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About This Book

This is the second book in “Messy Velvet’s Dirty Desires” series.

After the slick submission night, they both desired each other intensely and feared losing each other terribly. The only solution was a deserted island where no one could find them.

There, everything was bare. Their skin, their desires, their fears… everything.

The island offered them the most primitive form of pleasure, while simultaneously posing a question:

Could they sustain such a love in the city… or could it only exist in this paradise?

***


CHAPTER ONE: The Assignment

The aftermath of that slick, oily night had left them both devastated. For days, the mundane demands of life had ruthlessly pulled Scarlett and Dante apart, but neither could shake the heady afterglow of their intimacy. The release they found in each other left them tender, their bodies humming with satiated heat. Even two months later, texts flew between them, dripping with the memory of slippery skin and breathless begs, counting the seconds until they could drown in that delicious madness again.

But Dante’s firm required him to spend a month abroad every year at an overseas hangar for mandatory training. Usually, a month’s exile in a foreign city was a welcome diversion. Destinations were drawn by chance. Last year’s stint at the freezing Siauliai Airport in Lithuania was bearable a short flight from his home and the heart of Europe. The distance hadn't felt absolute. This year, however, a big surprise lay in wait. With only a week left until his new deployment was announced, a restless anxiety began to gnaw at Scarlett’s ribs.

What if he goes somewhere impossibly far? She agonized.

The verdict dropped at exactly 11:47 on a Tuesday morning. The email subject line alone sent his pulse thudding against his sternum. His fingers went rigid. Clicking it open, his breath stalled.

FIJI ISLANDS — NADI INTERNATIONAL.

Nadi. The other side of the goddamn world. Twenty-four brutal hours of connections from Vienna. A heavy knot formed low in his gut at the thought of being so far from Scarlett’s touch. He had to find a way to spin this. He had never even heard of Nadi. A quick search revealed an airport nestled in the heart of a lush, tropical expanse, though details were scarce. Waiting for his lunch break to ask his coworkers, he soon realized he would be the first employee ever dispatched to this remote outpost. Finding no local veteran to brief him, he decided to break the news via video call that evening.

By nightfall, he was pacing his bedroom like a caged animal. As he adjusted his webcam, he noticed his knuckles were white. On his screen sat the map of Nadi International, a mysterious haven unknown to his peers. Drawing a deep breath, he dialed.

The screen flickered to life. Her hair was swept up in a messy bun, her lovely features pinched with a day’s worth of pent-up anticipation. The mere sight of her flooded Dante’s veins, instantly resurrecting the scent of their wet coupling. The memory of her skin heated the room. But tonight, he had a different tension to navigate.

"Dante. Please, don't torture me," she pleaded, leaning so close he could see the nervous flutter of her lashes. "I've been dying of curiosity all day. The email came, didn't it? Where is it? Please tell me it isn't incredibly far... somewhere like Lithuania, where you won't feel so stranded."

He swallowed hard. A crooked, melancholy smile touched his mouth.

"Scarlett, my love... I don’t know if you’re ready for this. Lithuania is right next door compared to this. This year, the firm is sending me, quite literally, to the other side of the planet."

"What do you mean? Just tell me."

"Fiji. Nadi International."

She froze. "Fiji?" The word barely left her mouth. Her eyes widened. For a second she thought he was joking, waiting for him to grin and say Germany or France or somewhere normal. But the serious look on his face told her he wasn’t.

"Fiji?!" she cried out.

"Are you serious, Dante? Do you even know where that is? It’s a tiny island in the middle of nowhere, lost in the middle of the fucking ocean. Do they even have internet there?"

Dante let out a rough chuckle that scraped the back of his throat.

"I checked the flight details, sweetheart. It’s a long connection from Vienna. Takes more than a day to get there. I was shocked too. Nobody from the office has ever been sent there."

Pressure settled in her chest. Two months ago, they were consumed... Now a six-hour time difference stood between them. The phantom ache of longing was already tightening around her throat, she wouldn't see him for a month and even a simple phone call would require calculating hours. Yet, pushing through the despair was an exploding spike of pride. How many people ever got the chance to live and work in a tropical Eden, in a hangar shadowed by palm trees? This was an extraordinary opportunity.

"Dante, my love... it sounds incredible," she murmured. Tears pricked her eyes, but a soft smile fought its way into her mouth.

"I want to cry because I’m going to miss you with every fiber of my being, but I am so happy for you. Fiji. You’re actually going to see those turquoise waters from the postcards."

She was just about to add that he must be the first person to ever go, when a spark lit her eyes. She clapped her hands, sitting up straighter.

"Wait! Wait, wait," she squealed at the screen.

He blinked, taken aback.

"What is it?"

"I just remembered my best friend, Elena. You know she switched to long-haul and charter flights last year? Dante, two years ago she flew to Fiji on a wealthy executive's private jet! To that exact airport. Nadi. She showed me all the pictures."

His eyes sharpened. The intelligence briefing he couldn't get at work was sitting right with his lover’s best friend. "You're kidding. Elena went to Nadi? What did she say?"

Scarlett snatched up her phone, quickly recording a voice memo to Elena while recounting the details. "She loved it. The instant you step off the plane, they welcome you with guitars and flowers. They say “Bula!” That’s hello. There are huge mountains right behind the runway. She said the hangar gets sweltering, but the locals are so warm and laid-back. She told me she had never felt so safe, so at one with nature in her entire life."

Listening to her breathy, impassioned rambling, the dread in Dante's gut dissolved. Her genuine thrill for him, her immediate instinct to comfort him despite her own impending heartbreak. It pulled them closer, erasing the distance.

“So, Bula," he said, his voice dropping into low, dark tones.

"My first order of business when I arrive will be to call you in a floral shirt and say Bula."

She blew a kiss to the lens.

"And not just that... When you return, you had better bring back some of those exotic massage oils. We’ll need to plan a night that eclipses our last little escapade. Understood?"

The melancholy vanished from his eyes, replaced by a heat of love between them. Fiji no longer seemed so daunting.

The days blurred together. As his departure loomed, the cruel weight of their impending separation bore down. Distance was not a new concept for them. As an aviation specialist, his work often kept him anchored in Vienna or traveling to base. Meanwhile, she practically lived in the clouds, working as an international flight attendant. He would return to their shared apartment to wait for her, but Scarlett’s relentless schedule, dizzying jet lag and sprawling layovers meant they were constantly out of sync. When he was home, she was tossing in a cold New York hotel bed; when she finally returned, he was buried in a grueling shift.

Yet, rather than dulling their passion, this constant deprivation only sharpened their hunger. The memory of two months ago locking themselves away, drenching their skin in warm oil, stripping away every rule they had ever known remained seared into their flesh. Whenever she found herself alone in the sterile chill of a foreign hotel room, she would close her eyes, sliding her hands over her own curves, imagining the strong heat of his palms. She could taste the masculine musk of the oil, recalling the blissful, yielding softness he had commanded from her. She craved him so deeply it physically hurt. But such desire inevitably bred a darker shadow: jealousy.

It hit her on one of those lonely nights. She was sprawled across the bed in a Frankfurt hotel room, still wearing her uniform, too exhausted to even wipe off her makeup. She dialed him.

Dante had just finished his shift in Vienna and joined his team for drinks at a trendy lounge. The call connected.

His face filled the screen, stubble shadowing his strong jaw, radiating that calm, dominant confidence he always carried. Dim, warm lighting highlighted his broad shoulders while upbeat jazz and the clink of glasses played in the background.

"Hello, gorgeous," he said, his deep voice rumbling through the speaker. He tilted the phone slightly to show the table.

"Landed safely, I see. You look wiped out."

Her heart fluttered at the sight of him, but when a woman’s bright laugh carried through the audio, her eyes narrowed. She leaned closer, trying to catch the reflections behind him.

"Yeah, we landed. I’m exhausted, obviously," she replied, her tone flirtatious but carrying a sharp edge. "But I see Mr. Dante isn’t showing any signs of fatigue at all."

"Where exactly are you? It sounds lively. Who's with you?"

He knew her moods intimately. He understood these flashes of jealousy were just symptoms of a girl starving for her man. Unfazed, he took a slow pull from his glass and offered a cool smile.

"Just having a farewell drink with the crew before I ship off to Fiji, darling," he said smoothly.

"The crew?" She arched a delicate brow, lips forming a tight pout.

"And whose 'crew' does that shrill laugh belong to? Turn the camera to the right, Dante. I can't see who's sitting behind you."

A rich rumble sounded in his chest. He shook his head slowly. Without moving the lens, he locked onto her gaze, stripping her bare through the screen.

"Sarah from logistics is here with her husband. There’s another group next to us. Scarlett, my love... don't do this. I know you're aching. Believe me, the feeling is mutual. But there is not a single woman in this room who could even make me blink. They're coworkers."

She was exploding with prissy emotions. She didn't realize it yet, but she was gripping the phone so tightly because of this.

"Oh, I don't know," she huffed, sinking deeper into the pillows. Her uniform pulled taut across her breasts.

"I'm rotting in a lonely hotel room and you're throwing parties with the Sarahs. God knows what will happen once you reach Fiji. Tropical islands, local girls, beach parties... The paranoia is already eating me alive."

His quiet authority sent a shiver down her spine.

"I’m going to Fiji to wrench on airplanes. It's beautiful. Not to ogle women. Besides... who said I was planning on going alone?"

She blinked. The jealous pout vanished instantly.

"What do you mean? Is the airline sending you with me?" she asked, her pulse spiking.

He leaned back, a devilish glint in his dark eyes.

"The company isn't sending you, obviously. But I checked the calendar. Do you know what falls during my trip?"

Her mind raced before reality hit her.

"I can't believe it... Our anniversary."

"Exactly," he said, his tone turning intimate. "Year two. And I'll be sitting on the other side of the planet. The firm put me up in a detached villa with a private pool, right on the beach. I was thinking... what if you wrung a week out of your schedule? What if you flew straight into my arms? We could celebrate entirely isolated. Just us, the water and a week so filthy it would make our last night look innocent."

Her heart fluttered. Dante’s brilliant, dominant countermove had effortlessly incinerated her jealousy, pooling heat low in her belly. A whole week alone with him in a villa. This was a fantasy.

"Dante... that is the most magnificent idea," she gasped, trembling. But just as quickly, reality crashed down. "But it's practically impossible."

He frowned. "Why? It’s a week. Use your vacation time."

She let out a ragged sigh, staring at the sterile ceiling. "Have you forgotten? Peak season starts next month. Charters, summer schedules. And you know what Helga, our scheduling manager, is like. The woman is made of stone. Asking for a full week off right now is like handing in my resignation."

"You won't know until you try," he commanded gently, wrapping his unwavering confidence around her.

"Tell them your husband is stationed on the edge of the earth. Make them give you the exception."

"I don't know, Dante. I honestly don't," she said, caught painfully between desperate hope and realistic dread.

"I fly back to Vienna tomorrow. As soon as I land, I'll march into the schedule and face Helga. But please, don't get your hopes up. If she says no, you'll be devastated and I'll be crushed."

He sent her a look so warm and fiercely possessive it made her breath catch.

"Do everything in your power, beautiful. I know it’ll get approved. We will be out there, beneath the palms, letting you give yourself over to me. Now, get some proper rest. Call me the moment you leave the airport tomorrow."

"Understood... I miss you so desperately," she replied, her eyes swimming with a volatile mix of fervent hope and the harrowing fear of rejection.

When the screen went black, the silence in the room pressed down on her. Her mind spun with schemes. How to convince Helga. How to bribe her coworkers for their shifts. The gates to paradise were either going to swing wide open tomorrow, or slam mercilessly in her face.

***

The following day, after the Frankfurt-Madrid leg, the bulky cabin doors finally sealed shut behind the last disembarking passenger. Scarlett let her flawless, professional smile drop. From the outside, a flight attendant’s life was pure glamour; behind the curtain, it demanded a brutal toll. Clearing trays in the galley, she flinched at the familiar stab of pain in her lower back. High altitudes, relentless pressure changes and hours in heels were leaving permanent marks. But today, physical agony was secondary to a gnawing guilt.

Riding the crew shuttle in Madrid, she rested her head against the glass. She replayed her petty outburst from the night before. Who is Sarah? Pan the camera. She had badgered him with childish insecurities, souring his night. She knew how fiercely loyal he was. How he belonged to her. But distance watered the toxic seeds in her mind and her loneliness fueled them. He was preparing to leave the continent, needing her strength and she had made him bleed because of her own desperation.

