

Chapter 1

The rain had just finished when Amelia Carter first laid eyes on Dante Carter—no relation.

She stood on her front porch, wrapped in a too-tight sundress, the fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin. The material was the kind that promised just enough coverage—until it didn’t. The straps dug into her shoulders, the hem rode up when she shifted, and the neckline dipped low enough to give the illusion of modesty while still teasing the valley between her breasts. She had chosen it because Greg had once told her she looked "fucking edible" in it.

She hadn’t worn it for him.

She had worn it because she was bored.

The moving truck groaned to a stop across the street, its headlights cutting through the last of the twilight like twin blades. The driver’s door opened, and a man stepped out—tall, broad-shouldered, his dark hair damp from the rain, his jeans clinging to thighs that looked like they’d been carved from stone.

Amelia exhaled sharply through her nose.

Oh, hell.

She had heard the rumors, of course. Mrs. Holloway had cornered her at the mailbox that morning, clutching Amelia’s arm with the enthusiasm of a woman who had just won the lottery. "Oh, honey, that boy’s got everything—and I mean everything—down there." Her eyes had gleamed with the kind of wicked delight that only came from personal experience.

Amelia had scoffed. "Please. The only thing that boy’s got is a truckload of arrogance."

She was wrong.

So very wrong.

The new neighbor wasn’t just built—he was sculpted. Thick arms, corded with muscle, the sleeves of his black T-shirt stretched taut over biceps that flexed as he reached into the truck bed. His chest was a wall—broad, defined, the kind of physique that made a woman’s fingers itch to press against it, to feel the heat of him beneath her palms. And his hips—god—his hips were dangerous. The way his jeans rode low on his waist, the way the denim hugged the curve of his ass when he shifted his weight—it was all too much.

But it was his walk that did her in. He moved with a confidence that was borderline arrogant, a swagger that suggested he knew exactly how he looked and was thoroughly enjoying the attention. Like he knew she was watching. Like he wanted her to see.

Amelia adjusted the belt of her dress, her fingers trembling just slightly. Her breath caught as she watched him move, the muscles in his back rippling under his shirt with each action. She wasn’t some starving waif. She was solid—big tits, thick thighs, a body that had once been toned but now just… existed. Greg called it "comfortable." She called it "slightly sad." But looking at Dante, she felt… seen. Not criticized, but appreciated in a way she hadn’t experienced in years.

Dante turned, and oh, god—his smile was slow, knowing, like he was already aware of the way her breath hitched. His eyes—dark, almost black—flickered over her, lingering just a second too long on her tits, her hips, the way her dress clung to her in all the wrong places. She could feel the heat rising to her cheeks as his gaze traced the outline of her body through the thin fabric of her sundress.

Amelia’s pulse spiked.

She should have looked away. Should have pretended she hadn’t been staring. Should have done anything but stand there, frozen, as he sauntered up the sidewalk, his boots clicking against the pavement like a metronome counting down to disaster.

And then he was right there.

"Mrs. Carter," he said, his voice deep, smooth—like melted chocolate poured over sin. "Dante Reynolds. Moved in next door."

She blinked. "Oh. Right. The new neighbor."

He grinned, and damn, that grin did something to her. It was dangerous. Confident. Like he knew exactly what he was doing to her, exactly how her body was reacting to his presence. His eyes sparkled with mischief as they met hers, and she felt a flutter in her stomach that had long been dormant.

"Yeah," he drawled, leaning against the porch railing with casual ease. "And you’re the one with the legendary backyard garden."

She stiffened. "You’ve heard about that?"

"Everyone’s heard about it." His eyes flicked down, lingering on her tits before darting back to her face, his smirk wicked. "Especially the part where you pour yourself into those dresses like you’re trying to beg for attention."

Amelia’s face burned. "I—what?"

Dante just laughed, low and rich, and stepped closer. The heat of him rolled off him in waves, and suddenly, the porch felt too small. He smelled of rain and something distinctly male—clean sweat, spice, and something earthy that made her nostrils flare. His dark eyes bored into hers, challenging her to deny the obvious.

"No worries, Mrs. Carter. I like a woman with appetite."

She should have slapped him. Should have stepped back, called him rude, maybe even slammed her door in his face. But instead, she did the worst thing possible.

She laughed.

---

Three days later, it was an accident.

Amelia was in her kitchen, pouring red wine into a glass, the rich aroma filling the air. The bottle was expensive—one of Greg’s "business" gifts—and she had been looking forward to savoring it alone, maybe with a little extra company if she was feeling particularly lonely.

She wasn’t that lonely.

Yet.

The splosh sounded before she could stop herself. Wine splattered across the countertop, making a messy crimson starburst. She turned just in time to see it—Dante’s hand, covered in the deep crimson liquid, reaching for her. He stood in her doorway, his broad frame filling the space, his dark eyes locked onto hers. His white t-shirt clung to his torso, revealing every contour of his chest and abs, while the fabric was stained pink with the wine he'd spilled.

"Shit. Sorry," he muttered, but his voice was too smooth, too amused. He made no move to actually apologize, just stood there watching her, his gaze sliding down her body. Her sundress today was a soft blue cotton one, simple but flattering, though she'd paired it with red lace panties that she hadn't bothered to hide when she heard the doorbell.

Amelia’s heart hammered against her ribs. "Here—" She grabbed a dish towel from the counter, stepping closer, her body aware of how close they were. His shoulder was right at her mouth level. His chest was right where her fingers could trail. The smell of him was stronger now—rain mixed with something distinctly male, something that made her pulse quicken. When she pressed the towel against his hand, the heat of him seeped through the fabric, making her very aware of how large his hands were compared to hers.

