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The city was suffocating. Even after sunset, the heat clung to the streets like an unrelenting force, pressing into Amelia’s skin, wrapping around her like a heavy blanket. The pavement still radiated the day’s merciless sun, each step sending waves of warmth through the thin soles of her heels. The air tasted of electricity—the promise of rolling blackouts crackling through every murmured conversation from open-air bars and storefronts.

She navigated the crowded sidewalk, the scent of sizzling street food mixing with sweat and exhaust fumes. The usual Friday night energy had taken on an almost desperate edge—people lingering outside, reluctant to return to sweltering apartments, seeking refuge in neon-lit diners and air-conditioned lobbies. The humidity curled around her, slicking her hair to her neck as she tightened her grip on her phone. Her mind raced with the tasks she had to complete before the weekend. She was the personal assistant to the CEO of a multinational company, and 'typical' meant her days often bled into nights. But tonight was special—it was her birthday.

Her destination was the gleaming skyscraper that housed Castillo International, an empire built over two generations—a legacy Cruz carried on with effortless authority. His grandfather had laid the first foundation, his father had expanded it into global dominance, and now, Cruz stood at the helm, navigating the company’s future with the same unwavering confidence that made Amelia’s pulse race.

She was to work late with him tonight—not an unusual occurrence, given her demanding schedule. But this time, the circumstances felt different. While others saw him as the heir to an empire, a man born into power, Amelia had seen the weight of expectation he bore—the long hours, the calculated decisions, the relentless push to innovate beyond the shadow of his predecessors. He was more than just a successful CEO; he was a leader sculpted by lineage, yet distinctly his own. And that was what fascinated her most.

She had watched him navigate crisis meetings with the same ease as sealing multi-million-dollar deals. She had been at his side when Castillo International faced boardroom battles, standing just behind him, absorbing every carefully chosen word, every flicker of tension in his expression. She had handed him reports in the early hours of the morning, their voices the only sound in an office drowned in the quiet hum of success and sacrifice.

But beyond that, beyond the job and the late nights, she had seen the moments no one else had—the exhausted sighs when he thought no one was listening, the quiet way his fingers traced the edge of a glass as he lost himself in thought, the rare bursts of laughter that softened the sharp edges of the man the world saw.

He had built his reputation atop the legacy handed down to him, but Amelia knew that legacy was both a privilege and a burden. And yet, he carried it with effortless confidence, never once letting it bend him beneath its weight.

And tonight, for once, she wasn’t just here as his assistant. Tonight, he had promised something different. A promise that tugged at her curiosity, making her wonder—had she ever truly seen all there was to him?

The elevator doors swished open on the 20th floor, revealing the dimly lit office space. The city lights twinkled through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting an ethereal glow over the paper-covered desks. The faint hum of the air conditioning was the only sound, a stark contrast to the chaos of the streets below. "Amelia," Cruz's deep voice echoed down the hall, "you're right on time."

He emerged from the shadows, a towering figure in his tailored suit, the top button of his shirt undone, revealing a hint of the tanned chest beneath. His eyes, usually sharp with business acumen, had softened, and a smile tugged at the corner of his lips as he approached her. "Happy birthday," he said, his voice a low purr that seemed to resonate in the quiet.

In his hand was a single red rose, its velvety petals a stark contrast to the stark office decor. She blushed, the heat rising to her cheeks like a warm summer day, as she took the rose. "Cruz," she stammered, "what is this?" She had never seen this side of him before, the man who was usually so stern and unyielding.

He stepped closer, his aftershave wafting towards her, a scent of sandalwood and leather that was uniquely his. "This is for you," he said, his voice dropping an octave, "for all the nights you've sacrificed for this company." His hand rested on the small of her back, guiding her into the executive office, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. The door clicked shut behind them, the sound echoing through the emptiness like the tick of a clock in a deserted mansion.

The hum of the air conditioning stuttered, then stopped altogether, leaving an eerie silence in its wake. The overhead lights flickered once, twice, before plunging the room into darkness. For a moment, the only illumination came from the faint glow of the city outside, but even that seemed muted as if the blackout had stolen the energy from the world beyond the glass.

The emergency lights sputtered to life, casting the room in a dim, crimson hue. Shadows stretched and twisted across the walls, transforming the familiar office into something unrecognizable. The air grew heavier, the oppressive heat of the summer night seeping in through the sealed windows, unchallenged by the now-silent air conditioning.