In Madrid, she sought refuge in a dim, hole-in-the-wall Thai massage parlor for her weekly ritual to keep her battered body functioning. The strong scent of eucalyptus and lavender rolled over her, mingling with the stifling heat of the room, dragging her mind straight back to that wet, feverish night. The oil today was similar, but nothing compared to the hot, sensual slide of his hands. As the therapist’s firm fingers dug into her shoulder blades, she squeezed her eyes shut, pretending those hands were Dante's. She ached for the dark energy in his protective touch, yet harboring an intensity that drove her out of her mind. The Fiji gamble flashed behind her eyelids. What if Helga said no? The agonizing uncertainty shredded any chance of relaxation, sending her pulse into a frenzy.

During those exact hours, Dante was buried deep under the massive engine of a Boeing 777 inside a huge Vienna hangar. His coveralls were soaked in thick grease and jet fuel. He usually loved the raw power of his job the way cold steel and hydraulic systems could hurl hundreds of tons into the sky. But today, the schematics blurred in front of his eyes. All he could think about was her.

When his shift finally ended, he stripped off the greasy coveralls, took a scalding shower, and headed straight to the gym. That place was his sanctuary. The only way he could beat his mind and body back under control. For him, lifting wasn’t just about staying big. It was how he caged the dark, restless energy that constantly prowled inside him. When Scarlett’s scent still clung to his skin and he couldn’t touch her, the brutal buildup of frustration could only be burned off against cold iron.

He shoved his earbuds in, cranked up a heavy rock track, and lay back on the bench. Gripping the knurled bar, Scarlett’s sulky face from the night before flashed through his mind. On the outside, he remained the calm, unbreakable one. He had to be. If he let even a hint of panic show, their long-distance situation would fall apart. But inside, a storm was raging.

He thrust the metal bar upward. The burning pain in his chest mixed with the guilt twisting in his gut.

Was I unfair? He thought, racking the heavy bar. His chest heaved with ragged breaths. He knew how punishing her job was, how terrifying it was to ask for leave from her superiors. Driven purely by his own selfish hunger, he had pushed his girl into an impossible gamble. Two days of his life would be spent suspended in the air just to give him one week of bliss. Did he have the right to batter her body for that?

He stared at his reflection. Muscles swollen with blood, veins prominent under the harsh lights. But the cavernous pain remained. The profound peace of sinking into her wet, pliant heat could never be replicated by the iron in this room. That night, their souls had fractured and fused together. Now, the only thing getting hard were his muscles, while his spirit pulled dangerously taut. He checked his phone. Still no message. The crushing silence cast a long shadow over his island paradise.

Leaving the parlor, Scarlett went straight back to her hotel, downed a large glass of red wine, and collapsed into bed. Her flight wasn’t until the following evening, but she planned to head to the airport early.

***

The next morning, dressed in her sharp navy uniform with her hair pulled into a flawless chignon, she marched toward the administration building. She looked like a woman heading into a boardroom. In truth, she was walking straight into a grenade.

She stopped in front of the Crew Scheduling door. Her chest felt tight. She gripped the cold handle, hesitating for one painful second. Common sense screamed at her to turn around, to be a good girl and wait quietly for a month. But another voice the desperate, fiercely devoted woman who belonged entirely to Dante whispered: If you don’t open this door, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life. You won’t get another chance to wrap your legs around him in those turquoise waters.

At that exact moment, Dante stood in the gym locker room, slinging his bag over his broad shoulder. He stared at his phone. Late afternoon in Vienna. He knew she had landed. He knew she was standing in that building right now. His mind demanded calm, but his heart hammered violently. He sat in his car, gripping the leather steering wheel with white knuckles, eyes fixed on the blank screen.

Both of them, separated by the city, were paralyzed by the same burning lust and agonizing uncertainty.

The moment of truth had arrived.

Scarlett’s trembling hand pushed down on the metal. The icy shiver running down her spine tangled intimately with the deafening thunder of her pulse. She closed her eyes, inhaling the phantom scent of his throat, that woody male musk. She pictured the waters of Fiji. Then, she shoved the handle down.

The solid click of the lock was a camera shutter, freezing time. For her, time was suspended in that stifling office. For him, on the other side of the world, tens of thousands of feet in the air, time devolved into pure torment. From the instant she stepped through that door, his life became an endless chain of layovers fraught with anxiety.

When the wheels of his plane severed their connection to the Vienna runway, the final message sitting on his screen read:

“I’m going in, my darling. I don't know how long it will take, or what kind of hell will break loose inside. Pray for me. Do not take your phone out of airplane mode until you land, or my heart might just give out.”

He didn't blink during the six-hour flight to Doha. Resting his head against the glass, watching the sprawling continents slide by, he wrestled with the hollow pain in his chest. The monotonous cabin hum couldn't drown out his thoughts. Wrenching time off from Madam Helga, the airline's Iron Lady, was harder than finding water in the Sahara. Because of his selfish demand, she was bleeding in that office, risking her career.

The three-hour layover in Doha was a waiting room in Hell. Watching the sun bleed over the desert through the terminal glass, he fought the desperate urge to turn off airplane mode, but his vow to Scarlett stayed in his hand. By the time he endured the twenty-four-hour marathon from Qatar to Singapore and finally to Nadi, a journey that destroyed a man's perception of space and time, he was numb.

Splashing freezing water on his face in the claustrophobic lavatory, he glared at the mirror. Bruised shadows clung beneath his eyes. His jaw was dark with untamed stubble. The customary, fiercely arrogant glint in his gaze had been hollowed out, leaving only a desperate, starving man waiting for a verdict.

"If that time off isn't granted," he murmured into the empty cabin, the words tasting like ash,

"How the hell am I going to survive a month in paradise suffocating on this guilt?"

His usual cool control was gone. He craved Scarlett with a severity that paralyzed him, the mere phantom of being buried deep inside her was enough to make his chest ache. When his connection out of Singapore dragged toward the boundless azure of the Pacific, Dante shoved his earbuds in and brutally severed all ties with the waking world.

Thirty hours after leaving Vienna, the wheels slammed onto the tarmac of Nadi International. He jolted awake. The moment the cabin doors cracked open, the atmosphere invaded. It was alien to the crisp chill of Europe. The sharp tang of Pacific salt, the strong, narcotic perfume of exotic blooms and a thick wave of cloying humidity pressed against his skin. Stepping down the stairs, he had to narrow his eyes against the glare. Scarlett’s friend, Elena, had been right. Beyond the glass of passport control, dense, green jungle crawled up volcanic peaks that looked ripped from a cinematic fever dream.

Inside the terminal, the air hummed with rhythmic joy. Three local men in vibrant floral shirts a big leafy garland draped around their necks, strummed ukuleles. They flashed blindingly white smiles at the exhausted travelers, hollering that magical word:

“Bula! Welcome to Fiji!”

Under normal circumstances, such a fiercely warm reception would inject a man’s blood with pure vitality. Dante forced a polite, tight smile and nodded, but internally, he was bleeding out. The pulsating colors, the ecstatic locals, the impossibly crystalline ocean glittering through the glass it all formed a brutal contrast to the bleak storm raging inside him. He felt like a smear of charcoal dragged across a vibrant canvas.

The company driver was waiting, holding a placard scrawled with Mr. Dante. He draped a big, fresh orchid garland around Dante’s neck.

“Bula, boss,” the driver grinned, throwing open the door of a blasting air-conditioned SUV.

“Welcome to paradise.”

“Thanks, man,” he rasped, his voice rough with exhaustion.

The amazing scent of the blooms brought Scarlett instantly to his mind. It resurrected the fascinating musk of her skin, the way she tasted when he had buried his face in the crook of her neck that slick, oily night two months ago. The memory twisted like a serrated blade in his ribs.

Half an hour later, the SUV pulled up to a sprawling, detached lodge hidden by towering coconut palms, barely a hundred meters from the shoreline. The firm had left him a beat-up Wrangler. He'd learned to love it. The property was flawless. A private plunge pool in the back, an endless ocean vista dominating the front porch. The moment the driver left and the deep silence of the villa settled over him, Dante dropped his duffel bag onto the hardwood. He pulled out his phone. His thumb hovered over the screen, gripped by a sudden hesitation. He inhaled sharply and disabled airplane mode.

Notifications cascaded down the screen, but his eyes locked onto a single text from her:

Just stepped into the apartment. Madam Helga totally destroyed me. I can't talk right now, I need to clear my head. Let me know when you arrive.

A cold fist slammed into his gut. Denied. She was devastated. She had been crying and she couldn't even bear the sound of his voice. He hurled the phone onto the expansive bed and walked out to the porch, collapsing into a wicker chair. Burying his face in his hands, he stared blankly as the setting sun painted the sky crimson across the turquoise water.

Paradise, stripped of the woman you worshiped, was nothing but the most opulent prison on earth.

The first three days in Fiji were brutal. Tormented by jet lag, Dante woke at five every morning, pounding out miles of punishing runs along the shoreline as the sun dragged itself over the Pacific horizon. He deliberately tortured his body, shedding torrents of sweat, begging the searing burn in his thighs to smother the relentless throb in his chest. Afterward, he would slump back onto the porch, nursing an iced coffee, watching the waves lash the sand.

The actual work was a different kind of hell. Busting his ass beneath the tropical sun in the massive hangar was melting him down. The metallic stench of sheet iron, engine grease and hydraulic fluid, married to ninety percent humidity, made drawing a full breath an ordeal. But he didn't complain. Gripping a wrench, sliding deep into the belly of a Boeing turbine and refusing to emerge for hours was the only way to numb his mind.

The local crew was impossibly laid-back and welcoming. After shifts, they constantly invited him to throw back his kava and attend their evening rituals. Dante offered nothing but a guarded smile.

“Jet lags got me wrecked, guys. I need to crash.” Then he would retreat to the suffocating isolation of his perfect villa.

Three days dragged by. Three long, painful days. He and Scarlett had exchanged only a handful of short, awkward texts.

Heading to my flight.

Did you go?

How’s the weather?

Hot.

They were both carefully avoiding the damage his selfish proposal had caused. Neither of them had the courage to talk about the pain. He kept picturing her sitting in that office, and the guilt ate him alive. Only four days remained until their anniversary. He would stare at the empty chair across the porch table and imagine her there flashing that evil smile over a glass of wine. Then, consumed by dark restlessness, he would throw himself into the cold ocean just to shock his system and shut his mind up.

By the evening of the fourth day, the sun had slipped behind the water, painting the sky in deep violet and soft blush. The loud cries of nocturnal birds and frogs filled the humid air. Dante lounged on the porch, long legs stretched out, an ice-cold local beer sweating in his hand. The breeze rustled the palm leaves above him.

Then the sharp, demanding ring of his phone cut through the quiet.

A video call.

His heart stalled. He slammed the bottle down and bolted inside. The words My World Calling… flashed across the screen. His throat went dry. He hungered for her so fiercely that he had to clench his jaw to suppress the violent urge to break down.

He answered.

Scarlett appeared, bathed in the familiar, dim light of their Vienna apartment. Swallowed in his oversized gray T-shirt, her eyes were puffy and her skin drained. Her hair was a beautiful, chaotic mess. Seeing the woman, he obsessed over reduced to such exhaustion, it brought a choking pressure to his chest.

“Scarlett,” he rasped, his voice guttural with suppressed need.

“My gorgeous girl… are you alright?”

She drew a shuddering breath, her eyes locking onto the lens.

“Dante,” she said.

“I’m… I’m fully drained. That day I walked through her door… I endured the most harrowing hour of my life.”

He dropped his chin to his chest, dragging a hand down his face.

“I’m sorry,” he groaned.

“Fuck, I am so sorry. It was stupid of me. I never should have pushed you into the fire like that. Please, don’t torture yourself over this anymore. I’m here and I'll endure it.”

She leaned closer to the screen, sniffling softly. “Stop. Don’t brush it off. I need to tell you exactly what happened in that room. You need to know how I sweat blood sitting across from Madam Helga.”

He nodded captive. “Tell me. I’m listening.”

“The instant I pushed that door open, the temperature plummeted,” she began, her tone still vibrating with the lingering adrenaline of the standoff.

