Better than okay.”

The werewolf chuckled, the sound low and rumbling. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Ethan’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

The werewolf’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “You’ll see.”

Before Ethan could respond, the werewolf leaned in, capturing his lips in a searing kiss. It was possessive, demanding, and Ethan couldn’t help but melt into it, letting himself be consumed once again by the heat between them.

The werewolf’s hands moved over Ethan’s body, exploring every inch with a newfound hunger. Ethan’s breath hitched as he felt the werewolf’s claws graze his skin, sending shivers down his spine.

“Darius…” Ethan moaned, his voice trembling with need.

The werewolf growled in response, his teeth grazing Ethan’s neck as he positioned himself between Ethan’s legs once again. The anticipation was almost unbearable, and Ethan could feel his heart pounding in his chest.

“Tell me what you want,” the werewolf demanded, his voice rough with desire.

“You,” Ethan gasped.

Ethan’s breath hitched as Darius pulled back, his dark, wolfish eyes gleaming with something more. The air between them crackled, heavy with unspoken promises and a hunger that went beyond the physical. Darius’s claws—still sharp, still capable of making Ethan’s skin sing—traced a slow, deliberate line down his chest, stopping just above his navel.

“Do you trust me?” Darius’s voice was low, gravelly, and sent a shiver down Ethan’s spine. It wasn’t just a question; it was a challenge.

Ethan swallowed hard, his throat dry. He was still catching his breath from their last encounter, but the way Darius looked at him—like he wanted to devour him whole—stirred something deep within. “Yes,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “I trust you.”

A slow, predatory smile spread across Darius’s face, his fangs glinting in the dim light of the apartment. “Good. Because what comes next… it’s not just about us. It’s about pack.”

Ethan’s eyes widened. “Pack?” he echoed, his heart racing. He knew Darius was a werewolf, but pack? That word carried weight, a sense of belonging—and danger—that he couldn’t quite wrap his mind around.

Darius leaned in, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear. “My kind… we value loyalty above all else. And when someone becomes part of the pack, it’s not just about acceptance. It’s about claiming.”

Ethan’s pulse quickened. “Claiming?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Darius’s growl was soft, but it sent a thrill straight through Ethan’s core. “Yes. Claiming. Every part of you. Body, mind, soul.” His claws dipped lower, brushing against Ethan’s hipbone. “It’s a ritual. Ancient. Sacred. And once it’s done… there’s no going back.”

Ethan’s breath caught. The intensity in Darius’s voice, the way his gaze burned into him—it was almost too much. But it was also what he craved. That connection, that sense of belonging. “I’m ready,” he said, his voice steady despite the storm of emotions raging inside him.

Darius’s smile widened, and he pressed a searing kiss to Ethan’s lips, his fangs grazing the soft flesh. “Then let me show you.”

He stood, pulling Ethan to his feet with surprising ease. The room seemed to blur around them as Darius led him to the center of the apartment, where a large, fur-covered rug lay. The air felt charged, like the moment before a thunderstorm. Darius knelt, guiding Ethan down with him, their bodies so close that Ethan could feel the heat radiating from the werewolf’s skin.

“The ritual requires one thing above all else,” Darius murmured, his hands moving to Ethan’s hips. “Surrender.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Darius’s claws dug into his skin, just enough to send a spark of pain and pleasure through him. “I surrender,” he said, his voice trembling but filled with resolve.

Darius’s growl was deep, primal, as he pushed Ethan down onto the rug, his body hovering over him. “Good. Because once we start… there’s no stopping.”

Ethan’s heart pounded in his chest as Darius leaned down, his lips brushing against Ethan’s neck. “The ritual begins with the scent,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “Marking you as mine.”

Ethan’s eyes fluttered shut as Darius’s tongue traced a hot, wet line up his neck, stopping just below his ear. The sensation was overwhelming, sending a wave of heat through his body. Darius’s teeth grazed his skin, and Ethan gasped, his hands clutching at the werewolf’s leather-clad shoulders.

