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I stood outside the heavy oak doors of Dominic's penthouse office, my heart pounding like a war drum in my chest. The city lights glittered far below, but up here, everything felt suspended, dangerous.I smoothed my pencil skirt, feeling the faint outline of the tattooed crest on my hip—a mark of loyalty I'd inked after joining his world, binding me to the Rossi family in ways that still twisted my gut with regret. One deep breath, and I pushed inside, the door clicking shut behind me like a trap springing. Dominic Rossi loomed at the floor-to-ceiling windows, his broad back to me, silhouetted against the sprawling night skyline. He was the king of this concrete jungle, every inch the untamed force that could crush empires with a word. His white dress shirt strained across his shoulders, sleeves rolled up to reveal corded forearms that made my stomach clench with that familiar, clamoring need. God, why did he always do this to me? One look, and my body betrayed everything—professionalism, instincts, the detective I'd buried deep to survive in his shadow. "Mr. Rossi," I said, keeping my voice steady, even as my fingers itched to touch him. I crossed the room, heels clicking on the marble floor, and stopped a safe distance away. Safe. Ha. Nothing about him was safe. He didn't turn immediately. Instead, his thumb rotated that damn signet ring slowly, the gold catching the dim light from the desk lamp, rhythmic like a heartbeat. Or a countdown. I knew that tic—his calm exterior, masking the storm inside. Finally, he glanced over his shoulder, those dark eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that sent a prickling defiance up my spine. He wanted to trust me, I could feel it in the air between us, but betrayal was his oldest enemy. And I? I craved his approval like air, even as it hollowed me out, making me fear I'd vanish into his world entirely. "Elena," he murmured, his voice low and rough, like gravel under tires. "You're late. "

I swallowed, forcing a neutral expression. Late? He meant the briefing, but the subtext hung heavy: Don't make me wait for what's mine. "Traffic from the docks. Rival families are pushing in— the Morettis have scouts sniffing around our warehouses. Subtle, but they're testing boundaries. "

My fingers brushed near my earlobe, lingering just a second too long—the coded signal for hidden intel. Not here, not now. But he caught it, his gaze sharpening, smoldering with that underlying danger. Good. Let him wonder. It kept the power dynamic alive, even if submission to him felt as plush and inevitable as sinking into velvet. He turned fully then, closing the distance in two strides, towering over me. The air thrummed with unspoken arousal, my skin heating under his scrutiny. I held my ground, but inside, vulnerability clawed at me—gnarled regrets from my old life as a cop, now twisted into this loyalty that bound me tighter than chains. His hand lifted, almost touching my arm, and I fought the urge to lean in. "Details," he demanded, but his tone dipped, laced with something hotter. Trust me with more than words, Elena. Prove you're mine. I met his eyes, defiance flickering despite the pull. "Not much to tell yet. But they're bold. Bolder than last time. " And I'm risking everything to warn you, you bastard. Don't make me regret it. His ring twisted again, gold flashing. The tension coiled tighter, my pulse racing as his presence overwhelmed me, promising the kind of release that could shatter us both.

He didn't buy the evasion, not for a second. Those dark eyes narrowed, dissecting me like I was a puzzle he already knew how to break. "Bold," he echoed, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the space between us. But the word carried weight—you're holding back, and I won't tolerate it. He stepped closer, forcing me to tilt my head up to meet his gaze, the heat from his body seeping into mine like a warning. I held steady, my breath catching as I decided to give him a sliver more. "There's chatter about a hit. Encrypted channels, nothing solid, but it's aimed at your supply lines. Tomorrow night, near the old pier. " My words came out clipped, professional, but underneath, my mind screamed: See? I'm yours, Dominic. Take it, take me, and let's end this dance. His jaw tightened, that signet ring still twisting on his finger, but now his free hand shot out, grabbing my wrist—not hard, but firm enough to pull me off balance. He spun me toward the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the city lights, the glass cold against my back as he pressed in, his broad frame caging me there. The skyline blurred behind him, but all I could focus on was the solid wall of his chest, the scent of his cologne mixed with something darker, more primal. My heart hammered, a mix of fear and that twisted thrill that always came when he loomed like this. "Encrypted details," he growled, his face inches from mine, breath hot on my lips. Tell me everything, or I'll drag it out of you. But his eyes betrayed him for a split second—raw hunger flickering through the control, like he needed this confession as much as I needed to give it. I tried to twist away, defiance surging even as my body softened against the window. "That's all I have. You think I'd keep more from you? " Test me, Dominic. Make me prove it. Shame burned low in my gut, remnants of the cop I'd been, the one who swore she'd never bend like this. But here I was, pulse racing, thighs clenching at the thought of surrendering. His hand released my wrist and slid up, fingers wrapping around my throat, not squeezing, just holding—firm, possessive, right on the edge where pressure met promise. I felt my own pulse fluttering wildly under his fingertips, a frantic beat that screamed rebellion even as my body arched toward him. God, it was intoxicating, that grip reminding me of the ropes he'd used once, binding my hands in a knot of threat and twisted devotion, leaving me helpless and aching for more. "The truth, Elena," he demanded, his thumb pressing just enough to make my breath hitch. You're mine to command, and I need to hear it. The verbal back-and-forth cracked then, my resistance crumbling as his body pinned me harder, his hips grinding against mine in a slow, deliberate roll that sent sparks through my core. I gasped, the shame twisting into something hotter, wetter—my panties already damp from the dominance he wielded so effortlessly. "It's the Morettis' enforcer," I whispered, voice breaking as his fingers tightened a fraction. "Targeting your lieutenant at the meet. I intercepted the signal myself. " There, take my loyalty. Take everything. For a heartbeat, his control slipped—his eyes darkened with need, not just power, his free hand fisting in my hair as he pulled my head back, exposing my neck. He leaned in, lips brushing my ear, his voice rough and unguarded. "Good girl. " I can't do this without you. But he didn't say that part aloud; it hung in the air, raw and unspoken, as his mouth claimed mine in a bruising kiss, his grip on my throat easing into a caress that made me melt against him, submission flooding me like relief. My body betrayed every last shred of defiance, hips bucking instinctively toward his hardness, craving the release only he could give.