His breath hitched at the contact. "You—"

"I'll get you another," she whispered, her voice too soft, her body too aware of how close they were. The way his eyes darkened told her he was as affected as she was. She took a step back, turning to grab another glass, but he followed her movement, his body brushing against hers as he leaned against the counter beside her.

His other hand shot out, gripping her wrist. "Amelia."

Her name on his lips was not an accident. His thumb began tracing circles on her inner wrist, sending shivers up her arm. She could feel his body heat radiating toward her, could smell that intoxicating scent of him mixed with the wine.

"You're trouble," he murmured, "and I hate trouble." But his voice contradicted his words, rough with desire.

Then his mouth was on hers.

And oh, god—

His taste was spicy, his tongue hot, his hands firm—one still gripping her wrist, the other sliding up her thigh, teasing under her dress. The lace of her panties was no match for his fingers, and when he skimmed the edge, she moaned into his mouth, her back hitting the counter, her dress riding up, his touch searing through the thin fabric. The wet warmth of his mouth moved from her lips to her neck, his teeth grazing her skin just enough to make her gasp.

"Fuck," he growled against her jaw, "you're soaked. "

"Dante—" she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. She could feel the muscles beneath his shirt, feel how hard he was pressed against her hip.

"Shh," he murmured, his mouth trailing down her jaw, his teeth grazing her neck. "Let me—"

His hand slid higher, cupping her breast through the fabric of her dress, his thumb brushing over her nipple. She arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips as his mouth returned to hers, hungrier now. His other hand left her wrist to grab her ass, pulling her flush against him so she could feel his erection pressing against her stomach.

"So responsive," he murmured against her lips. "I've been watching you, you know. Wondering what it would feel like to touch you like this."

Until the front door swung open.

Greg stood there, his briefcase in hand, his eyes widening as he took in:

- His wife pressed against the counter, her lips swollen from another man's kiss.

- Her wife's dress hiked up to her hips, revealing the red lace panties beneath.

- His wife's fingers digging into the other man's shoulders.

- That other man—Dante—smirking like he'd just won.

Greg froze in the doorway, his eyes darting between them before landing on Amelia's face. She quickly straightened her dress, pulling away from Dante, though her body still tingled with the aftereffects of his touch. Dante didn't seem bothered at all, just straightened himself with a slow, deliberate movement that emphasized every muscle in his chest.

"Caught," Dante said, voice smooth as sin, not even attempting to look guilty.

Amelia’s dress fell back into place. Her legs were shaking. Her panties were soaked, and she could still feel the imprint of Dante's hands on her skin.

And Greg?

Greg just handed Dante a business card.

"For the wine," he said, voice hollow, his eyes not meeting either of theirs.

Dante’s grin was wicked as he took it, his fingers brushing against Greg's hand in a gesture that was either accidental or deliberate.

"My pleasure," he purred, his eyes never leaving Amelia's.

Then he leaned in—just for Amelia—and whispered, his breath hot against her ear:

"Next time, baby… no accidents."

Her breath hitched, her body already responding to the promise in his voice.

Because she knew.

There would be a next time.

And she couldn't wait.