“The office is bleak enough, but Helga was behind her desk, glasses perched on her nose, staring at four separate monitors. She was literally playing God with the entire flight network. Without even lifting her head, she ordered, ‘Take a seat, Scarlett. I’m listening, but make it quick. I’m running the summer simulation.’”

Dante held his breath.

“I sank into the stiff leather chair. My hands were on my thighs and I was physically shaking. I took a breath and just let it spill: ‘I desperately need a one-week block of vacation starting next Friday.’”

She paused, letting the weight of the memory settle before pressing on.

“Dante, her hands froze above the keyboard. She shot me a glare over the rim of her glasses so piercing I wanted to throw myself out the window. ‘Scarlett,’ she clipped, weaponizing every syllable. ‘Next month. Peak season. Every single crew member is flying at absolute limits. And you come in here demanding a week off? Have you lost your damn mind? What is the justification? Life or death? A court summons?’”

He shuddered at her chillingly accurate mimicry.

“And what did you say?” he asked, his voice thick.

“The stark truth. I told her the firm dispatched you to Fiji, that our anniversary falls exactly on that week and that I hadn't seen you properly in months. Helga paused. Then this thin, patronizing smirk slithered onto her face. ‘Ah, romance,’ she mocked. ‘How terribly sweet. But this is an airline, not a dating agency. Your request is denied. Now kindly leave and pull the door shut behind you.’ She delivered it with such ruthless finality, my eyes instantly swam with tears.”

Dante’s fists clenched on the table. He could feel her crushing disappointment, the naked vulnerability she had endured, right down to his marrow.

“If I had been there, I would have dragged her out of that fucking chair,” he growled, a dark, protective fury lacing his tone.

“Stop,” she commanded softly, raising a delicate hand. For the first time, strangely glint flared in her pale eyes.

“I walked to the door, Dante. I wrapped my hand around the handle. I was a second away from leaving and breaking down into a hysterical mess. But then… the woman who belongs to you clawed her way to the surface. The possessive, unyielding part of me. I didn't leave. I turned my back to the door and marched right up to her desk.”

Dante’s brow furrowed.

“Helga stared at me in total astonishment, I slammed my palms flat on her desk. I didn't give a damn about rank or my career in that second. Staring dead into her eyes, I told her…” Scarlett’s voice dropped, mimicking her own dominant stance from that moment.

“‘You know what it's like. Sitting in an empty house. Counting the days. Your husband flew long-haul for twelve years.’”

Scarlett held Dante’s stare through the screen.

“Helga went still. I told her, ‘You, better than anyone, know the exquisite agony of waiting for a man who is oceans away. I am not demanding this time off because of a trivial whim. I want it so I can lay eyes on my husband. So, I can feel his breath against my skin.’”

“Jesus, Scarlett.”

“That mocking sneer on her face wavered for a split second. But she instantly recovered. She yelled,

‘Emotional blackmail won't work with me! The system rejects it, we have zero capacity.’”

Dante feels a tightness in his chest. “What did you do?”

“I decided to play chess,” she murmured. An intensely smirk smile ghosted across her lips.

“I said, ‘I know perfectly well that in the summer simulation sitting right in front of you, you cannot manage to shackle anyone to the layovers for Manila, Riyadh and New Delhi for July and August. I know crews are calling out sick just to escape those routes. Every single one of those hellish flights is flashing red on your system, I'm not blind.’”

She paused, drinking in his stunned expression. “Her eyes went wide. I finished my gambit. I said, ‘Grant me that one week in Fiji. In exchange, for the entirety of July and August, Manila, Riyadh, Delhi… whatever incredibly long, back-breaking and universally despised rotations have blown up in your face, I will fly them voluntarily. Without a single whisper of complaint. I am offering my own body to plug those bleeding red gaps. A week in paradise, in exchange for three months of pure hell. Do we have a deal?’”

Dante stared at the screen, paralyzed by disbelief. She had mortgaged her entire summer. Sacrificed herself to the most grueling, soul-crushing flights of her career, purely for the right to slide beneath him.

“My love… what the fuck have you done?” he breathed.

“Those routes will destroy you. You won't even be able to rest.”

She shrugged. “I was counting the beads of sweat trickling down my spine. Helga just froze. She narrowed her eyes and the silence stretched on so long I thought I was going to pass out. Then, slowly, she reached for her keyboard. She clicked a few things. ‘One week,’ she said, her voice like cracking ice. ‘Seven days only. If you call in sick and flake out on even one of those Delhi flights, I will fire you. Do we have an agreement?’”

Dante couldn't string the words together. He was struggling to comprehend the sheer magnitude of her sacrifice. He looked at Scarlett's pale, exhausted face.

“So…” he stammered, his chest heaving.

“So, you…”

Suddenly, she ripped away the mask of exhaustion she had worn for days. A brilliant, tear-soaked smile broke across her face. Crying tears of pure adrenaline and raw lust, she grabbed the phone, her voice echoing through the speaker.

“I’m coming, Dante! I ripped the leave right out of her hands! I’ve already bought the ticket. I’ll be in that paradise, wrapped in your arms!”

A hot tear slipped down his stubbled jaw. The crushing, suffocating weight he had carried for days finally shattered, dissolving into the cool ocean breeze. He shot up from his chair with such force the wooden veranda groaned.

“Scarlett!” he roared, his voice cracking with pure, triumphant joy.

“I can’t believe you. You are a terrifying, incredible woman.”

“Get ready, Mr. Dante,” her tone dropped, laced with all the wicked, seductive promises of the slick nights they had shared.

“We are going crazy on that island. When I return, those Delhi flights are going to feel like a spa retreat. In two days, you had better be waiting for me at Nadi Airport in a flowery shirt.”

He turned, gazing out at the vast expanse of the Pacific. The last traces of crimson had faded into black, but as the night swallowed the horizon, Fiji had, for the very first time, truly become paradise.

***


CHAPTER TWO: Preparing For Love

A feverish, sleep-starved forty-eight-hour countdown began the second the line went dead. Scarlett had won her war against the scheduling department, but this was no standard tropical getaway. She was crossing hemispheres to a speck of rock in the middle of the Pacific for a reunion that had occupied her every waking thought since that oil-soaked night in Vienna. Packing the luggage became an exercise in near-military precision, driven by a restless, buzzing adrenaline. Clothes covered her mattress like a collapsed silk mountain, her closet doors thrown wide to the walls. She paced the bedroom, hangers in hand, her thumb slowly on her phone's voice note button.

"Dante, I tracked down those exotic massage oils Elena told me about," her voice shook over the recording, thick with anticipation.

"The jasmine and coconut blend. Remember that light vanilla oil we used months ago? This is supposedly ten times more potent if extracted from raw Fijian botanicals. I’m packing it in the deepest corner of my suitcase, wrapped in three layers of plastic so it doesn't leak a single drop. And I might have tucked a few other surprises in here, too. Brace yourself for new things. Regular boring life ends the moment I land."

She almost packed the wrong oils the ones she'd used for her own dry skin all winter, not the ones she'd ordered specifically for this. She only caught the mistake when she was already halfway through wrapping them. But she decided to keep the mistake to herself.

In Nadi, Dante listened to the message on his dark wooden porch, a slow, evil smile spreading across his jaw. Her voice alone was enough to stir the heavy, dormant fire in his blood. After his shift at the hangar, he drove straight to a gritty, open-air gym near the coast. The reunion had become a physical challenge, he wanted to be at his absolute limit when he finally put his hands back on her flesh. Surrounded by the rhythmic thrum of local music and the metallic tang of rusted iron, he loaded the bench press. He gripped the cold bar, her breathy promise echoing in his head. Two hundred and twenty pounds dropped onto his sternum, then shot upward. The burn in his muscles wasn't fatigue, it was pure, unadulterated impatience.

"Two days," he muttered, wiping sweat from his brow with his shoulder.

"Two more fucking days."

The local athletes working out nearby noticed his savage pace and laughed.

"Hey, Dante! Take it easy, brother. You're lifting like you're trying to tear a turbine apart with your bare hands."

Dante just grunted, a dark sound caught in his throat. They had no idea the kind of prize he was preparing to claim at the arrivals gate.

***

Back in Vienna, Scarlett wasn’t just packing oils. She buried herself in the city's most exclusive boutique, determined to thoroughly strip away the rigid, buttoned-up uniform of her flight attendant She slipped back into her profession the moment her feet touched the sand.

Inside a boutique fitting room draped with velvet curtains, she tried on an emerald lace bustier, then a delicate ocean-blue silk set. After a quick glance in the mirror, she took several photos, carefully cropping out her face and leaving only enough to tease. A few taps later, the images disappeared into cyberspace.

Dante was driving back to his villa when his phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen and immediately regretted it. The sight of emerald lace against her pale skin nearly sent his truck into a palm tree. Swearing under his breath, he hit the brakes and pulled onto the gravel shoulder. For a moment, he simply stared at the photo, trying and failing to regain his composure.

"Pack it away. Do not send me another one. I won't be responsible for my actions when I land."

His thumbs hovered over the screen before he added another message. What is that green lace? Even the jungle isn't that green.

"Pack it. Hide it. And don't send me another photo, Scarlett, or I'll be on the first flight back to Europe."

Reading the messages, Scarlett laughed softly at her reflection in the boutique mirror.

She loved this side of him. Loved knowing that beneath all his discipline and self-control, there was still a point where she could make him unravel. Yet she wasn't entirely immune herself.

As she walked home, she pressed the video call button.

Dante answered from his quarters wearing nothing but a pair of low-slung shorts. His hair was still damp from a shower, and droplets of water traced slow paths down his shoulders and chest. Weeks under the tropical sun had darkened his complexion, leaving his skin noticeably more bronzed than when she had last seen him.

"You look far too comfortable, Mr. Dante," she said, narrowed her eyes towards his muscular torso.

"The island suits you. You're too tan. I hope you're actually spending your time under those engines and not letting the local office girls stare at you."

Dante tilted the lens down, letting her take in the hard lines of his abdomen before flashing a slow, sardonic smirk.

"My only focus here is a stubborn hydraulic leak on a Boeing 777 and the cruel flight attendant who’s going to walk through that gate in less than forty-eight hours. The locals say Bula and keep moving, sweetheart. Besides, look at me. Thanks to your little previews, I’m burning enough energy in the gym to stay sane. I don’t have the breath to look at anyone else."

She pouted, her lips full on the screen, masking the sudden pain low in her belly.

"We’ll see. If I arrive and some beautiful girl puts one of those floral garlands around your neck, I’ll strangle you with it, Dante."

He let out a rich, deep laugh.

"I promise you, you’re the only woman who’ll be taking anything off me."

With thirty-six hours left, the red suitcase was packed so tightly she had to sink her full weight onto the lid to force the zipper shut. It held more than silk and cosmetics; it contained weeks of starvation, the strong suffering of long layovers in sterile hotel rooms and the raw anticipation of their anniversary. She collapsed backward onto the mattress, staring at the ceiling. Vienna to Doha. Doha to Singapore. Singapore to Nadi. A thirty-hour transit. To any other crew member, it would feel like a torturous double-shift. To her, it was a pilgrimage. Her pulse hummed like the steady roar of jet engines preparing for takeoff.

***

Across the world, Dante lay flat on his back beneath a whirring ceiling fan, listening to the tide crash against the shore. By this time tomorrow, her flight would be in Fijian airspace. He glanced at the vast, empty mattress beside him. Soon, the dark wood of this room would echo with her moans, the air thick with the scent of jasmine and the slick friction of their skin. The distance between them felt like a low-pressure system waiting for the inevitable storm to break.

The Fijian sunset was a masterpiece of bleeding color. The sky turned from molten gold into deep, bruised purple and fiery crimson, reflecting off the glass-like surface of the Pacific. After a punishing twelve-hour shift in the suffocating, fuel-scented hangar, Dante had stripped down to a thin linen shirt and shorts, seeking refuge in a weathered wooden shack right on the sand. He buried his bare feet in the cool grains, swirling the ice in a glass of dark local rum. The humid air dried the salt on his skin. The view meant to quiet a man's mind, but his brain was firing at a dangerous frequency. Their anniversary was the day after she landed and he refused to give her something ordinary.