Amelia’s breath hitched as the reality of the blackout settled over her. The building felt unnerving, the usual hum of technology replaced by an almost deafening quiet. Cruz’s hand remained steady on her back, his presence grounding her even as the world around them seemed to shift.

Cruz stood near the window, his broad frame outlined against the faint glow of emergency lights scattered across the skyline. Most of the city had been swallowed by darkness, its usual neon brilliance extinguished, leaving only a handful of buildings with backup generators casting ghostly patches of light. The streets below, once pulsing with color and movement, had taken on an eerie stillness. Traffic signals blinked uncertainly, their glow feeble against the encroaching void.

Even the sounds of the city felt different—quieter, almost uneasy. The hum of electricity, usually omnipresent, was gone, replaced only by the occasional honk or the distant murmur of people adjusting to the unexpected outage. Amelia swallowed, sensing the shift in the air. The blackout had turned a familiar world into something unfamiliar, something charged with possibilities yet edged with uncertainty.

Amelia offered a small smile, her fingers tightening around the rose he’d given her. “It’s not like you to be caught off guard,” she said, her tone light but her pulse thundering in her ears.

He chuckled softly, the sound low and intimate in the stillness. “Even I can’t control everything,” he admitted, his gaze dropping to the rose in her hand. “But I meant what I said earlier. You’ve given so much to this company, and me. I wanted tonight to be about you.”

The weight of his words hung between them, heavy and charged. Amelia felt the heat rise to her cheeks again, though she wasn’t sure if it was from the stifling air or the way he was looking at her now—like she was the only thing in the room that mattered.

The hum of the city outside was distant, muffled by the thick glass windows, and for the first time, the office felt like a world apart. Cruz stepped closer, the space between them shrinking until she could feel the warmth radiating from him. “Amelia,” he said, her name a soft caress on his lips, “there’s something I’ve been wanting to say...”

He took a slow breath, his fingers brushing over hers as if searching for the right words. “Amelia, I...” His voice faltered, something unspoken lingering in the space between them. The silence stretched, heavy and charged, until words failed him completely.

Instead, he let his actions speak.

The silence was thick with tension, charged like the air before a storm. He leaned in, his breath hot against her cheek. "I've wanted to do this for so long," he murmured, his hand cupping her chin, tilting her face toward his. His lips met hers in a kiss that was both tender and demanding, a promise of passion she had only ever dared to dream of.

Her hands trembled as they reached for the buttons of his shirt, her pulse quickening with every inch of skin revealed. The fabric fell away, revealing the taut muscles of his chest, and the dusting of dark hair that trailed down his abdomen. He groaned as her fingers traced the contours of his body, the sound sending a shiver of desire through her. She had never felt so alive, so wanted.

"I've wanted this too," she cooed her voice a seductive whisper that filled the space between them. His eyes darkened with a hunger that mirrored her own. He pulled her closer, his strong arms wrapping around her waist as he deepened the kiss. His tongue danced with hers, a sensual tango that left her gasping for air.

Their kiss grew more urgent, clothes peeling away in a frenzy of need. Amelia felt the heat of his skin, the roughness of his stubble against her cheek. He tasted of mint and something uniquely male, something that made her want to devour him whole.

Her hands slid down to his belt, fumbling with the clasp before finally releasing it. The sound of his zipper echoed through the darkened room as she reached inside his trousers, her fingers wrapping around his hardening length. He groaned, his breath hot against her neck as he nibbled gently, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her.

Cruz's hand found the hem of her dress, inching it up her thighs. His touch was featherlight, teasing, until it reached the warm, wet heat between her legs. He stroked her through her lace underwear, the fabric barely containing her desire. Amelia squirmed, her breath hitching as she felt herself getting wetter.

Their kisses grew deeper, more insistent, as they explored each other's bodies in the flickering red light. His hands moved with a confidence that spoke of experience, a mastery that had her trembling. He slid her panties aside, his fingers delving into her folds, finding her clit and circling it with the expertise of a maestro. She moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as the pleasure mounted, her body begging for release.

The couch groaned under their weight as they shifted positions, the leather cool against her back. He hovered above her, his eyes a dark storm as he took in the sight of her, exposed and needy. He kissed her again, his tongue claiming her mouth as his fingers worked their magic, coaxing her closer and closer to the edge.

