

Chapter 1

The air in Amelia’s house smelled like stale coffee and regret, a potent combination that seemed to seep into the very walls around her. She stood in the kitchen, staring at the empty mug in her hand, her fingers tracing the rim absentmindedly. The ceramic was cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the heat gathering between her thighs. Greg had left again—another business trip, another excuse to escape the suffocating quiet of their marriage. Another week alone with her thoughts, alone with the way her body ached for something she couldn’t name.

She exhaled sharply, rolling her shoulders back as if she could physically shake off the tension that had become her constant companion. With a sigh, she padded toward the hallway mirror, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. The reflection staring back at her was familiar—pale skin, dark circles under her eyes that made her look perpetually exhausted, lips that had once been full and kiss-swollen now pressed into a thin line of resigned disappointment. She reached up, her fingers brushing over her throat, where Greg’s hands had been just last night, where his touch had felt more like possession than affection.

A sharp knock at the door made her jump. The mug almost slipped from her fingers as her heart leaped into her throat. She hadn’t heard the mailman, hadn’t expected anyone. The knock came again, slower this time, deliberate and insistent.

She wiped her hands on the apron she’d absentmindedly tied around her waist—damn it, she’d forgotten to put on a bra—and smoothed her blouse over her hips, suddenly self-conscious about her disheveled appearance. She’d changed out of her work clothes hours ago, content to wallow in her comfortable solitude, and now she found herself wishing she’d at least run a brush through her hair.

Peering through the peephole, she saw him.

Dante.

The neighbor from next door, the man who had become the unwelcome star of her late-night fantasies. The one with the shirtless mornings that had her pressing her face against the window, the deep, rumbling laugh that made her stomach clench and her nipples harden without fail. The one whose presence had become a constant, unspoken temptation over the last few months, the one she’d spent entire nights imagining in positions she couldn’t admit, even to herself.

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry, and opened the door.

“Hey, Mrs. Greg.” His voice was warm, smooth, the kind that seemed to vibrate through her very bones and settle between her legs. He held out a moving box in one hand, a smug grin playing on his lips that suggested he knew exactly what effect he had on her. “Just moved in. Figured I’d bring you this first—your wine bottle.” He tilted the box slightly, and the label of the Merlot she’d been eyeing for weeks peeked out, taunting her. “Since I know you’ve been eyeing it every time I walk past.”

Amelia blinked, her mind struggling to process what he was saying. Wine? Oh. Right. The bottle she’d been saving for a special occasion. The one she’d spilled all over him two weeks ago when he’d stopped by to check on her during the heatwave.

Her cheeks flamed as the memory rushed back, unbidden and unwanted. She could see it now—his chest glistening under the porch light, the way his muscles had rippled as he’d moved to help her, the smell of his sweat and something else, something masculine and intoxicating that had made her head spin. The way her hands had found his waist without her permission, her fingers digging into solid muscle as she’d tried to steady herself, her breasts pressing against his chest. The feel of his skin—warm, smooth, alive—had haunted her for days, keeping her up at night as she explored her own body, wishing it was his hands on her, his tongue on her, his cock inside her.

“Oh—uh. I’m so sorry about that,” she stammered, reaching for the wine box. “I didn’t—”

Dante chuckled, low and knowing, a sound that seemed to vibrate through her core and make her thighs press together involuntarily. “I know.” He shifted his weight, lifting the box higher, his biceps flexing under the thin fabric of his T-shirt. The material clung to his skin, the dark hair dusting his chest visible through the dampness, reminding her of that night and how forbidden it had felt to touch him, to admire him so openly. “I should’ve warned you I was right there. Almost ruined my shirt.”

Almost? No. She remembered exactly how ruined it had been. She remembered the damp patch on his chest, the way his nipples had been visible through the thin cotton, the way her fingers had itched to touch him, to explore the landscape of his body that she’d only ever seen in passing.

Amelia forced a laugh, her voice coming out higher than she intended, betraying her sudden rush of excitement. “Well. Here you go,” she said, taking the wine from him. As their fingers brushed, a jolt shot up her arm, straight to her already throbbing core, making her gasp.

Dante’s gaze flicked down to her chest, taking in the way her nipples had hardened against her blouse, before meeting her eyes again. He knew. He had to know. He had to know that the simple touch of their fingers had sent a wave of desire through her, that the memory of his damp shirt had her imagining what it would be like to run her hands over his chest, to feel the beat of his heart against her palms.

“You good, Mrs. Greg?” His voice was a low purr, his hips pressing just a fraction closer to hers. The heat radiating off him was intoxicating, his cock already hardening against the denim of his jeans, demanding attention that she was suddenly desperate to give.

She should step back. She should close the door. She should tell him to go home before Greg got back and caught them standing here like this—breathless, wanting, with her nipples straining against her blouse and his cock pressing against her hip. But instead, she found herself saying, “Call me Amelia.”

His lips quirked, the slow, lazy smile of a predator who knows his prey is already caught. “Only if you call me Dante.”

---

Five minutes later, they were in her living room, the wine already open, the air thick with something electric and heady, something that made her skin tingle and her breaths come in shallow gasps. Dante had rolled up his sleeves, revealing forearms dusted with dark hair, and Amelia had to consciously stop herself from leaning in to kiss the faint bruise-shaped mark on his wrist—the one she remembered seeing during the great wine spill, the one she’d sometimes touched in the privacy of her bedroom, pretending it was his skin under her fingers.

She swirled her glass, the rich aroma of the Merlot filling her senses, grounding her just enough to speak without stumbling over her words. “So,” she said, her voice steady despite the way her pulse hammered in her ears, her thumb tracing the stem of her glass, “how was the move?”

Dante leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, his jeans straining across his powerful thighs, the outline of his already hardening cock unmistakable even through the denim. “Boring. Mostly just boxes and bad takeout,” he said, his eyes never leaving her face, his gaze flicking from her eyes to her lips and back again, as if he was memorizing every micro-expression, every flutter of her eyelashes.

Amelia smiled, a small, genuine curve of her lips that felt alien on her face after so many weeks of frowns and forced pleasantries. “No complaints here,” she said, her voice soft, her eyes drifting down to his lap before snapping back up, heat flooding her cheeks as she caught him watching her.

