

Chapter 1

The fluorescent lights of Terminal B hummed overhead, casting a sterile glow over the sea of exhausted travelers slumped in plastic chairs, their faces illuminated by the sickly blue glow of phone screens. Amelia Hart exhaled sharply, rubbing the bridge of her nose as she stared at the departure board for the third time in as many minutes.

"Flight 347 to Atlanta delayed—indeterminate."

Again.

She adjusted the strap of her carry-on, the leather creaking under the weight of her MacBook and the half-empty paperback she’d abandoned mid-chapter. Her coffee—once steaming hot—had long since cooled to a lukewarm, bitter sludge, the condensation beading on the cardboard cup like a sad, defeated metaphor for her life.

Six hours.

That’s how long she’d been stuck here. Six hours of watching the same people shuffle past, of listening to the same announcements over scratchy speakers, of editing the same goddamn manuscript that kept taunting her with its lazy, predictable prose. Her eyes burned with fatigue, and she stifled a yawn with the back of her hand, inadvertently smearing a bit of mascara that had long since lost its fight against gravity. Amelia wondered if anyone in this terminal actually looked put-together, or if they were all just barely holding it together, like her.

She opened the file labeled "BLACK COCK WORSHIP – REVISED" and groaned aloud, pushing a loose strand of hair away from her face. The title alone made her want to hurl her laptop out the nearest window. She’d spent the last decade editing erotic romance, specializing in the subgenre that seemed to dominate the market: black men, white women, and the fantasy of submission so extreme it bordered on parody. The current draft was no different, filled with token characterizations and lazy writing that grated against her professional sensibilities.

"Every black man knows how to use his. Every white woman knows how to take it."

Amelia’s fingers twitched over the keyboard, hovering over the text that needed yet another revision. Pathetic. The prose was stiff, the dynamics reductive, the power dynamics so one-sided they might as well have been written by a committee of Victorian puritans with a thesaurus and a grudge. She’d rewritten the same scene a dozen times, but no matter how she sliced it, the underlying message was the same: Black cocks are magic. White women are weak. The only thing that matters is size and submission.

She was about to close the file—again—when something shifted in her periphery.

A shadow.

A presence.

Amelia’s head snapped up, her gaze locking onto the source of the disturbance before she could stop herself.

He was leaning against the wall across from her, one ankle crossed over the other, his arms folded in a way that made his biceps strain against the fabric of his henley. The sleeves were pushed up, revealing forearms dusted with dark hair, the kind that looked like it would feel rough against her skin if she—

No.

She blinked, shaking her head. Focus.

Dante Mercer.

Her neighbor.

The man who lived upstairs in the brownstone she and Greg had bought five years ago, the one who always had music playing late at night, who sometimes came down the stairs shirtless, who had once—once—knocked on her door at 2 AM because he’d locked himself out and she’d had to let him in, her husband asleep beside her, because what else was she supposed to do?

He was tall. Broad-shouldered. The kind of man who filled a room without even trying, his presence a physical weight that made her chest tighten. His dark eyes scanned the terminal casually, but seemed to find her almost immediately, as if drawn by some invisible magnetism. When their eyes met, he gave a slight nod, a small, almost imperceptible gesture that sent a strange warmth through her stomach.

And now he was here.

Amelia’s fingers tightened around her coffee cup. "What are you doing here?"

Dante pushed off the wall, sauntering toward her with that easy, confident stride that always made her stomach flip. "Same as you, I’d bet. Waiting for a flight that’s not coming."

She scoffed. "You live in Atlanta."

"Yeah, but my job sent me to Chicago for a meeting. Had to cut it short." He dropped into the chair beside hers, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off him and catch the scent of his cologne—a clean, masculine fragrance that somehow managed to be both fresh and intoxicating. "Turns out my flight got canceled too. Coincidence?"

Amelia didn’t answer. Instead, she turned back to her laptop, sliding her finger over the trackpad to unlock the screen. She needed to work. She needed to focus. She needed to pretend that the way his thigh pressed against hers wasn’t sending a jolt of electricity up her spine. His leg was simply too close, the roughness of his jeans contrasting with the smooth fabric of her pants.

