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The underground fight club stank of sweat, liquor, and the sharp, coppery bite of blood. Damien Cross didn’t just step into the cage–he owned it. Every inch of his six-foot-three frame radiated lethal control, his muscles coiled tight beneath ink-black tattoos. The scar running down his cheekbone gleamed under the flickering overhead lights, a badge of violence he wore without apology. The crowd roared as his opponent lunged, fists swinging wild. Damien dodged with a predator’s grace, his knuckles connecting with the man’s ribs in a crack that echoed through the steel walls. The guy wheezed, stumbling back, but Damien didn’t give him the chance to recover. He struck again–once, twice–until the bastard hit the ground, coughing blood. 

»Stay down,« Damien growled, his voice rough from the fight. The command wasn’t a suggestion. The man spat red onto the mat and didn’t move. Cheers erupted, money changing hands as bets were settled. But Damien barely registered the noise. His gaze cut through the haze of cigarette smoke and found her in the shadows. Elena. She shouldn’t be here. Her delicate fingers gripped the railing, her knuckles white. The pulse in her slender throat fluttered like a trapped bird, but she didn’t look away. The dim lighting caught the gold in her dark hair, the flush high on her cheeks. She wasn’t like the other women here–no leather, no smeared lipstick, no desperate hunger in their eyes. She was soft where they were sharp, untouched where they were used. And she was watching him like she knew what he was. Damien wiped blood from his split lip with the back of his hand. The taste of it was familiar, metallic and warm. He held her stare, letting her see the violence still thrumming in his veins. Letting her see exactly how not safe he was. Her breath hitched. He smirked. The crowd pressed closer, drunk on bloodlust, but the space between him and Elena crackled with something darker. Something hungry. 

»Another round, Cross?«

someone shouted. He didn’t answer. He kept his eyes on her, watching the way her chest rose and fell too fast, the way her teeth sank into her bottom lip–like she was trying to silence a moan. She wanted to run. She wanted to stay. And Damien? He wanted to ruin her.

Elena’s fingers trembled as she fumbled with her keys outside the club, the distant echo of the crowd’s roar still vibrating in her bones. The alley was damp, the air thick with the scent of spilled liquor and cigarette butts ground into the pavement. The flickering streetlight overhead cast jagged shadows against the brick walls, turning the space into a jagged mouth of darkness. She should leave. She needed to leave. But her body refused to move. The door behind her slammed open, the sudden burst of noise making her jump. Boots scuffed against concrete–slow, deliberate. She didn’t turn around. A shiver raced down her spine, her nipples tightening beneath the thin fabric of her sweater. She knew it was him before she even heard his voice. 

»Lost?«

Damien’s voice was a low rasp, the kind that scraped over skin and left goosebumps in its wake. She swallowed. 

»Just getting some air.«

A lie. They both knew it. She turned, finally, and there he was, blocking the alley’s exit. His shoulders filled the space, his body a wall of muscle and ink. Blood still smeared his knuckles, fresh from the fight. His dark eyes pinned her in place, unwavering. 

»This isn’t a place for good girls,« he said. Elena lifted her chin. 

»Who said I was good?«

His mouth curved, just slightly. Not a smile. A predator baring teeth. He stepped closer. She didn’t back away. The air between them thickened, charged like a storm about to break. His scent wrapped around her–sweat, leather, and something deeper, primal. 

»You’ve been watching me,« he murmured. Her breath hitched. 

»Maybe.«

»Why?«

She could lie again. Play it safe. Instead, she held his gaze. 

»Because I wanted to see what happens when you lose control.«

A beat of silence. Then Damien moved. One second, he was an arm’s length away. The next, her back hit the brick wall, his body caging her in. Cold metal pressed against her throat–the flat of his switchblade, glinting under the sickly yellow light. She gasped. His grip on the knife didn’t waver. 

»You think I lose control?«

His voice was a whisper now, dangerous. Her pulse thundered where the blade kissed her skin. 

»I think,« she breathed, »you like pretending you don’t.«

His eyes darkened. She could feel the heat of him, the tension coiling in his muscles. The knife was a threat, but the way his breath hitched when her hips tilted against his? That was the truth. She whimpered as the blade pressed harder, just enough to sting. His other hand slid up her thigh, fingers digging into soft flesh through her skirt. 

»You shouldn’t tease monsters, sweetheart,« he growled. Her thighs clenched. 

»Who’s teasing?«

A sharp inhale. Then His mouth crashed down on hers. The knife stayed at her throat. His kiss wasn’t gentle. It was claiming. Teeth and tongue, brutal and filthy. She moaned into it, her hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer. He bit her lip–hard enough to make her gasp. When he pulled back, his pupils were blown black, his breath ragged. 

»You’re playing with fire,« he warned. She licked the blood from her lip. 

»Then burn me.«

His fingers tightened on her hip, his cock pressing against her stomach, thick and heavy through his jeans. 

»Fuck,« he hissed. The knife clattered to the ground. His hands were on her, then–rough, possessive–hauling her up, her legs wrapping around his waist. The brick scraped against her back, but she barely felt it. Not when his mouth was on her neck, teeth marking her skin. Not when his fingers hooked into her panties, ripping them aside. Not when he thrust inside her with a groan so raw it made her toes curl. She cried out, her nails raking down his back. 

»That’s it,« he growled against her ear. 

»Let me hear you.«

And she did. Every filthy sound, every broken gasp–she gave them to him. Because this wasn’t just fucking. This was surrender. His. Hers. Theirs.

The blade disappeared. One second, cold steel bit into her skin–the next, Damien’s fingers replaced it, gripping her chin hard enough to bruise. His breath hitched, uneven and hot against her lips. 

»One warning,« he growled. 

»Walk away now, or I ruin you.«

Elena smiled. Slow. Knowing. She wasn’t walking anywhere. His nostrils flared. Dark eyes flickered between hers, searching for fear, hesitation–anything that would give him the upper hand. But all he found was defiance, a smirk that dared him to follow through on his threat. And damn him, he hesitated. The realization struck like a blade between his ribs. She wasn’t just unafraid–she expected this. Expected him. His fingers flexed against her jaw, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth. The scent of whiskey clung to her lips, sweet and reckless. Fuck. He crushed his mouth to hers. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was devouring. Teeth clashed, tongues tangled, his grip on her chin keeping her still as he took what he wanted. She tasted like sin and rebellion, the burn of liquor still on her tongue. A moan escaped her, muffled against his lips, and he swallowed it whole, his free hand sliding down her throat, her collarbone, cupping her breast through the thin fabric of her dress. She arched into his touch, hips grinding against the hard line of his cock trapped in his jeans. A ragged groan tore from his chest. 

»You’re fucking insane,« he snarled against her mouth. 

»Or you’re just predictable,« she breathed back. His fingers twisted in her hair, yanking her head back. Her gasp was sharp, her pulse wild under his palm. 

»Say that again,« he demanded, voice rough. Her lips curved, swollen from his kiss. 

»You wanted me to see you lose control.«

She rolled her hips again, slow, deliberate. 

»Congrats. I’m watching.«

Something inside him snapped. His hand left her hair, shoving her skirt up around her waist. The sound of fabric tearing filled the air–her panties, shredded in one sharp pull. She gasped, but before she could speak, he had her lifted, her back against the wall, legs locking around his waist. No foreplay. No mercy. He lined himself up and drove into her with a single thrust. Elena cried out, nails digging into his shoulders. She was slick, tight, clenching around him like she’d been waiting for this. His vision blurred at the edges, pleasure coiling low in his gut. 
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