“That’s it,” Darius growled, his voice filled with approval. “Let go.”

Ethan’s mind was a whirlwind of sensation—the feel of Darius’s body pressed against his, the warmth of his breath, the sharp edges of his claws. He could feel himself surrendering, giving in completely to the intensity of the moment.

Darius’s lips moved lower, leaving a trail of kisses down Ethan’s chest, his claws dragging lightly across his skin. “Next comes the taste,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Proving your worth.”

Ethan moaned as Darius’s mouth closed over one of his nipples, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to his core. He arched his back, his hands tangling in Darius’s hair as the werewolf continued to devour him.

“You taste so good,” Darius muttered, his voice muffled against Ethan’s skin. “So… fucking… perfect.”

Ethan’s breath came in short, ragged gasps as Darius moved lower, his lips and tongue exploring every inch of his body. The werewolf’s claws dug into his thighs, sending a sharp burst of pain that only heightened the pleasure coursing through him.

“Darius…” Ethan moaned, his voice trembling with need.

The werewolf looked up, his dark eyes meeting Ethan’s. “Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. “The ritual’s not complete.”

He stood, pulling Ethan up with him once more and guiding him to his knees. Ethan’s heart raced as Darius positioned himself behind him, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips. “This is the most important part,” he murmured, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear. “The claiming.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Darius’s claws dug into his skin, holding him in place. He could feel the werewolf’s cock pressing against him, hot and heavy with need. “Darius…” he whispered, his voice trembling.

“Shh,” Darius growled, his voice low and commanding. “Let me take you.”

Ethan’s eyes fluttered shut as Darius pushed inside him, the stretch almost unbearable but so good. He cried out, his hands clawing at the rug beneath him as the werewolf began to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate.

“That’s it,” Darius growled, his voice filled with approval. “Take it. All of it.”

Ethan’s mind was a haze of pleasure and pain, each thrust sending shockwaves through his body. He could feel himself unraveling, completely at Darius’s mercy. The werewolf’s claws dug into his hips, holding him in place as he claimed him, his growls filling the room.

“Mine,” Darius muttered, his voice rough with desire. “You’re mine.”

Ethan’s breath came in ragged gasps as the pleasure built, each thrust bringing him closer to the edge. He could feel Darius’s teeth at his neck, the pressure just shy of breaking the skin. “Please…” he moaned, his voice trembling.

“Say it,” Darius demanded, his voice a low growl. “Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” Ethan gasped, the words spilling from his lips without hesitation. “I’m yours.”

Darius’s growl was deep, primal, as he buried himself inside Ethan one last time, his teeth sinking into Ethan’s neck. Ethan cried out, his body convulsing with pleasure as he came, his release spilling onto the rug beneath him.

For a moment, the world seemed to stop. Ethan’s mind was a blank slate, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his release. Darius’s teeth remained at his neck, his grip on Ethan’s hips unrelenting. And then, slowly, he pulled back, his lips brushing against the mark he’d left on Ethan’s skin.

“Now,” Darius murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, “You’re part of the pack.”

Ethan’s body felt alive in a way it never had before. Every nerve was on fire, every inch of his skin hypersensitive. The mark Darius had left on his neck throbbed, a constant reminder of his new reality. He was part of the pack now, tied to Darius in a way that was as primal as it was unbreakable. But even as he lay there, his body still trembling from the intensity of their claiming, something deep within him stirred—a hunger he couldn’t ignore.

It started as a heat low in his belly, a slow simmer that quickly grew into an all-consuming flame. Ethan squirmed, his breath hitching as the sensation spread through him. What the hell is this? He’d never felt anything like it. It wasn’t just arousal; it was something more, something primal. His body craved something he couldn’t quite name, but he knew instinctively that only Darius could give it to him.

“Darius,” Ethan whispered, his voice shaky and desperate. He turned his head to where Darius lay beside him, his rugged form illuminated by the dim light of the room. Darius’s dark eyes gleamed with a predatory intensity as he turned to face Ethan, his sharp jawline and broad shoulders making Ethan’s breath catch.

