

Chapter 1

The lavender-scented breeze drifting through the open window did little to cool the heat pooling between Mia’s thighs. She should have known better than to leave the lingerie out. But tonight, with her father’s absence stretching into another week, she’d allowed herself a small rebellion—just a few stolen moments of fantasy, of imagining what it would be like to be touched, *wanted*, instead of just existing in the quiet, suffocating silence of her life. Her fingers traced the delicate lace of the bra, feeling the intricate patterns against her fingertips. The fabric whispered against her skin like a promise, a secret between her and the moonlit room. She’d bought it months ago, on a rare trip into the city with her mother, but she’d never had the courage to wear it. Not with her father’s watchful eye, not with the weight of his expectations pressing down on her like a physical force. But tonight, alone in her room, she let herself indulge. The bra cupped her small, firm breasts just right, the silky material embracing her with a warmth that made her nipple peak beneath the lace. The straps rested against her shoulders, the slight pressure sending a thrill through her body. Beneath it, the matching panties—silky and barely there—clung to her hips, the dampness between her thighs betraying just how turned on she was. She could feel the moisture growing, a warm, exciting sensation that made her shift her weight from one foot to the other. She could almost feel the lace pressing against her sensitive flesh, the subtle friction driving her wild with anticipation of something she couldn’t quite name. A sharp knock at the front door jolted her from her thoughts. Mia froze, her pulse spiking. She’d expected her father home days ago, but the note on the fridge had been clear: *Darius will stop by to check on the house.* Her father’s best friend, the man who’d been a fixture in their lives since she was a child. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a presence that filled a room the moment he walked in. And tonight, for some reason, the thought of him being here—*alone* with her—sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the evening air. She snatched the bra off the bed and bolted into the closet, yanking the door shut just as the creak of the stairs echoed through the hall. Her father’s footsteps were heavy, deliberate, but Darius’ were different—lighter, almost predatory in their confidence. She could picture him now, standing in the foyer, his dark brown eyes scanning the house with that same assessing gaze he always wore, those strong hands of his checking every lock and window with practiced ease. She had never really looked at him before—not really—but now, in the silence of her closet, his image flooded her mind. The tilt of his strong jaw, the way his dark brown hair was threaded with silver, the intensity in those golden-brown eyes that seemed to see everything. “Mia?” His voice was deep, rough, carrying the kind of warmth that made her stomach flip and her heart race. “You decent?” *Decent.* The word hung in the air between them, loaded with meaning. She swallowed hard, her fingers tightening around the edge of the closet door. What did *decent* even mean right now? She was standing here in nothing but a thin tank top and boy shorts, her body still humming from the way the lingerie had felt against her skin. She could still feel the ghost of the lace on her nipple, the memory of how her own touch had made her breath catch. “Y-yeah,” she squeaked, her voice barely audible. “Just… putting away laundry.” The handle turned. Her heart thudded against her ribs as it slowly began to move. She had seconds to scramble, but the door swung open so fast she barely had time to react before Darius filled the frame. His silver-streaked black hair was tousled, as if he’d been running his hands through it in frustration or anticipation, and his beard was neatly trimmed, the dark gray strands catching the light from the window. He was dressed in a simple black T-shirt that stretched over his broad chest, the fabric hugging every muscle, the sleeves pushed up to his elbows, revealing forearms corded with strength and dusted with dark hair. His eyes—deep, golden-brown, almost black in the dim light—raked over her with a smirk that made her toes curl and her insides tingle. Mia shrank back against the shelf of folded towels, her chest rising and falling in a way that made the straps of her discarded bra dig just a little too tight into her skin as she instinctively covered herself. The panties beneath were already damp, the fabric clinging to her in a way that made her flush with embarrassment and arousal in equal measure. Darius’ gaze flickered to the lingerie hanging in plain view on her bed—the one she’d been standing in front of when he knocked, the one she had been fantasizing about just moments ago. His eyes lingered on the lace, tracing its delicate pattern with his gaze. “Hmm,” he hummed, stepping inside and letting the door click shut behind him. The sound was final, deliberate, and Mia felt a shiver of both fear and excitement race up her spine. “That *does* look like something a woman would wear.” She crossed her arms, suddenly hyper-aware of the way her small, perky breasts pressed against her palms, the sensitive flesh tingling with awareness. “I—I don’t—” “Don’t what?” He tilted his head, the light from the window catching the way his dark hair was peppered with silver, his skin still rich and smooth despite the years, his strong jawline shadowed with that perfectly trimmed beard. His eyes never left hers, holding her captive with their intensity. “Deny you’re *all* grown up?” Her face burned with a heat that had nothing to do with the lavender breeze. “I was just… folding things.” His laugh was warm, rich, the kind of sound that made her stomach clench and her insides flutter with something she couldn’t quite name. “You have a *lot* of things to fold, sugar.” He glanced at the laundry basket, now half empty, then back at her, his gaze lingering on her lips before traveling slowly back up to meet her eyes. “But I think you’re more interested in *other* sorts of things.” Mia’s mouth went dry. He knew. He *had* to know. The way he was looking at her, the way his eyes seemed to see right through her, made her feel exposed in a way she had never felt before. Darius reached out, his fingers brushing the edge of her bra where it lay draped over her arm. She flinched at his touch, a jolt of electricity shooting through her at the contact. The rough pad of his finger against her smooth skin was a contrast she hadn’t expected, and it sent a wave of sensation through her that made her breath catch. But he only tsked, stepping closer, the heat radiating off his body enveloping her in a way that was both comforting and terrifying. “Cover up before the old man gets home. He’d have a heart attack if he saw you dressed like this.” She exhaled sharply, the scent of his cologne—something woodsy and masculine—filling her senses. “You—you *came inside* without even knocking!” Now he *grinned*, full and knowing, his white teeth contrasting with his beard in a way that made her heart skip a beat. “I *do* have a key.” His voice dropped, rougher, sending a shiver down her spine that made her nipples tighten against the thin fabric of her tank top. “And every time I walk through this door, you’re getting *closer* to needing it.” Her breath hitched. She didn’t like this—she *didn’t*—but the way he was looking at her, like she was some kind of sweet, forbidden dessert, made her stomach clench with a mix of fear and something else, something hotter. She swallowed, forcing herself to stay still, to not react to the way his eyes were tracing the curve of her neck, following the line of her collarbone. Because that was the problem. She always stayed still. But Darius wasn’t just her father’s friend. He was *dangerous*—in the way only a man with decades of experience could be. A retired athlete, big and strong in all the ways that made her knees weak. She knew he had once been a star player, his body a testament to years of hard work and discipline. She knew he had hands that could be gentle or firm, depending on the situation. And now, he was *in here*—with her—and looking at her like she was the prize at the end of a dark, winding path. “You’re staring,” she said, her voice barely audible, her pulse hammering in her ears. His smirk deepened, those golden-brown eyes of his gleaming with something she couldn’t quite place. “No, baby. I’m *memorizing*.” The air between them thickened, charged with an energy that Mia had never experienced before. Then, as if coming back to himself, Darius took a step back, running a hand over his dark gray beard in a gesture that seemed almost thoughtful, almost contemplative. “Now. Put on some clothes. Your dad’ll be home soon.” Her lips parted, but no sound came out. He was *leaving*? Just like that? After invading her space, after looking at her like that, after touching her? He could just walk away? “And Mia?” His voice was a low rumble, almost a growl, and she hadn’t even realized he’d turned toward the door until he called her name again, softer, the timber of his voice sending a ripple of awareness through her entire body. She turned to face him, her eyes wide with surprise and something else. “Don’t be *shy* when he’s not around.” The door closed with a quiet click, the sound reverberating through the silent room. Mia stood there, trembling, her heart pounding against her ribs. She pressed a hand to her chest, feeling the rapid beat of her heart. The lingerie was still draped over the bed, mocking her. She should put it away. She should act like nothing had happened. But as her fingers lingered on the delicate lace, imagining what it would feel like to have Darius’ hands on her instead of just the memory of his touch, she knew that nothing would ever be the same. She could still feel the ghost of his finger against her skin, the memory of his gaze burning into her. The bra felt heavy in her hands, and she brought it to her nose, inhaling deeply, trying to catch a hint of his scent mixed with her own. For the first time in her life, she let herself wonder what it would be like to *not* stay still, to what it would feel like if he ever came back and didn’t leave so quickly. The thought made her breath catch, and a new wave of warmth spread through her, pooling between her thighs as she stood alone in the closet, the lingering scent of his cologne and the memory of his gaze keeping her company in the silence.