Dante’s chuckle was low, rough, the sound of it sending a shiver down her spine. “Liar,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a whisper that seemed to wrap around her like a physical touch. He took her empty glass from her and set it on the coffee table between them, then stood, moving with a predatory grace that made her heart stutter in her chest. He crowded her against the back of the couch, his hands landing on her hips, fingers digging in just enough to make her whimper, to make her aware of every point of contact between their bodies. “You’ve been imagining this since day one,” he continued, his voice a dark purr against her ear, his breath hot on her skin, making the fine hairs on her arms stand up in response. “You’ve been imagining the feel of my hands on you, the sound of my voice in your ear, the taste of my mouth on yours.”

Amelia’s breath hitched, her body tensing against his as his thumb brushed over her nipple, hard and insistent through the fabric of her blouse. The sensation shot straight to her core, her pussy clenching with sudden, desperate need, dampening her panties in a way that she knew he could feel, that he was probably counting on her feeling.

“Stop,” she whispered, the single word a plea and a lie all at once, her fingers gripping the fabric of his shirt, her nails digging into the solid muscle beneath. “Please, Dante, stop.”

“Why?” His voice was a dark whisper, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear. “Because you like it?” His hand moved from her hip, his palm scorching the skin of her thigh through the thin fabric of her skirt as his fingers traced the line where it ended, his touch sending electric shocks of pleasure straight to her aching clit. “Because your body is begging me to touch you, to taste you, to fuck you right here on this couch?”

Amelia’s legs trembled, her knees threatening to give out as his words painted vivid pictures in her mind, pictures of him bending her over the worn leather of the couch, of his cock pushing into her from behind, of his hands gripping her hips as he took what he wanted, what she wanted. She should push him away. She should run. But instead, she whispered, “Yes,” the single word a confession that hung in the air between them, thick with possibility and desire.

“Admit it,” he murmured, his hand sliding up her inner thigh, his fingers brushing against the damp fabric of her panties, making her gasp. “Admit that you’ve been fantasizing about me bending you over that couch, about me fucking you while Greg’s at work, about me—”

“I have,” she confessed, her voice barely a whisper, her hips bucking involuntarily against his hand. “Every night, I’ve been imagining it, imagining what it would feel like to have you inside me, to feel your hands on my body, to hear you say my name when you come.”

The next sound she made wasn’t hers at all.

Dante’s lips crashed onto hers, hard and demanding, his tongue forcing its way past her lips to tangle with her own. His hands tangled in her hair, tilting her head back as he devoured her, growling into her mouth like she was his last meal, his only source of sustenance in a desert of desire. Amelia melted against him, her body betraying every ounce of self-preservation, her fingers gripping his shirt as if he might disappear, as if this were a dream she might wake from if she let go.

Then his hand was on her thigh, pushing it apart, his palm scorching through the fabric of her skirt. She could feel the heat of him, the way his cock pressed against her hip, already hard and thick, straining against the denim of his jeans, demanding to be freed, demanding to be inside her.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with need, his fingers already slipping under the waistband of her panties with practiced ease, his touch making her gasp. Two thick digits pressed inside her, curling just right as his thumb found her clit, making her arch into his touch, a broken cry escaping her lips as he fucked her with slow, relentless strokes, his fingers expertly building the pressure that had been coiling in her belly since he’d first touched her. “You’ve been needy for me, haven’t you, baby?” he continued, his voice a dark promise. “You’ve been waiting for me to come over, to take what’s mine, to make you feel things Greg never could.”

“Dante—”

“Shh.” His thumb circled her clit with agonizing slowness, his cock grinding against her hip through his jeans, hard and thick and demanding, his body language clear as day—he wanted her, and he wanted her now. “Let me hear you scream,” he whispered, his lips brushing against her ear. “Let me hear you beg for my cock.”

And then he was inside her.

Dante’s mouth tore away from hers as he yanked up her skirt, tearing her panties aside with one rough, impatient motion before slamming into her in a single, brutal thrust that made the air rush from her lungs. Amelia’s back arched off the couch, her nails raking down his chest, leaving red trails in their wake as he stretched her, his cock monstrous and perfect, filling her in a way that made her vision blur, in a way that made her forget her own name, forget everything except the feeling of him inside her, of his body against hers, of his hands on her hips.

“Fuck—!” The word tore from her throat in a ragged cry as he set a punishing rhythm, his balls slapping against her ass with every thrust, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wide as he fucked her like she was his, like he owned her, like she had been waiting for this moment her entire life. He was relentless, his body a machine of pure pleasure, his cock hitting that spot inside her over and over again, making her see stars, making her forget that this was wrong, that she was married, that he was her neighbor.

“That’s it,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear, his voice rough with exertion and desire. “Take my big Black cock like the good slut you are,” he murmured, his hips snapping against hers, his cock swelling inside her, his words a direct line to the needy, desperate part of her that had been crying out for this since the moment she’d first laid eyes on him. “You were made for this, made for me.”

Amelia’s fingers tangled in his hair, her body betraying her as she met his thrusts, her hips rocking against him, her release building with every rough stroke, every filthy word that left his mouth, every calculated touch of his hands on her skin. Dante’s grip on her thighs tightened, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, marking her, claiming her, and then he was coming, his cum flooding her with a fierce, hot pulse, his groan of release a dark sound that seemed to vibrate through her very bones, his teeth sinking into her shoulder, branding her, marking her as his.

Amelia came with him, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around him, milking him as she rode the waves of her orgasm, her mind foggy with pleasure, with the taste of him on her tongue, with the feeling of him inside her, in her, everywhere. She was lost in the sensation, lost in him, lost in the moment.

Dante pulled out with a wet sound, his cum dripping down her thigh, glistening on her skin in the soft light of the living room. He looked at her with dark, hungry eyes, his chest heaving, his cock already hardening again, already ready for more, already ready to take her again and again until she was nothing but a boneless, panting mess of pleasure and want.

“There,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead, his voice soft, a stark contrast to the brutal way he had just taken her. “Now you’re mine. Mine to fuck, mine to touch, mine to do whatever I want with, whenever I want.”

Amelia opened her mouth to protest—

—but the sound of the front door creaking open made them both freeze.

Greg stood in the doorway, his face a mask of shock and something else, something she couldn’t quite place. His eyes flicked between them, taking in her disheveled appearance, the tear in her panties, the way his wife’s thighs were slick with his neighbor’s cum, the way Dante’s cock was still half-hard and glistening in the light.