Chapter 2

The hum of the lawnmower was the last thing Amelia expected to hear before she realized Dante was home. The sound vibrated through the floorboards, a steady, provocative thrum that seemed to resonate in places much deeper than her ears. She had spent the better part of the morning in the kitchen, nursing a headache behind a half-finished cup of coffee, the silence so thick it had begun to press on her skin like a physical weight. Greg had left early, some corporate crisis he couldn’t be bothered to explain, and the house felt too large, too empty—waiting. Waiting for him. Dante. The name alone sent a shiver down her spine, a delicious frisson of anticipation mixed with guilt. She hadn’t seen him since the day of the wine spill. Since the accident—though nothing about it had ever felt accidental. Greg had been distant since, his usual sharp edges dulled by something like resignation. He hadn’t fired Dante, hadn’t thrown a punch, hadn’t even raised an eyebrow. He just… handed him a fucking business card. As if it were normal. As if this were normal. Amelia had avoided the garden all week. The fence was fixed—by him, she had seen through the curtains—and she had caught glimpses of him in the mornings, shirtless, flexing his body into the shape of a god, his muscles glistening under the sun. His ass had looked even more dangerous from afar, the denim of his work pants straining over the curve of his cheeks, the way they flexed when he reached for tools, when he bent to pick something up with a slow, deliberate grace that made her throat go dry. She had been wet from the sight alone. Just watching the easy way he moved had sent liquid heat pooling between her thighs, her panties growing damp with need she couldn’t afford to acknowledge. The lawnmower cut through her thoughts like a blade. She had forgotten he was that kind of neighbor—one who took care of things. One who didn’t just move in and expect the world to adjust. He didn’t expect anything. He just did. Amelia set down her mug, pushing her chair back with more force than necessary. The sudden movement sent the coffee sloshing dangerously close to the rim. She needed to do something. She needed to move. She didn’t want to think about the way his hands had felt on her that day—the way his fingers had thrummed against her clit before the world had intruded, sending jolts of pleasure through her body that she still remembered when she touched herself at night. The way his teeth had bit into her lip, hard enough to leave a mark that had lingered for days, a delicious reminder of his possession that she had traced with her tongue in secret moments. The way his cock—God, his cock—had pulsed against her belly, thick and heavy, begging for her attention, promising things she couldn’t even imagine. She didn’t want to think about how close she had been to ruining everything—her marriage, her life, her reputation—all for a moment of forbidden passion that had left her craving more. She stepped onto the back porch, the wood creaking under her weight. The fence that separated their properties was just a few feet away, and beyond it, Dante was working—sweating, shirtless, the muscles in his back flexing with every push of the mower. His skin was a deep, rich brown, glistening with sheen under the afternoon sun, his shoulders broad enough to make her hands ache with the memory of gripping them, of feeling the power beneath firm flesh. Beads of sweat trickled down his spine, disappearing beneath the waistband of his work pants that rode low on his hips. Her fingers twitched at her sides, imagining tracing those drops, tasting the salt on her tongue. She should have gone inside. She should have left. But she didn’t. Because Dante stopped. The lawnmower sputtered, then died. He stood there, still for a moment, his body tense, like he could feel her staring. He turned slowly, his dark eyes locking onto hers, his chest rising and falling with the weight of his breaths. And then he smirked. "Afternoon, Mrs. Carter," he said, his voice rough, like he’d been shouting at the mower for minutes. "Thought you might need this." He tossed something over the fence—her sunglasses. She had left them on the table earlier, and when she looked down, there they were, right at her feet. Amelia’s pulse jumped. She picked them up, slipping them on, letting the lenses shield her eyes from his gaze. But she could still feel it. Burning. Hungry. "You’re watching me," he said. It wasn’t a question. She had been watching him. There was no point in lying. She lifted her chin. "I was just—enjoying the view." His laugh was low, dark, knowing. "Mhm. And what did you think?" She had a thousand answers ready. But none of them would do. Because the truth was, she didn’t just think about what he looked like. She dreamed about what he felt like. His hands on her skin, rough yet gentle, exploring every curve and hollow. His mouth on hers, demanding yet tender, his tongue tangling with her own in a dance of dominance and surrender. His cock—not just the idea of it, but the reality of it—thrusting inside her, stretching her, filling her so completely that she felt like she might burst, the delicious friction sending waves of pleasure through her body with every deep, powerful stroke. Dante’s gaze raked over her, slow and deliberate, like he was undressing her with his eyes, imagining all the places he wanted to touch, to taste, to claim. "You can’t even look at me," he said, stepping closer to the fence, his bare feet pressing into the dirt. "But you’re still here." Amelia’s breath hitched. She should have walked away. She should have pretended she hadn’t heard him. But she didn’t. Because part of her wanted him to say it. To admit it. "That’s not true," she said, her voice softer than she intended. His fingers twitched against the fence. "Oh? Then what is true, Mrs. Carter?" She swallowed hard. "That I like what I see." His eyes flickered. And then he grinned. It was dangerous. Predatory. Like he was already calculating how far he could push her before she snapped—before she gave in. "Good," he murmured. "Because I’ve been thinking about you too." Amelia’s stomach dropped. "Thinking about what?" His gaze raked over her again, this time more slowly, more deliberately, taking in the swell of her breasts beneath her thin summer dress, the curve of her hips, the way her legs trembled slightly. "About how pretty you’d look on your knees," he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper that sent a shiver of desire down her spine. "With my cock in your mouth, those pretty lips wrapped around me, taking me deep until you choke on it." Her legs trembled more noticeably. "Dante—" "About how soft your mouth would be around me," he continued, his eyes dark with lust. "How good it would feel to slide between those lips, to watch them stretch around me, to feel your tongue swirling around the head of my cock." Her breath hitched. "Dante, please—" "About how good it would feel to ruin you," he murmured, taking another step closer so that only the fence separated them. "To bend you over and make you scream my name, to feel you come all over my cock, to know that you’re mine, completely and utterly mine." Amelia’s nails bit into her palms. She should have been scared. She should have run. But the worst part? She wasn’t. Instead, she stepped closer. Instead, she leaned in. Instead, she whispered, "Then do it." His eyes darkened further, and his gaze dropped to her lips. And then—the porch swing creaked behind her. She jumped, turning just enough to see Greg standing there, his briefcase forgotten on the ground, his face pale. Dante didn’t even flinch. He just looked at Greg. And grinned. "Evening," he drawled, his voice dripping with challenge. Amelia’s heart pounded in her chest. She had begged for this. And now? Now she was screwed.




Chapter 3

The marina air was thick with the scent of salt and diesel, the distant hum of engines vibrating through the docks. Amelia Carter adjusted the strap of her Louis Vuitton tote for the third time, her fingers betraying her with a faint tremor. She had spent the last forty-eight hours convincing herself this was a mistake—a reckless, unforgivable mistake—but here she stood, her heels sinking into the weathered wood of the dock, the late afternoon sun painting her in gold.

She was ruined.

And she had never felt more alive.

Amelia smoothed a hand over her dress, the silk sliding beneath her fingers like liquid. She had chosen something that would make him look twice, something that would whisper of wealth and refinement while secretly promising everything he craved. The dress was expensive, of course—her husband had ensured that—but it was also a weapon. A distraction from what lay beneath, from the hunger she had been trying so desperate to ignore.

She noticed the way her skin glistened slightly in the heat, a thin sheen of perspiration making her look flushed, perhaps excited. Her breathing had grown shallow, her chest rising and falling with each inhalation. The anticipation was almost painful, a delicious ache that settled low in her belly. She had imagined this moment countless times since receiving that invitation, her fingers tracing the heavy cardstock as she imagined his hands on her body.

The yacht loomed ahead, sleek and imposing, its white hull gleaming under the sun. The Serpent’s Kiss, Dante had called it when he’d first mentioned it—some joke about how it would bite her if she wasn’t careful. She hadn’t laughed. She had only shivered.