“What is it, Ethan?” Darius’s voice was low, almost a growl, and it sent a shiver down Ethan’s spine.

“I… I don’t know,” Ethan admitted, his voice trembling. “I feel… wrong. I need… I need something. I don’t know how to explain it.”

Darius’s eyes narrowed, and he inhaled deeply, his nostrils flaring as if he could scent the change in Ethan. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face. “Ah,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. “I thought this might happen.”

“What?” Ethan’s voice was panicked now, his heart pounding. “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re in heat,” Darius said simply, his hand reaching out to brush a strand of messy curls from Ethan’s forehead. His touch was oddly soothing, yet it only intensified the heat coursing through Ethan’s body. “It’s natural for someone who’s been claimed. Your body is calling out for me, for my knot. It’s your primal need to be claimed fully.”

Ethan’s eyes widened, his breath coming in short, uneven gasps. Knot? Primal need? The words should have scared him, but instead, they only made the heat in his belly burn brighter. He could feel his cock hardening, aching with a need that was almost painful. His mind was a whirlwind of confusion and desire, but one thing was clear: he wanted Darius. He needed him.

“Please,” Ethan begged, the word slipping from his lips before he could stop it. “I need you. I need… I need your knot.”

Darius’s growl was low and possessive, and in one swift movement, he was on top of Ethan, his weight pressing him into the mattress. His dark eyes bore into Ethan’s, filled with a hunger that mirrored Ethan’s own. “You don’t understand what you’re asking for,” Darius warned, his voice rough. “Once I give you my knot, there’s no going back. You’ll be bound to me in every way. It’s not just a claiming—it’s a bond that can’t be broken.”

Ethan’s heart raced, but he didn’t hesitate. He wanted this. No, he needed it. “I don’t care,” he said, his voice steady despite the fire raging inside him. “I’m already yours. I’ve always been yours. Just… please, Darius. I need you to claim me. Fully.”

Darius’s lips curled into a predatory smile, and he leaned down, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear. “Then beg for it,” he commanded, his voice a deep growl that sent shivers down Ethan’s spine.

Ethan’s cheeks flushed, but he didn’t hesitate. “Please,” he whispered, his voice trembling with need. “Please, Darius. I need your knot. I need you to claim me. I can’t… I can’t take it anymore. Please, just… fuck me. Make me yours.”

Darius’s growl was deep and primal, and he captured Ethan’s lips in a searing kiss, his tongue claiming Ethan’s mouth with the same intensity he’d claimed his body. Ethan moaned into the kiss, his hands tangling in Darius’s leather jacket as he pulled him closer. The heat in his belly was unbearable now, and he could feel himself dripping with slick, his body preparing itself for what was to come.

Darius pulled away from the kiss, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he stripped off his jacket and shirt, revealing his broad chest and chiseled abs. Ethan’s breath hitched at the sight, his fingers itching to touch, to feel. But before he could, Darius was on him again, his hands rough as he stripped Ethan of his clothes, leaving him bare and vulnerable beneath him.

“Spread your legs,” Darius commanded, his voice rough.

Ethan obeyed without hesitation, his legs trembling as he opened himself up to Darius. He could feel the slickness between his thighs, his body more than ready for what was coming. Darius’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight, and he leaned down, his tongue flicking out to taste Ethan’s slick.

“Fuck,” Darius growled, his voice rough with need. “You’re so ready for me.”

Ethan moaned, his head falling back against the pillows as Darius’s tongue delved deeper, lapping at his entrance with a hunger that made Ethan’s toes curl. The heat in his belly was unbearable now, and he could feel his cock throbbing with need. “Darius, please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “I need you. Please, just… fuck me.”

Darius pulled away, his lips glistening with Ethan’s slick, and he positioned himself between Ethan’s legs, his cock hard and heavy against Ethan’s entrance. “You’re mine, Ethan,” he growled, his voice rough with possession. “Mine.”