A long-distance relationship between an aviation mechanic and a flight attendant was a volatile creature built on snatched hours, cold hotel rooms and explosive, desperate reconciliations. A diamond necklace or a designer bag wouldn't cut it. Scarlett had seen the world, luxury was just a backdrop to her job. He needed to give her an experience that would mark her permanently.

Closing his eyes, he remembered their night in Vienna. The frictionless slide of their skin under the oil, her breathless begging as he took her, the collapse of every civilized boundary. He wanted that untamed energy again. But in a country swarming with resorts and tourists’ isolation was a myth.

"Young man," a deep, weathered voice interrupted his thoughts.

Dante opened his eyes. An elderly local man who had been whittling a piece of driftwood in the corner of the bar stood before him. His face was a map of deep, sun-carved lines, a tortoiseshell necklace resting against his chest. His eyes held the wise depth of the ocean. He gestured to Dante's glass.

"Your eyes are on the water, but your mind is thousands of miles away," the old man said, his English thick and musical.

"I watched you leave the hangar. You understand machines, but wrenches cannot fix what is tight in your chest. I am Ratu. Buy me a rum and I will tell you what the water is trying to say to you."

Intrigued by the old man's presence, Dante gestured to the bartender for two more pours. Ratu settled onto the wooden stool beside him.

"My woman is coming," Dante confessed, the words raw and unprompted, torn from his throat by sheer restlessness.

"She’s crossing the world for me. Our anniversary is the day after she arrives and I need a place where the world can't touch us. No hotels, no restaurants. Just us."

Ratu took a slow, deliberate sip, letting the silence stretch until the only sound was the low lap of the tide. "Westerners believe everything has a price tag," Ratu murmured. "But the sacred places cannot be bought. They are only shown to those who need them. If you want to strip away the world and bind your souls to their most primal state... you must go to Motu-Lailai."

Dante leaned in, his forearms on the timber. "Motu-Lailai? What is it?"

Ratu gave a low chuckle. "You won’t find it on a map. The tourist speedboats don’t know the currents. It is a desolate island, sacred to the ancestors and fertility, protected by volcanic rock and dense jungle. The only entry is a hidden sea cave that opens only when the tide is exactly right."

The old man’s voice dropped an octave. "Inside, the ocean goes dead silent. In the heart of the island, within a massive, open-topped cavern, natural thermal springs boil up from the earth. The water is crystal, hot enough to make a man’s blood sing. It’s surrounded by giant ferns, wild orchids and fireflies that illuminate the dark. No villas. No structures. No civilization."

Dante’s eyes darkened with interest. It was exactly what he wanted.

"How do I get us there? Can you take us?"

Ratu raised a calloused hand, his gaze turning sharp, piercing straight through Dante. "Listen closely. Motu-Lailai demands a strict penalty. The law of the island clear. The instant your feet touch that sand, nothing of the modern world can remain on your skin. You and your woman must leave every shred of clothing, every piece of fabric, on the bow of the boat. You enter the cave and the sacred waters exactly as you entered this world. Fully naked."

Dante’s breath stalled in his throat. His heart gave a hard, thud against his ribs.

"Our ancestors believed that clothes hold the lies and energies of society," Ratu continued, his tone brokering no argument. "It is the established rule of that land. To enter those hot waters being covered by clothes is an insult to the island. There, only flesh and spirit exist. If you break the rule, the island rejects you. But if you surrender to it... the lovemaking in those springs binds two bodies for an eternity."

The visual hit Dante like a hard hit straight to her senses. He pictured Scarlett, the elegant, immaculate flight attendant who spent her life buttoned into sharp tailoring and tight chignons, standing on a deserted shore, letting her clothes drop into the white sand. He imagined her porcelain skin glistening under the raw Pacific sun, walking naked among the black volcanic rock and emerald ferns. He heard the ragged moan that would leave her lips as she stepped into the steaming thermal water, her bare body sliding against his, the echoes of the cave walls magnifying every slap of skin and desperate gasp. The visual sent a violent surge of heat straight to his groin. It was total submission to their darkest desires.

"Ratu," Dante said, his voice thick with a fierce, quiet intensity.

"Get me the boat. We’ll follow the rule to the letter. The world stays on the water. Name your price."

Ratu smiled, recognizing the predatory hunger in the younger man's eyes.

"Money is small. My grandson, Tuka, has an ancient “Camakau” outrigger engine-powered canoe. He will pick you up from a hidden cove in Nadi at noon. He drops you at the cave mouth and leaves. For twenty-four hours, you will hear nothing but the wind and her voice."

Dante threw several hundred-dollar bills onto the wood, giving Ratu a hard, grateful handshake. His pulse was racing when he left the bar, walking back toward his villa. The trap was set. Now, he just had to convince his elegant, rule-bound woman to step into it.

***

At that exact hour, Scarlett was pacing the ultra-exclusive VIP lounge at Singapore Changi Airport. She had just survived the long leg from Vienna, with a few hours to kill before boarding the final flight to Nadi. The lounge’s climate control was set to a freezing, clinical chill. Beneath her silk blouse, her nipples hardened into stiff peaks against her lace bra and she crossed her arms to hide them as she stared through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Outside jets taxied across the sterile tarmac; inside, businessmen typed quietly in leather chairs while classical music drifted from the ceiling.

Despite her aching limbs, a restless heat was building low in her belly. She took a slow sip of French champagne, her mind drifting to the bottles of jasmine and coconut oil tucked safely in her luggage. The thought of Dante's harsh hands pouring that slick warmth over her skin made her thighs tighten where she stood.

Then, her phone buzzed, the screen flashing with My Love. She answered immediately.

Dante appeared in the frame, cast in the dim shadow of his bedroom. He had just showered, water dripping from his face onto his bare shoulders. There was a dangerous, unhinged glint in his eyes that made her breath hitch.

"Sweetheart," he said, his voice vibrated through the line, sending an immediate shiver down her spine.

"Before those clinical Singapore air conditioners freeze you entirely, I thought I’d give you something to burn on."

She smiled, tilting her champagne flute toward the lens. "I am freezing, Dante. It's like there’s a refrigerator here, not a normal AC unit. But the sight of you half-naked definitely helps. Are you ready for me? You’ll be at the gate tomorrow morning with my garland, right?"

"I'll be waiting with more impatience than you can handle," he said, his tone shifting into something heavier, darker. "But plans for our anniversary have evolved, Scarlett."

Her smile faltered, her fingers tightening around the crystal stem as a flash of anxiety hit her. "What do you mean, evolved? Dante, I fought Helga to the death this week. If you tell me you're on shift or stuck in that hangar, I will burn that airport down."

He let out a rough chuckle that scraped the back of his throat.

"No. I'm fully off the grid for the entire week. I’m all yours. But I changed the venue. I found a gift for you. An experience."

Relieved, she leaned back onto the leather cushions, an intrigued smirk playing on her lips.

"An experience? What does that mean? A private yacht? Dinner in one of those underwater glass restaurants?"

Dante shook his head, locking his eyes directly onto her screen, pinning her with his stare.

"No luxury, Scarlett. No waiters. No menus, no fine wine, no expensive clothes. No people at all."

She blinked, confused. "Then what is it?"

"It's called Motu-Lailai," he said, tasting the syllables.

"A sacred, desolate island hidden from the tourist maps. Nothing but untouched jungle, black rock and the ocean. You land tomorrow morning. We’ll go back to the villa so you can sleep for a few hours. At noon, a private speedboat picks us up from a hidden cove. The driver drops us at a sea cave entrance and disappears."

Her pulse quickened, her natural taste for adventure instantly sparked.

"Dante... that sounds fucking insane. A deserted island? Hidden caves? It’s like a movie. I’ll pack that emerald bikini and the sheer white sarong in my carry-on so we can take photos."

The predatory smirk returned to his lips.

"You won't need the bikini, gorgeous. Or the sarong. And we won't be taking any photos."

She paused, her brow furrowing.

"What do you mean? Is it a nudist resort? Dante, absolutely not. I’m not stripping down around strangers, I'd be mortified"

"There are no strangers, Scarlett," he cut in, his voice turning into a low, commanding register that made her core throb. "Just you and me. It’s the island's law, not mine. Civilization is forbidden there. Fabric is banned. Clothing is banned. Phones stay on the boat. We strip down to nothing before our feet touch the sand. We enter fully naked."

Scarlett sat paralyzed in the middle of the freezing Singapore lounge. Her throat went dry. "Dante," she whispered, casting a frantic glance around the quiet room to ensure no one was listening. Her voice trembled. "Are you out of your mind? You want us to roam naked on a deserted island? In forests and caves? What if a boat passes? What if we're seen?"

"No one passes, Scarlett. The island is restricted, we're sneaking in," his tone was seductive.

"Imagine it. Nothing constricting you. No watch, no uniform, no rules. The ocean air directly on your bare skin. We’ll walk into the heart of the island, into a volcanic cavern. Inside, there are natural thermal springs boiling up from the earth, filling the cave with thick steam."

Her pupils dilated. The imagery flooded her mind, stripping away her defenses, rendering the fantasy in vivid, hyper-erotic detail.

Dante didn't stop, his words weaving a tight, inescapable web around her senses. "We’re going into that water, sweetheart. Fully naked. No barriers between my skin and yours. Our bodies will unite under the heat. Remember our night in Vienna? That was just a preview. Inside that cavern, as the sweat and steam rise, I’m going to take those exotic oils you packed and rub them into your skin. Over your breasts, down your neck, between your thighs... and then I’m going to press your slippery, wet body flat against the hot, hard volcanic rock."

Despite the bitter chill of the lounge's air conditioning, a fine bead of sweat broke out along her collarbone. Her breathing fractured, her chest heaving against her blouse. A throbbing wave of heat piles up in her groin, making her shift restlessly in the leather chair. Every ounce of hesitation, every lingering shred of societal shame or fear of being caught, melted instantly in the fire of his words. She pressed her thighs tightly together, the damp friction confirming that her underwear was already soaked through.

"Dante..." she breathed, her voice so husky with raw surrender, she barely recognized it.

"You are a madman."

"We're going to lose our goddamn minds out there, beautiful," his voice turned into a predatory octave that made her thighs press together.

"That hot spring is going to boil from our skin alone. I want to hear your moans bouncing off those cave walls until you forget your own name. No rules, Scarlett. Just your skin, my hands and the water."

She bit her lower lip, hard enough to leave a mark, her eyes locked onto his dark, starving gaze. Disregarding the quiet elite murmuring around her in the lounge, she leaned closer to the lens, her whisper thick with a shameless heat.

"The second that hull hits the sand, Dante, the clothes come off. Every single stitch. And once we're in that cavern... I am going to paint you in that oil until you are at my mercy. By the time we leave that island, Vienna will feel like an innocent memory."

His jaw tightened, a muscle leaping along his cheekbone as his body went fully rigid under the weight of her surrender. He swallowed hard, the ache between his hips tightening to the point of pain.

"Tomorrow," he ordered, his voice rough, stripped of his usual engineering logic.

"Get on the flight. Just get your ass here."

"I'm coming," she said. Her voice dropped.

"Keep the lights on," she breathed, her eyes promising everything.

The line went black. Scarlett stared out at the dark runway through the glass, the exhaustion of her thirty-hour transit completely vaporized. Adrenaline rushed through her blood, accompanied by an unmistakable dampness between her thighs. This trip was a reckoning. Their second year together wouldn't be celebrated with a sterile dinner; it would be forged in fire, sweat and the lawlessness of Motu-Lailai. Every breath she took now felt like a countdown to her first unclad step onto that forbidden sand.

They were moving across different time zones, but their minds were anchored to the exact same coordinate: their first touch in the middle of the deep blue.

***

Hours later, suspended in the pitch-black sky aboard the Airbus A350, Scarlett was sunk into the plush leather of her first-class pod. Around her, the cabin was dead silent, bathed in the artificial indigo of the night-lighting. Sleep was impossible. Every time the aircraft hit a pocket of turbulence, the subtle, drop of the frame sent a sharp vibration straight to her private center, amplifying the dull tingle between her hips. When she closed her eyes, his command played on a loop: We strip down to nothing. We enter fully naked.