"Cruz," she moaned, the sound a soft crescendo of pleasure. His name on her lips seemed to drive him wilder, his touch growing more insistent, more demanding. He slid a finger inside her, and she arched her back, her hips bucking against him. He added another, stretching her, preparing her for what was to come.

He pulled back, the absence of his mouth leaving her feeling cold and desperate. "You're so beautiful, Amelia," he murmured, his eyes raking over her body with a hunger that left her trembling. He reached down, his thumb brushing over her clit, sending sparks through her. "I've wanted you for so long."

The words sent a bolt of desire through her, and she reached up, pulling his face back down to hers. Their kiss was frantic now, teeth clashing and tongues dueling as their bodies moved in a silent dance of need. He slid his fingers from her, the loss of his touch almost painful.

Amelia felt his weight shift, his erection pressing against her thigh. He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes never leaving hers. She nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. He pushed into her, slow and steady, filling her. She bit her lip to stifle a cry, her eyes squeezing shut as she felt herself stretch to accommodate him.

The sensation was overwhelming, a perfect blend of pleasure and pain. He was so much bigger than she had ever imagined, and the thought only served to excite her further. "My god," she thought to herself, the words a silent mantra of ecstasy, "he's so big." Each inch he claimed felt like heaven and hell, a symphony of sensation that made her body sing.

He began to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm that made her toes curl. Her nails dug into his back, her hips rising to meet each powerful thrust. The room was alive with the sound of their bodies colliding, the slick noise of their union a testament to their passion. The emergency lights painted their skin in a crimson glow, casting long shadows across the floor.

Amelia's eyes fluttered open, meeting his intense gaze. The darkness outside was a stark contrast to the fiery desire burning within her. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the raw need that matched her own. "Harder," she begged, her voice barely a whisper. He complied, his hips moving faster, his strokes deeper, until she was lost in a whirlwind of sensation.

Her body responded in kind, hips rolling to meet his, urging him deeper, faster. The leather couch creaked beneath them, a testament to their passion. The city outside was a forgotten world, the only reality was the pulsing heat between them.

"Oh God, Amelia," he grunted, his voice strained with restraint. Each word was a declaration of his need for her, a testament to the desire that had been simmering just beneath the surface for months.

Her breath hitched as he pushed deeper, filling her. The pressure was exquisite, the friction perfect, and she could feel her orgasm building like a crescendo in the pit of her stomach. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, urging him on. "Cruz, please," she whimpered, her voice a siren's call that he couldn't resist.

He kissed her neck, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin as he increased his pace. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements, his every touch setting her alight. The air was thick with desire, the only sound was the slap of their bodies and their mingled gasps.

The flashlight flickered, casting shadows across their entwined forms, adding a sense of urgency to their passionate embrace. Amelia's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt herself climbing higher and higher, her body coiling tight like a spring. "Yes," she hissed, the word a breathy plea that filled the air around them.

Cruz's strokes grew more powerful, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge of oblivion. She could feel his muscles tensing, his body poised to release the passion he had held back for so long. His eyes never left hers, a silent promise that this was only the beginning.

Amelia's breath came in short, sharp gasps as she felt the first tremors of her climax. Her body tensed, her nails digging deeper into his back as she tried to hold on, to savor every moment of this illicit encounter. But the dam was breaking, and she was lost to the flood of sensation that washed over her.

"I'm going to come," she moaned, her voice a desperate whisper. Cruz's eyes gleamed with triumph, his pleasure building to match hers. He thrust harder, his movements punctuating the silence with the slap of skin on skin.

Her body tightened around him, muscles clenching as the orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. She screamed his name, her back arching off the couch, her breasts heaving with each gasping breath. The flashlight flickered erratically, casting strobe-like shadows across the walls as they reached their peak.

The tension in the air was palpable, the smell of their desire mingling with the faint scent of leather and the lingering aroma of the city outside. Amelia's eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth open in a silent scream as the pleasure consumed her. She could feel the warmth of his release, the proof of his desire, filling her up.

For a moment, they remained still, their bodies entwined, hearts pounding in unison. The only sound was their harsh breathing, the quiet aftermath of a storm. Then, slowly, they both began to move again, the aftershocks of their climax shuddering through them like tremors.