And then he smiled.

“Looks like you got here just in time,” Dante said, his voice calm, cool, like he hadn’t just been fucking her husband’s wife on her living room couch. He pulled Amelia up against him, his cock already hardening against her stomach, his arm wrapping around her waist in a possessive gesture that made her heart flutter with a mix of fear and excitement. “Why don’t you entertain your wife for a while? I’ll be back later.”

Greg’s eyes flicked between them, his expression unreadable, his body language frozen, his gaze lingering on the way Dante’s arm was wrapped around his wife, on the way her body was pressed against his, on the way they looked like two people who belonged together, like two people who had been made for each other.

Amelia’s heart pounded in her chest, a frantic rhythm that matched the pulse between her legs, her mind racing with possibilities, with consequences, with the delicious, dangerous thrill of being caught, of being desired by two men, of being the object of their shared attention, their shared hunger.

She was ruined.

And she loved it.




Chapter 2

The moonlight spilled across the deck in silver ribbons, painting Greg’s face in stark relief as he stumbled forward, his fingers clutching the railing like it was the only thing keeping him upright. Amelia watched him through the cabin windows, her breath shallow, her body still thrumming from Dante’s touch. The way the wine had pooled in the bottom of her glass, the way Dante’s hands had gripped her hips—owning her—it all swirled in her mind, a storm of pleasure and guilt. Her skin still tingled where his rough fingertips had scraped against her delicate flesh, leaving temporary marks that served as a brand of their intimate encounter. She could still feel the ghost of his breath against her neck, the heat of his body pressing against hers, making her feel tiny and protected, yet utterly exposed.

Greg’s muffled curses drifted through the closed door, followed by the sound of his bare feet slapping against the deck. She should go to him. She should fix this. But her legs weren’t her own, tracking with the remnants of Dante’s dominance still coursing through her veins. Her mind raced with the memory of how his strong hands had explored her body, how he had commanded her responses with a skill that left her breathless and wanting more.

Then the door groaned open.

Greg staggered in, his tie loose, his collar undone, his dark hair tousled from the wind. His gaze locked onto her, wide and dazed, like he’d just woken from a dream—or a nightmare. "Amelia," he slurred, his voice rough. "What the fuck—?"

Dante leaned against the far wall, arms crossed, his massive frame silhouetted by the dim light. He didn’t so much as flinch. "Evening, Greg. You okay?"

Greg’s jaw tightened. "No, I’m not okay—"

"Sit down," Dante cut in, gesturing to the edge of the bed. His voice was calm, almost amused. "You look like shit. And if you don’t sit, I’ll toss you over my shoulder and make you."

Greg’s face twisted, but he did as he was told, perching on the edge of the mattress like a boy being punished. Amelia’s stomach twisted. This wasn’t real. This couldn’t be happening. Her body still hummed with the aftermath of Dante’s attention, her nipples straining against the fabric of her dress, her panties damp with arousal that refused to subside.

Dante pushed off the wall, his boots clicking against the floorboards with a confidence that made her pulse quicken. "You want to know why she’s here?" He didn’t wait for an answer. "Because she wanted to be. And because I told her she’d like it." His gaze flicked to Amelia, dark and possessive, making her squirm under his intense scrutiny. "Didn’t you?"

Amelia’s throat went dry. She should have denied it. She should have begged him to stop. But the words died on her tongue as her body betrayed her, her skin still tingling with the memory of his touch. She could almost feel his hands on her again, the way he had expertly guided her to ecstasy moments before Greg’s arrival.

Dante’s smirk deepened. "That’s what I thought."

Greg’s hand clenched into a fist on his thigh. "You son of a bitch—"

Dante’s laugh was low, dangerous, and oddly magnetic. "Oh, Greg. You’ve got no idea." He took a step closer, his shadow swallowing Greg whole. "You invited me here for yard work." He made air quotes with his fingers, the gesture dripping with sarcasm. "Funny how that’s not what you meant."

Greg’s breath hitched, his chest rising and falling rapidly. "Amelia? Is this true?"

Amelia’s lips parted, but nothing came out. Her body still hummed from Dante’s touch, her skin still tingling where his hands had been. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, see the hunger in his eyes as he looked at her, a hunger that mirrored her own desires, even if she was too ashamed to admit them.

Dante’s voice dropped, velvety and dark. "She’s mine now." His fingers found her hair, tangling in the strands before yanking just hard enough to make her gasp, the sudden sting sending a jolt of pleasure through her. "Aren’t you, baby?"

Her nipples peaked under her dress, her pussy aching for more, for the rough command and expert touch she had just experienced. The heat pooled between her thighs, a physical manifestation of her body's betrayal.

Greg’s face burned crimson. "Get out."

Dante’s grip tightened, his fingers massaging her scalp in a way that made her eyes flutter closed for a moment. "Make me."

The air between them crackled, thick with tension that was almost tangible. Then, with a sharp motion, Dante dragged Amelia into his arms, his mouth crashing onto hers in a bruising, possessive kiss. She melted against him, her body betraying every ounce of self-preservation, her fingers curling into his shirt, pulling him closer as if she couldn’t get enough.

When he pulled back, his grin was wicked, a promise of more to come. "Too late, Greg."

Greg’s voice was a snarl. "I’ll kill you."

Dante just laughed, his fingers tracing the curve of Amelia’s waist before giving her ass a firm squeeze through her dress, making her gasp. "No, you won’t."

---

The sound of the cabin door slamming shut echoed down the hallway, but neither of them moved. Dante’s hands were everywhere—her hips, her back, her thighs—his fingers digging into her skin just hard enough to make her moan, the sensation sending sparks of pleasure through her already sensitized body. His mouth was on her neck, her collarbone, his breath hot against her skin, making goosebumps rise across her flesh.

"Greg’s not going to stop this," he murmured, his voice rough and low, sending vibrations through her where their bodies touched. "He’s going to watch."

Amelia’s breath hitched, her heart pounding in her chest. "He—"

Dante’s fingers found her clit through her dress, pressing hard, the sudden pressure making her gasp and her hips jerk involuntarily. "He’s going to like it."

She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as she clung to him, her body already responding to his touch despite the danger of their situation. "Dante—"

"Shh." His thumb began to circle her clit with slow, deliberate movements, his other hand slipping under her skirt, teasing her entrance. "Let’s see how much of a slut you really are."