Because she knew.

She had known from the moment he’d sent the invitation—formal, polished, utterly impossible to refuse—that this was a trap. And she had walked right into it.

A shadow fell over her, long and distinct against the bright deck.

Amelia didn’t need to turn to know it was him. The air around her seemed to thicken, the temperature rising several degrees. His cologne hit her first—bergamot and something darker, something that smelled like sin and sweat—before his fingers brushed against the small of her back. She could feel the heat of his body even through the thin fabric of her dress, the way his presence warped the air around her, making it harder to breathe.

"You’re late," he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body.

She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. "I wasn’t sure I’d be coming."

A low chuckle rumbled against her skin, sending shivers down her spine. "Liar."

She turned, meeting his gaze. His eyes were black, almost liquid, as they dragged over her—her fitted silk dress, the way it clung to her hips, the subtle curve of her waist, the way the neckline dipped just enough to tease the tops of her breasts. She had dressed to impress, to look like a good wife, but now, under his scrutiny, she felt exposed, as if every secret she had ever kept was written across her skin for him to read.

His gaze was deliberate, taking its time as it traveled from her face down to her ankles and back up again. A slow, appreciative smirk formed on his lips.

"You look…" He tilted his head, studying her like she was a puzzle he was determined to solve. "Expensive."

Amelia lifted her chin, her heartbeat quickening but her voice steady. "I am."

His fingers traced the curve of her waist, his touch light, possessive, sending a jolt of electricity through her. She could feel the slight roughness of his skin, the callouses from a life she knew nothing about but couldn’t stop imagining. His thumb brushed against the thin fabric of her dress, and for a moment, she was sure he could feel the heat radiating from her body, the way her skin was burning beneath his touch.

"And yet, you’re still here," he observed, his voice soft but carrying an undercurrent of command.

"I thought you might need me," she said, her voice steadier than she felt, though her pulse was racing in her ears.

His smirk deepened, becoming dangerous. "Oh, I do. But not for the reasons you think."

Before she could respond, he turned, his hand wrapping around hers with unexpected gentleness. His skin was warm, calloused in places, and she could feel the strength in his grip—enough to hold her down if he wanted to. The thought sent a wave of heat through her, settling between her thighs.

The yacht’s deck was cool under her bare feet, the wood polished to a mirror shine, reflecting the sunlight in a dazzling display. She wobbled slightly on her heels, unused to walking on such uneven surfaces, but Dante’s grip steadied her. He led her below without a word, the air growing thicker, heavier, as they descended. The stairs were narrow, forcing their bodies closer together, and she could feel the heat radiating from him with every step.

The cabin was dim, the only light filtering in through the portholes, casting long, shadowed strips across the plush carpet. The room smelled of leather and something else—something rich and masculine that she couldn’t quite place. It was intimate, luxurious, and completely private.

"Make yourself comfortable," he said, his voice a command disguised as an invitation, his eyes holding hers for a moment longer than necessary.

Amelia perched on the edge of a cushioned bench, her fingers twisting in the hem of her dress. The fabric was cool beneath her nervous touch. The moment the words left her lips—"I don’t think this is a good idea"—Dante was in front of her, his hands gripping her thighs, yanking her forward until she gasped, the sudden movement making her lose her balance for a second.

"Too late," he growled, his thumb pressing into the sensitive skin just above her knee, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through her. "You’re here now."

Her breath hitched. She should have pushed him away. She should have screamed. But instead, she found herself leaning into him, her body betraying her with a traitorous heat pooling between her thighs. Her heart was hammering against her ribs, but it was mixed with something else—a thrill, a excitement that she hadn’t felt in years.

His mouth crashed onto hers before she could protest, taking her completely by surprise. His tongue was hot, demanding, forcing its way past her lips as his hands slid up her thighs, bunching her dress around her waist. She could taste him—the bergamot, the something darker, something uniquely him. Her hands flew to his shoulders, not to push him away but to hold on, to anchor herself as the world seemed to tilt on its axis.

She should have fought. She should have struggled.

But the second his fingers found the lace of her panties, she was already arching into his touch, her moans muffled against his lips. The sensation was electric, a spark that ignited a fire deep within her. She could feel how wet she was, how ready, and the realization sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

"Fuck," he groaned, his fingers dipping beneath the fabric, finding her soaked, ready. His voice was rough with desire, almost a growl. "You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you? Thinking about my cock while your husband was at work?"

Amelia’s nails dug into his shoulders, her body shaking as he circled her clit, his touch relentless, perfect. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure radiating through her, making her hips buck helplessly against his hand. Her thoughts were scattered, her ability to form coherent sentences gone as she was reduced to nothing but sensation.

"I—I—"

"Shhh," he soothed, his lips trailing down her jaw, her neck, the sensitive skin behind her ear. His breath was hot against her skin, and she shivered, her nipples tightening beneath her dress. "Just feel."

And then his fingers were gone.

She gasped, her body aching with need, a sudden emptiness where his touch had been. For a moment, she was disoriented, her mind struggling to catch up to what was happening. He stepped back, his eyes dark with hunger as he looked down at her, the picture of elegant submission with her dress rucked up around her waist.

"What—what are you—?" she managed to ask, her voice breathy and unsteady.

"You’re going to learn," he said, his voice a dark promise, "that when I say ‘feel’, you obey."

And then his hand came down.