Cruz leaned down, his forehead resting against hers, their breaths mingling. "You're mine," he murmured the words a declaration that sent a thrill through her. He kissed her again, softly this time, the tenderness of it a stark contrast to the passion that had just ravaged them.

Amelia's eyes fluttered open, the world around her coming back into focus. By now, the dusk had given way to night, the city outside much darker much quieter with the absence of light. The only illumination was the flickering flashlight, casting an eerie red glow across their sweat-slicked bodies. She felt a sense of peace, a quiet joy that she had never experienced before.

"How would you feel about climbing down 20 flights of stairs and driving back to my place outside the city?" he asked.

"What?" she managed to say, her voice still thick with pleasure.

Cruz's smile was wicked in the red light. "The power's out here in the city. We can't stay here all night, and I don't want to leave you. Besides, even if the power is out at my place I have a generator." His thumb traced the line of her jaw, his eyes searching hers. "Would you like to come with me?"

Amelia felt a thrill of excitement at his words. The thought of climbing down 20 flights of stairs in the pitch-black, with only ta flashlight as a guide, was both terrifying and exhilarating. But the prospect of being alone with him, in his secluded home outside the city, was too tempting to resist. "Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the thud of her racing heart.

They dressed quickly, the flashlight beam bouncing off the walls as they gathered their things. The emergency lights cast a dull glow through the office, painting everything in a sinister red hue. The air was heavy with the scent of their passion, a stark reminder of what had just transpired.

Amelia took a deep breath, steeling herself for the descent. She had never been one for heights, but the thrill of their encounter lingered, giving her the courage she needed. "Let's go," she said, a hint of excitement in her voice.

Cruz led the way, flashlight in hand, the beam bobbing as they started down the stairs. The darkness was absolute, swallowing them whole, and she clung to the banister for dear life, her heels clicking against the concrete with each step. The only other sound was their muffled breathing and the occasional distant shout from the streets below.

He glanced back at her, noticing her trembling. "You okay?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to resonate in the stairwell. Amelia nodded, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement. The adrenaline from their encounter had not yet dissipated, and the thrill of the unknown was intoxicating.

I have a fear of heights," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. The words felt foreign leaving her lips, as if saying them aloud made the drop below feel even more real. A shiver ran through her, though whether from the cold cement beneath her feet or the dizzying thought of what lay beyond the railing, she couldn’t say.

Cruz chuckled, the sound of a comforting rumble in the darkness. "Ironic, isn't it?" he said, turning to face her. The red light cast a devilish smile across his features, highlighting the dimple on his cheek. "You work in a skyscraper, and now here we are."

"It’s not funny, Cruz," she snapped, her voice thinner than she intended. The words left her lips faster than she could catch them, betraying the tight coil of fear in her chest. She wrapped her arms around herself, as if that could steady her against the dizzying height just beyond the stairwell’s edge. "You might think this is ironic, but I hate it," she admitted, swallowing hard, her pulse hammering in her throat.

He stepped closer, his hand reaching out to take hers. The warmth of his touch was reassuring, grounding her in the face of her fear. "We'll go slow," he promised, his eyes never leaving hers. "I won't let anything happen to you."

Their journey down the stairs was a testament to their newfound intimacy. Each step was taken with caution, their breathing synchronized as if they were performing an intricate dance. The flashlight beam danced over the walls, illuminating their path in a narrow strip of light. The darkness pressed in around them, but their connection was a beacon, guiding them through the void.

As they descended, Amelia couldn't help but feel a sense of liberation. The office had transformed into a playground of shadows, the mundane trappings of their work lives left behind in the flickering red glow above. She felt a thrill she hadn't known in years, a rush of excitement that made her heart pound in her chest.

"I hope I wasn't keeping you from any friends tonight," he said, his voice echoing in the stairwell hoping to occupy her mind instead of letting her fear of heights get the best of her. His grip on her hand was firm, his thumb brushing reassuringly against her skin.

Amelia managed a small laugh, the sound swallowed by the darkness. "No," she replied, "they all had things to do, so I was going to be home in my apartment." Alone again, she had thought, just like every other Friday night. But tonight was different. Tonight, she was with him.

Cruz's smile grew wider, the flashlight playing across his teeth like a wolf's grin. "Well, I'm certainly not complaining," he said, squeezing her hand gently. "Let's get to the lobby. It'll be easier to navigate from there."