Chapter 2

The house groaned under the weight of its own silence, the floorboards creaking in protest like an old man settling his bones for the night. Mia stood in the kitchen, her fingers curled around the edge of the counter like a lifeline, a fragile anchor in a sea of uncertainty. The clock on the microwave read *11:43 PM*—glowing in the darkness like a guilty secret. Her father was late, again. Not a surprise, really, but tonight, the absence felt heavier, as if the air itself had thickened with expectation, wrapping around her like an inescapable cocoon.

A sharp rap at the door made her jump, a gasp escaping her lips before she could stop it. She froze, her heart suddenly hammering against her ribs with the force of a trapped bird. No one knocked this late. No one *ever* knocked this late. Not in this quiet neighborhood, not at this ungodly hour. Her palms grew slick with sudden perspiration as she pressed her eye to the peephole.

Darius.

His silhouette filled the doorway, broad shoulders blocking what little porch light there was. The fabric of his dress shirt stretched across his chest, the sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms dusted with dark hair that seemed to absorb the moonlight. His jaw was shadowed, unshaved, giving him a dangerous edge that made her stomach clench with a mixture of fear and anticipation. He stood there, tall and imposing, a man who had always been a fixture in her life but now felt like a foreign invader.

*He shouldn’t be here.*

But he was.

Mia exhaled, a shaky breath that did little to calm her racing thoughts. Her fingers trembled as she unlatched the deadbolt, the sound of the lock clicking open echoing in the silent hallway. The door swung open just enough for her to see him fully—his cologne, dark and spiced, wrapping around her like a promise of something forbidden. He didn’t wait for an invitation. His hand pushed the door wider, his boots scraping against the welcome mat with a sound that seemed unnaturally loud. He stepped inside, carrying with him the cool night air and the scent of his presence.

“Took you long enough,” he murmured, his voice rough, like gravel underfoot, sending a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the temperature.

Mia’s breath caught in her throat. “You can’t just—”

“Walk in?” He smirked, shutting the door behind him with a quiet click that sealed them in together. “I’ve been coming here since you were in diapers, Mia. Your father trusts me with his life. And right now?” His gaze raked over her, slow and deliberate, like a physical touch. It lingered on the thin silk robe she’d thrown on after her shower—something she’d chosen for comfort, but now felt like a dangerous temptation. The fabric clung to her curves, the belt tied loosely around her waist, the edges parting just enough to tease. “I trust *myself*.”

Her face burned with a sudden, intense heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the way his eyes were devouring her. “This isn’t—”

“A game?” He stepped closer, the heat of his body radiating against her skin, making her suddenly conscious of her own body temperature, the way her skin seemed to be tingling in response. “No. But it *is* an invitation.” His fingers brushed a strand of hair from her shoulder, his touch feather-light, almost reverent, like he was handling something precious. “One you’ve been *dreaming* of accepting.”

Mia’s breath hitched, her lungs suddenly working overtime to fill with air. She should have slammed the door. She *should* have. The logical part of her brain was screaming, its warnings growing more frantic by the second. This was Darius, for God’s sake. Her father’s best friend, the man who had sat at their dinner table for years, who had watched her grow up, who had been a constant, reliable presence in her life. And now he was standing in her living room, looking at her like he wanted to devour her whole.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she stepped back, giving him room to follow her into the living room. The house was dark, the only light coming from the hallway lamp, casting long, dancing shadows across his face as he moved. He settled onto the couch, his arms spreading along the back as he leaned back, relaxed, like he belonged here, like he had every right to be invading her personal space at nearly midnight. His eyes never left her, tracking her movements as she remained standing, uncertain of what to do or say.

“So,” she said, trying to sound casual, to pretend that her heart wasn’t trying to beat its way out of her chest. “What exactly are we doing tonight?”

Darius’ smirk deepened, a curve of his lips that was pure sin. “Depends on how *adventurous* you want to be.”

Her pulse spiked, a sudden jolt of adrenaline mixing with the desire that had been building since he first stepped through her door. “Adventurous?”

“Mm.” His gaze darkened, sliding down her body in a slow, deliberate sweep that left a trail of heat in its wake, lingering on the way her robe clung to her hips, the curve of her waist, the swell of her breasts. The intensity of his stare made her suddenly aware of her own body, of the way her nipples were pebbling beneath the thin fabric, of the warmth pooling between her thighs. “You could start with something simple.” His voice dropped, rougher, a gravelly whisper that seemed to vibrate through her. “Like learning how to make a man *beg*.”

Mia swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. “That’s—”

“Not what you had in mind?” He chuckled, low and knowing, a sound that sent a curl of something wicked through her belly. “Fair. But tell me, Mia—” His fingers flexed on the back of the couch, a gesture that seemed restless, like he was holding himself back. “Have you ever *touched* a man like that? Really touched him? Felt the way his body *reacts* to you?”

She shook her head, a small, almost imperceptible motion that was somehow more honest than any words she could have spoken. In that moment, she was acutely aware of her own inexperience, of the years she had spent watching from the sidelines, waiting, dreaming, while men like Darius had moved through her life like forces of nature, untouchable and untouched.