Dante leaned in, his voice low and smooth as he spoke near her ear. "You always this cold, Amelia?"

She shot him a glare. "Excuse me?"

"You hear me." His dark eyes flickered over her face, lingering on her lips before dragging back up. "You’re the woman who edits the spiciest fantasies in town, right? And yet you act like you’ve never lived one."

Amelia’s fingers stilled over the keyboard, her eyes widening slightly. "I have a job to do."

"And I have a question." He leaned back in his chair, stretching his arms over the headrest in a way that accentuated his impressive physique. "What’s it like, editing those books? All that black cock worship… You ever wonder what it’d feel like to be on your knees for one?"

Her breath hitched in her throat, a small gasp escaping before she could stop it.

No.

Yes.

She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. "That’s none of your business."

Dante’s smirk deepened, a slow, deliberate curve of his lips that made her heart race. "Come on, Mommy. You can’t tell me you’ve never thought about it."

Amelia’s face burned with a mixture of embarrassment and something else—something she hadn’t felt in a long time. "I—"

A sharp gasp escaped her as something—someone—knocked into her elbow. She looked up, shoving her laptop shut with a snap.

"Oh, shit. I’m so sorry—"

Amelia’s breath caught, her eyes widening as she recognized the familiar face and broad shoulders.

Dante.

He was right there, his hand steady on her arm as he steadied her. And then—

SPLASH.

A warm, dark liquid splashed across her blouse.

She stared down, horrified at the expanding coffee stain that had soiled her expensive silk blouse. The deep brown liquid soaked into the white fabric, creating an obvious and unattractive mark right across her chest and stomach. The warm liquid seeped through to her skin, a slightly uncomfortable sensation as the fabric clung to her.

"Oh, shit—" Dante was already standing, reaching for a napkin dispenser, but the damage was done. "Amelia, I'm so sorry. Let me—"

"Fuck," she hissed, pressing a handful of napkins against the mess, trying in vain to contain the spreading stain. "Are you trying to ruin my day?"

Dante’s laughter rumbled as he grabbed a handful of napkins and pressed them into her hand. "You look like you could use some ruin."

Amelia shot to her feet, her chair scraping loudly against the linoleum floor. "You—you idiot—"

"Whoa, whoa." Dante held up his hands, fingers spread wide, his expression a mixture of amusement and genuine concern. "I didn’t mean to do that. My bag slipped—"

Amelia cut him off with an exasperated wave of her napkin-covered hand, her dark hair falling across her face. "It doesn't matter. You're impossible."

"And I have a solution to your problem." His eyes traced the stain on her blouse, a mischievous glint in his dark eyes. "You look like you could use some ruin."

Amelia shot him a glare, but her traitorous mind was already calculating. She’d been stuck in this terminal for hours, her blouse was ruined, and—god—she was this close to Greg’s birthday dinner at the Italian place in the city. She couldn’t show up looking like this, with a coffee stain across her chest like some kind of hapless cartoon character.

She turned on her heel, stomping toward the women’s restroom. "I’m going to change. Don’t follow me."

Dante’s deep laughter followed her, rich and warm. "Babe, please. Like I’d let you go in there alone."

She flipped him off without looking back, not even caring if he saw.

---

The bathroom door clicked shut behind her, the noise echoing in the small, sterile space. Amelia exhaled sharply, pressing her palms against the cool porcelain of the sink. She was fine. She was angry. She was not about to let Dante Mercer—her neighbor—ruin her day by making her want him.

She turned, reaching for the lock—

—and froze.

Dante leaned against the door, arms crossed, his smirk back in place. "Took you long enough."

"What the hell are you—?" she demanded, shoving past him, fumbling with the lock. "Get out. Now."

The door clicked shut.

She spun around—

—and found herself pressed against the sink, Dante’s body pinning her from behind. His hands landed on her hips, his fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp. The warmth of his torso pressed against her back, the hard planes of his chest a stark contrast to her own soft curves. His breath was hot against the back of her neck, sending shivers down her spine.

"Relax, Mommy," he murmured against her ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. "Just gonna help you out of that blouse."