The stairs seemed endless, their legs growing heavier with each floor they descended. But the fear of the heights was replaced with a different kind of anticipation, the thrill of the unknown that awaited them in the darkness outside the towering building. The stale office air grew cooler, hinting at the night that had fully settled over the city.

Finally, the lobby came into view, the emergency lights casting a pallid glow over the polished floors and deserted reception desk. The power outage had turned their usual bustling workplace into a silent, eerie tomb. The sounds of their breathing and the echoes of their footsteps seemed amplified in the quiet.

They stepped out into the night, the cool air a stark contrast to the stuffy stairwell. The city was a sea of darkness, only the occasional flicker of candlelight or the distant wail of a siren piercing the quiet. The moon had risen high in the sky, casting a silver glow over the abandoned streets.

Cruz led her to his car, a sleek black beast that gleamed in the moonlight. The engine roared to life with a purr, the headlights slicing through the inky night like twin beams of hope. The leather seats were warm from being parked in the sun all day, and she sank into them with a sigh, her legs still trembling from their encounter and the adrenaline of the descent.

The city slowly faded behind them, its towering skyline swallowed by the night. Streetlights became sparse, and soon, even the occasional flicker of neon signs gave way to pure darkness. The hum of civilization dimmed, replaced by the rhythmic purr of the engine and the gentle whisper of wind through the open windows.
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The countryside stretched endlessly before them, illuminated only by the soft glow of the moon. Tall trees lined the winding road, their shadows shifting under the silver light. The summer air, thick with humidity, carried the scent of earth and pine, a stark contrast to the metallic haze of the city.

Amelia glanced sideways at Cruz, his profile sharp in the dim glow of the dashboard lights. He was quieter now, the weight of the evening settling between them. His fingers drummed against the steering wheel before, as if compelled by something unspoken, he reached over and traced slow circles against her palm.

The silence between them wasn’t empty—it was charged, heavy with everything they hadn’t yet said.

As they left the city behind, the urban sprawl gave way to the quiet serenity of the countryside. Trees lined the road, their leaves whispering secrets in the breeze that danced through the open windows. The moon had reached its zenith, casting a soft silver light across the landscape. It was as if the universe had conspired to paint a romantic backdrop for their escape.

Then, out of the darkness, Cruz's country estate emerged—a sprawling masterpiece that seemed more suited to a dynasty than a man who spent his life in corporate boardrooms. The wrought-iron gates swung open with a gentle squeal, revealing a long, winding driveway flanked by towering, ancient oaks. The house itself was breathtaking, a grand testament to old-world charm, with ivy curling up its brick façade and soft golden light spilling from the windows like a welcoming embrace.

Amelia's breath hitched as she took it in. She had known Cruz was wealthy—he was the heir to an empire—but this was something else entirely. This wasn’t just privilege; it was legacy. The kind of place that didn’t just belong to a man—it belonged to generations.

She had spent years seeing Cruz in polished city towers, immersed in deals and negotiations, but this? This felt personal. As if she were stepping into a part of him few ever saw.

Cruz pushed open the heavy oak doors, ushering Amelia into the grand foyer. The soft glow of antique sconces illuminated the high ceilings, casting flickering shadows against the deep mahogany finishes. The house felt lived-in, yet untouched—like a place that held stories but rarely had the chance to tell them.

She stepped forward, her heels clicking lightly against the marble floors. Her gaze swept across the space, landing on the grand staircase that curled toward the second floor. Framed portraits adorned the walls—distinguished men in sharp suits, their expressions poised and knowing. His father, his grandfather. Legacy written into the very bones of the house.

Cruz stood beside her, watching her take it all in. “Not what you expected?” he asked, his voice lower now, almost reflective.

She shook her head, her lips parting slightly. “It’s...different.”

He let out a chuckle, but it wasn’t his usual smooth confidence—it was something else. Something raw. “It’s always felt too big,” he admitted, glancing briefly at one of the paintings. “Some nights, it’s just me, this house, and the silence.”

Amelia blinked, caught off guard by the honesty in his tone. She had never seen him like this before—unguarded, almost vulnerable. The man who commanded boardrooms and carried the weight of an empire now felt startlingly real, and it drew her in like gravity.