Darius’ smirk turned predatory, a shift in his expression so subtle yet so profound that it made her breath catch. “Then let me show you.”

Before she could protest, his hand was on her knee, his thumb pressing into the sensitive skin just above where her robe was tied. The fabric parted under his touch, revealing the lace of her panties—black, barely there, already damp from the heat of his gaze, from the proximity of his body, from the forbidden thrill of this moment. His eyes widened slightly, a flicker of surprise and hunger crossing his face before he could school his features.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice rough with need, a sound that seemed to vibrate directly through her, making her even more aware of her own body, of the way her stomach was clenching, of the way her breath was coming in short, shallow gasps. “You’ve been *thinking* about this, haven’t you?”

Mia’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and desire. “I—I didn’t—”

“Liar.” His fingers traced the edge of her panties, his touch sending sparks of pleasure through her, making her squirm on the spot where she stood. “You’ve been *wanting* this. Wondering what it’d feel like to have a man’s hands on you like this, to have a man like me look at you like this.”

She whimpered, a soft, breathy sound that escaped her lips without her permission, her hips jerking forward in a reflex she couldn’t control, as if her body was betraying her mind, reaching for the pleasure he promised.

Darius’ smirk turned into a grin, a curve of his lips that was pure male satisfaction, a smile that promised sin and pleasure in equal measure. “Good. Because I’ve been *wanting* you.”

His hand slid beneath the robe, his fingers brushing the inside of her thigh, a touch that was both gentle and commanding, sending waves of sensation up her spine. Mia’s breath hitched as his touch grew bolder, his palm pressing against her heat through the thin fabric, the warmth of his hand a stark contrast to the cool air of the room. His thumb found the sensitive nub through the lace, circling it with a pressure that made her gasp.

“You’re *soaked* for me,” he murmured, his voice a low growl that seemed to vibrate through her, resonating in her chest, in her belly, in the very core of her. “Already wet, already *ready*.”

Mia’s nails dug into his shoulder, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt, holding on as if he were an anchor in a storm of sensation. “Darius—”

“Shh.” His finger traced the seam of her panties, his touch sending waves of pleasure through her, making her legs tremble, making her question every rational thought she’d ever had. “Let me take care of you.”

Before she could protest, could gather her scattered thoughts into anything resembling a coherent objection, his hand was beneath the fabric, his fingers finding her already swollen flesh. Mia gasped, her body arching into his touch, a reflex as old as time, as instinctive as breathing. He didn’t waste time—his thumb circled her clit, his fingers sliding inside her in one smooth motion that made her see stars.

“Fuck,” he groaned again, his voice rough with need, a sound that seemed to vibrate directly through her, making her even more aware of how wet she was, of how easily his fingers moved inside her, of how her body was opening for him, welcoming him, betraying her with every quiver and gasp. “You’re *tight*. Like you were made for me.”

Mia’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling under his touch, her mind a blur of sensation and conflicting thoughts. His fingers moved inside her, slow at first, then faster, his thumb pressing against her clit in a rhythm that made her vision blur, that made her forget everything except the feel of his hands on her, the sound of his voice in her ear, the scent of his cologne mixed with her own arousal, an intoxicating cocktail that was making her head spin.

“Darius—” she gasped, her voice breaking, a fractured syllable hanging in the air between them.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, his lips brushing the shell of it, sending a fresh wave of chills down her spine. “Let go. Let me *feel* you come.”

His words sent her over the edge, like a spark to dry tinder, igniting a fire that had been smoldering for years. Her orgasm crashed over her, waves of pleasure washing through her with the force of a summer storm. She clung to him, her body shuddering, her nails digging into his shoulder, her hips bucking against his hand as he drew out every last tremor of her release, his fingers never stopping, never slowing, as if he was determined to wring every last drop of pleasure from her body.

When she finally opened her eyes, he was watching her, his dark gaze intense, possessive, hungry. The shadows played across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his cheeks, the fullness of his lips, the intensity of his eyes. He looked like a predator who had just caught its prey, but his expression held a tenderness that was surprising, a softness that was at odds with the raw, primal hunger in his eyes.

“Now,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her, resonating in her chest, in her belly, in the very core of her. “Now you’re *ready*.”

Mia’s breath hitched, her heart pounding against her ribs with a renewed sense of anticipation. “Ready for what?”

Darius stood, pulling her up with him, his hand tangling in her hair, his grip firm but not painful, a claim both gentle and possessive. The silk of her robe slid against her sensitized skin, a reminder of the pleasure he had just given her, a promise of more to come. His other hand moved to the small of her back, drawing her closer, until their bodies were pressed together, until she could feel the hard length of him against her stomach, a promise of what was to come.

“For me to show you what happens when a man like me *takes* what he wants,” he said, his voice a low growl that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

And then his mouth was on hers, his tongue claiming her in a kiss that was both a question and an answer, that was both a demand and a surrender, a collision of need and desire that left her breathless and wanting more. He walked her backward, toward the hallway, toward her bedroom, his mouth never leaving hers, his hands never leaving her body, as if he was afraid she might disappear, might change her mind, might break the spell that had been woven between them. Each step was a promise, each kiss a temptation, each touch a step closer to the edge of something unknown, something dangerous, something that would ruin her forever, and yet, she couldn’t bring herself to care, not as he laid her down on the bed, not as he covered her body with his own, not as he began to show her, with hands and mouth and body, exactly what it felt like to be wanted, to be desired, to be taken.




Chapter 3

The rain had stopped by the time Darius arrived, but the air still clung to her skin like a second layer of silk. Mia stood in the center of her room, the satin nightgown she’d chosen clinging to her curves like a second skin. The fabric was so sheer, so diaphanous that she might as well have been standing completely naked before him. She could see the outline of her body through the material, the dark pink of her nipples pressing against the lace trim, already tight with arousal. She hadn’t dared to wear anything beneath it—no panties, no bra, nothing to hide the way her body ached for his touch, the way her thighs were growing slick with anticipation.

The knock at her door had been soft, deliberate. No hesitation. No second thought.

She knew it was him before she even answered.

"Come in," she whispered, her voice trembling just enough to betray her nerves.

The door opened slowly, and Darius filled the doorway, his broad frame casting a long shadow across the threshold. The dim light from the hallway lamp caught the glint of his gold cufflinks, the way his dress shirt stretched across his chest, the sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms dusted with dark hair. His tie was loose, the top button undone, as if he’d been in a hurry to get here. Or maybe he’d known she’d be waiting, her body aching for his attention.