"Let—go—of—me," she demanded, but her voice cracked, lacking the conviction she hoped to convey.

His free hand slid up her back, fingers tracing the inside of her bra strap before hooking behind her neck and pulling her head back. Their eyes locked in the mirror—her, wide-eyed and breathless; him, dark and triumphant. The reflection showed them together, his imposing figure dwarfing hers, his hands on her hips, possessive and sure. The contrast was striking, and for a moment, she allowed herself to imagine what those hands could do to her body.

"You know you want this," he said, his thumb brushing her jaw, sending sparks of electricity through her. "All those stories you edit—you ever wonder if they’re just stories?"

Amelia’s pulse roared in her ears, her chest rising and falling rapidly with each breath. "I—I have a husband."

Dante’s laugh was low, rumbling against her shoulder, sending vibrations through her entire body. "Yeah. And he’s not me."

His hand slid down her back, over her blouse and across the curve of her hip before cupping her breast through her bra. His thumb rolled over her nipple, which pebbled under his touch, and Amelia bit her lip to keep from crying out at the unexpected sensation. She couldn’t remember the last time Greg had touched her like this, with such confidence and possessiveness. His hand was large and warm, and she found herself leaning into the touch despite her better judgment.

"Tell me, Amelia," he whispered, his lips brushing against her earlobe, sending shivers down her neck and spine. "You ever touch yourself thinking about a big black cock? Ever imagine what it’d feel like, stretched open by one?"

She should’ve lied. Should’ve pushed him away. Should’ve—

"Yes."

The word slipped out before she could stop it, a small admission that hung in the air between them.

Dante’s grip tightened on her hip, his other hand squeezing her breast more firmly. "Good girl."

And then his mouth was on hers, crashing down with a hunger that stole her breath. His lips were warm and firm, parting hers with a gentle insistence. When his tongue swept into her mouth, she moaned, a sound that was swallowed by his kiss. His hands roamed freely now, one still on her breast, the other sliding down to cup her ass through her pants, pulling her more firmly against his body. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, a promise of what was to come, and her traitorous body responded, heat pooling between her legs.

His kiss was demanding, yet surprisingly gentle, a contradiction that left her dizzy with desire. She found her own hands sliding up his arms, gripping his biceps as she kissed him back, her body pressed flush against his in the small space of the restroom. The cool porcelain of the sink beneath her hands was a stark contrast to the warmth radiating from his body, grounding her as the world around her seemed to dissolve.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathing heavily, his dark eyes locked on hers in the mirror, a storm of desire and challenge. "You ready to see what else I can do to you, Mommy?" he asked, his voice rough with need.