Ethan didn’t respond—couldn’t respond—as Darius thrust into him in one rough, deep stroke. Ethan cried out, his body arching off the bed as Darius filled him completely. The stretch was almost too much, but it felt incredible, and Ethan’s body welcomed it eagerly. Darius’s growl was deep and primal as he began to thrust, his movements rough and possessive, each stroke driving Ethan closer to the edge.

“Yes,” Ethan gasped, his hands clutching at Darius’s shoulders as he was fucked harder and deeper than ever before. “Yes, Darius. Please. More. I need more.”

Darius’s growl was a promise, and he leaned down, his teeth sinking into Ethan’s neck once more, marking him again as he increased the pace of his thrusts. Ethan could feel his knot pressing against him, and the thought of it sent a wave of heat through his body. He needed it. He needed Darius to claim him completely.

“Knot me,” Ethan begged, his voice trembling with need. “Please, Darius. I need your knot. Claim me. Make me yours.”

Darius’s growl was a vow, and with one final thrust, his knot locked in place, claiming Ethan completely. Ethan cried out, his body convulsing with pleasure as he came, his release spilling between them. Darius’s growl was deep and satisfied as he buried himself inside Ethan, his teeth at Ethan’s neck as he marked him once more.

“Mine,” Darius growled, his voice rough with possession. “You’re mine, Ethan. Forever.”

Ethan’s mind was a blank slate, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his release. He could feel Darius’s knot inside him, locking them together in a bond that was as primal as it was unbreakable. He was Darius’s now, completely and utterly claimed. And as Ethan lay there, his body still trembling with pleasure, he knew one thing for certain: he wouldn’t have it any other way.

“Darius,” Ethan whispered, his voice barely audible. “I’m… I’m so full.”

Darius’s growl was deep and satisfied, and he leaned down, his lips brushing against Ethan’s ear. “You wanted this,” he reminded him, his voice rough. “You begged for it. And now… you’re mine.”

Ethan shivered at the words, his body responding instinctively to Darius’s voice. He was Darius’s now, in every way that mattered. And as he lay there, his body still trembling with pleasure, he knew one thing for certain: he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Ethan’s body felt heavy, still bound to Darius’s by the intensity of their joining. His breath came in shallow gasps, his skin slick with sweat as he lay there, overwhelmed yet oddly at peace. Darius’s chest rose and fell against his back, the rhythm steady and grounding. The room was thick with the scent of their passion, a primal reminder of what had just transpired.

“Darius,” Ethan murmured, his voice soft and hoarse. His fingers twitched, aching to reach out, to touch, but he could barely move. “I… I feel… different.”

Darius’s low growl rumbled in his chest, vibrating against Ethan’s spine. His lips brushed against the nape of Ethan’s neck, the touch both possessive and tender. “You are different,” he said, his voice rough but laced with something deeper—an emotion Ethan couldn’t quite place. “You’re not just mine anymore. You’re carrying my offspring.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his mind struggling to process the words. Carrying… his offspring? His heart began to race, a mix of fear and something else—something wild and untamed—coursing through him. “I’m… pregnant?” he whispered, the word feeling foreign yet strangely right on his tongue.

“Yes,” Darius answered, his voice steady but with an edge of pride. “Your heat cycle… it’s not just about desire. It’s about creation. You’ve taken my seed, and now… you’ll bear my child.”

Ethan’s hands instinctively moved to his stomach, though he couldn’t feel anything yet. The idea of carrying Darius’s child—of being so deeply bound to him—sent a shiver through him. “I can’t believe it,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “This… this is real?”

Darius’s lips curved into a smirk, though Ethan couldn’t see it. “As real as the bond between us,” he said. He shifted slightly, his knot still lodged inside Ethan, ensuring they remained connected. “You’re mine, Ethan. Fully and completely. And now… you’ll carry a piece of me inside you forever.”