The sheer scandal of it made her skin prickle. Her nipples pressed hard against the lace of her bra, straining the silk of her blouse. Her life as a flight attendant was a cage of tight chignons and pressed uniforms. Dante was asking her to tear it all off. Armor. That’s what her uniform was. And now, Dante was demanding she strip it all away, leaving her exposed, vulnerable and fully at his mercy. A raw, lawless territory where she would be nothing but his. She slid her hand down to her lower abdomen, feeling the frantic flutter of her pulse. The exhaustion was gone, replaced by a tight, throbbing anticipation that made her breath catch. She could already feel the imaginary heat of his palms sliding over her hips in that dark cave, his oil-slicked fingers charting the lines of her body.

Halfway across the planet, the ceiling fan in the Nadi villa sliced through the humid air as Dante sat on the edge of the mattress. Before him lay a heavy, waterproof military rucksack. Even in the grip of obsession, his brain functioned like a machine. Analyze the variables. Factor in safety margins. Predict system failures. Ratu’s description of Motu-Lailai sounded like a dark paradise designed specifically for their depravity, but Dante knew the Pacific was a ruthless monster. Tropical weather was volatile, a sapphire sky could fracture into a squall within minutes. They were relying on Tuka’s speedboat for a few hours of isolation, but if an engine blew or the sea turned wild, they would be stranded. He refused to let his girl be cold, hungry, or endangered. His protective instinct had become law.

He systematically loaded the pack. First went a micro-ceramic water filtration pump capable of purifying raw river water. Next, two stainless-steel flasks filled to the brim. He layered in high-calorie rations, vacuum-sealed jerky, raw almonds, protein bars and tinned fruits. A compact camping stove, a magnesium fire-striker, a fixed-blade hunting knife and a comprehensive medical kit followed.

Finally, into the top webbing, he tucked the glass bottles of jasmine and coconut oil that had arrived from Vienna. He turned the bottle over in his large hand, a smirk tugging at his mouth. He pulled the zippers shut and locked them into place. He couldn't foresee how critical these precautions would become in a matter of hours. He didn't know that nature was preparing to test them, or that this bag would be the only thing separating them from total catastrophe, transforming a stranded nightmare into the most unhinged, unforgettable paradise they would ever conquer. For now, there was only the quiet before the storm and the steady thrum of a man waiting to claim what was his.


CHAPTER THREE: Nadi

The hard zipper of the olive color tactical pack dragged shut with a muted snick.

Inside lay their lifeline for the Pacific wilderness, the very gear that stood between a paradise fantasy and a brutal tragedy. Water filtration systems. Caloric survival rations. Thermal emergency blankets. And nestled right against them, a glass bottle of jasmine-infused massage oil.

The contrast wasn't lost on him. This single bag was the perfect physical manifestation of his mind: the cold, calculating logic of an aviation engineer in sharp collision with a possessive obsession so dark it bordered on madness.

Dante left the pack by the door of the wooden lodge, dropping it onto the floorboards. Everything had to be flawless by the time they boarded Tuka’s charter boat tomorrow afternoon. But checking the final boxes of his preparation did nothing to quiet the noise in his head.

When he finally lay back on the wide, mosquito-netted bed, the rhythmic thwack-thwack of the ceiling fan didn't soothe him. It only counted down the seconds. The thick heat of the island night poured through the open windows, carrying the distant crash of ocean waves. He laced his fingers behind his head, staring up into the pitch-black rafters.

He couldn't sleep.

Every muscle fiber was drawn taut. His nerves buzzed, humming like exposed wire carrying too much current. Two months. Two torturous months of a relationship sustained through glowing screens, time zone calculations and late-night texts, finally collapsing into flesh and blood in a matter of hours.

When Scarlett had video-called him from the terminal in Singapore, the sheer, unmasked desperation in her eyes had been enough to make his blood roar. The thought of her pale, exhausted and waiting in the steamy volcanic springs of Motu-Lailai choked his throat. He shifted onto the damp sheets. Whenever he shut his eyes, he could practically taste the salt on her delicate neck. He could hear the soft, broken sounds she made when he pushed her to her limits.

Breathe, he told himself in the dark. Get some rest, or you’re going to be useless tomorrow.

But logic had no say here. The ocean breeze smelled faintly of her skin. His chest ached with a primitive, territorial need to take this woman who was flying across the globe for him, crown her the queen of this island and unravel her. As the hours bled into the pre-dawn twilight, Dante only managed a few shattered fragments of sleep, waking repeatedly in a cold sweat, his body hard and aching.

***

Tens of thousands of feet above the Pacific, in that pressurized purgatory where time ceased to exist, Scarlett was practically fused to her seat.

The cabin of the wide-body jet was plunged into darkness, save for the sickly yellow glow of a few reading lamps. Normally, the ceaseless drone of the twin engines was the soundtrack of her professional life. But today, she wasn’t the excellent flight attendant enforcing safety protocols. She was just a woman, deeply and hopelessly in love, enduring the most grueling journey of her life.

Her body was screaming. This thirty-hour marathon dragging her from Vienna to a chaotic layover in Doha. Then bleeding into an interminable wait in Singapore had systematically dismantled her. Her feet were swollen, her eyes burned like sandpaper and the recycled cabin air had stripped her skin of all moisture.

Yet, beneath the crushing fatigue, a reckless, humming energy kept her awake. Every mile the plane chewed through brought her closer to him.

She rested her temple against the freezing window. The world outside was an abyss, but in her own pale reflection, all she saw was the dark, arrogant curve of Dante’s mouth. She remembered the low, gravelly timbre of his voice when he had detailed the rules for Motu-Lailai.

“No fabric. No swimsuits. The moment we step off Tuka’s boat, you take everything off.”

A hot ache pooled low in her stomach, radiating down her thighs despite the frigid air-conditioning. Her entire adult life had been dictated by rigid procedures, uniform checks and forced smiles. To be commanded into total submission by a man who demanded her wholly bare? It woke something brute in her blood.

Every grueling summer flight she had picked up, every screaming match with Helga in the crew scheduled to get this time off, it would all evaporate when hands touched her.

She pulled up the seat back monitor, staring at the tiny digital airplane inching agonizingly across the blue expanse of the map. Minutes dragged like wet concrete. Finally, a thin, bruising line of purple cracked the horizon, bleeding into crimson and gold. The sun shattered across the ocean.

As the plane initiated its descent, Scarlett looked down at the sprawling coral reefs and the jagged emerald islands cutting through the turquoise water. A single tear with sheer exhaustion, slid down her cheek.

"I'm here," she whispered to the glass.

"I made it."

The morning sun hadn't even fully crested when Dante’s eyes snapped open.

An hour before his alarm. He was instantly wired, the sluggishness of his restless night burning off in seconds. Adrenaline pumped through him like gasoline. He shoved himself off the mattress, striding barefoot toward the bathroom.

He stood under the freezing shower spray, letting the ice-cold water shock the lingering fever-dreams from his system. Wiping the fog from the mirror, he stared down at the man looking back at him. The relentless Fiji sun had baked his skin a shade darker, his hair was shaggy at the edges and the tightness in his jaw was impossible to hide. He trimmed his scruff with mechanical precision. Finally, he reached for the glass bottle of cologne cedarwood and black pepper, the one she practically begged him to wear and sprayed it directly into the hollow of his throat, precisely where she loved to press her mouth.

In the kitchen, he tried to force down breakfast. He sliced a local mango and brewed coffee thick as sludge, but his stomach was tied in a brutal knot. He couldn't eat.

Sipping the bitter coffee, he thought about her one ridiculous request.

“Wear a ridiculous floral shirt. And one of those flower necklaces.”

Dante was a man who lived in muted tones, tactical gear and tailored mechanics’ uniforms. He despised tourist pageantry. But for Scarlett? After she had dragged herself through thirty hours of commercial aviation hell just to be in his bed? He would have worn a damn clown suit if it made her smile.

He opened the closet and pulled out the lightweight linen monstrosity he had bought at the Nadi market. Huge green palm fronds. Hideous red hibiscus flowers. He slipped it on, leaving the top half unbuttoned, exposing the thick cut of his chest and the hair trailing down his stomach. He'd bought the floral shirt from a market stall three days earlier, from a man selling bootleg DVDs out of the same tarp. He'd paid too much for it. He didn't care. Paired with beige linen shorts and his dive watch, he grabbed his keys and the survival bag.

The drive to the airport was a blur. The towering palms, the roadside villages, the ocean crashing against the seawall, it all looked hyperreal. He drove with one hand draped over the steering wheel, his fingers drumming a frantic rhythm against the leather.

A mile out from the terminal, he slammed the brakes, pulling the Wrangler sharply onto the shoulder next to a roadside fruit stand. An elderly Fijian woman sat beneath a tarp, weaving fresh blooms.

"Give me the best one you have," Dante said, pulling cash from his wallet.

She smiled and handed him a big fragrant leaf woven with white orchids and deep red tropical flowers. Dante dropped it over his head. He caught his reflection in the rear-view mirror and laughed darkly at how much he looked like a cliché romantic hero from a bad movie. He slammed the Jeep into gear and sped toward the arrival terminal.

The moment had come.

When the landing gear hit the Nadi tarmac, the polite applause inside the cabin barely registered over the loud pounding of Scarlett’s heart.

The second the seatbelt sign dinged, she was on her feet. Muscle memory kicked in. She pulled out a compact, dabbed at the dark circles under her eyes, and swiped on some hydrating gloss. She twisted her messy hair into a neat knot at the back of her neck. One last check in the jet bridge mirror presentable enough.

The instant she stepped out of the plane, the thick Fijian humidity slapped her like a wet towel. The air smelled of salt, flowers, and overripe fruit. Passport control felt endless. Tourists moved at a snail’s pace and the customs officers operated on pure “Fiji time.” She bounced on her heels, nails digging into her palms. Hurry the fuck up.

As soon as her passport got stamped, she practically ran to the baggage carousel, yanked her big red suitcase off the belt, and marched toward the exit. Cheerful ukulele music and shouts of “Bula!” filled the terminal. The automatic doors slid open.

Scarlett gripped the handle of her suitcase and stepped into the humid chaos. Her eyes scanned the crowd desperately.

He was right there, just outside the arrivals area. Hands deep in his pockets, the ridiculous flower garland resting on his broad chest. His dark eyes were locked on the sliding doors with intense focus.

The moment the glass doors parted and he saw her, Dante clenched his fists. Scarlett stood frozen in her crumpled white linen suit, her eyes were bruised with exhaustion.

The suitcase handle slipped from her fingers and hit the floor with a loud crack.

“Dante.”

It came out as a sob. A plea. Total surrender.

They both moved at the same time, ignoring the crowds, the luggage, and every rule of public decency. They crashed into each other in the middle of the terminal like two people who had waited years for this exact moment.

He didn't just catch her, he snatched her off the floor, his hands wrapping around her waist with enough force to bruise. Without thinking, Scarlett locked her legs around his hips, threw her arms around his shoulders and buried her face straight into the crook of his neck, inhaling the spicy, cedarwood scent she had craved for months.

"You're here," he rasped, his voice rough and cracking. He crushed his mouth against her temple, her hairline, the shell of her ear. The stone-cold, untouchable engineer was unraveling in her arms.

Scarlett pulled back just enough to look at him, tears freely spilling hot tracks down her cheeks. She ran to him, the thirty-hour flight forgotten.

"I was dying," she choked out.

"God, I missed you so much."

Dante didn't answer with words. He framed her face with his large hands, his thumbs aggressively wiping away her tears and brought his mouth down on hers.

The kiss was dirty, desperate and totally inappropriate. When his tongue slid past her teeth, Scarlett whimpered, the sound swallowed whole by his mouth. Her fingers tangled in the open collar of his hideous floral shirt, her nails scraping against his hot skin. Dante’s grip tightened, his hands dragging down to physically crush her hips against the hard ridge of his arousal.

They devoured each other. It was a frantic exchange of breath and teeth that made it terrifyingly clear to anyone watching that if they didn't stop, they were going to tear each other’s clothes off right there on the terminal floor.

"I missed this," she breathed against his lips, her hips instinctively rolling against him.

"On that miserable flight... it's all I thought about."

The raw, unguarded submission in her voice nearly snapped the last thread of his control. Dante’s hand slipped lower, possessively gripping the curve of her ass.

A sharp cough nearby shattered the haze.

Dante froze. He cracked an eye open. Less than twenty feet away, two baggage handlers from his own maintenance crew were staring at them, coffees paused halfway between their mouths. A group of customs officers were whispering and pointing.