Chapter 2

The bathroom mirror fogged with their breath, the steam curling around them like a veil of secrecy. Amelia’s fingers curled into the edge of the sink, her knuckles white as Dante’s lips crushed against hers. His tongue slid between her parted lips, hot and demanding, and she moaned into the kiss, her body betraying her with a desperate need she couldn’t deny. The taste of him was intoxicating—something spicy and male that sent shivers down her spine. His hands roamed her body, possessive and sure, as if he already knew every inch of her. One hand slid up her thigh, fingers hooking into the waistband of her skirt, while the other gripped her hip, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard length of his cock pressing against her stomach, thick and insistent, and her breath hitched. God, he was huge. She pulled back, her chest heaving, her lips swollen from his kiss. "Dante—" "Shh." His thumb pressed against her bottom lip, silencing her. "You started this, Mommy. Now let me finish." Before she could protest, his hand slid up her torso, fingers tracing the damp fabric of her ruined blouse. The cold coffee had left the silk clinging to her skin, the material darkening in places where it hadn’t been before. His touch was rough, his fingers brushing over her nipple through the thin fabric, and she gasped, her back arching into him. "Look at you," he murmured, his voice rough with lust. "All wet and flushed. You like this, don’t you? Getting ruined in public?" Amelia’s breath came in ragged gasps. She should’ve been angry. She should’ve pushed him away. But the way he looked at her—like she was the only woman in the world—made her knees weak. His fingers worked the buttons of her blouse open one by one, the fabric parting to reveal her lace bra. His gaze darkened as he took in the sight of her, her nipples already hard and aching for his touch. "Fucking perfect," he growled, his eyes following the curve of her waist to her hips. Before she could react, his mouth was on her, his lips sealing over one nipple through the lace. Amelia cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair as his tongue swirled over the sensitive peak. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core. His hand cupped her other breast, squeezing, kneading, his thumb rubbing slow circles over her skin. The contrast of his rough touch against the delicate lace sent her reeling. "You’re dripping," he murmured against her chest, his breath hot against her damp skin. "Bet your pussy’s soaked too." Amelia whimpered as his free hand slid down her stomach, his fingers tracing patterns on her skin before hooking into the waistband of her skirt. With a rough tug, he yanked it down, exposing her lace panties—already damp with need. "Fuck, look at you." His voice was rough with lust, his eyes devouring the sight of her. "All ready for me." His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, dragging them down her legs slowly, deliberately. Amelia stepped out of them, her bare pussy exposed to his hungry gaze. The cool air of the bathroom made her shiver, but Dante’s hand was there, warm and possessive, sliding between her thighs. "Spread your legs," he commanded. Amelia hesitated— "Now." She obeyed, her thighs trembling as she parted for him. Dante’s breath hitched as he took in the sight of her—glistening, swollen, begging to be filled. "Such a good girl," he murmured, his fingers tracing her folds. "Already so wet for me." His thumb pressed against her clit, circling slow, deliberate strokes. Amelia gasped, her hips bucking into his touch. The sensation was exquisite, a perfect pressure that built with each pass of his thumb. "Tell me, Mommy," Dante whispered, his breath hot against her ear. "Do you like this? Being touched like this? Being played with?" "Yes," she breathed, her voice barely audible, her hips rocking in time with his thumb. His fingers slid lower, two of them pressing inside her. Amelia cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he pumped them in and out, his thumb never stopping its relentless circles over her clit. "You’re gonna come for me, aren’t you?" His voice was a growl. "Right here. In this bathroom. With every passenger outside wondering what sounds are coming from in here." Amelia’s breath came in ragged gasps as her orgasm built, her body coiling tighter and tighter, the tension building in her core, spreading through her limbs, making her tremble with anticipation. "That’s it," Dante murmured, his fingers curling inside her, finding that spot that made her see stars. "Come for me, Mommy. Let me hear you." And she did. Her orgasm crashed over her in waves, her body shuddering as pleasure ripped through her. It started in her core and radiated outward, making her toes curl and her vision blur. Dante’s fingers didn’t stop, milking every last drop of ecstasy from her as she rode the wave, her whimpers filling the small bathroom. When she finally came down, Dante pulled his fingers from her, bringing them to his mouth. Amelia watched, breathless, as he sucked them clean, his eyes locked on hers. "Fuck," he groaned. "You taste sweet." Amelia’s legs trembled as she stepped back, her body still humming from her orgasm. Dante’s gaze raked over her, his cock straining against his jeans, the fabric tented with his need. "Now," he said, his voice rough, "it’s my turn." Before she could protest, he dropped to his knees in front of her. Amelia gasped as his tongue slid between her folds, his hands gripping her thighs as he feasted on her. She cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked, his tongue swirling over her clit before plunging inside her. "You’re so fucking tight," he growled against her pussy, the vibration sending fresh waves of pleasure through her. "Bet you’d take my cock perfectly." Amelia moaned as his fingers joined his tongue, two of them pressing inside her as he fucked her with them. Her hips rocked against his mouth, her orgasm building again, the sensation overwhelming in its intensity. "That’s it," Dante murmured, his breath hot against her skin, his tongue lapping at her clit with practiced precision. "Come for me again, Mommy. Let me taste you." And she did. Her second orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body shuddering as pleasure crashed over her. This one was different, deeper, more intense than the first. Dante didn’t stop, his tongue and fingers working her through it, drawing out every last drop of ecstasy until she was a trembling mess. When she finally came down, Dante stood, his cock still straining against his jeans. Amelia reached for him, her fingers fumbling with his belt— "Not yet," he murmured, catching her wrist. His hand slid between her legs, his fingers brushing over her sensitive clit. Amelia gasped, her