His gaze locked onto her, and Mia’s breath hitched in her throat. He didn’t move at first. Just stood there, drinking her in, his dark eyes tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips, the way the nightgown clung to her thighs. His jaw tightened, his fingers flexing at his sides like he was fighting the urge to reach for her, to claim her right then and there.

"Mia," he murmured, stepping inside and shutting the door behind him with a quiet click that seemed to echo in the sudden silence of her room.

Her pulse spiked at the sound of his voice, rough and low. "I—I didn't know you'd—"

"Know I'd what?" His voice was a mix of amusement and hunger, and she could already feel the weight of his gaze on her skin like a physical touch. He set the duffle bag he'd carried in on the floor with a thud, his boots scraping against the hardwood with a sound that seemed to vibrate through her.

He took another step closer, the heat of him radiating in waves, making the already-warm room feel even hotter. "Know I'd walk in here and find you waiting for me like this?" His fingers brushed the lace hem of her nightgown, his touch sending a shiver down her spine and making her nipples tighten even more. "All dressed up, all wet for me."

Her face burned at his words, but she couldn't deny them. She had been wet for him, had been dreaming about this moment all day. "I didn't—"

"Plan it?" He smirked, stepping even closer, the heat of him wrapping around her like a blanket. "No. But you wanted me to see you like this." His hand moved from the hem of her gown to trace a path up her side, his thumb brushing against the underside of her breast, making her gasp. "You've been dreaming about it, haven't you?"

Mia's face burned hotter, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment and desire. "I—"

"Don't lie to me, Mia," his voice dropped to a rough whisper, his breath hot against her ear. "Your body's been begging for this since the day we met. And tonight? Tonight, you're finally going to give it to me."

She should have been terrified, should have been nervous about what he had planned for her. But all she felt was a deep, aching need pooling between her thighs, a desperate hunger that made her thighs clench together.

Darius didn't touch her again—not yet. Instead, he stepped back, his gaze raking over her body with a slow, deliberate hunger that made her skin tingle. "Turn around," he commanded, his voice firm yet somehow tender.

Mia's breath caught in her throat at his words. "What?"

"Turn around," he repeated, his voice leaving no room for argument. "I want to see all of you."

Her fingers trembled as she slowly turned, the satin of her nightgown swirling around her legs. The cool air of the room brushed against her bare skin, making her shiver and her nipples tighten against the lace covering them.

"Bend over the bed."

Her pulse hammered in her throat at his words, her heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement. "Darius—"

"Now, Mia," his voice was firm, yet there was something in it—something almost tender—that made her obey without a second thought.

She did as he said, hands braced on the edge of the mattress, arching her back, the nightgown riding up and exposing the curve of her ass. The lace of her panties—if she'd even worn any—would have been useless now. She was completely bare to him, completely exposed.

"Fuck," Darius groaned, his voice rough with appreciation. His hands came down on her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh just hard enough to leave marks, to claim her as his. "You're perfect."

Mia whimpered as his breath brushed against the back of her thigh, the heat of it sending shivers through her body. Then his mouth was on her, his tongue hot and wet, tracing patterns across her sensitive skin. His teeth grazed her flesh, just enough to make her gasp, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core.

"You taste sweet," he murmured against her skin, his voice thick with need and approval. "Like honey and sin."

Mia's breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as he licked and sucked, his hands spreading her wider, exposing her completely to his hungry gaze and skilled mouth. His tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh, his fingers stretching her open, making her cry out and push back against him, begging for more without saying a word.

"That's it," he groaned, his breath hot against her skin. "Take it. Take me."

She did, her body arching into his touch, her hips pushing back against him, taking everything he was giving and begging for more. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, her body shuddering and convulsing as she came apart under his skilled touch. Darius didn't stop—his tongue flicked faster, his fingers pumped harder, drawing out every last tremor of her release until she was boneless, spent, and trembling beneath him.

When he finally pulled back, she was left feeling empty, her body still tingling with the aftershocks of her climax. "Good girl," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. He stood, his hands coming to rest on her hips, his cock thick and hard against her bare skin, pressing into her soft flesh. "Now it's my turn."

Mia barely had time to process what was happening before Darius was behind her, his hands rough and demanding on her hips as he lifted her onto the bed. The nightgown rode up, exposing her completely to his hungry gaze, and she gasped as he knelt between her thighs, his eyes dark with need and want.

"Darius," she gasped, her voice breaking as his fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, teasing and exploring her sensitive flesh.

"Shh," he murmured, his finger circling her clit with a feather-light touch that made her hips buck. "Let me show you."

And then his mouth was on her again, but this time, it wasn't just his tongue. This time, it was his cock, hot and hard against her entrance, teasing and promising. Mia's eyes flew wide open as she felt the thick head of him pressing against her, testing her, preparing her for what was to come.

"You're going to take me," he growled, his voice rough with desire. "Every incredible inch."

Mia's nails dug into the sheets, her body trembling with anticipation and a hint of fear. "I—I don't know if I can—"

"Oh, you can," he assured her, his voice firm but gentle. "Because you want to. Because your body was made to take mine."

And then he pushed, slowly but steadily, the burn immediate and intense as he stretched her around his impressive length. Mia gasped, her fingers clutching at the sheets as she adjusted to the invasion, to the feeling of being filled so completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he bottomed out, his cock buried deep inside her. "You're tight as fuck, Mia. So perfect, so mine."

The stretch was agonizing yet exquisite, mind-numbing in the best possible way. She'd never felt so used, so consumed, and the thrill of it sent waves of pleasure through her body, making her forget about any discomfort.

Darius didn't stop. He pulled back slowly, then pushed forward again, each movement making her gasp and moan, her body adjusting to his rhythm, to the way he took her and owned her in a way she'd never known possible.

"You're mine," he growled, his voice thick with possession. "Every incredible inch is mine."

Mia could only whimper in response, her body trembling and arching into his thrusts, her nails digging into his shoulders as she held on for dear life. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that was driving her closer and closer to the edge of another climax.

Darius's breath was harsh against her ear, his voice a low growl as he continued to take her, to claim her, to possess her in ways she had never imagined. His hands moved from her hips to her breasts, cupping them, squeezing them, his fingers pinching her nipples through the thin fabric of her nightgown, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

"Look at you," he murmured, his voice rough with admiration. "So fucking beautiful."

Mia's breath hitched as she felt his fingers teasing her entrance again, preparing her for what was coming next. She knew what he was going to do before he even said it, and the thought sent a mix of anticipation and fear through her body.

"You're going to take both of us," he growled, his voice thick with need. "And you're going to love it."

Mia's eyes flew wide open. "What?"

Darius smirked, his eyes dark with desire and possession. "You heard me, Mia. Just imagine how full you'll feel, how completely owned you'll be."

Before she could protest, he was kneeling between her thighs, his cock thick and hard against her bare skin. And then—

A knock at the door.