His fingers pressed inside her, slow and deep, his palm pressing against her ass as he fucked her with his hand. Amelia’s fingers curled into his shoulders, her body betraying her, her pussy dripping for him, making wet sounds with each thrust of his fingers. The sensation was incredible, the rough feel of his hands, the way he handled her body with such confidence and possessiveness.

"Mmm, that’s it," he growled, his voice low and rough, sending shivers down her spine. "Take it like the good girl you are."

Amelia’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body aching, her orgasm building with every rough stroke of his fingers, every circle of his thumb against her clit. Dante’s fingers curled inside her, hitting that perfect spot, his thumb circling her clit with just the right pressure, making her whole body tremble with anticipation.

Then he stopped.

Amelia whimpered, her hips rocking against his hand, her body desperate for the release he was withholding. "Please—"

Dante’s chuckle was dark, amused, and oh-so sexy. "Please what, baby?"

"Dante—!"

"Tell me you want me to fuck you."

She swallowed, her body aching for what he was offering. "I—"

"Tell me."

Amelia’s face burned with shame and desire. "I want you to fuck me."

Dante’s grin was wicked, promising pleasure and pain in equal measure. "Good girl."

His fingers disappeared, and before she could protest, he was lifting her, his hands strong under her thighs, spinning her around so she was facing the window. The cool glass pressed against her forehead, her breath fogging the surface as Dante positioned her, her hands braced against the wall, her ass pushed out, exposed and vulnerable to his gaze and his touch.

Then he was inside her.

One brutal thrust, and Amelia’s cry echoed through the cabin, the raw sound mixing with the sound of waves crashing outside. Dante’s cock was monstrous, stretching her, filling her in a way that made her vision blur, her body adjusting to his impressive size with a desperate, hungry clench. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her skin, holding her steady as he fucked her hard, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing in the confined space of the cabin.

"Fuck, yes," he growled, his voice low and rough, full of pure male satisfaction. "That’s it, take my big Black cock like the slut you are."

Amelia’s nails dug into the windowsill, her knuckles white, her body betraying her, her pussy clenching around him, her orgasm building with every rough, powerful stroke. She was wet and aching, her body alive with sensations she had never experienced so intensely before. Dante’s cock swelled inside her, his balls slapping against her ass with each thrust, his breath hot against her ear, sending shivers down her spine.

"Come for me, baby," he ordered, his voice a dark whisper, his thumb finding her clit again, circling it with expert precision. "Come on my cock."

And she did.

Her body shattered, her orgasm ripping through her like a freight train, a wave of pleasure so intense she could barely stand. She came hard, her pussy clenching around his cock, her screams echoing through the cabin, muffled by the glass against her cheek. Dante grunted, his rhythm faltering for a moment before he finally let go.

Hot cum flooded her, filling her up, marking her as his in the most primal way possible. Dante’s breath was ragged, his body trembling as he pulled her against him, his cock still hard inside her, as if he wasn’t satisfied, as if he wasn’t done with her yet.

"You’re mine," he whispered, his lips brushing her temple, his voice full of possession and promise. "And I’m gonna keep you."

Amelia sagged against the window, her legs jelly, her body sated in a way she’d never experienced before. Dante’s cum trickled out of her, warm and sticky, down her thighs, a physical reminder of what they had just done. She could smell the scent of sex and sweat in the air, could feel the lingering presence of Dante’s hands on her body, his cock still buried deep inside her.

He chuckled, nipping her earlobe playfully. "Mmm. Already leaking my cum."

Amelia’s face burned with embarrassment, but also with a strange sense of satisfaction. "You’re—disgusting."

Dante just grinned, his teeth flashing white in the dim light. "No, baby. You’re the one who’s disgusting." His hand found her hair again, fisting it and tilting her head back, forcing her to look at him. "And I love it."

---

The sound of the cabin door creaking open made them both freeze. Greg stood there, his face pale, his tie wrapped around his fist, his eyes wide with a mixture of shock, anger, and something else—something that looked suspiciously like fascination.

"You’re both insane," he said, his voice barely above a whisper, but cutting through the charged atmosphere like a blade.

Dante’s voice was calm, almost affectionate, as he continued to hold Amelia close, his cock still inside her. "Oh, Greg. You have no idea."

Greg’s hand trembled as he reached for the doorknob, his knuckles white, his gaze flicking between them, taking in the image of Amelia, disheveled and sated, with Dante still buried inside her. "This isn’t over."

Dante’s chuckle was dark, amused, and full of confidence. "It’s just beginning."

Amelia’s heart pounded against her ribs, a frantic rhythm that matched the currents of conflicting emotions swirling inside her. She was ruined. And yet, as she stood there, filled with the man who had just brought her to such ecstasy, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation, a hunger for what was to come, whatever that might be.

She was ruined. And she never wanted to be saved.




Chapter 3

Amelia stood motionless at the deck rail, the Serenity cutting through the swell like a blade. The wind howled through the rigging, but she barely felt it. Her pulse was a throbbing thing between her legs, a pulsing ache that had nothing to do with the sway of the boat. The salty sea air filled her lungs as she stared out at the endless horizon, her mind racing with thoughts she couldn't control. Greg was passed out in the cabin, snoring softly, his breath shallow and ragged from too much wine and far too little control. He had invited Dante. He had begged for it. And now, Amelia was wet, her panties soaking through, her body betraying every rule she'd ever known. The fabric clung to her skin, damp with anticipation, and she shifted her weight, trying to ease the delicious ache that had settled between her thighs. They were locked in, bound to this floating prison of desire, and there was no escape from what was coming.

The sails stretched taut, the yacht gliding through the dark, and then—there he was. Dante stood at the stern, the moonlight painting his broad shoulders, the swells of his chest bare beneath the fading sun's glow. His jeans were unzipped, the thick bulge of his cock straining against the denim, the outline so obvious it made her clit pulse with recognition. His hands were calloused, the lines in his fingers dark, the veins in his forearms standing out as he adjusted a rope, his movements confident and practiced. Amelia's breath hitched as she took in every detail—the way his muscles flexed with each simple motion, the casual way he handled the rope as if it were an extension of his own body. He was a sight to behold, a temptation she couldn't resist, even if she wanted to.