The crack of his palm against her ass echoed through the cabin, sharp and stinging, making her jump. She gasped, her body tensing at the unexpected impact. But as the initial shock wore off, she realized she didn’t hate it—far from it. The sensation was a complex mix of pain and pleasure, a heat spreading across her skin that was utterly intoxicating. Her pussy clenched involuntarily, and she could feel herself getting even wetter.

Dante’s hand came down again, harder this time, his fingers spreading her cheeks as he exposed her, owned her. The second impact sent a wave of sensation through her, making her gasp again. She could feel the reddening of her skin, the heat radiating from the spot where his palm had made contact. It was humiliating, being treated this way, being so completely at his mercy. And yet, there was something liberating about it, as if by giving up control, she was gaining something else entirely.

"Again," he commanded, his voice rough with arousal. "Say it."

"Again!" she gasped, her voice breaking with desire, her body already craving the next touch.

His hand came down a third time, and then a fourth, until her ass was flaming, until she was whimpering, until she was dripping with need. Each impact sent waves of pleasure-pain through her, each one more intense than the last. She could feel the wetness between her thighs, could hear the soft slapping sound of his palm against her skin. The world had narrowed down to this cabin, this moment, this man and the way he was making her feel.

"Good girl," he murmured, his fingers tracing the reddened skin before slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. He found her clit again, this time with a gentleness that was almost cruel after the rough treatment of her ass. He circled the sensitive nub, his touch light and teasing. "Now you’re ready."

Amelia barely had time to process what was happening before Dante had her bent over the edge of the bench, the movement swift and effortless. Her dress was hiked up, her panties torn away with a satisfying rip that sent a fresh jolt of excitement through her. The cool air hit her bare ass, her pussy exposed, vulnerable, and she shivered, a mixture of anticipation and vulnerability.

Then—

"Oh—!"

His cock slammed into her, thick, relentless, stretching her in one deep, punishing stroke. Amelia cried out, her nails clawing at the leather as he fucked her hard, his balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. The sudden fullness was overwhelming, a perfect balance between pleasure and discomfort that sent her spiraling towards the edge of release.

"You’re mine," he growled, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh. His grip was possessive, almost bruising, marking her as his in the most primal way possible. "This pussy was made for my cock."

"Yes!" she sobbed, her body shaking, her orgasm building, uncontrollable. Her muscles were clenched, her nails digging into the bench as she tried to ground herself in the overwhelming sensations. "Fuck, Dante, please—!"

"Come for me," he ordered, his voice a dark command, his thrusts becoming even more forceful, if that was possible. "Come on my big cock."

And she did.

Her body exploded, her pussy clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. It was blissful, overwhelming, a release so intense that it bordered on pain. She could hear herself crying out, her voice mixing with the sound of their bodies coming together, the wet slapping sounds filling the cabin. Her vision went white for a moment, her entire being focused on the ecstasy coursing through her.

Dante roared, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he filled her up, his cum spilling into her, marking her as his in the most intimate way possible. She could feel the warmth spreading inside her, the feeling of him claiming her completely.

For a long moment, they stayed like that—Amelia breathless, spent, her body humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Dante’s hands were still on her hips, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin as he caught his breath. She could feel his chest rising and falling against her back, his breathing slowly returning to normal.

Then, slowly, he pulled out.

Amelia gasped as his cum trickled down her thighs, the evidence of what he had done dripping between her legs. She could feel it, warm and sticky, marking her as his possession. She should have felt ashamed. She should have felt dirty. And yet, as she stood there, her dress hiked up, his seed leaking from her, all she felt was owned. There was a strange sense of peace that came with it, a feeling of having given up her control and found something more fulfilling in its place.

Dante’s fingers found her chin, tilting her face up to his. His eyes were dark, satisfied, as he leaned in, his lips brushing hers in a slow, possessive kiss. It was different from the others—less demanding, more tender, yet no less possessive. His tongue gently explored her mouth, tasting her, claiming her in the most intimate way possible.

"You were made for this," he murmured against her mouth, his voice low and husky. "And you’re gonna love every second of it."

Amelia shivered, her body aching, her mind whirling. She could still feel the echo of his touch on her skin, the lingering heat from her ass, the warm feeling of his cum inside her. She had just been ruined. And she couldn’t wait for more.




Chapter 4

The engine of The Serpent’s Kiss purred like a satisfied beast as it cut through the Caribbean’s endless blue, the wake behind them a frothy white scar in the water. Amelia stood at the bow, her fingers curled around the cold metal railing, the wind whipping her hair into a wild halo around her face. The sea air tasted of salt and possibility, and the distant cry of a seabird seemed to echo her own thoughts, though she'd never admit it aloud. She should have been terrified. She should have been screaming for help, reaching for her phone, calling the one person who would come for her. But she wasn't.

Because Dante was behind her.

She could feel him—his presence like a storm rolling in, the air around her thickening with every step he took. The deck creaked under his weight, the sound loud in the quiet cabin, a prelude to her own betrayal. Amelia's heart hammered against her ribs, but not with fear. No, the thudding in her chest was something more primal, more delicious.

"You're enjoying this," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, sending shivers down her spine and warmth pooling low in her belly.

Amelia didn't answer. She didn't have to. Her body betrayed her, her nipples hardening into tight peaks under the thin fabric of her sundress, visible through the material to anyone who happened to glance her way. Her pussy throbbed with a need she couldn't ignore, growing wetter with each passing second of his proximity.

"That's right," he growled, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist, his touch light, teasing. "You love being my dirty little secret."