Mia's breath caught in her throat, her heart hammering against her ribs as she froze, her body still trembling from the aftermath of their passion.

"Mia?" Her father's voice called out from the hallway. "You in there?"

Mia's pulse raced, her mind going blank with panic. What if he came in? What if he saw them like this?

Darius didn't hesitate. In one swift motion, he pulled her up, dressing her in the nightgown, his hands rough but efficient as he made sure she was presentable. He pushed her under the covers, his cock still hard and pressing against her bare thigh, his breath hot against her ear.

"Just breathe, baby," he murmured, his voice rough but soft. "He'll think you're asleep. And when he leaves? You text me. Promise."

Mia's fingers trembled as she reached for her phone, her pulse racing as she typed out the message.

*I'm yours.*

Darius's smirk was predatory, his eyes dark with possession and desire. "Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. "Now wait for me."

And then he was gone, slipping out of her room as quietly as he had entered, leaving her alone with her racing heart and throbbing body, already anticipating his return and everything that would come with it.

She was changed now, irrevocably. And she wouldn't have had it any other way.




Chapter 4

The rain had long since ceased, but the night still clung to her bedroom like a lover’s breath, heavy and warm against the windows. Mia sat with her back against the headboard, fingers tracing idle circles across the damp spot on her sheets—the last echo of Darius’ presence before he’d walked away an hour earlier. The air smelled faintly of his cologne, something dark and intoxicating, mixing with the lingering scent of lavender from her bath. It was a sinful combination, one that had her shifting against the pillows, thighs pressing together in a futile attempt to ease the ache.

He hadn’t touched her. Not like that.

And yet, she’d let him leave with her lips swollen from his kiss, her skin sensitized from the way his hands had ghosted over her beneath the sheets. The way he’d stayed just out of reach, whispering filthy promises against her ear until she’d been nothing but a trembling, desperate mess beneath him. Her fingers had moved of their own accord, sliding beneath the waistband of her panties, touching herself where he had just been. But it hadn’t been enough. It was a poor substitute for the real thing, and she moaned softly, her hips rocking against her own hand.

Another knock at the door.

Mia froze mid-circle, her pulse jumping. She knew—she knew—that this time, it wasn’t the wind. The rhythm was too slow, too deliberate. The knock was a knock.

She waited, breath held, until the sound of the door creaking open filled the silence.

Darius stood silhouetted in her doorway, the dim hallway light catching the sharp angles of his face—his jaw shadowed, eyes glittering like polished obsidian. His hands rested on the frame as if to brace himself, though she could already feel the coiled tension in his body. He wore a fitted gray sweater, the fabric clinging to the muscles of his chest, his neck straining slightly under the weight of some unseen pressure. Jeans, dark as sin, draped low on his hips, and his belt was slightly undone, as if he had been removing it when he heard her. She knew the moment his eyes landed on her just how much he’d been holding back.

The satin sheets pooled at her waist, the hem of her navy silk cami barely reaching the tops of her thighs. No panties. No barriers. She’d intended to surprise him, to show him how badly she’d wanted him back. But now, as he stepped into the room and let the door click shut behind him, something deeper than anticipation laced her veins.

Hunger.

He was the prey, and she’d been the one left craving.

“You’re late,” Mia murmured, her voice steady, despite the way her heart raced. She kept her eyes on his, not letting them wander to the impressive bulge in his jeans.

Darius’ chuckle was low, rough-edged, like the brush of a thumb over her spine. “Missed the lesson, did you?”

Another step. Then two. The mattress shifted as he crawled onto the bed, his weight pressing her deeper into the pillows. His fingers traced the edge of her knee, warm through the thin silk, and then up the inside of her thigh in a deliberate, agonizing path. His touch was a ghost, light and teasing, yet it sent jolts of electricity straight to her core.

“You’re wet,” he noted, his voice darkening. It wasn’t a question. His fingers found the dampness between her thighs, pressing in slowly, the slick friction of her own arousal a betrayal written in her silence.

Mia’s breath hitched. “I—I didn’t plan this.”

“But you wanted it.” His tone was knowing, teasing. His finger curled against the rim of her entrance, the pressure enough to make her arch. “Wanted me in your room, your legs spread, your body begging.”

She didn’t resist as he pulled the hem of her cami up, his fingers brushing the underside of her breast, then higher, until his palm cupped the weight of her, his thumb flicking over the peak with practiced ease. The heat of his touch seared her skin, the ache between her thighs becoming fevered, desperate.

“Is this what you were waiting for?” he murmured against her lips, his breath hot, heavy. “Me to walk through that door and make you mine again?”

Mia’s nails dug into his shoulders. “Yes.”

His response was a growl, low and possessive, before he kissed her. His lips devoured hers, his tongue forcing its way past them, claiming her with a hunger that matched her own. She whimpered, her body yielding under the weight of his, his free hand sliding down to grip her hip before his fingers found their way back to the heat between her thighs.

But he didn’t push inside. Not yet.

Instead, he spread her, his fingers dipping low, parting her with a slow, deliberate precision. The cool air of the room brushed over her exposed flesh, making her shiver.

“Fuck,” he muttered, breaking their kiss to press his forehead against hers. “You’re so wet. So ready.”

Mia’s hips lifted in response, her body thrumming with the need to be filled. But he only petted her, his fingers stroking lightly over her slick, swollen folds before circling her clit. His touch was gentle—unexpected, almost cruel in its contrast.

She gasped, her head falling back against the pillows. “Darius—”

“Shh.” His mouth found her neck, teeth grazing her skin, tongue licking and tasting her in a way that made the ache between her thighs turn wild. “First, you learn.”

Mia didn’t realize how badly she needed to hear that until his fingers did find her entrance. He pressed in slowly, his thumb still circling her clit, the two sensations warping her into something she barely recognized. Her breath came in shallow, desperate pants.

“You’re tight,” he noted, his voice rough against her ear. “But you’ll take me.”

She tried to respond, but only a strangled moan escaped as he added a second finger, stretching her open. Mia’s hands fisted the sheets, her hips rocking against him in silent pleading. But he didn’t give her the release she craved.

Instead, his fingers pumped in and out, each withdrawal teasing her entrance before his fingers pressed back in, claiming her in a rhythm that mimicked what he would do soon with his cock. The combination of his touch and the way he looked at her—dark, possessive, worshipful—was almost too much to bear.

“Please,” she gasped, the word torn from her.

Darius smirked against her skin, his fingers not faltering. “What’s that?”

“P-Please,” she repeated, her voice breaking with need. “I—”

His fingers twitched inside her, brushing over some hidden spot, and Mia’s breath caught in her throat. A pulse of pleasure shot through her, her body arching.

“Ah,” Darius murmured, his voice triumphant. “There you are.”

His fingers flicked against that spot again, and Mia whined, her orgasm building like a storm on the horizon.