Dante's head snapped up, and their eyes locked across the distance of the deck. A slow smirk curled his lips, knowing, predatory. "Mrs. Greg," he drawled, his voice deep, rough, like gravel over steel. "Enjoying the view?" Amelia's face burned, the heat spreading from her cheeks down to her neck. She should have looked away. She should have denied it. But her body reacted before her mind could, her nipples hardening, pressing against the thin fabric of her dress, her thighs clamping shut as if that could somehow hide the evidence of her arousal. Dante chuckled, pushing off the railing with a fluid motion, his boots thudding against the deck as he approached. "You're blushing," he murmured, stopping just inches away, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body. His thumb brushed over her clit, firm, through the thick lace of her panties, sending a jolt of electricity through her entire being. "Because I know exactly what you've been thinking," he added, his voice dropping to a low rumble that vibrated in her chest.

Amelia's breath hitched, her mind racing for an excuse. "You—you don't know what you're talking about," she finally managed, though the words sounded weak even to her own ears. His laughter was low, dark, and throaty, a sound that seemed to resonate in her bones. "Don't I?" he asked, his fingers weaving into her hair, tilting her head back so she had no choice but to look into his eyes. "You've been dreaming about this, haven't you? About me fucking you while your husband sleeps just a few yards away?" She should have denied it. She should have moved away. But his fingers drank into her scalp, his nails tracing the sensitive skin behind her ear, and all she could do was whimper, a sound of surrender that escaped her lips before she could stop it. "That's what I thought," Dante growled, his mouth crashing onto hers.

His lips were firm, demanding, his tongue forcing its way inside, owning her. Amelia moaned, her hands clawing at his chest, her body arching against him, seeking more contact. His free hand slid down, palming her breast, kneading through her dress, his thumb teasing her nipple until it hardened into a peak, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her entire being. "Fuck," he growled, breaking the kiss just long enough to bite her lower lip, the sharp sting sending a jolt of desire straight to her core. "You're so fucking wet," he murmured against her skin, his voice hoarse with need. His fingers slipped under the hem of her dress, hooking her panties with brutal efficiency, tearing them down her legs. The cool ocean air hit her bare pussy, making her shiver, the sensation a stark contrast to the heat building inside her.

"Spread your legs," he ordered, his voice dark, commanding. Amelia obeyed, her thighs trembling with anticipation, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she braced herself. She could hear the lap of the waves against the hull, the creak of the yacht moving through the water, the ragged sound of her own breathing filling the space between them. Then—his mouth. Not just his tongue—oh, no. His entire face was against her, his lips sealing over her clit, his tongue lashing out in quick, sharp strokes that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her entire body. Amelia screamed, her hips jerking forward, her back arching as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. "That's it," he growled, his fingers digging into her hips, holding her in place. "Cum for me." She couldn't. She wouldn't. But then his fingers pushed inside her, curling up, hitting that perfect spot deep within, and the world whitewashed.

"Dante—!" Her legs buckled, her body trembling as her orgasm crashed over her in waves. She came hard, her pussy clenching, her juices dripping down her thighs, the intensity of the release leaving her breathless and weak. Dante didn't stop. He kept licking, his tongue flicking over her clit, drawing out every last drop of her pleasure, until she was a quivering mess, barely able to stand. By the time he was done, she was weak, her legs barely holding her up, her body trembling from the force of her climax. "Now," he growled, standing up, his cock jumping against the zipper of his jeans. "It's my turn." He ripped open his fly, his cock springing free, thick, veiny, already leaking at the tip. Amelia's breath hitched, her eyes widening at the sight. She had seen it before, but up close, it was monstrous—long, wide, the head dark, the veins throbbing with need, a drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

"Fuck," she whispered, but Dante shook his head. "Don't talk," he ordered, his hands gripping her waist, lifting her onto the deck rail. "Just take it." He didn't wait. With one rough thrust, he slammed into her, filling her completely in one stroke. Amelia screamed, her fingers digging into the wood, her back arching as the sensation of being completely filled, stretched to the limit, overwhelmed her senses. "Oh—oh god—!" she cried out, her voice raw with emotion. Dante grunted, his hips snapping forward, pounding into her with brutal efficiency, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body, deeper, harder, more intense than anything she had ever experienced.

"That's it," he growled, his fingers digging into her hips, his cock stretching her wide. "You're gonna take my cock like the good slut you are." Amelia couldn't breathe. She could only moan, her body trembling, her pussy dripping, her clit throbbing with each powerful thrust. Every movement sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her, the sensation of being owned, of being taken so completely, was intoxicating. "You're mine," Dante growled, his breath hot against her ear. "And I'm gonna keep you." His cock swelled inside her, his balls slapping against her ass with each thrust, his breath ragged and heavy. "Cum for me," he ordered, his voice dark and commanding. Amelia obeyed, her body shattering around him, her pussy clenching and releasing in waves of pure ecstasy as her climax washed over her. Dante grunted, his cock pulsing as he found his own release, his cum flooding her, hot and thick, filling her completely.

For a long moment, they lay there, breathless, sweaty, the ocean breeze cooling their heated skins. The yacht rocked gently beneath them, a silent witness to their passion. Then Dante pulled out, his cock still half-hard, still leaking. "Not done with you yet," he murmured, his fingers trailing down her spine, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. Amelia's body ached, her pussy throbbing, her clit swollen from the attention. She watched as Dante's cock twitched, still hungry for more, and a thrill of anticipation ran through her. He chuckled, his eyes gleaming with mischief as he saw her reaction. "Relax," he whispered, his thumb brushing over her clit, distracting her as he positioned himself behind her. "You'll love it." And just like that—he pushed inside, his cock pressing against her tight virgin entrance, slowly, carefully, stretching her in a way she had never known possible.

Amelia gasped, her body tensing as the unfamiliar sensation overwhelmed her. "Oh—oh fuck—!" she cried out, her fingers clawing at the deck. Dante grunted, his hips rocking slowly, pushing deeper, filling her completely in a way that was both uncomfortable and deliciously erotic. "That's it," he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. "Take my big Black cock in your tight little ass." Amelia couldn't speak, she could only moan, her body betraying her, her pussy dripping, her ass aching, her clit throbbing with each slow, deliberate movement. Dante's cock pulsed inside her, his balls heavy, his breath ragged as he adjusted to the tight fit. "Cum for me," he ordered, his voice low and commanding. Amelia obeyed, her body shattering around him, her ass clenching and releasing in waves of pleasure that she didn't know was possible, her scream echoing across the deck as she found release in the forbidden pleasure he was giving her. Dante grunted, his cock pulsing as he found his own release, his cum flooding her ass, hot and thick, filling her completely.