She whimpered as his hand slid up her thigh, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties, the lace soft against her skin before his fingers disappeared beneath it. She should have stopped him. She should have pushed his hand away, told him to keep his distance. But when his fingers dipped beneath the lace, finding her soaked and ready, she moaned, her hips jerking forward of their own volition, betraying her with their eager movement.

"Fuck," Dante groaned, his voice rough with arousal as he felt how wet she was. "You're dripping for me."

Amelia's breathing hitched as his fingers circled her clit, slow and deliberate, his touch maddening enough to make her want to beg for more. She was bare beneath her dress—no panties, no barrier—just her sensitive, exposed flesh at his mercy, vulnerable to the Caribbean breeze and his expert touch.

"You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you?" he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. "Wondering what I'd do if I had you all to myself. No husband. No rules."

She gasped as his fingers slid inside her, filling her, stretching her. She was soaked, her body aching with need, her moans escaping in desperate little pants that mingled with the sound of the ocean around them.

"That's it," he praised, his voice dark, satisfied. "Take my fingers like a good girl."

Amelia obeyed, her body moving on its own, her hips rocking against his hand. She could feel how wet she was, how eager her body was to be filled, the slick sounds of her arousal mixing with the gentle lapping of waves against the hull of the yacht.

"You want my cock, don't you?" Dante murmured, his fingers curling inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her eyes roll back in pleasure. "You want me to fuck you until you can't walk."

"Yes," she gasped, her voice breaking with need. "Please, Dante—"

He chuckled, low and dangerous, his fingers still working inside her, driving her toward the edge of release. "Please what?"

"Please—fuck—please fuck me!"

His fingers left her pussy, and she whimpered, her body aching with need, suddenly empty where moments before it had been so full. But before she could protest, Dante had her spun around, his hands gripping her waist as he lifted her onto the railing, the cool metal a stark contrast to the heat building between her thighs.

"What—what are you—?"

"Shhh," he soothed, his lips brushing hers in a soft, possessive kiss that promised so much more than her husband ever had. "Just feel."

And then his fingers were between her legs again, spreading her open, exposing her to the cool Caribbean breeze that caused goosebumps to rise on her skin. She gasped, her body shaking with embarrassment, with need, with the shocking sensation of being so exposed.

"You're beautiful," Dante murmured, his fingers tracing her sensitive folds, his touch gentle yet possessive. "So wet. So ready."

Amelia's breath hitched as his fingers circled her clit again, his touch relentless, perfect, building a tension in her core that threatened to consume her. She was bare, exposed, her body betraying her with a traitorous heat pooling between her thighs, her arousal glistening in the fading sunlight.

"Please," she whimpered, her voice breaking with desperation. "Please, Dante—"

"Please what?" he growled, his fingers sliding inside her again, filling her, stretching her, making her moan. "You want me to fuck you? Is that what you want?"

"Yes!" she sobbed. "Yes, please—!"

Dante chuckled, his voice dark, satisfied, as he continued to work her body with his skilled fingers. "You're mine, Amelia. And I'm gonna fuck you until you forget your own name."

And then he pushed her back onto the railing, her legs spread wide, her pussy exposed, vulnerable to his gaze and whatever he wanted to do to her. She gasped, her body shaking with anticipation, with need, with the thrilling realization of just how much he could do to her in this position.

Dante didn't hesitate. His fingers left her pussy, and she whimpered, her body aching with need, suddenly empty where moments before it had been so full. But before she could protest, she felt the cool metal of his zipper lowering, the rustle of fabric as he freed his cock—thick, hard, and ready for her.

"Oh—!"

His cock pressed against her entrance, thick, hard, relentless, a promise of pleasure and pain to come. Amelia gasped, her body arching into his touch, her moans escaping in desperate little pants that grew louder with each passing second.

"You're gonna take every inch of this," Dante growled, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, leaving marks that she would see tomorrow. "And you're gonna love it."

And then he pushed.

Amelia screamed as he stretched her, her pussy clenching around him in a desperate, useless attempt to hold him back. He was thick. Thicker than anything she'd ever taken. She could feel him hitting places inside her she didn't even know existed, her vision swimming with stars as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," Dante groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, leaving bruises that would serve as reminders of this moment. "You're so tight. So fucking tight."

Amelia whimpered, her body shaking, her moans escaping in desperate little pants that mixed with the sound of the ocean around them. She was full. Overwhelmed. And yet—

"More," she gasped, her voice breaking with need. "Please, more—"

Dante didn't hesitate. He pulled back and then slammed into her, his cock pounding into her with brutal, relentless strokes that made her gasp with every thrust. Amelia screamed, her nails clawing at the railing, her body shaking with the force of it, her sundress riding up her thighs to expose more of her skin to the breeze.

"You like that?" Dante growled, his breath hot against her neck as he continued to fuck her, his movements growing faster, harder, more demanding. "You like my big Black cock ruining you?"

"Yes!" she sobbed. "Yes, please—!"

Dante spanked her, his palm coming down hard on her ass, the sting sharp, painful, yet somehow adding to the pleasure building inside her. She gasped, her pussy clenching around his cock as wave after wave of sensation crashed over her, making her wonder if she might actually pass out from the intensity of it all.

"Not yet," he growled, his fingers digging into her hips as he flipped her around, lifting her onto the railing, positioning her over his cock. "Now you're gonna ride me."

Amelia was dazed, drunk on him, on the incredible sensation of being filled so completely. But when he spread her legs and positioned her over his cock, she didn't protest. Instead, she lowered herself onto him, gasping as he filled her, her tits bouncing with every movement as she began to ride him, finding a rhythm that made them both moan with pleasure.