body already aching for more. "First," Dante said, his voice a dark promise, "I’m gonna make sure you remember this flight." With that, he bent her over the sink, his hand sliding between her legs as he whispered filthy promises in her ear. "Every time you think about that manuscript you’re editing," he murmured, his fingers tracing her folds, the light touch sending shivers through her, "you’ll remember how good it felt to have me own you. To have me use you." Amelia moaned as his fingers slid inside her again, his thumb pressing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure. She could feel her orgasm building once more, her body betraying her with its desperate need for him. "Tell me you want it, Mommy," Dante commanded, his voice rough with lust. "Tell me you want my cock inside you." Amelia’s breath hitched. She did want it. She wanted him to fill her, to stretch her, to make her forget everything but the feel of him inside her. "I want it," she breathed, her voice barely audible. Dante’s fingers stilled. "Louder." "I want it," she repeated, her voice stronger this time. His hand slid up her back, gripping her hip as he pulled her up against him. She could feel the hard length of his cock pressing against her stomach, and she whimpered, her body aching for him. "Good girl," he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. "Now get on your knees." Amelia hesitated— "Now." She obeyed, dropping to her knees in front of him. Dante’s hand slid into her hair, gripping the strands tightly as he guided her mouth to his cock. She could feel the heat radiating off him, the hard length of him pressing against her lips. "Open up," he commanded. Amelia obeyed, her lips parting as he guided his cock into her mouth. She moaned around him, her tongue swirling over the sensitive head as he began to fuck her mouth, his hips rocking forward in slow, deliberate strokes. "Fuck, you’re good at that," he growled, his fingers tightening in her hair. "Bet you’d take my cock perfectly." Amelia moaned again, her hands sliding up his thighs, her nails digging into his skin as she took him deeper into her mouth. She could feel his cock throbbing against her tongue, the salty taste of him filling her mouth. "Enough," Dante suddenly growled, pulling out of her mouth with a sharp tug. "I want to be inside you when I come." Amelia stood, her legs trembling as Dante grabbed her hips, turning her around and bending her over the sink. She gasped as he pressed the head of his cock against her entrance, the thick length of him stretching her open. "Tell me you want this," he commanded, his voice rough with lust. "Tell me you want me to fuck you." Amelia’s breath hitched. She did want it. She wanted him to fill her, to stretch her, to make her forget everything but the feel of him inside her. "I want it," she breathed, her voice barely audible. Dante’s fingers dug into her hips as he pressed forward, his cock sliding inside her in one smooth motion. Amelia cried out, her nails digging into the porcelain sink as he filled her completely. "Fuck, you’re tight," he growled, his hips rocking forward, his cock stretching her open, filling her completely. "Bet you’d take my cock perfectly." Amelia moaned, her body betraying her with its desperate need for him. She could feel his cock throbbing inside her, the thick length of him stretching her open, filling her completely. Dante’s hands slid up her back, gripping her shoulders as he began to fuck her, his hips rocking forward in slow, deliberate strokes. Each thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through her body, her orgasm building once more. "Come for me, Mommy," Dante commanded, his voice rough with lust. "Let me feel you come on my cock." Amelia’s breath hitched. She could feel her orgasm building, her body coiling tighter and tighter— "Now," Dante growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he fucked her harder, faster. "Come for me now." And she did. Her orgasm crashed over her in waves, her body shuddering as pleasure ripped through her. It was overwhelming, all-consuming, the kind of pleasure that made her vision white out. Dante didn’t stop, his cock still buried deep inside her as he fucked her through her orgasm, drawing out every last drop of ecstasy. When she finally came down, Dante pulled out of her, his cock glistening with her arousal. He grabbed a napkin from the dispenser, wiping himself clean before pulling her into his arms. Amelia leaned against him, her body still humming from her orgasm. Dante’s hand slid up her back, his fingers tracing the inside of her bra strap before hooking behind her neck and pulling her head back. "You’re mine," he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. "Remember that." Amelia’s breath hitched. She did remember. And as she looked up at him, her body still aching for more, she knew she’d never forget. The bathroom door clicked open, and Amelia jumped, her heart pounding in her chest. She quickly straightened her clothes, her fingers trembling as she fastened her blouse, making sure to tuck it in properly so no one would suspect what had just happened. Dante smirked, his eyes dark with lust as he adjusted his own clothing, watching her with an intensity that made her stomach flutter. "Ready to face the world, Mommy?" he asked, his voice low and teasing. Amelia swallowed hard, running her hands through her hair in a vain attempt to tame it. She wasn’t ready. Her body was still buzzing with the aftereffects of their encounter, and the scent of sex and desire hung thick in the air around them. But she had no choice. "Let’s go," she finally managed, her voice barely above a whisper. Dante grabbed her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers as they stepped out of the bathroom and into the bustling terminal. Amelia’s heart pounded in her chest as they walked back to their seats, her body still humming from their encounter. The normal sounds of the airport—announcements over the loudspeaker, the chatter of other travelers, the rolling of luggage—seemed to fade into the background as she became hyperaware of every brush of their hands, every glance they exchanged. She glanced at him, her gaze raking over his broad shoulders, his dark eyes that still held a hint of hunger. She knew she should’ve been angry. She should’ve been scared of the intensity of what had just happened, of the way he’d so easily taken control of her. But all she felt was a desperate need for more. It was dangerous. It was reckless. It was completely out of character for her. But as they sat down, their hands still brushing against each other’s, Amelia knew one thing for certain— this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. And she couldn’t wait to see what he had in store for her next.