For a long moment, they lay there, breathless, sweaty, the ocean breeze cooling their heated skins. The yacht rocked gently beneath them, a silent witness to their passion. Then, with a rough motion, Dante pulled out, flipping her onto her back, kneeling between her legs. Amelia whimpered, her body wrecked, her mind foggy, but still craving more of the pleasure he had shown her. Dante's smile was wicked, knowing that he had broken down all her defenses. "Good girl," he murmured, his hands tracing patterns on her thighs as he positioned himself at her entrance once more. And then—he fucked her again, his cock sliding home with one smooth thrust, filling her completely. Amelia moaned, her body arching to meet his, her hands reaching for him as he began to move, his hips rocking in a slow, steady rhythm that built the tension inside her once more. The pleasure was different this time, deeper, more intense, as her body became more attuned to his every touch. Dante's eyes never left hers, watching her reaction as he took her again, his hands roaming over her body, mapping every curve, every sensitive spot that made her gasp and moan. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was both rough and tender, his tongue tangling with hers as his body claimed hers completely. When they finally found their release together, it was a explosion of sensation that left them both breathless and spent, the yacht rocking gently beneath them as they lay tangled together, sated and completely satisfied for the moment.




Chapter 4

The cabin door slammed shut behind them, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the confined space. Amelia’s pulse pounded in her throat, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she pressed her back against the polished mahogany wall, her fingers curling against the smooth surface. The scent of rich wood and something primal filled her senses as she watched Dante lock the door with deliberate precision, his movements practiced and predatory. The final click of the latch sent a shiver down her spine, a delicious mixture of fear and anticipation coursing through her veins.

Dante didn’t waste a second, his presence suddenly enveloping her, his hands clapping around her wrists like manacles of steel. He pinned them above her head in a single, brutal motion, his body pressing her firmly against the wall. "You’re mine now," he growled, his breath hot against her ear, his cock already pressing against her hip, hard as steel and impossibly thick. "And I don’t share."

Amelia tried to jerk free, but his grip was iron, his fingers digging into her skin with just enough pressure to bruise. The sharp sting sent a jolt straight to her core, her body betraying her with a rush of wet heat that she couldn’t control. "Let me go!" she gasped, twisting against his hold, the friction of his body against hers sending sparks of pleasure through her despite her resistance.

"No," he snapped, his other hand sliding down her throat, cupping her jaw with possessive intensity. His thumb traced her lower lip, rough and demanding, forcing her to look at him. "You wanted this. You’ve been dreaming about it since the moment you saw me on that dock."

His dark eyes bored into hers, seeing straight through her feigned resistance. "Admit it," he whispered, the words a command rather than a question.

Amelia’s resistance crumbled under the weight of his gaze. "I—"

"Louder," he ordered, his cock twitching against her stomach, leaving a trail of pre-cum on her skin. "Tell me you wanted this."

"I wanted you!" she whispered, her voice trembling with desire and submission.

Dante’s smirk was dark, triumphant. "Good girl." His fingers tightened around her jaw, painfully before releasing her wrists. "Now kneel."

She hesitated, her legs shaking beneath her, but the command in his voice left no room for argument. Amelia slowly slid to her knees, her dress pooling around her waist, her bare pussy exposed to the cool cabin air. Dante’s breath hitched as his eyes feasted on her, his gaze burning a trail of fire across her skin.

"Fuck," he muttered, his hands fisting in her hair, tilting her head back to force her to meet his eyes. "Look at you. Perfect."

His cock bobbed before her, thick and veiny, the head already glistening with pre-cum. Amelia’s mouth watered, her tongue darting out to lick her lips in anticipation. The scent of his arousal filled her nostrils, intoxicating and heady.

"That’s right," Dante praised, his fingers tracing her jaw as he circled her. "You’re gonna take every inch of me, aren’t you?"

Amelia nodded, her heart hammering against her ribs, her entire body throbbing with need. Dante’s hand cupped her breast, kneading it through the fabric of her dress, sending waves of pleasure straight to her aching clit. "Then open," he commanded, his voice thick with desire.

She obeyed, her lips parting, her tongue sliding out to tease the underside of his cockhead. The taste of him exploded on her tongue—salty, musky, utterly male—and she moaned softly at the incredible flavor.

"Fuck, yes," Dante grunted, his hips jerking forward, his cock sliding between her lips. "Just like that, you little cocksucker."

Amelia gagged as he hit the back of her throat, her eyes watering at the sudden intrusion. But Dante didn’t stop. He gripped her hair, fisting it tightly as he began to fuck her face, his hips snapping forward with each thrust. "Breathe through your nose, slut," he ordered, his cock hitting the back of her throat, his balls heavy against her chin. "Or I’ll fuck your throat until you choke."

She tried, her nose buried in his pubic hair, her tears streaming down her face as she focused on breathing. But it was no use. Dante fucked her face relentlessly, his cock pounding her throat with each brutal thrust. His pre-cum dripped down her chin, mixing with her saliva and tears, making a mess of her makeup and her composure.

"Fuck, you look so good with my cock in your mouth," he groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair as he held her head still and began to really fuck her face. "You’re gonna swallow every drop, aren’t you? My cum, my slut, my fertile little whore."

Amelia whimpered around his cock, her gags turning into moans as his words spurred her on. She could feel his cock swelling in her mouth, his release building with each thrust. Her own climax was beginning to coil tight in her belly, her pussy dripping with need as she took his abuse.

"Fuck—!" Dante roared, his cock pulsing, his hot cum flooding her throat. Amelia choked on the first load, her eyes widening as she struggled to swallow it all. She could feel it coating her throat, thick and hot, filling her mouth until she had to swallow again and again just to breathe.

"Good girl," he praised, stroking her hair as she coughed, his cock still half-hard between her lips. "Now stand up."

Amelia staggered to her feet, her dress hiked up around her waist, her pussy dripping with arousal, her lips swollen and spit-slick. Dante’s eyes roamed over her body, taking in every detail of her disheveled state.