"That's it," Dante praised, his hands on her waist, guiding her, his eyes never leaving hers as she bobbed up and down on his cock. "Take it all, baby. Take every inch."

Amelia rode him, her body moving on its own, her moans filling the air around them, mingling with the sound of the ocean and the gentle creaking of the yacht. He was thick, so thick, and every time she took him to the root, she could feel him hitting that perfect spot inside her, her vision blurring with pleasure as she moved faster, harder, more desperate to reach the release that was building within her.

"You're gonna come again," Dante ordered, his voice rough with need as he watched her ride him, his hands guiding her movements. "And you're gonna scream."

And she obeyed. Her orgasm hit her like a tsunami, her body shuddering as she came, her pussy milking his cock, making him groan with pleasure. And then—

"Fuck—!"

Dante roared, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her one last time, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum, hot, thick, and abundant. Amelia could feel it, filling her up, overflowing and dripping down her thighs as she collapsed against him, her body spent from the intensity of their encounter.

"Good girl," Dante murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction as he pulled her down, his lips crashing onto hers in a bruising kiss that sealed their forbidden connection. "You were made for this, Amelia. Made to take my cock. Made to carry my baby."

Amelia shivered. The words should have been wrong. Taboo. But when he said them, when he whispered them against her lips, she believed him. Because she wanted it. She wanted to be his.

And when he pulled out of her, his cum dripping down her thighs, she smiled, a secret, satisfied smile that matched the one on his face as he looked at her.

"Nine months later…" she thought, her voice soft, dreamy, as she imagined what it might be like to carry his child, to be forever connected to him in that way.

Dante chuckled, his thumb brushing her cheek as he continued to hold her, his hands still on her body, marking her as his. "You're mine now, baby. And this big Black cock is gonna put a baby in you."

Amelia giggled, her head resting against his shoulder, his body still pressed against hers, the connection between them unbroken even as they caught their breath. "I can't wait."

The sun set behind them, painting the sky in pinks and oranges, the golden light casting long shadows across the deck of The Serpent's Kiss. Amelia closed her eyes, her body humming with satisfaction, with need, with the thrill of their forbidden encounter. And for the first time in years, she felt free.

Because she was his.

And he was hers.




Chapter 5

The loft was a furnace of tension, the air thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and the salt of desire clinging to their skin. It had been three days since their last encounter on the yacht, and the memory of how Dante had claimed her body still haunted Amelia's dreams. She could still feel the phantom grip of his hands on her hips, the way he'd stretched her open until she thought she might break, and the way she had begged for more. This wasn't just another fuck—this was a lesson. A reckoning. A claiming that would change everything.

Dante had been waiting for her when she arrived, his dark eyes roaming over her flesh with hunger as she entered the loft. He hadn't said a word, just gestured for her to come closer, his silence more intoxicating than any command. Amelia's heart had been pounding in her chest as she approached, knowing what was coming but unable to look away from the desire in his gaze.

He had stripped her bare the moment they walked through the door, his hands sliding under her blouse and lifting it over her head before she could even protest. The cool air of the loft had kissed her exposed skin, making her nipples harden almost immediately. Dante's fingers traced the red marks already blooming on her hips from their last encounter, where his hands had gripped her too hard during their passion. She flinched at his touch, but he only smirked, his gaze burning with possessive fire.

"Nervous?" he murmured, his voice dripping with amusement.

Amelia swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. "Y-you know I am."

"Good," he replied, his hand sliding up her thigh, his calloused palm rough against her skin. "Because you're going to need to be. You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you? Wondering what I'd do when I got you alone again."

Amelia didn't answer, but she didn't need to. The way her body was responding to his touch—her breathing increasing, her heart racing, the warmth spreading between her thighs—was all the answer he needed.

Dante didn't waste time. He crossed the room in two strides, his massive frame looming over her, a predator about to claim his prey. His cock twitched against the fly of his jeans, already hard from the memory of how well she'd taken him on that yacht. Amelia could see the outline of it through the denim, thick and heavy, promising pleasure and pain in equal measure. She licked her lips, her pulse hammering as she imagined how it would feel to have that monster inside her again.

"Kneel," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Amelia sank to her knees on the plush rug beneath them, her hands trembling as they rested on her thighs. The position was submissive, vulnerable, and yet it sent a thrill through her body that she couldn't deny. Dante's shadow fell over her, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her mouth toward his waist.

"You've been a good girl, waiting for me," he murmured, his voice rough with desire. "Now show me how much you appreciate this."

"Open," he commanded, his voice firm.

She obeyed, her lips parting as he undid his belt. The sound of the leather hitting the floor echoed in the loft, followed by the zipper's rasp. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy in his hand, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. Amelia's eyes widened at the sight of it, her mouth watering with anticipation. She remembered how it had felt to take him deep, how it had stretched her to her limits, how it had made her feel so completely owned.

"Take it," he ordered, his voice soft but no less commanding. "Show me what a good little cocksucker you can be."

Amelia moaned around his cock as he fucked her mouth, his hips rolling in slow, punishing thrusts. She gagged, tears pricking her eyes, but she didn't pull away. She loved it—the way he filled her throat, the way he owned her, the way he made her feel small and used and hers. His fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her movements, controlling her pleasure as he used her mouth for his own satisfaction.

"You're a filthy little cocksucker," he growled, his voice rough with pleasure. "My perfect little cumdump. You love this, don't you? You love being used like this."

Amelia whimpered, her pussy clenching at his words. She could feel how wet she was, how desperate her body was for more. She wanted him to fill her up, to make her scream, to mark her as his in every way possible.