Dante was a senior authority at Nadi Airport. A public indecency scandal was a very real, very stupid risk. The analytical side of his brain wildly ripped the reins back from his libido. His chest heaved as he forced himself to pull away, severing the kiss with deadly slowness.

Scarlett looked up at him, her lips swollen and shining, her eyes with a drug-like haze. The sight of her so thoroughly wrecked by his mouth almost made him say to hell with his career. Slowly, his hands sliding reluctantly down her sides, he let her slide down his body until her flats hit the floor. But he didn't let her go. He leaned in, his lips hovering mere millimeters from her ear.

"Five more seconds," he whispered, his voice turning into a terrifyingly calm voice.

"Five more seconds of that, Scarlett and I am going to bend you over that red suitcase right now. And I guarantee you, everyone in this building is going to watch."

She gasped, a visible shiver running down her spine. The reality of the crowded airport suddenly crashed over her and her face burned spicy red. She buried her face against his chest, hiding her flushed cheeks.

"But," Dante continued, his grip on her waist tightening until she gasped again.

"In the hot springs on that island? There is no one to stop me. That was just a preview. Pick up your bag, gorgeous. Save the tears and that pretty little fire for tonight." He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his dark, raptorial stare.

"Because once that boat drops us off and I peel those clothes off you... I’m going to ruin you."

Scarlett didn't shrink away. The tired flight attendant vanished totally, replaced by a woman intoxicated by his dominance. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a slow, evil smile curving her lips.

"If you say so, Mr. Dante," she said, reaching up to adjust the wrinkled collar of his shirt.

"I'll save it. But if we burn that island to the ground tonight, it’s totally your fault."

A slow, arrogant smirk spread across his face. He pulled the big orchid garland over his head and placed it around her neck, letting the flowers rest against her collarbones. He hoisted her suitcase effortlessly over his shoulder by the strap, grabbing her hand with a grip that left zero room for argument.

As they marched out through the sliding doors and into the Fijian heat, the unspoken promise hung between them. The price for this thirty-hour wait was going to be extracted in sweat, skin and complete surrender.

The heat hit them like a punch to the gut. The air felt thick enough to chew, heavily perfumed with rotting mangoes and the sharp bite of ocean salt. Scarlett took a deep, dragging breath as Dante pulled her through the chaotic parking lot. He held her hand so tightly she could feel the steady, thumping pulse in his fingers as if he was terrified, she was just a hallucination brought on by sleep deprivation.

They reached his vehicle, an old, lifted green Jeep Wrangler with the top down. It looked exactly like him: rugged, uncompromising and slightly dangerous.

Dante swung the suitcase into the back with one arm. He opened the passenger door, resting his hand on the roof frame and looked down at her. The arrogant, roguish glint in his eye made her stomach flutter wildly.

"Welcome home, gorgeous," he murmured over the noise of the airport traffic.

"Just a warning. The second you get in this seat, you're officially off the grid."

Scarlett laughed, the sound bright and breathless. The jelly-like weakness in her legs was vanishing, replaced by a spike of raw adrenaline. She grabbed the roll bar, hauled herself up into the lifted cab and sank into the hot leather. Dante slammed the door shut with a solid, metallic thud.

A moment later, he vaulted into the driver's seat. He cranked the ignition and the engine roared to life vibrating the chassis.

He threw it into gear, tearing out of the parking lot and merging onto the coastal highway. The road hugged the edge of the island on one side, a sheer drop into an endless expanse of blinding turquoise ocean; on the other, towering, jagged mountains dripping with emerald jungle.

The hot wind whipped through the open cab, tearing Scarlett’s hair free from its neat bun and whipping it around her face. The colors were too bright, the air too alive. It felt like she had stepped onto another planet. Along the dirt shoulders, locals walked with machetes and fruit baskets, turning to wave at the roaring Jeep with brilliant smiles.

Scarlett grabbed the dashboard, staring out at the sun shattering like glass across the water.

"Dante," she yelled over the roaring wind, "Is this all real? It looks like a painting."

Dante didn't look at the ocean. He kept his eyes on the road, shifting gears before casually dropping his muscular right hand onto her bare, trembling thigh.

His thumb slowly stroked the soft skin just above her knee.

"It's all real," he said, his voice dropping the arrogant edge, leaving only a fierce, protective warmth.

"It’s everything I told you."

He turned his head, staring at the way the wind caught her hair, the utter awe lighting up her exhausted face.

"But honestly? My paradise is sitting right next to me. Without you here, Scarlett, this entire island was just dirt and water. You're the only thing that gives it color."

Something deep inside her chest finally broke. The two months of waiting, the harrowing distance, the nights she had cried herself to sleep holding a phone to her chest, it all dissolved under the searing heat of his hand on her leg.

She reached over, wrapping both of her hands around his thick biceps and rested her head heavily against his shoulder. Closing her eyes, she let the wind wash over her, inhaling the sharp cedar of his cologne mixed with the Pacific salt.

"It was so hard," she said, her voice cracking. "Last night in the terminal... I was so tired I thought I was hallucinating. I thought I'd wake up and you'd still be just a voice on the screen." She turned her face, pressing a soft, lingering kiss against his warm skin. "But you're here. I can feel your pulse."

Dante’s jaw tightened. He didn't say a word. He just leaned over, pressing his mouth hard against her forehead as the Jeep tore down the coastline, carrying them away from the world and straight into the fire.

"It’s over," his thumb slowly tracing the delicate bones of her hand. "The cold screens. The sleepless nights. The fucking time zones. All of it." He kept his eyes on the dirt road, but his grip on her tightened, a silent claim.

"You’re here now. You’re with me. And I swear to God, by the time we leave this island, I will have loved you so thoroughly you’ll forget what distance even feels like."

He didn't let go of her hand for the rest of the drive. Scarlett leaned her head back against the leather seat, the hot wind whipping her hair. Whenever she opened her exhausted eyes, she was met with towering ferns, violent bursts of red hibiscus and an ocean so blue it hurt to look at it. She was intoxicated. Her body was a wreck, bones aching and muscles tight from thirty hours confined to commercial aircraft seats, but her mind was terrifyingly awake. She had never felt so free.

Forty minutes later, Dante veered the Wrangler off the coastal highway, tearing down a hidden, unpaved track that swallowed them into the dense jungle. The tires crunched over dead palm fronds. The only sound was the screech of exotic birds and the low growl of the engine. The tree line finally broke, revealing a sprawling lodge built on massive wooden stilts. It sat fully isolated, enveloped by raw tropical vegetation, with a sweeping veranda that stared down the endless Pacific.

This was his fortress. A sanctuary severed from the noise of civilization.

He killed the engine. The silence that rushed in was broken only by the rhythmic crash of the waves. Scarlett pushed open her door and stepped out. The instant her sandals hit the dirt, her legs betrayed her.

Between the pressurized cabin air, the exhaustion and the sudden, suffocating wall of Fijian heat, her muscles fully locked up. A sharp cramp shot through her calves and her knees buckled.

She didn't even hit the ground. Dante moved with the brutal, blinding speed of a raptor. His thick arm wrapped around her waist like an iron band, hauling her flush against his hard chest before she could even process the fall.

"Easy," he rumbled, a protective smirk curving his mouth as he looked down at her.

"Your body has been folded into economy seats for two days. Don't trust those pretty legs just yet."

"I'm so tired," she breathed, letting her head drop against his chest. She inhaled the sharp, spicy cedar of his cologne.

"My brain is wired, but my body is altogether shutting down."

The vulnerability in her voice did dangerous things to his possessive streak. He wasn't about to let her walk another step.

"If your body is shutting down," he said, one dark eyebrow arching smoothly, "then flight mode is officially off. Captain’s taking over."

Before she could blink, he swept one arm under her knees and lifted her into his chest effortlessly. Scarlett gasped, instinctually wrapping her arms tight around his thick neck to steady herself.

"Dante! Put me down," she yelled and protested weakly, though a breathless laugh escaped her lips as she hid her face against his throat.

"I'm too heavy."

"You weigh nothing," he countered, his dark eyes locking onto hers with a heat that made her stomach dip.

"Besides. It’s local tradition. First time a man brings his woman into his home, her feet can't touch the threshold. Upsets the Fijian gods."

A soft, tired laugh slipped past her lips.

"Did you literally just invent that, Mr. Engineer?"

"Prove me wrong," his lips grazing the shell of her ear.

He carried her up the wooden stairs with slow, deliberate strides, forcing her to feel the solid power in every step. He crossed the wide veranda, pushed open the front door and kicked it shut behind them.

The lodge was exactly like him. Dark, masculine, stripped of useless clutter and deeply intertwined with the wild. Mahogany floors stretched beneath them. A big bamboo fan chopped at the air above. Tribal masks stared from the walls and a deep, white linen sectional dominated the center of the room.

It was cooler inside. Dimmer. But he didn't put her down.

Dante stood dead center in the living room, holding her tight against his chest, letting the isolated silence of the house wash over them. The adrenaline spike of her arrival was fading, melting into a thick, syrupy serenity.

"Welcome home, little bird," he said softly, the low timber of his voice vibrating against her chest.

"Welcome to my life."

Tears stung the back of her eyes. She leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to the corner of his mouth.

"It's so good to be here."

"Right," he said, his tone shifting into something distinctly authoritative.

"Your stomach is probably eating itself. I know you didn't touch that garbage airplane food. Kitchen. Now."

He carried her to the long wooden breakfast bar, hooking a tall stool with his foot and dragging it out. But when he tried to set her down, Scarlett tightened her thighs around his waist, refusing to let go.

"Don't put me down," burying her face into his chest like a stubborn, exhausted kitten.

"Feed me like this. Please."

A dark, dangerous heat flared in his eyes. He was fully defenseless against this side of her the needy, demanding submissive.

"Whatever you want, gorgeous."

He dropped onto the stool himself, keeping her straddled across his lap. She leaned heavily against him, her bare legs dangling over his thighs. Dante reached around her waist, grabbing the large wooden bowl of fruit he had meticulously prepped at dawn. Sliced mango. Fresh pineapple. Bleeding passion fruit. He pushed the French press down and poured them both thick local coffee into ceramic mugs.

"Open," he commanded softly.

He held a glistening spear of pineapple to her mouth. Scarlett parted her lips, taking a greedy bite of the sweet, overripe fruit. The juice immediately broke, trickling down the corner of her mouth. She closed her eyes, a soft, involuntary moan slipping from her throat.

"God... Dante, that's incredible."

"Straight from the dirt out back," he said.

He lifted his thumb, catching the stray drop of juice from her chin. Without breaking eye contact, he dragged his thumb back to his own mouth and slowly sucked the sweet liquid from his skin.

The casual, filthy intimacy of the gesture sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly.

Breakfast became a slow, highly tactile ritual. Scarlett ate ravenously, sometimes turning to push a slice of soft, bruised mango past his lips with her own sticky fingers, washing it down with scalding, bitter coffee. Dante barely ate. He kept one large hand anchored firmly to the curve of her hip, his thumb drawing slow circles into her skin, his chin resting on her shoulder.

Every time she shifted her weight, the hard, unmistakable ridge of his arousal pressed deeper into the cleft of her thighs. They both felt it. They were both deliberately dragging out the torture.

But Dante wasn't blind. He felt her dead weight sinking further into his chest. Her grip on the coffee mug was slipping, her eyelids fluttering shut for longer intervals. Thirty hours of travel and a sugar crash were finally claiming her. The steady, thudding rhythm of his heartbeat against her spine was a drug she couldn't fight.

"You're crashing," he whispered, smoothly prying the mug from her loose fingers and setting it on the granite counter.

"No... I'm not," she slurred, her words practically melting together.

"We need to go to the island... I have to pack my bag..."

"If you don't sleep now, you're going to pass out before I even get your clothes off," he chuckled, wrapping both arms tight around her.

"Two hours. Just to reset. Then I'm taking you to those springs and I promise you, sleep will be the last thing on your mind."

Scarlett wanted to argue, but she physically couldn't open her eyes. She gave up, letting her body go entirely limp against him.

Dante stood, easily supporting her dead weight and carried her to the wide white sectional. He laid her gently onto the cool linen, but he didn't pull away. He stretched out behind her, pulling her back flush against his broad chest. He tangled his long, heavily muscled legs with hers, caging her just in time.