He didn’t waste a second before spinning her around, bending her over the desk with one firm push. His hands slapped her ass, the sound cracking in the quiet cabin, the sting spreading across her cheeks and igniting a fire in her pussy. "Legs open," he ordered, his voice rough with desire.

Amelia obeyed, her thighs trembling as she spread them wide, her pussy exposed to his hungry gaze. The cool air against her heated flesh was a stark contrast, making her shiver with anticipation.

Dante dropped to his knees behind her, his fingers probing her, testing her wetness. "So fucking ready for me," he muttered, his fingers slick with her juices as he rubbed them over her asshole. "You’re gonna love this, you little slut."

Amelia gasped as his thumb brushed against her tight ring, the sensation foreign yet thrilling. Dante spat into his hand, rubbing the slick over her asshole, preparing her for his invasion. His other hand found her clit, brushing it gently, distracting her as he began to press against her most forbidden entrance.

"Relax," he whispered, his breath hot against her ass. "You’ll love it."

Then his cock pressed against her tight ring, burning, stretching as it forced its way inside her virgin asshole. Amelia screamed, her fingers digging into the desk, her body tensing against the painful intrusion. Dante’s cock was monstrous, stretching her in ways she’d never known possible, the sensation overwhelming and intense.

"That’s it," he groaned, his hips rocking slowly, pushing deeper with each thrust. "You’re gonna take my cock in your tight little ass, aren’t you? My slut, my cumdump, my fertile little whore."

Amelia couldn’t speak, couldn’t think beyond the sensation of being completely filled by him. Her body was betraying her, her pussy dripping with arousal, her ass aching, her clit throbbing with each movement. Dante’s cock pulsed inside her, his balls heavy against her pussy, his breath ragged as he began to fuck her ass with slow, deliberate strokes.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing it in time with his thrusts.

Amelia obeyed, her body shattering around him as her orgasm tore through her. Her ass clenched around his cock, her scream echoing through the cabin as pleasure and pain intertwined into something indescribable. Dante grunted, his cock pulsing, his cum flooding her ass, hot and thick, filling her in a way she’d never experienced before.

"Fuck—!" he roared, his release hitting her in waves, his cock twitching inside her as he emptied himself completely. For a long moment, they lay there, breathless and sweaty, the sound of the ocean fading into the background as they both came down from their high.

Then Dante pulled out, his cock still half-hard, his smile wicked. "Not done with you yet," he murmured, his fingers trailing down her spine, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. Amelia whimpered, her body wrecked and trembling, her mind foggy with pleasure and exhaustion.

Dante chuckled, his cock prodding at her pussy. "Again?" she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming.

"Always," he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he flipped her onto her back on the desk. Amelia gasped, her legs spreading automatically, her pussy aching and ready for more despite everything she’d just experienced.

Dante didn’t wait, sliding inside her with one smooth thrust, his cock filling her completely, stretching her inner walls. His hips snapped forward immediately, setting a punishing rhythm that had her gasping for breath with each powerful thrust.

"That’s it," he grunted, his fingers digging into her hips, pulling her against him with each stroke. "You’re gonna take my cock like the good slut you are."

Amelia could barely breathe, could only moan as her body trembled beneath him. Every nerve ending was alight, every sensation heightened to almost unbearable levels. His cock swelled inside her, his balls slapping against her ass with each thrust, the sound of their fucking filling the cabin along with their ragged breaths.

"You’re mine," he growled, his breath hot against her ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. "And I’m gonna keep you."

The possessive words sent another wave of arousal through her, her pussy clenching around him as her second orgasm began to build. "Cum for me," he ordered, his hand slipping between them to rub her clit in tight circles.

Amelia obeyed, her body shattering as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched around his cock, her scream echoing through the cabin as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Dante grunted, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside her, his cum flooding her pussy, hot and thick, mixing with her own juices.

For a long moment, they lay there, breathless and sweaty, their bodies still joined, the sound of their hearts pounding in the silence. Then Dante slowly pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices and his cum, a sight that should have embarrassed her but instead only made her want more.

"Now," he said, his voice dark and commanding as he straightened his clothes, "you’re gonna entertain Greg."

Amelia’s body tensed, her mind racing at the implication of his words. She was still lying on the desk, her body exposed and trembling, her pussy and ass sore from his rough treatment. The thought of being shared, of having to perform for another man while Dante watched, sent a strange mix of fear and arousal through her.

Dante grinned, his cock twitching at the sight of her uncertainty. "Don’t worry, slut. I’ll be watching," he promised, his eyes never leaving her body as he moved toward the door.

And with that, he opened the door—leaving her trembling, naked, and desperate, wondering what Greg would do to her and whether she could handle another round of Dante’s possessive, demanding love.




Chapter 5

The cabin door clicked shut behind Dante with a finality that vibrated through Amelia’s bones. She stood frozen, her pulse still thrumming from the brutal force of his possession—his mark—lingering between her thighs. The smell of sex clung to the air, thick and musky, a tangible reminder of how thoroughly he had claimed her. Her dress hung in tatters around her hips, her panties destroyed beyond repair, and the damp heat of his cum was already beginning to cool on her inner thighs, making her shiver in the suddenly chilled air.

Then she heard it—the unmistakable click of the lock.

Amelia spun around, her breasts swaying with the sudden movement, the nipples still hard and tender from his earlier attentions. The door handle turned uselessly in her grip, the mechanism locking with a sharp, metallic clunk. She pressed her palm against the wood, testing. Nothing. The realization settled over her like a physical weight. She was in.

Dante’s low, amused chuckle echoed from the darkness behind her, sending a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the temperature. It was sinful, that sound—the rumble of a predator who knows his prey is trapped.

"Did you really think I’d let you walk out now?" His voice was closer now, the floor creaking slightly as he moved toward her, his footsteps silent despite the weight of him.

Amelia swallowed hard, her back pressing into the wall as if it could shield her from the truth she’d been avoiding. "You locked me in?" Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it seemed to fill the small space around them.

"Temporarily." His voice was closer now, the floor creaking slightly as he moved toward her, his footsteps silent despite the weight of him. "Greg will be back soon. We have time."

Amelia’s breath hitched. "Time for what?" She knew, of course, but the question came out anyway, a desperate attempt to delay the inevitable.

Dante stepped into the dim, amber glow of the desk lamp, his silhouette cutting through the haze like a blade. The light caught the sharp angles of his jaw, the predatory glint in his eyes, and the hint of a smile playing on his lips. He was beautiful like this—dangerous, raw, hers.