“No,” she gasped, her body betraying her, her hips lifting to meet his fingers.

“No?” He chuckled, the dark sound vibrating through her. His fingers pulled out, leaving her empty and aching. “Tell me to stop.”

Mia’s nails dug into his shoulders. She tried to speak, but the words died in her throat.

He didn’t need permission.

His fingers returned, pressing deeper inside her, his thumb teasing her clit. Mia’s eyes slipped shut, her body trembling on the edge of release.

“Now,” Darius groaned, his voice thick with need. “Let me watch.”

Mia didn’t hesitate.

Her orgasm crashed over her in a wave of need so intense it bordered on pain. Her body shuddered, her legs twitching around his fingers, her nails tearing into the skin of his wrists. The pleasure was overwhelming, but she didn’t want it to stop.

And so it didn’t.

Darius didn’t pull his fingers out, didn’t give her any reprieve. Instead, he added a third, stretching her open as his thumb worked her clit, his other hand teasing her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers until the pleasure was a white-hot storm.

Mia screamed into the pillow, her body jerking, her skin sheened in sweat. The orgasm went on and on, her thighs trembling, her body still clenching around the fingers that gave her no mercy.

When the last tremor finally faded, she was left boneless and spent, her cami riding up, her thighs wet with her own need. Darius pulled his fingers out with a slow, deliberate slide, his voice a dark growl as she whimpered at the loss of contact.

“Good girl,” he praised, his breath hot against her ear. He reached for his belt behind him, the sound of the buckle scraping against the leather filling the heavy silence.

Mia’s eyes flew open.

He was already kneeling between her thighs, his cock thick and heavy in his grip. The head was already slick from the release he could see coating his fingers, and she swallowed hard as he petted her again, his thumb swiping through her folds, testing her readiness.

“You’re still so wet,” he murmured, his voice rough, his gaze burning. “I don’t think you’ve had enough lessons tonight.”

Before she could even process what he meant, he pushed.

Mia gasped, her body clinging to his cock as he pressed inside her. She was stretched, filled, the fullness obnoxious and exquisite all at once. Darius groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he held still, giving her a moment to adjust to the size of him. He was massive, and she could feel every inch of him as he filled her completely.

“Fuck,” he muttered, breaking the silence with a rough, dark chuckle. “You bear me like you were made for me.”

Mia whined, her hips lifting slightly against his command. “Darius—”

“You’re mine.” His voice was rough, a reminder. His fingers tightened on her hips as he pulled her down onto his cock, the motion making her gasp. “And I’m gonna show you again.”

He didn’t stop.

He lifted, his cock pulling out slowly, the air cooling her wet entrance, before he pushed back in, his hips meeting hers. The rhythm was slow, deliberate, each movement drawing out another moan from Mia. His hand slid up her stomach, his fingers pushing into her hair, tilting her head back so she was staring into his eyes.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. “Because no man will ever see you like this.”

Mia’s breath hitched, her gaze locked onto his as he fucked her. His cock stretched her open, the fullness painful and perfect, her body clenching around him with each thrust. His hand left her hair to grip her breast, his fingers rolling her nipple, his touch rough and demanding.

“Please,” she gasped, her body trembling on the edge of another release.

“Please, what?” Darius chuckled against her lips, his fingers tightening on her nipple, his cock pounding into her. “You’re not done taking me yet.”

His thumb flicked against her clit, the combination of his fingers on her nipple and his cock inside her intense, overwhelming. Mia’s legs spread wider, her body surrendering to the pleasure that unfolded inside her.

“No—” she gasped, her body betraying her, another orgasm building so fast she could barely breathe.

Darius smirked against her lips, his fingers tightening on her nipple, his cock pushing deeper inside her.

“You don’t stop,” he murmured against her lips. “You don’t pause. You take.”

And then he fucked her hard.

Mia gasped, her body jerking beneath him, her nails digging into his shoulders. His cock pounded into her, each thrust filling her to the brim, the fullness painful and perfect, her body clenching around him with each blow.

“Darius—” she gasped, her voice breaking.

“Mine,” he growled, his fingers tightening on her nipple, his cock pounding inside her. “Mine.”

And then Mia’s body shuddered, her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. Pleasure unfolded inside her, her body jerking as she came apart beneath him. Darius didn’t stop, his fingers teasing her clit, his cock pounding inside her, the fullness painful and perfect, her body still clenching as he drew out each last shudder.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough, his breath hot against her ear. “You’re mine.”

And then he was finally coming, his cock throbbing inside her, his release filling her in hot, thick spurts. Mia whined as he collapsed over her, her body still trembling from the intensity of her own orgasm.

Darius didn’t move for a long moment, his breath harsh against her ear, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her hip.

“You’re everything,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Mia’s fingers trembled as she teased the edge of his hair, her lips soft against his shoulder.

“Darius?”

“Yeah?”

“Will you stay?”

His chuckle was dark, knowing, against her skin.

“No.”

Mia’s breath hitched.

“But I will be back, Mia.” His voice softened, though his words still carried the weight of their connection. “I always am.”

He pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with their combined release. He pushed her cami back into place, his hands rough but soft, before he leaned down and kissed her again.

And then he was gone.

But Mia knew one thing for certain—

She’d never want for him again.




Chapter 5

The rain had left the air thick with humidity, the sheets still damp from where she’d clutched them during the night, the lingering chill of the shower long evaporated. Darius' cologne clung to her mind, not just the window, the memory of it worse than the loss of his cock between her thighs. It was a torture she didn’t even realize she craved until he’d left, until the silence had pressed in like a ghost, until she’d been left with nothing but the desperate ache of a body starved for something more.

She’d waited. Not because she thought he would come back. But because she hoped he would. Because she couldn’t stop imagining the way his fingers had traced her skin, the way his voice had roughened when he’d watched her squirm for him, the way his body had *swallowed* hers beneath those sheets when he finally took her. There was something primal in it—the fact that he’d let her *have* him, even if it had been her father calling the shots. She remembered the way his heavy cock had filled her, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced. The memory of his groan as he’d finally given in to his desire, his hips thrusting forward with that first deep penetration, sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs. She shifted on the bed, her fingers instinctively drifting down to touch herself, to trace the outline of her own body, to remember the exquisite pressure of his hands on her hips, holding her in place as he’d fucked her with a primal hunger that had left her breathless.

Now, the knock at the window sent her heart stuttering. She was dressed in a thin white tank, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that would have been indecent if it weren’t for the fact that she’d spent the last hour peeling out of her clothes and back into them with purpose. Nothing against the panties and bra that now lay crumpled on the bed beside her, but she’d learned her lesson from last night. Clothes didn’t slow him down. And clothes wouldn’t make this easier. Mia pressed her forehead against the cold glass, watching as Darius' shadow moved against the porch light. His fingers were steady as he tapped the window, three slow knocks before his head turned to glance up at her. The smirk that curled his lips was enough to make her stomach clench.