Chapter 3

The security checkpoint was a slow-motion descent into humiliation—an extended ritual of exposure where every glance, every lingering touch, every beep of the metal detector felt like a confession being dragged from her body. Amelia’s fingers dug into the strap of her carry-on, her knuckles turning white as she stepped through the archway of shame, the red light flickering ominously above her head. The sterile air seemed to thicken with expectation.

Please. Please don’t beep. Please don’t beep.

The beep split the air.

Not just once, but again and again—the staccato rhythm of metal betrayal echoing through the terminal, each sound making her cringe internally. She froze, her heart pounding as if it might escape her chest.

A young TSA agent, barely older than a college student, stepped forward, his name badge—Jay—glinting under the fluorescent lights. His eyes flicked over her—taking in the way her breath hitched, the slight tremble in her hands, the nervous bite of her lower lip. It wasn’t professional detachment in his gaze, but something sharper, more predatory that made her skin prickle with a mixture of fear and unwanted excitement.

"Ma'am," he said, his voice too calm, too smooth, "can you step to the side for a pat-down?"

Amelia’s breath caught in her throat. The words shouldn't have sent a jolt of heat straight between her thighs, but they did. The memory of Dante’s hands—rough, possessive, filthy—flashed behind her closed eyes. The way he’d gripped her hips, the way he’d whispered filth in her ear like a promise. The way his calloused palms had scraped against her sensitive skin, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

"Go ahead," she managed, her voice too soft, too breathless, barely above a whisper.

Jay’s gloved hands were cool against her waist as he began the procedure, his fingers lingering just shy of her hips before moving upward, brushing agonizingly close to her breasts. She swallowed hard, feeling her nipples betray her, aching and hardening, as if they remembered the rough scrape of Dante’s teeth through her bra, the way he’d sucked them until she moaned his name.

"Arms up," he instructed, his thumbs pressing into the small of her back, forcing her forward, bending her at the waist just a little too much.

Amelia obeyed, feeling her skirt ride high, her bare thighs trembling as the cool air of the terminal kissed her skin. The exposure was intoxicating and humiliating in equal measure.

"Cross your ankles," Jay muttered, his voice low, almost amused.

She did, her heels clicking together, the position opening her stance slightly, making her feel more vulnerable, more on display. Her body tensed as his hands slid down her legs, palming her calves, her knees, his fingers brushing against the inside of her thighs—just for a second, a fleeting touch that sent a shiver up her spine before moving higher.