The slow thwack of the ceiling fan. The distant roar of the Pacific. The hot, rhythmic drag of his breath against her vulnerable neck. This place was the safest place she had ever been. Her mind finally snapped off, dragging her down into a black, dreamless sleep.

Dante stayed awake a little longer. He lay there, breathing in the scent of jasmine and airplane cabin from her hair, feeling the steady thrum of her pulse. His cold, mechanical brain ran through the checklist one last time: the filtration system. MREs. Flares. Even if the sky ripped open and the ocean swallowed them, he would keep her alive. Satisfied, he buried his face in her hair and let the darkness take him.

When the golden light of the late afternoon finally carved its way across the floorboards, Scarlett’s eyes fluttered open.

Her mind was groggy, slow to piece together her surroundings. The first thing she registered was the crushing weight of a thick, muscular arm draped securely over her ribs. Then, the smell of sharp cedarwood and sweat. A slow smile spread across her lips. It looks like a dream but it wasn’t. She hadn't woken up anywhere in the Atlantic.

She moved carefully, trying not to wake him. Dante let out a low, rough grunt in his sleep, his grip slacking just enough for her to slide out from under him.

When her bare feet hit the floor, she felt fully reborn. The ache had evaporated, replaced by a reckless, electric energy. The lodge was dead silent. She glanced at the corner of the room. Her big red suitcase was sitting exactly where he had dropped it.

The time has become. They were leaving for Motu-Lailai.

The cave where rules die. Where fabric doesn't exist.

Her heart pounded a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She moved silently across the wood, unzipping the luggage and pulling it open. It was an arsenal of seduction thousands of dollars of silk and lace she had hunted down in Vienna just to watch his control snap. But she couldn't drag a rolling suitcase into the jungle.

She pulled out a simple, woven straw tote. Small. Practical.

First, she reached into the hidden mesh lining of the suitcase. Her fingers grazed cold glass. She pulled out the apothecary bottles of massage oil pure, thick extracts of sandalwood, coconut and jasmine. She unscrewed one lid just a fraction and the breathtaking erotic scent bled into the room. These oils were going to melt into her skin under his hands. She tucked them carefully into the bottom of the tote.

Next, she grabbed a small velvet pouch, the toy she had bought specifically for the isolation of the island and buried it beneath the bottles.

He had said they would strip on the boat. She only needed something to wear for the walk. She pulled out a thin, sheer white sarong that would catch the island breeze. Beneath it, she would wear nothing but a set of black, razor-thin lace. It barely covered her, but that was the point. They were meant to be ripped off. A soft white towel, some sea salt spray for her hair and she was done.

Her entire preparation was rooted in aesthetics. Lust. Surrender. She didn't even glance at the massive, dark green tactical pack Dante had staged by the front door, a bag packed with enough survival gear to weather a hurricane. She was totally consumed by the fantasy.

She zipped the straw tote.

"Packing your arsenal, I see."

Scarlett gasped, spinning around.

Dante was sitting up on the edge of the couch. His hair was a mess, his chest bare, his arms crossed casually over his torso. He had that lethargic, impossibly arrogant morning voice that made her knees weak. He looks up at the window, his eyes notice the sun is going behind the clouds nodded. Then his eyes dragged slowly from her face, down to the woven tote and finally to the open suitcase spilling over with black lace.

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face.

Scarlett’s cheeks burned, but she refused to look away. She took a step back, letting her hips hit the edge of the table and crossed her arms behind her back.

"Just getting ready," she said, layering her voice with a deliberate, teasing heat. "Captain said we were leaving this afternoon. Clock’s ticking."

Dante stood up. He moved with terrifying silence, prowling across the hardwood in his bare feet. When he reached her, he slammed both hands onto the edge of the table, caging her between his solid body and the wood. He leaned in, his gaze dropping to her mouth.

"It doesn't matter what you packed in that little bag, sweetheart," he breathed, his voice deepening into a dark, ragged register that drowned out the ocean outside. "Because the instant we step onto Tuka’s boat, that white dress and all that pretty lace you're banking on stays on the deck. You are walking onto my island defenseless. And naked of course."

He leaned in, his lips brushing hers in a phantom, teasing kiss that sent a violent shiver down her spine.

"Get dressed, little bird. We're going to paradise."

The aching pulls in her stomach flared into a full-blown fire. The safe, predictable world she knew was gone. They were stepping off the edge of the map.

Dante didn't break eye contact as he backed away. He walked to the door, effortlessly hoisting the brutal, heavy green tactical pack onto his broad shoulder. The contrast was staggering his world of survival and calculating violence, set against her delicate straw bag full of oil and lace.

"Ready?" he asked, his tone clipping back into absolute authority.

She nodded, smoothing down the sheer white fabric of her slip dress and slid her feet into her leather sandals.

When they walked out into the late afternoon sun, the heat was still fierce. The air smelled with rotting coconuts and salt.

They climbed back into the Wrangler. The black leather seats seared the backs of her thighs. Dante cranked the engine and the Jeep tore out of the clearing, plunging deeper into the untouched jungle. This wasn't the scenic coastal highway. The dirt road was violent and narrow, jarring her bones with every deep rut. The canopy above them was woven so tightly it choked out the sky, leaving them in a suffocating tunnel of green, with only brief, flashing glimpses of the dark blue Pacific to their left.

Twenty minutes of bone-rattling silence later, Dante yanked the steering wheel hard. The Jeep forced its way down a hidden, overgrown trail. Branches shrieked like metal against the hood.

Then, the jungle simply stopped.

They spilled out onto a hidden cove. Blinding white sand bled into water so clear it looked like glass. And anchored in the shallows was the boat.

The fiberglass speedboat called a “Camakau” is an ancient, primitive outrigger canoe carved from the dark trunk of a long tree, stabilized by a wooden float, modified only by a battered outboard motor bolted to the stern. It looked untamed.

Standing knee-deep in the surf was Tuka. His mahogany skin was baked tight over strong muscle, weathered by decades of salt and sun. He wore nothing but a traditional wraparound sulu and a jagged necklace of shark teeth.

When Dante cut the engine, Tuka turned, flashing a brilliant, knowing smile.

Scarlett stepped out of the Jeep. Her bare feet sank into the scalding sand. The edge of the world was right here and she was about to jump. The weather started to get cloudy and looked like a storm on the horizon was coming towards the main island. Dante hopes to leave the island just in time before the storm hits.

Scarlett watched Tuka from the shoreline, noting the quiet reverence in his posture. The old islander didn’t just look at the ocean, he seemed to speak its language, anticipating the violent rhythm of the swells before they even broke. His presence was a stark reminder of the archaic ritual they were stepping into. Tuka wasn't simply ferrying them across the water. He was the ferryman taking them across the river Styx, severing their final ties to civilization and delivering them into a purgatory where time bled out and rules ceased to exist.

Dante adjusted the strap of his tactical pack and laced his fingers through hers. As they walked toward the surf, the sharp, medicinal bite of iodine mingled with the burnt tar smeared over the canoe’s dark wooden hull. The warm Pacific washed over their ankles, then their calves.

When Tuka grasped the gunwale and reached out to help her into the boat, Dante didn't hesitate. He stepped between them.

Gripping her firmly by the waist, Dante lifted her effortlessly over the edge and set her down on the wooden floorboards. No one else was allowed to touch her. Not on this trip. Tuka simply bowed his head in quiet respect and moved toward the outboard motor at the stern.

Dante dropped onto the narrow bench behind her. He spread his thighs and pulled her back until she was pressed tight against his body, cocooned by his heat and solid frame. She leaned into him, feeling the steady thud of his heartbeat against her spine.

The motor coughed to life. Tuka turned the bow of the Camakau toward the open ocean and pushed forward.

Then silence fell.

Not the absence of sound, but the heavy kind of quiet where words no longer matter. Neither of them spoke. The moment the canoe cleared the protected cove and hit the open Pacific, the ocean showed its power. The storm hadn’t fully hit yet, but the massive swells already rocked the boat. The wooden outrigger cut through the waves with a steady, rhythmic slap… slap… slap…

Scarlett closed her eyes and let her head fall back against Dante’s collarbone. Stripped of all the noise and fake comfort of civilization, the raw elements hit her hard. The wind pressed against her skin hot and thick with salt. It whipped her hair back into Dante’s face and carried the sharp scent of coral and distant storms.

The roar of the deep water swallowed the engine’s whine. Out here, everything else fell away. For the first time in days, she felt dangerously free.

The bow crashed over a particularly brutal swell, dropping hard into the trough. A violent spray of cool, frothy ocean water shot into the air, raining down over them.

Scarlett gasped, her eyes snapping open. The midday sun was a blinding white spotlight directly overhead. She looked down at her own skin. The saltwater droplets clinging to her arms and thighs caught the light, glittering like crushed diamonds against her flushed flesh. The water tracked down the side of her neck, slipping into the deep plunge of her dress, the cool trail shivering deliciously against the stifling heat of the wind. She ran her tongue over her bottom lip, tasting the sharp, bitter salt.

Dante felt the shift in her breath. His eyes weren't on the horizon, they were locked entirely on the woman caged between his thighs.

He watched the sheer white fabric of her dress dampen and cling like a second skin to her curves. He watched the wind tear at her hair and he saw the naked awe bleeding into her exhausted features. As the sun baked the salt into her skin, a dark, territorial hunger clawed up his throat. He wanted to push her down into the bottom of the boat, to shield her from the sun and the wind, to isolate her from the world and take her right there. They didn't need words. The heat radiating between their bodies forged a silent pact: There is no turning back. We are heading to the altar.

For an hour and a half, the ocean swallowed time. She couldn't tell if a day had passed or merely minutes.

Then, it broke the horizon line. Motu-Lailai.

From a distance, it looked less like an island and more like a terrifying, obsidian fortress. Massive, jagged volcanic walls erupted straight out of the ocean, crowned by impenetrable, black-green jungle. As they closed the distance, the water grew turbulent. The swells bucked the canoe, as if the ocean itself was trying to throw them back, punishing them for daring to approach the sanctuary. Frigid white foam exploded meters into the air as waves annihilated themselves against the basalt cliffs.

A spike of genuine fear pierced Scarlett’s chest. How the hell are we supposed to dock?

There was no beach. No shoreline. Just a wall of deadly rock.

But Tuka didn't alter his course. He held the throttle wide open, driving the fragile wooden boat directly toward the sheer cliff face in what looked like a flawless suicide run. Scarlett’s breath caught in her throat. She dug her manicured nails blindly into Dante’s thigh.

Meters before impact, an illusion of the shadows revealed itself as a razor-thin, jagged fissure in the rock wall, totally invisible from the open water. Tuka killed the throttle. Carried by the violent momentum of the swell, the canoe shot perfectly through the dark, impossibly narrow slit.

Instantly, the world snapped in half.

The howling wind, the roaring surf, the blinding sun was all severed the moment they passed the threshold. They tumbled into an echoing, sepulchral silence. The temperature plummeted. High walls of black stone closed over their heads, blocking out the sky. The violent ocean gave way to water as smooth and reflective as black glass, glowing with a faint, bioluminescent emerald hue.

The soft, hollow hiss of the hull gliding over the still water echoed off the cave roof. Scarlett’s senses went into shock. The aggressive smell of salt was gone, replaced by the damp, ancient, breathtaking scent of rich earth, crushed moss and wet stone.

As they drifted deeper, the dark tunnel widened, dumping them into the heart of the island.

A hidden lagoon. A crescent of blinding white, powder-soft sand, completely imprisoned by vertical volcanic walls that towered hundreds of feet into the air. The only sky visible was through a massive, perfect circular oculus at the very top of the cave.

As the canoe glided toward the pristine shore, Tuka slowly turned around.

The quiet reverence on the guide’s face had hardened into a grim warning. While Scarlett was paralyzed by the impossible beauty of the hidden beach, Tuka leaned in toward Dante, his voice dropping to a gravelly whisper meant only for him.

"The wind shifted, Boss," Tuka murmured, his eyes dead serious. "A great black fury is gathering over the main island. The ocean will swell to the sky. If the storm breaks, I cannot come back for you at sunset. Nothing survives this crevice in a storm. Do you understand?"

Dante’s jaw didn't even twitch. He slowly tilted his head back, staring up through the huge stone ring in the sky above.