The weight of his words settled between them, thick with something unspoken. Amelia felt her chest tighten, a strange mix of empathy and curiosity blooming within her. She had always admired his strength, but this glimpse of his solitude—his humanity—made her see him in a way she hadn’t before.

“Come upstairs,” he said, his voice quieter now, almost hesitant.

She followed him toward the staircase, her heart beating faster with every step. The warmth of the house wrapped around them, but it was his presence—his vulnerability—that made her feel like she was stepping into something far more intimate than just his home.

Amelia followed Cruz up the winding staircase, her footsteps light against the plush carpet. The grandeur of the estate lingered all around her—the sweeping railings, the intricate molding—but as they climbed higher, she felt something shift. The air was different here, quieter, more intimate.

At the top of the stairs, he led her down a dimly lit hallway, past closed doors that hinted at rooms she might never see. But when he stopped, pushing open the heavy wooden door to his master bedroom, everything changed.

The space was nothing like the rest of the house. Gone were the cold displays of wealth, the perfectly curated image. Instead, soft amber lighting spilled from a bedside lamp, casting golden hues over dark wood furniture. In the corner stood a fireplace, its dark hearth untouched, lending a quiet presence to the room. Worn books lay stacked on a low table beside a leather armchair that looked well-used.

Amelia hesitated in the doorway, taking it all in—the private world of Cruz Castillo. It was lived-in. Comfortable. The kind of place a man retreated to at the end of the day, shedding the weight of his title, his power.

Cruz glanced at her, watching her reaction. He seemed different here—less the commanding CEO, more the man who carried his legacy alone.

“Surprised?” he asked, his voice quieter now.

She met his gaze, something tightening in her chest. “Yes.”

Cruz’s gaze held hers for a long moment, the weight of unspoken words pressing between them. He took a slow breath, running a hand through his hair before he turned toward the fireplace as if needing a distraction from the intensity in the air.

“I don’t bring people here,” he admitted quietly, his voice edged with something raw. “Not employees. Not... anyone.”

Amelia stepped inside, the plush rug soft beneath her feet. She knew this was a boundary they shouldn’t be crossing, but the pull between them had always been impossible to ignore.

“I shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, more to herself than to him. The words left her lips before she could stop them, but she wasn’t sure she truly meant them. The room, the presence of him, the sheer intimacy of stepping past this invisible threshold—it unsettled her, but she wasn’t pulling away.

Cruz turned then, his expression conflicted—torn between wanting her close and knowing he shouldn’t. “I know.” His jaw tightened before he let out a short breath. “But I wanted you to be.”

The admission settled between them like a secret neither of them should have voiced. Amelia’s pulse thrummed in her throat. This was dangerous. Reckless. But when had her heart ever listened to reason?

“Cruz...” she began, but her voice faltered. What could she say? That she regretted it? That she didn’t? Both would be true.

He stepped closer, the space between them shrinking. “I know I shouldn’t have brought you here,” he admitted, his tone heavy with conflict. “But I can’t seem to stay away from you.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, the air between them thick with unspoken words. She knew the risks—knew what it would mean if they crossed that line again. But as his hand brushed hers, the world outside this room seemed to fade away.

Cruz’s hand brushed hers, a fleeting touch that sent a spark through her. Amelia’s breath hitched, her gaze locking onto his. The air between them felt charged, heavy with everything they weren’t saying but couldn’t ignore.

“I shouldn’t want this,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “But I do.”

Amelia’s heart pounded, her pulse thrumming in her ears. She knew the risks, knew how complicated this already was. But as he stepped closer, the heat between them humming in the dark, she couldn’t bring herself to pull away. His fingers grazed her cheek, tentative at first, as if testing the boundaries they were about to cross. Her skin tingled under his touch, her breath catching as his thumb traced the curve of her jaw.

“Cruz...” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He leaned in, his forehead resting against hers for a moment, his breath warm against her skin. “Tell me to stop,” he said, his voice barely audible.

“I don’t want you to,” she whispered, the confession tumbling out before she could stop it.

That was all it took. Cruz closed the distance between them, his hands framing her face as his lips met hers. The kiss was urgent, almost desperate as if they were both trying to make up for all the moments they’d spent denying this.

Amelia melted into him, her fingers tangling in his shirt as the world around them disappeared. There was no office, no titles, no rules—just the two of them, caught in a moment they couldn’t escape.