"Straighten up," he said, and she did, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as his hands returned to her waist, this time lingering, this time not so professional. His thumbs traced circles on her hips, his fingers splayed across her lower back, holding her in place.

A smirk flickered at the corner of his lips.

"All clear," he said, stepping back, but his eyes didn’t leave hers. They held her captive, having seen something no one else had—the way her body responded, the flush spreading across her chest, the dilated pupils.

Amelia’s pulse thundered in her ears. She should have moved on. Should have walked away before this got any worse. But then—a familiar laugh.

She turned.

Dante leaned against a pillar, his arms crossed, his smirk knowing, mocking. He had been watching. Of course he had. His dark eyes followed every movement, every touch, every reaction, drinking in the scene like a fine wine.

"Amelia," he drawled, pushing off the wall. "Just the woman I wanted to see."

Jay's cheeks flushed slightly, his professional composure slipping for just a moment. "Oh—uh," he stammered. "You know each other?"

Dante’s grin was all dark charm and smoldering heat. "Oh, we know each other. Very well."

A beat of silence fell, thick with unspoken tension.

Jay’s eyes flicked between them, confusion warring with something else—something darker, more primal in his expression. "Uh. Well," he said, clearing his throat, "have a good flight."

And then he was gone, disappearing back into the crowd of travelers, leaving Amelia alone with the man who knew exactly how to push her buttons.

Dante closed the distance between them in two strides, his hand cupping her neck, tilting her face up to his. "Mmm," he hummed, his thumb tracing her lower lip. "I like the way you look when you're flustered."

Amelia’s breath hitched. "You—you were watching?"

"Every second," he confirmed, his fingers tightening just enough to remind her who was in control. "Especially when Jay’s hands were on you."

A shiver ran down her spine, a delicious mix of fear and anticipation.

"Did you like that?" Dante’s voice was a dark purr, low enough for only her to hear. "Liked the way his gloves felt against your skin? Liked the way he almost touched you the way you wanted but didn't?"

Amelia should have denied it. She should have pushed him away, maintained some semblance of dignity. But her body betrayed her, her hips rocked forward involuntarily, her breasts pressed against his chest, her nipples pebbling beneath her blouse.

"Answer me," Dante demanded, his grip tightening on her neck.

"Yes," she whispered, the admission hanging between them, heavy with implication.

His lips curved into a smirk. "Good girl."

Before she could react, his mouth crashed into hers—rough, demanding, his tongue forcing its way between her lips, owning her. She moaned into the kiss, her fingers curling into his shirt, pulling him closer, wanting more. The taste of him, the feel of him, the sheer dominance he exuded sent waves of heat through her body.

"We need to move," he growled against her lips, stepping back but keeping his hands on her, guiding her toward the private screening area.

"What—?"

"Shut up and walk."

And just like that, they were behind the curtain, the thin fabric doing little to muffle the moans of other passengers, the clink of trays, the distant hum of the airport. The anonymity was both thrilling and terrifying.

Dante pinned her against the wall, his body pressing into hers, his cock already hard and prominent against her stomach. "You're mine," he growled, his lips brushing her ear, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine. "Not his. Not anyone else's. Just mine."

Amelia’s breath came in ragged gasps. "Dante—"

"Tell me you understand," he demanded, his fingers digging into her hips.

"I—I understand," she whimpered.

His hand slid under her skirt, his fingers brushing against the lace of her panties—already damp with her arousal. "Fuck," he growled, yanking them down in one rough motion. "You're soaked."

Amelia gasped as his fingers slid between her folds, circling her clit, teasing, torturing, finding the rhythm that made her hips buck against his touch. "Someone could walk in," she breathed, her words halfhearted, her body already craving more.

"Good," Dante hissed, his voice dark and possessive. "Then they'll know what happens to sluts who misbehave."

His fingers plunged inside her, pumping in and out in a relentless rhythm, each thrust hitting her G-spot, each stroke making her whimper and gasp. The sounds of their coupling were the only thing in the world—her breathy moans, the wet sound of his fingers moving inside her, his low groans of approval.

"Dante—!"

"Louder," he snapped, his voice rough with desire. "Let them hear you."