"For this." His fingers hooked into the waistband of her destroyed dress, and with a slow, deliberate tug, he tore the last of it down her body in one fluid motion. Amelia gasped as it pooled at her feet, leaving her entirely bare—exposed—the cool air kissing her skin, making her nipples pebble into tight buds, her skin breaking out in gooseflesh. She stood trembling as his eyes roamed over her, taking in every curve, every inch of skin that belonged to him.

His hand slid between her thighs, his fingers parting her folds with brutal efficiency, collecting her arousal and bringing it to his lips. She watched, breathless, as he licked them clean, his eyes never leaving hers, a slow, deliberate savoring of her taste.

"Mmm," he rumbled, his voice thick with desire, "you taste like sin. Like something forbidden."

Before she could respond, his hand slammed down on the desk beside her head, pinning her against the polished surface. The wood was cool against her palms, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from her own body. "Put your hands on the wood."

She obeyed without hesitation, her palms pressing flat, her fingers spreading to brace herself against the desktop. The position arched her back, her ass high and vulnerable, her pussy open to him, her clit aching with a need that bordered on painful.

Dante’s fingers trailed up her inner thigh, then higher, his nails grazing her hipbone before slipping behind her to cup her ass, his touch possessive and demanding. "Such a pretty little slut," he growled, his breath hot against her ear. "All mine."

His cock pressed against her entrance, thick and insistent, the head already slick with pre-cum, leaving a trail of wetness against her sensitive skin. "You remember how this feels?" he asked, his voice rough with need. "Remember how full you get when I’m inside you?"

"Yes," she gasped, her voice trembling with anticipation. "Please—"

"Please what?" He wanted her to say it. He wanted her to beg.

"Fuck me," she whimpered, her nails digging into the desk, the sharp sting grounding her even as she felt herself floating on waves of desire. "God, please—"

Dante’s laugh was dark, satisfied, a sound that made her empty pussy clench involuntarily. "Such a greedy thing, aren’t you?" His hand wrapped around her throat, not tight enough to cut off her air, but enough to remind her who was in control, to feel the pulse of his fingertips against her racing heartbeat. "You beg so beautifully."

The first thrust was punishing.

His cock slammed into her, stretching her in one brutal stroke, filling her so completely that she cried out, her pussy clenching around him as if trying to hold onto him. He didn’t stop. He didn’t slow. He fucked her like she was his property, like he owned every gasp, every moan, every fucking inch of her.

"That’s it," he grunted, his hips snapping forward, his balls slapping against her ass with a sound that seemed to echo through the room, his body pressing against hers with each devastating thrust. "Take my cock. Take all of it."

Amelia’s vision blurred, her body melted beneath him, her pussy dripping as he pounded into her, each thrust deeper, harder, until she was screaming, her voice raw with pleasure, the sound muffled slightly by the hand still loosely around her throat. His hand tightened, his fingers digging into her skin, not enough to hurt—just enough to own her, to control her pleasure, to make her feel every second of his possession.

"You’re mine," he growled, his breath hot against her ear, his words a command as much as a statement. "Say it."

"I’m yours!" she sobbed, her body trembling, her orgasm coiling tighter and tighter inside her, the pressure building with each punishing stroke. "Oh god, Dante—"

"Louder," he demanded, his hips stilling for a moment, his cock pulsing inside her, making her body ache for the movement again. "I want Greg to hear you."

Amelia’s breath hitched, the implication of his words sending a fresh wave of arousal through her. "Wh-what?"

Dante’s chuckle was low, wicked, a sound that curdled her blood and made her pussy throb even harder. "He’ll be back soon. And I want him to know what you are." His free hand slid between her legs, his fingers circling her clit, teasing her into a frenzy, each touch sending sparks through her body. "I want him to know you’re mine... and that you love it."

She didn’t have time to process the words before her body shattered.

Her orgasm crushed over her, her pussy clenching around Dante’s cock in rhythmic waves of pleasure, her scream echoing through the cabin, a sound of pure, unadulterated release. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of satisfaction, his cock swelling inside her, his release flooding her in hot, thick pulses, filling her until she whimpered, her body weak beneath him, overwhelmed by the intensity of it.

For a long moment, they stayed like that—breathless, connected, the only sound the ragged rhythm of their breathing, the lap of waves against the yacht’s hull, and the occasional drip of his cum from her soon-to-be swollen pussy.

Then Dante pulled out, his cock sliding from her with a wet sound, his cum dripping down her thighs, leaving a trail of possession. He stepped back, his smile wicked and satisfied as he traced a finger through the mess on her inner thigh, watching her flinch.

"Pathetic," he murmured, his voice soft, "how eager you get for me." But there was no real cruelty in his tone, only a kind of affectionate condemnation, a recognition of the dynamic between them.

Amelia’s cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and lingering pleasure, but her body ached for more, her pussy still throbbing, her clit still sensitive from his attention. "You’re monstrous," she gasped, the words coming out breathless and weak, without any real conviction.

"And you love it." He tucked himself back into his pants, his movements slow, deliberate, as if savoring the power he had over her, his eyes never leaving her face. "Get dressed. Greg will be here soon, and I want him to see exactly how well you take my cock."

She stumbled to her feet, her legs unsteady and trembling from the force of her orgasm, and reached for the remnants of her dress, pulling the torn fabric over her head. The material scraped against her sensitive skin, reminding her of every place he had touched, of every bruise he had left behind.

Dante’s laugh followed her as she moved to the small vanity, her reflection meeting her in the mirror—a woman with swollen lips, disheveled hair, flushed skin, and the glow of pleasure still clinging to her like a second skin. She looked thoroughly fucked, and the thought sent another shiver of arousal down her spine.

"Cruel?" he repeated, his voice rich with amusement and something softer, something almost like affection. "No, angel. Just honest."

The door handle clicked again, the sound jolting her from her thoughts.

Amelia’s breath caught, her heart starting to race anew. The danger wasn’t over. It was just beginning.

Dante’s voice dropped to a murmur, but she heard him clearly: "And when he’s done with you, baby... we’ll start all over again." The promise in his words sent a fresh wave of anticipation through her.

The lock released with a soft, definitive click.

She was free.

And she knew—this was only the beginning.
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