When they finally broke apart, their breaths mingling in the quiet, Cruz rested his forehead against hers. “This is dangerous,” he said, his voice barely audible.

“I know,” she replied, her voice steady despite the storm raging inside her. “But I don’t care.”

And she didn’t. Instead, she closed the distance between them, her lips meeting his in a kiss that was soft at first, hesitant, but quickly deepened as the weight of their emotions took over. It was a kiss that spoke of longing, of vulnerability, of everything they’d been holding back.

The world outside this room faded away, leaving only the crackle of the fire and the quiet sound of their breaths mingling. At this moment, there were no titles, no rules—just Cruz and Amelia, tangled in a connection neither of them could deny.
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Cruz’s lips moved against hers, slow at first, as if savoring the moment. But the restraint didn’t last long. The weight of everything they’d been holding back—the stolen glances, the unspoken words, the night they couldn’t forget—came rushing to the surface.

Amelia’s hands slid up his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as she pulled him closer. The warmth of the fireplace wrapped around them, but it was nothing compared to the heat building between them.

He broke the kiss just long enough to rest his forehead against hers, his breath uneven. “Amelia,” he murmured, her name a plea and a warning all at once.

She looked up at him, her heart pounding. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice trembling but certain.

Cruz’s hesitation melted away, replaced by something raw and unguarded. His hands found her waist, pulling her against him as his lips claimed hers again. This time, there was no holding back—no room for doubt or second-guessing.

The world outside this room didn’t matter. Not the office, not the rules, not the risks. At this moment, it was just them, giving in to something they could no longer deny.

With a gentle urgency, he scooped her up, carrying her to his massive four-poster bed. The softness of the mattress seemed to beckon them closer as he laid her down, his body following hers.

Her legs tangled with his, the fabric of their clothes the only barrier left between them. He kissed her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, making her gasp. His hands roamed her body, tracing every curve, every dip as if committing her to memory.

Starlight spilled through the windows, casting silver across the floorboards and the curve of her shoulder. Cruz stepped closer, his touch deliberate as he found the clasp of her dress. He didn’t rush. With quiet intent, he loosened the fabric, letting it slip from her shoulders and pool around her hips. She stood before him, bare and breathless, the hush between them threaded with moonlight and the weight of everything unspoken.

Her eyes widened in surprise, but the desire in his gaze was unmistakable. He took in the sight of her, his pupils dilating with lust. The heat from his body seared her, making her skin tingle with anticipation.

Amelia’s own hands began to explore, her fingers tracing the muscular contours of his back, the firmness of his arms. She could feel the power in him, the strength that made him the man he was.

Their kisses grew deeper, more urgent, as their bodies aligned perfectly. The fabric of his shirt was next to go, revealing the taut expanse of his chest. She could feel the thundering of his heart, matching her erratic rhythm.

“I need you, Cruz,” she finally managed to say, the words a breathless whisper against his skin.

He paused, looking down at her with an almost feral hunger. His eyes searched hers, looking for any sign of hesitation. Finding none, he nodded, his voice thick with need.

His hands slid up her thighs, pushing the remnants of her dress aside. The air was electric, charged with the promise of what was to come.

Her hands reached for his belt, her trembling fingers fumbling in their haste. The leather was smooth, the metal cold, a stark contrast to the heat that was building between her legs.

Cruz groaned, his breath hot on her neck as he helped her, his urgency evident. The sound of the zipper was like a gunshot in the quiet room, echoing through their ears.

He kicked off his shoes and stepped out of his pants, leaving them in a crumpled heap on the floor.

Her dress was a memory, a discarded whisper of fabric on the bed. He kissed his way down her body, his tongue tracing the valley between her breasts, the softness of her stomach, and the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

Amelia arched her back, her breath hitching in her throat as his mouth found her center. She could feel herself growing wetter, her body responding to the warmth of his touch.

Her hands found his hair, her nails digging into his scalp as he brought her closer and closer to the edge. The sensations were overwhelming, a crescendo building inside her that she couldn’t ignore.

Cruz looked up at her, his eyes dark with desire. He kissed her again, deep and demanding, before moving to hover above her. She could feel the tip of him pressing against her, the heady promise of what was to come.

With a swift motion, he entered her, filling her. She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as she felt herself stretch to accommodate him. He didn’t stop, didn’t slow down.
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