"Enough," Dante snarled, pulling away with a wet pop. "On the bed. Now."

Amelia scrambled to her feet, her legs shaking as she crawled onto the mattress. The sheets beneath her were cool against her overheated skin, a stark contrast to the fire burning inside her. Dante followed, his massive frame towering over her as he grabbed her wrists and pressed them into the bed. The cuffs were already waiting, gleaming in the dim light of the loft. He secured them to the posts, the metal biting into her skin just enough to make her gasp. She was his now, completely at his mercy.

"Good girl," he praised, his voice soft but no less commanding. "Now, spread your legs. Let me see what's mine."

She obeyed, her thighs falling open as he crawled between them. His fingers traced her slit, finding her soaked, her body already aching for him. She moaned, her hips lifting instinctively, seeking more of his touch. He smirked, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her squirm.

"You've been thinking about this all day," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. "Wondering what I'd do when I got you alone again. Wondering if I'd make you take it like a good little cumslut."

Amelia's face burned with shame at his words, but it only made her more aroused. "P-please," she whimpered. "I—I need you."

"Beg for it," he demanded, his voice firm. "Tell me what you want."

"Please, Master," she gasped, her voice trembling. "Please, fuck me. I need your big Black cock inside me. I need you to fill me up and make me yours."

Dante's hand slammed down on her thigh, making her yelp. "Not yet," he said, his voice a growl. "You've been a bad girl, Amelia. You've been playing with things you don't understand. And now you're going to learn what happens when you disobey."

He reached for the nightstand, pulling out a bottle of lube and something else—glittering, glass, and very sharp. Amelia's breath hitched as she saw it, her eyes widening with fear and anticipation. "What—?" she began, but he cut her off.

"Shut up," he commanded, his voice a growl. "You're going to take it. You're going to take everything I give you."

Amelia nodded, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and desire. "Yes, Master," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He shifted, positioning himself behind her. She felt the cool lube smearing between her cheeks, his fingers pressing inside her, stretching her in ways she wasn't ready for. She whimpered, her body tensing instinctively.

"Relax," he murmured, his voice rough but gentle. "Just take it."

She tried, but the burn was too much, the invasion too deep. "Too much—!" she gasped, her nails clawing at the bed sheets.

"Your body is mine to do with as I please," he growled, his fingers curling inside her, hitting that perfect spot that made her see stars. "And I'm going to make sure you remember it."

Amelia gasped as he pushed a finger deeper, then another, her body stretched open, prepared for what was to come. And then she felt the glass—cool, smooth, foreign—pressing against her.

"No—!" she cried out, her body tensing against the invasion.

"Yes," Dante snarled, his hand slamming down on her ass again. "You're going to take it. You're going to take everything I give you."

Amelia screamed as he pushed, the glass sliding inside her, burning, stretching her in ways she never thought possible. Tears streamed down her face, her body shuddering with pain and something else—something dark, something wicked that she couldn't deny.

"That's it," he praised, his voice rough with arousal. "You're taking it so well. You're such a good girl for me."

Amelia sobbed, her body trembling as he pushed the glass deeper, her pussy clenching around nothing. "I—I can't—!" she gasped, her mind spinning with the sensations.

"You can," he growled, his hand caressing her back, soothing her even as he pushed her to her limits. "Because you're mine. Your body is mine. Your pleasure is mine. And I'm going to give you everything you've been craving."

And then he was inside her.

Not just the glass—his cock, thick, swollen, relentless, filling her in ways she didn't think were possible. She screamed, her nails clawing at the bed, her body breaking under the weight of the sensation. The glass ground against her walls, the stretch unbearable, but the way he fucked her—hard, deep, possessive—made her whimper with need.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. "You're so fucking tight. You're perfection. You're everything I've been dreaming of."

Amelia sobbed, her body shattered between pleasure and pain. The glass grinded against her walls, the stretch unbearable, but the way he fucked her—hard, deep, possessive—made her whimper with need.

"Please—!" she cried out, not knowing what she was begging for, only knowing that she needed more.

"Please what?" he growled, his voice dark, demanding. "You want me to stop? You want me to pull out and leave you like this? Empty and aching?"

"No! Don't stop—!" she pleaded, her body arching against him, seeking more of his touch. "Please, Master, don't stop. Fuck me harder. Make me feel it. Make me feel you."

"Good girl," he praised, his hand falling on her ass again, the sting sharp, painful, but somehow perfect. "You take my cock so well. You're such a good girl for me."

His thrusts became harder, faster, each one pushing her closer to the edge of ecstasy. Amelia's orgasm built, her body quivering on the edge, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure.

"I—I'm gonna—!" she gasped, her body trembling with the promise of release.

"Come," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Come now. Show me how much you love this. Show me how much you love being mine."

And she did.

Her body shuddered, her pussy clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Dante roared, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum, the heat spilling into her, marking her as his. His hands sank into her hips, holding her in place as he claimed her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his body shaking with the intensity of his release. "So fucking good. You're perfect. You're mine."

Amelia collapsed forward, her body spent, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Dante pulled out, the glass slipping from her with a wet pop. He grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at him.

"You're mine now," he growled, his eyes dark with possession. "And you're going to stay this way. You're going to remember this feeling every time you sit down. You're going to remember who owns you."

Amelia nodded, her voice a whisper. "Yes, Master."

Dante's smirk was dark, satisfied. "Good. Now, let's see how well you take lesson two."

And with that, he reached for the crop leaning against the bedpost—long, thin, and very dangerous.
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