Ethan’s chest tightened, emotions swirling within him—awe, fear, and an overwhelming sense of belonging. He closed his eyes, letting the weight of Darius’s words settle over him. “I… I don’t know what to say,” he admitted.

“You don’t have to say anything,” Darius replied, his voice softening. He pressed a kiss to Ethan’s shoulder, the gesture surprisingly gentle. “Just feel it. Embrace it. This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

Ethan hesitated, then nodded. “Yes,” he whispered. “I wanted this. I wanted… you.”

Darius’s growl was low and satisfied, his arms tightening around Ethan. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m not letting you go. Not now. Not ever.”

Ethan’s breath came out in a shaky exhale, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of their joining. He could feel the weight of Darius’s words, the depth of their connection. It was more than physical—it was primal, unbreakable. And now… it was life itself.

“Darius,” Ethan said after a moment, his voice tentative. “What… what happens now?”

Darius’s lips brushed against his ear, his breath hot and sending shivers down Ethan’s spine. “Now,” he said, his voice a low rumble, “we prepare. Your body will change—grow stronger, more sensitive. You’ll need me more than ever.”

Ethan’s pulse quickened at the thought. “And… you’ll be here?” he asked, his voice tinged with vulnerability.

Darius’s growl was low and possessive. “Always,” he said. “You’re mine, Ethan. And I’ll protect you. Both of you.”

Ethan’s heart swelled, a strange warmth spreading through him. He still couldn’t wrap his mind around it—carrying Darius’s child. But the thought of having Darius by his side, of being so deeply connected to him, filled him with a sense of peace he hadn’t known in years.

“I… I trust you,” Ethan said softly, his voice barely audible.

Darius’s lips curved into a smirk against his skin. “Good,” he said. “Because you’re going to need that trust. Your body… it’s going to crave me. More than ever before.”

Ethan shivered at the words, his body responding instinctively. “I already do,” he admitted, his voice trembling. “I can’t… I can’t get enough of you.”

Darius’s growl was deep and satisfied, his possessive hold tightening. “And you never will,” he said. “You’re mine, Ethan. In every way.”

Ethan closed his eyes, letting the weight of Darius’s words wash over him. He was Darius’s now—completely and utterly. And as he lay there, his body still trembling with pleasure and the weight of their bond, he knew one thing for certain: he wouldn’t have it any other way.

But as the realization of his pregnancy settled in, a new wave of emotions surged through him. Excitement, fear, and an overwhelming sense of belonging. He pressed his hand to his stomach again, imagining the life growing inside him—a life created by their connection.

“Darius,” Ethan said after a long moment, his voice soft but filled with determination. “I’m ready. For whatever comes next. As long as you’re with me.”

Darius’s lips brushed against his ear, his breath hot and sending shivers down Ethan’s spine. “Always,” he promised, his voice a low, possessive rumble. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Ethan’s breath came out in a shaky exhale, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of their joining. He could feel the weight of Darius’s words, the depth of their connection. It was more than physical—it was primal, unbreakable. And now… it was life itself.

“Darius,” Ethan whispered, his voice trembling with need. “I… I need you again.”

Darius’s growl was low and satisfied, his possessive hold tightening. “You’re insatiable,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “But I’ll give you what you need.”

Ethan shivered at the words, his body responding instinctively. He could feel the stirring of desire within him, the heat of Darius’s body against his own. “Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “I need you.”

Darius’s lips curved into a smirk, his hands moving possessively over Ethan’s body. “You’re mine,” he growled. “And I’ll take care of you. Always.”

Ethan’s breath came out in a shaky exhale, his body trembling with anticipation. He could feel the intensity of Darius’s gaze, the heat of his desire. And as Darius moved, his knot still lodged inside Ethan, the promise of more—of everything—was undeniable.

“Darius,” Ethan gasped, his voice trembling with need. “I… I can’t wait.”

Darius’s growl was low and possessive, his hands tightening their hold. “You don’t have to,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “I’m here. And I’m not going anywhere.”
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