And she did. Her moans filled the small screening area, her body trembling, her orgasm coiling tight in her belly as he fucked her with his fingers, his thumb pressing down on her clit in slow, torturous circles that built the tension to nearly unbearable levels.

"Come for me," he growled, his teeth grazing her earlobe as he spoke. "Come hard."

And she did. Her orgasm crashed over her in waves of pleasure so intense her knees nearly gave out, her body shuddering against his, her juices soaking his fingers as he milked every last drop of her climax.

"Good girl," he purred, pulling his fingers away and bringing them to her lips. "Taste yourself. Taste how much you want me."

Amelia obeyed, her tongue swirling around his digits, tasting her own arousal mixed with his skin, a reminder of the power he held over her pleasure. The taste was intoxicating, a secret shared only between them.

"Now," Dante said, his voice rough with need, "it's my turn."

Before she could react, he dropped to his knees, his mouth crashing against her pussy, his tongue plunging inside her, licking, sucking, devouring. Amelia cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair as he feasted on her, his hands gripping her ass, spreading her open, exposing every inch of her to his expert tongue.

"You taste so good," he groaned between licks, his voice muffled against her sensitive flesh. "So fucking sweet."

Amelia's legs trembled, her entire body focused on the sensations he was creating. His tongue swirled over her clit, then plunged inside her, then back to her clit, a pattern that had her seeing stars. The sounds of his mouth on her were obscene and beautiful all at once.

"I'm gonna fill you up," he growled, standing up, his cock already free, thick, veined, and begging to be sunk inside her. "Gonna knock you up, make you my little whore."

Amelia’s breath hitched at his words, the filth in his voice sending another wave of arousal through her. "Dante—"

"On your knees," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

She obeyed, dropping to the floor, her hands reaching for him, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock, tasting the first drop of pre-cum that had already formed. He was salty and musky, the taste of pure male arousal that made her want more.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair, guiding her deeper, setting the pace he wanted. "Take it all, baby. Just like that."

Amelia moaned around him, her tongue swirling, her mouth sucking, her hands gripping his thighs as she took him deeper, faster, harder, wanting to please him as much as he had pleased her. She could feel him growing harder, thicker, his breathing becoming more ragged as she worked him.

"Enough," Dante snapped, pulling out of her mouth with a sharp tug. "I want to be inside you when I come."

Amelia stood, her legs trembling as he spun her around, bending her over the bench, her ass exposed, begging for him. The position was humiliating yet thrilling, her most private parts on display, vulnerable to his every whim.

"Tell me you want it," he growled, his fingers digging into her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"I want it," she whimpered, her voice thick with need.

His cock slammed into her, filling her, stretching her, owning her, his hips slamming against her ass, his balls slapping against her thighs with each powerful thrust. The sound of their bodies connecting was loud in the small room, a symphony of sex that had her gasping for breath.

"That's it," he groaned, his voice dark and possessive. "Take it. Take every inch."

Amelia could barely form coherent thoughts, let alone words. Her orgasm was building again, coiling tight in her belly, ready to explode as he pounded into her, his cock hitting her G-spot with each thrust, hitting every sensitive nerve, driving her wild.

"I'm gonna come inside you," he growled, his voice rough with need, his cock throbbing, ready to spill. "Gonna fill you up, make you mine."

"Y-yes—!" she cried out, her body shuddering, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of pleasure so intense she saw sparks behind her closed eyes as he came inside her, his seed shooting deep, filling her, marking her as his.

Dante pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with their combined arousal, his seed mixing with her juices, proof of what they'd done. "Good girl," he murmured, pulling her up, his mouth crashing against hers, his tongue swirling, tasting himself on her lips.

Amelia leaned into him, her body still humming with aftershocks of pleasure, her mind still reeling from the intensity of their encounter. He fixed his pants, his fingers brushing against her cheek, a gentle touch that seemed at odds with the roughness of their coupling.

"Next time," he promised, his voice dark and possessive, "I'm gonna spank you in public. Bend you over, make sure everyone knows you're mine."

Amelia’s breath hitched at his words, a thrill of excitement running through her.

Because she wanted that.

She wanted it all.
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