She unlocked the window, pushing it up with a groan of rusted metal.

“You shouldn’t have waited so long,” Darius muttered, climbing through the opening effortlessly before she could even lower it fully. The air between them was *charged*, a storm of need and hunger neither of them needed to voice. The scent of him flooded her senses—musky, male, and utterly intoxicating. He smelled like leather and sweat and something distinctly him, something that made her body respond with a lascivious shiver.

Mia’s gaze flicked down, her breath catching at the sight of him. His black work pants clung to his thighs, the fabric pulled taut over the heavy shape of his cock. She could see the outline through the rough denim, the thick ridge of his crown visible even through layers of clothing. Her pulse jumped, memory flooding back of how that solid length had felt pushing inside her, how her body had stretched to accommodate him, how the fullness had been both shocking and perfectly satisfying. The tank he wore wasn’t so different from hers—sleeveless, the fabric stretched thin over his shoulders, chest, and arms. His sleeves were rolled up, revealing the inked patterns of his forearms, muscles flexing as he stepped closer. The movement caused his biceps to bulge, his triceps to ripple, and Mia found herself momentarily distracted by the display of his raw strength.

“You’re dressed,” she said, though it wasn’t really an accusation. It was more an observation.

Darius chuckled, low and dark, his fingers tracing the thin strap of her tank over her shoulder. The touch was electric, sending a jolt of desire straight to her clit. “Satisfaction is more appealing than a fine, but I knew you’d be waiting for me.” His thumb brushed her collarbone, the heat of his touch searing through the light fabric, leaving a trail of goosebumps in its wake. “And I *always* reward my students.”

Mia’s breath hitched. “I thought I was the teacher.”

The smirk was back, wicked and knowing. “You *were*.” His fingers dipped lower, tracing the edge of the tank over her breastbone, the backs of his knuckles grazing her pebbled nipple through the thin fabric. Her body reacted instantly, her nipple hardening further, aching for his touch, craving the more direct attention he’d given it last night. “But I haven’t forgotten what you *wanted* last night.”

Her body *remembered* before her mind could catch up. The way his fingers had *stretched* her open, the way he’d used his cock like a teaching tool, filling her and fucking her until she’d been nothing but a gasping, desperate mess. She remembered the specific sounds—the wet slapping of their bodies, the rough inhales of his breath, the desperate whimpers that had escaped her own lips as he’d taken her. She remembered the way his eyes had darkened with possessive hunger as he’d watched her body move beneath him, how his hands had gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks she’d traced in the mirror that morning.

“And what was that?” she whispered, her voice raw despite her best efforts.

Darius’ chuckle was a *thrum* against her skin as he stepped back, pulling his own tank over his head in one fluid motion. The fabric pooled on the floor at his feet, leaving him bare-chested, muscles sculpted under the faint glow of a streetlight sneaking through the cracked blinds. She drank in the sight of him—the broad expanse of his chest, the defined ridges of his abdomen, the dusting of dark hair that narrowed into a line leading down to where his cock stood proudly, tenting his work pants. He wore no belt, no buttons—just the heavy outline of his cock against his pants, the dark patch of dampness spreading where she wanted it most. She could see the outline of his balls, heavy and full, and the distinct shape of his crown through the fabric.

But he didn’t touch her. He just *watched*, his gaze trailing over her like a caress. That gaze alone was enough to make her skin burn, enough to make her wish he would close the distance between them and put his hands on her. She wanted to feel his calloused palms against her soft skin, wanted to feel his strong fingers digging into her flesh as he took what he wanted from her.

“You wanted to be *used*,” he murmured, his voice low and rough, his eyes never leaving hers. “Didn’t you?”

Mia’s fingers twitched against her thighs. She’d spread them instinctively, the thin fabric of her tank riding up to expose the heated skin. The air was cool against her, but she craved his touch more than the warmth. More than the fill. More than anything. She nodded, unable to find words, her body speaking for her. Her hips lifted slightly in invitation, a silent plea for him to come closer, to touch her, to remind her body of the exquisite pleasure he could provide.

The bedroom was small, but the darkness swallowed them whole. Darius didn’t turn on the lights. He didn’t need to. He knew every inch of her room, every hidden corner where she could be *taken* without being seen. But not tonight. Tonight, he wasn’t hiding. Tonight, he was *teaching*. The shadows played across his face as he moved, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw, the intensity in his eyes that promised both pleasure and pain. The air between them was thick with anticipation, heavy with the memory of what had happened last night and the promise of what was to come.

Mia’s breath hitched as she watched him unbutton his pants, the sound like a gunshot in the quiet room. The zipper slid down with agonizing slowness, the only thing worse than the anticipation. The only thing worse than the way her body had *thrummed* with anticipation every time his fingers got close. She could hear the distinct rasp of the zipper, see the way his fingers worked with deliberate, torturous slowness. He seemed to be enjoying her anticipation, savoring the way her eyes were fixed on his hands, on the gradually widening gap in his pants.

He pushed his pants down, his briefs following. His cock sprang free, *thick*, *heavy*—not hidden, not ashamed, just *there*, in the dim light, the head already glistening with a sheen of moisture that could only be hers. The sight of him took her breath away. His cock was impressive, thick and long, the veins prominent against his skin. The head was broad and flushed, the slit already weeping with pre-cum that glistened in the dim light. He hadn’t washed it. He wanted her to *see* him like this. To *smell* him like this. To *remember* how he’d fucked her raw last night while her father watched. The musky male scent of him filled the room, a primal aroma that spoke of his arousal and her own.

His fingers slid around her waist, pulling her against him, his cock pressing against the damp heat between her thighs. Mia whimpered, her body responding even as her mind tried to protest. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through her system. The heat of his cock burned through the thin fabric of her panties, the hardness of it a delicious promise against her soft flesh. She could feel its pulse, could feel the way it jumped against her with each beat of his heart, mirroring her own racing pulse.

“You’re *mine*,” Darius reminded her, low and rough, the words a *growl* against her lips. “And now, I’m gonna show you exactly what that *means*.”

She didn’t fight him when he lifted her. Her legs wrapped around him instinctively, the tank riding up higher, the damp edges of her panties cool against the heated skin of her inner thighs. His hands were rough against her skin, gripping her waist, her hips, her thighs—*controlling* her, *owning* her, even as her head fell back against the pillows. The position was intimate, vulnerable. She was completely exposed to him, her body open and ready for whatever he had in store. She could feel the strength in his arms, the power in his grip, and it sent a thrill of submission through her.