The kiss devoured me, his tongue invading like he owned every inch of my mouth, and I let him—God, I wanted him to. My hands clawed at his shirt, pulling him closer, the cool glass of the window pressing into my back while the city lights smeared into a hazy glow behind me. The sandalwood incense hung heavy in the air, its smoky bite coating my tongue, thick and cloying, like it was trying to swallow the raw edges of what we were doing. His body ground against mine, that hard ridge of his cock straining through his pants, rubbing right where I ached, sending jolts of heat straight to my clit. I moaned into his mouth, my thighs parting instinctively, inviting more. He broke the kiss, his breath ragged against my lips. "You think you can hold out on me? " His voice was a low rumble, fingers still tangled in my hair, yanking my head back to expose my throat. But underneath the demand, I heard it—the edge of desperation, like he needed me to break for him, to prove I was his. Not just for the intel, but for this. I gasped as his other hand slid down, rough and urgent, shoving my skirt up my thighs. The fabric bunched around my hips, cool air hitting my damp panties, and shame twisted in my gut again, hot and insistent. I was soaked for him, my pussy throbbing with need, even as that old cop voice in my head screamed at me to stop. But I couldn't. Wouldn't. "Dominic," I whispered, my voice cracking, but it wasn't enough. He needed more from me, and fuck, I needed to give it. His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, yanking them down in one swift motion, the lace scraping my skin before they hit the floor. He pressed closer, his thigh wedging between my legs, forcing them wider, and I ground against him shamelessly, the friction on my clit making me whimper. The incense thickened the air, tasting like forbidden secrets on my lips as I panted. Inner thoughts raced—This is wrong, Elena. You're not this woman, begging for a mafia king's cock. But oh God, I am. I need him inside me, filling me, claiming me. He unzipped his pants with a growl, freeing his cock—thick, veined, already leaking at the tip. My mouth watered at the sight, but he didn't give me time to think. His hands gripped my ass, lifting me effortlessly, pinning me against the glass. My legs wrapped around his waist on instinct, heels digging into his back.The city blurred behind us, a distant hum of lights and traffic that meant nothing compared to this. "Tell me you want it," he demanded, the head of his cock teasing my entrance, slick with my arousal. His eyes locked on mine, fierce and unyielding. Say it, Elena. Admit you're mine. I bit my lip, holding back, but the pressure built, my pussy clenching around nothing, desperate. Then it spilled out, the words I couldn't contain, whispered in Catalan like a secret prayer: "Si us plau, Dominic. Fes-me teva. " Please, Dominic. Make me yours. That broke him. His restraint shattered, eyes flashing with something primal, and he thrust into me hard, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. I cried out, the stretch burning deliciously, my walls gripping him tight as he filled me completely. The glass rattled behind me with the force, but I didn't care—pleasure exploded through me, raw and overwhelming, my clit grinding against his pelvis with every rough pump. "Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned, his voice gravelly, hips slamming into mine in a relentless rhythm. One hand braced against the window beside my head, the other digging into my hip, holding me in place as he fucked me deeper. I clung to him, nails raking his shoulders, my breaths coming in sharp gasps. Each thrust hit that spot inside me, building the pressure, my pussy fluttering around his cock. The incense swirled thicker, masking the scent of our sweat and sex, but it couldn't hide how vulnerable this made me feel—exposed, needy, utterly his. He leaned in, mouth on my neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. "That's it, take it all. " You're the only one who makes me lose control like this. The subtext hung there, unspoken, but I felt it in the way his thrusts slowed for a beat, almost tender, before picking up again, pounding me against the glass. My orgasm hit like a wave, crashing over me, tears pricking my eyes from the intensity. I sobbed quietly, overstimulation making my body shake, but he didn't stop—his hand came up to cup my face, thumb brushing away a tear. "Shh, I've got you," he murmured, voice rough but soothing, slowing his pace just enough to let me ride it out. Don't cry, baby. Let me make it good. My pussy clenched around him, milking him, and with a guttural groan, he came, spilling hot inside me, his cock pulsing as he held me tight. We stayed like that for a moment, breaths mingling, bodies slick and spent. He pulled out slowly, setting me down on shaky legs, but didn't let go—his hand slid to my hip, fingers tracing the mafia crest tattooed there, the intricate lines of the Rossi emblem he'd inked on me months ago. A silent claim, possessive and final. His touch was gentle now, almost reverent, and it unnerved me—This tenderness, it's not him. Or is it? Fuck, what if this is more? Euphoria washed through me, warm and dizzying, but self-loathing chased it, sharp as a knife. I craved this, him, even as it tore at who I used to be. He pressed a kiss to my forehead, lingering, but his eyes were guarded when he pulled back. "You did good tonight. " Don't make me say it's more than that. I nodded, avoiding his gaze, the incense still thick on my tongue, hiding what neither of us would admit. Then his phone buzzed on the table, sharp and insistent. He glanced at it, jaw tightening. "The meet's been moved up. And there's chatter—someone's onto you. " My heart stuttered. If they knew about my past, about the cop I'd buried. . . this could end us both.
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