Mia didn’t realize how badly she wanted this until his lips found her neck, teeth *nipping* at her skin—*demanding* more. Her back arched against the mattress, her hands finding the edge of the headboard for purchase. The wood was old, worn smooth under her desperate claws. The slight sting of his teeth against her neck sent a wave of pleasure straight to her clit. She wanted more of that—more of his teeth, more of his roughness, more of his possessive touch.

“Please,” she gasped as he licked at the sensitive spot just below her ear. “Please—”

“Please, *what*?” Darius’ voice was dark, *knowing*, his fingers finding the edge of her panties.

Mia’s breath caught as he tugged them down, the fabric scraping against her skin until they were free. His fingers *replaced* the silken edges, rough and *hot*, pressing against her entrance. The contrast of sensations was intoxicating—the scrape of fabric giving way to the smooth, demanding pressure of his fingers.

“Please, *show* me,” she said, the words torn from her.

The chuckle that rumbled through his chest was *sinful*. His finger pressed inside her, one long thrust that made her gasp. Mia’s eyes slipped shut, her body *clinging* to the sensation of being *filled*, even if it was just the thick length of his finger. His thumb found her clit, swiping through her slick folds, and she couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped her lips. The pleasure was immediate and intense, a direct line from his touch to her core.

“You’re *ready*,” Darius murmured against her ear. His finger *twisted* inside her, curling against her walls, the motion enough to make her whine. “But *lessons* don’t come easy.”

The tip of his finger found that hidden spot again, and Mia’s body *jerked*. This time, she didn’t resist, didn’t beg him to stop. Instead, she only whimpered, her hips lifting against his hand in desperate pursuit of even more pleasure. Her body was a traitor, betraying her attempts at restraint with its eager responses to his touch.

Darius *grinned*. The expression was visible in the dim light, a flash of white teeth and wicked intent that sent a shiver down her spine. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the way they blazed with possessive desire as he watched her reaction. He seemed to enjoy her desperation, to savor the way her body responded to his every touch.

The sound of the zipper on her tank sent a shiver down her spine. The fabric peeled back, exposing her breasts, her nipples already pebbled and desperate from the way he’d been *stroking* her. He pulled her tank over her head, tossing it aside with a dark chuckle. Her breasts sprang free, heavy and full. The cool air of the room brushed against her nipples, making them even harder, more sensitive. She could feel them tightening, aching for his touch, craving the same rough treatment he’d given them last night.

“Better,” he murmured, his fingers finding her waist again. He lifted her, just enough for her to feel the *cool* air brushing over her exposed breasts, then lower, until her back was pressed against the pillows. Her legs were still wrapped around him, her ankles locked behind his back, her body *surrendered* to the way he held her. The way he *dominated* her. The position was vulnerable and open, her body completely at his mercy, her breasts exposed to his gaze and touch.

Darius’ fingers traced the curve of her breast, his touch *hot*, the hunger in his eyes mirrored in his voice when he spoke. “You’re *not* done learning, Mia. But tonight? Tonight, you’re gonna learn how to *take*.”

His cock pressed against her entrance, the heat of it *fiery*, the fullness *excruciating*. But she wanted this. She *needed* it. The desperation in her veins was a wound that only he could *heal* with the thick stretch of his cock. She could feel the broad head of his cock pressing against her, the promise of fullness that had her body trembling with anticipation.

Darius groaned as he pressed inside her. Mia’s breath caught as she felt her body *clinch* around him, her legs tightening, her nails digging into his shoulders. He pulled back with agonizing slowness, the air *cooling* her wet entrance before he *pushed* back in, each movement *deliberate*, *teaching*. The sensation was exquisite—a mix of pleasure and the slight discomfort of being stretched, of being filled so completely. She could feel every ridge, every vein of his cock as it moved inside her, could feel the way her body adjusted to accommodate him, the way her inner muscles clenched around his length.

“You’re *mine*,” he growled against her lips. His hands found her breasts, fingers *rolling* her nipples, his touch *rough*, his voice *dark*. “And I’m gonna show you how a woman *pleases* a man.”

Mia’s hips lifted in response, her body *thrumming* as she took him deeper. Darius didn’t pause, didn’t give her time to adjust. Instead, he only *kept* going, his fingers *hard* on her nipples, his cock *pushing* into her, each thrust *filling* her with a fullness so *desperate* she could barely breathe. The dual sensations of his cock inside her and his fingers on her nipples were overwhelming, a constant stream of pleasure that built with each thrust.

The pleasure built inside her, a slow, *white-hot* storm. His fingers *found* her clit, his thumb *teasing* it with each thrust, each movement *drawing* her closer to the edge. The combination of sensations was intoxicating—the fullness of his cock inside her, the rough touch on her nipples, the gentle but insistent pressure on her clit. She could feel the orgasm building, a coil of tension tightening with each thrust.

“Please,” she gasped, her body trembling on the edge of release. “Please—”

“Please, *what*?” Darius growled, his fingers *tightening* on her clit, his cock *pushing* deeper inside her. “You’re *gonna* come for me,” he growled, his fingers *tightening* on her clit, his cock *pushing* deeper inside her. “And you’re gonna *learn* that you *need* me to make it happen.”

Mia’s body *shuddered* as her orgasm *crashed* over her. The world *whited* out around her, her breath caught in her throat, her body *jerking* as pleasure *unfolded* inside her. She could feel the waves of release washing through her, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his cock, her hips bucking against him in a desperate dance of pleasure. Darius didn’t stop, his fingers *teasing* her clit, his cock *pushing* deeper inside her with each desperate cry.

The orgasm went on and on, her body *clenching* around him, her legs *twitching* in his grip. Darius *grinned*, his fingers *rolling* her nipples, his cock *stretching* her open until she was nothing but a *trembling*, *spent* mess beneath him. The multiple sensations—his cock inside her, his fingers on her clit and nipples—had created an orgasm so intense it had left her breathless and weak.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice *rough* as he finally collapsed over her, their release *mixed* and *sweet* between them. Mia whimpered as he pulled out slowly, the fullness *painful*, her body *aching* even as the pleasure still *unfolded* inside her. The sensation of him leaving her was bittersweet, a moment of emptiness after the intense fullness he’d provided.

Darius *leaned* over her, his breath *hot* against her ear. “You *did* well, Mia.” His fingers traced her cheek, his touch *soft* in contrast to the rough way he’d *taken* her. “But you’re not *done* yet.”

Her breath hitched.

“Next time, you’ll learn how to *beg*.”

Mia’s eyes widened as she processed his words. The thought of having to beg for his attention, for his touch, sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. She could already imagine the scenario, could picture herself on her knees, looking up at him with pleading eyes, begging him to touch her, to fill her, to give her the pleasure only he could provide. The idea was both humiliating and incredibly arousing, a perfect blend of submission and desire that left her wanting more.

And then he was gone.
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