Beyond the rim of the island, toward the world they had just left, the sky was bruised. Enormous, ink-black storm clouds were rolling over the ocean with terrifying speed. Jagged, silent veins of lightning were already illuminating the bruised underbelly of the squall.

And yet, directly above Motu-Lailai, the sky was a flawless, piercing blue. Golden sunlight poured through the cave ceiling, entirely untouched. It was as the island demanded its own atmosphere, projecting an invisible barrier that the storm refused to cross.

The tempest was going to drown the mainland. But it wouldn't dare touch this sacred ground.

Tuka hesitated, his eyes dropping the olive-drab tactical pack slung over Dante’s shoulder. Real unease bled into the old man’s weathered face.

"Normally, that bag is forbidden, Mister Dante," he said, his voice tight.

"The island’s law is clear. No fabric. No metal. Nothing from the outside world touches the sand."

Dante remained silent, staring the man down. A low rumble of thunder vibrated through the water beneath them.

"But the storm is coming," Tuka relented, exhaling a ragged breath.

"If I cannot return, you will need it. So, this once... I closed my eyes." He looked up at the stone walls.

"And I pray the gods close theirs."

Dante lowered his gaze to the heavy ballistic nylon pack. Inside it was control. Rations, medical kits, thermal shelter everything he needed to keep the woman he obsessed over alive. The approaching storm no longer felt like a threat. It felt like the biggest gift.

By the time the heavy iron bolt slid into place and locked the door to their cage, it was clear this long night would belong only to them. There would be no rescue.

"Understood, Tuka," Dante said, his voice so low Scarlett couldn’t catch the words.

"If the storm hits, don’t risk the boat. We’ll survive on our own."

Tuka gave a slow, respectful nod and cut the engine completely.

The canoe drifted the last few yards in silence until the hull scraped gently against the sugar-white sand with a soft thud. The emerald water around them was barely waist-deep.

This was the edge. The place where the rules of civilization burned away. Where shame was forbidden. The island’s absolute law stepping onto the earth exactly as you came into the world was no longer a fantasy.

The time had come.

Dante stood up, the boat rocking slightly beneath his weight. The silence of the cavern was deafening. Without a shred of hesitation, without breaking eye contact with Scarlett, his large hands went to the He unbuttoned his ridiculous floral shirt, shrugged it off, and let it drop to the damp floorboards. A slant of sunlight cut across his chest, exposing the pale, faded scars on his tanned skin. Scarlett swallowed against the sudden dryness in her throat.

His hands dropped to the drawstring of his linen shorts. In one smooth motion, he pushed them down his hips and stepped out. He stood completely bare before her dominant, hard, and utterly unbothered by his own nakedness.

The moment Dante’s fingers had touched his collar, Tuka had already turned. The guide faced the dark tunnel now, staring at the rock wall, rigid out of respect for the island’s laws.

Then, it was her turn.

Scarlett’s heart hammered. She was a woman of luxury, shaped by immaculate uniforms, strict hotel protocols, and the orderly streets of Vienna. Yet here, trapped in a stone vault with a guide just ten feet away, she was expected to strip.

The fear didn't paralyze her. It flooded her veins with a reckless, filthy adrenaline.

Her trembling fingers reached for the thin straps of her white dress. Dante watched her, his chest rising and falling heavily, his eyes tracking every movement of her hands.

She slid the straps over her shoulders. The sheer silk yielded instantly, whispering over her skin as it cascaded down her torso, pooling into a white halo around her ankles.

All that remained was the razor-thin black lace of her lingerie. Dante's breath stopped, his stare dropping to her chest. The hunger radiating from his face was enough to make her knees weak. She reached behind her back, unhooking the clasp.

The black lace fell away.

Cool, damp cave air hit her bare breasts, pulling her peaks tight. She slid her thumbs under the delicate straps of her panties, dragging them down her thighs and stepping free.

She was totally bare. Flawless, pale skin practically glowing against the black volcanic rock, fully surrendered to the laws of the wild.

But they still had to get out of the boat.

The sudden reality of stepping out of the canoe, exposing herself wholly to wade through the water while Tuka was still right there, even with his back turned, triggered a feminine instinct. She needed a shield, just for the crossing.

Her eyes darted towards the floorboards. Dante’s tactical survival pack sat next to their discarded clothes.

She bent at the waist, gripping the thick nylon straps and hoisted the heavy bag up. The coarse texture of the military-grade canvas scraped deliciously against her hyper-sensitive nipples and bare stomach. The contrast was erotic: his rugged, tactical machinery pressed against her soft skin. She wrapped her arms around the bulk of it, covering her chest and abdomen, leaving only her bare shoulders, curved back and naked hips exposed. She looped her small straw tote over one of the buckles.

Dante watched her makeshift modesty, wicked thrill shooting straight at his groin. The sight of her naked, desperate, using his survival gear to hide her perfect body was the most tantalizing thing he had ever seen.

He didn't say a word. He simply stepped over, dropping into the mirror smooth, emerald water.

Water was the temperature of human blood. It wrapped around his thighs like a hot, welcoming mouth. He waded waist-deep, turned back and held out his hands.

Clutching the bag to her chest, Scarlett stepped to the edge. When her foot broke the surface of the water, a soft, helpless moan slipped from her lips. The heat of the lagoon immediately wicked away the tension in her calves. As she slid down into the water, the warmth swallowed her hips, her waist, locking her in an embrace.

Her toes dug into the cotton white sand. She had officially crossed over.

Dante waded into her space. The water rippled around their waists. He leaned in, his hot mouth pressing a firm, branding kiss into the bare skin of her shoulder, right where the tension kept her rigid. She shivered against his lips.

He pulled back, his eyes locked on hers and let out a sharp, piercing whistle that shattered the silence of the cave.

“We're clear. Go.”

Tuka didn't flinch. He didn't turn his head a single fraction of an inch. His strong arm reached back, yanking the pull-cord. The engine roared to life. The canoe immediately reversed, dragging off the sand, its nose pivoting sharply toward the dark crevice.

Without a single word, the guide vanished into the black tunnel, taking the last thread of civilization with him.

The rumble of the motor faded, swallowed by the distant roar of the ocean outside. The silence that rushed back in was absolute. Choking. Perfect.

They were totally alone. Buried in the earth. Surrounded by black stone, white sand and warm water.

With the threat of the outside world gone, Scarlett slowly unspooled her arms from the military pack. She waded out of the water, her bare feet sinking deep into the dry sand of the beach and dropped the bag at her feet. She opened her arms, arching her back as she filled her lungs with the mossy air.

Dante stepped out of the water behind her. The moisture clung to his musculature, making him look like something carved directly from the island’s obsidian core. The cold, calculating engineer was gone. The look on his face was pure, unadulterated worship.

At the base of the huge cliff wall stood an ancient Banyan tree, its trunk thicker than a house. Its roots, thick as pythons, spilled over the sand like a natural fortress, weaving together to form a deep, shadowed alcove lined with dry, soft sand.

Outside the cave walls, the sky was blackening. The apocalyptic storm was preparing to drown the world. But inside the cavern, bathed in the humid, tropical heat, the real storm was just breaking.

"Come here," Dante commanded, the deep, ragged gravel of his voice vibrating in her chest.

He bent down, snagging both the pack's dead weight and her delicate straw tote in one big muscular hand. He held his other hand out to her.

"This is our temple now."

***


[image: ]


CHAPTER FOUR: What The Island Demands

The natural dome, carved out by the sprawling, ancient roots of the banyan tree, felt like a forgotten temple. By the time a pocket of the earth severed from the violent reality of the island outside. The wide, shallow alcove swallowed the noise of civilization, silencing the suffocating rules they had both been bound by. Dante stepped into the shadows, his movements slow and deliberate, setting his tactical bags onto a moss-draped root as if laying an offering at an altar.

Scarlett stood perfectly still. The cotton white sand was hot and reassuring beneath her bare toes. High above them, the big circular oculus of the cave ceiling acted as a skylight, driving a single, blinding pillar of golden sun straight down onto their private beach. The towering volcanic walls choked out any trace of the gathering storm. The air inside the cavern was stagnant and thick with a sweet, dizzying heat.

Dante turned his back to her and unzipped his pack. He pulled out a compact, military-grade survival tent. Scarlett watched the faint sheen of seawater track down the hard, shifting landscape of his back. Every motion he made was steeped in a ruthless masculinity. The muscles in his shoulders flexed as he snapped the carbon-fiber poles into place, threading them effortlessly through the khaki-green fabric.

When the shelter was pitched, a slow smile touched her lips. On paper, it was designated as a two-person tent. In reality a claustrophobic, tactical cage. The tent only large enough for two bodies if they were tangled together, sharing the same shallow breaths. He had chosen it intentionally. Here, at the end of the world, he wasn’t going to tolerate a single inch of distance between them.

He shoved the bags inside, positioning them at the head of the floor liner, then straightened up and turned to face her. They were both fully bare. Not a single thread, not a shred of lace remained to tie them to their pasts. Dante’s breath caught visibly. He stared at the sheer contrast of her pale skin bathed in the shaft of sunlight. The sudden shift from the damp, shaded boat to the sweltering heat of the cave had puckered her nipples into tight, dark peaks. She looked like something sculpted from salt and light ruined for anyone but him.

Scarlett didn't look away. She let her gaze drag heavily over his towering frame. The intricate, pitch-black ink of his tattoos bled down his heavy pectorals, wrapping around his thick biceps and trailing in jagged, muscular lines down his V-cut toward his groin. Beneath the glare of the sun, the wet ink looked alive, a dark map drawn over bruised, golden skin.

"Come here," he commanded, his voice turning into a dark register that vibrated straight through the sand.

"Let's walk into our kingdom."

He held out his hand. She closed the distance and slipped her fingers through his. The moment their bare skin connected, a vicious spark ignited the powder keg they had been sitting on for two months. A deep, aching clench pulled tight low in her belly.

Drawing absolute power from his massive presence, they walked down the crescent of white sand. The aggressive heat quickly baked the ocean water off their bodies, leaving her skin feeling clean and hypersensitive. Giant, prehistoric ferns and colored tropical blooms choked the edges of the lagoon. Thick vines cascaded from the oculus above. Everything was unspoiled.

The silence was crushing, only their feet in the sand, and somewhere, water dripping from the cave roof.

A few minutes down the shoreline, the brilliant, sun-soaked lagoon abruptly ended. The rock face fractured, revealing the mouth of a second, much deeper cave. It yawned between the volcanic monoliths like a black throat. The second they neared the threshold, the sweltering temperature plummeted. A cold, damp draft rushed out of the abyss, smelling heavily of crushed moss, wet stone and ancient earth.

Scarlett shivered as the sudden chill raised goosebumps across her bare breasts. She instinctively pressed her naked shoulder tighter against his bicep. Dante stopped walking. His eyes narrowed, staring into the pitch-black opening of the cave. The darkness inside swallowed the daylight just a few feet from the entrance.

His large thumb stroked slowly over her knuckles, grounding her.

"Going in there without lights is a good way to break a bone," he said, his deep voice echoing off the wet stone. "We’ve taken this island apart piece by piece. No rushing. For now, we stay in the sun."

She nodded, relief washing over her. Her body wasn’t craving the cold unknown right now. Her entire world had narrowed down to the heat, the sand, and the radiating warmth of the man beside her.

They turned back toward camp, their hips brushing with every step. As the tent came into view, a loud rumble from her stomach broke the silence. Thirty hours of travel and the harsh boat crossing make her exhausted.

Dante’s face relaxed into a possessive smirk. He walked to his pack, pulled out a wide earth-toned cotton blanket, and snapped it open over the sand. He placed it directly in the harsh sunlight, a few yards from the banyan tree. The spot was shielded from the wind by the rock walls and felt like a natural furnace.

He dug into the pack again and took out the supplies he had carefully packed: vacuum-sealed smoked meats, fresh bread, a bottle of red wine still cold from storage, and two small tumblers. He arranged everything on the blanket, then dropped onto his back, lacing his fingers behind his head as he watched her.

Scarlett crawled onto the cotton spread and lay on her stomach right beside him. The moment her bare torso and thighs touched the fabric, the trapped heat from the sunbaked sand rose up through the blanket and sank deep into her muscles. She was completely exposed. Her eyes traced the ridges of his abdomen, the thick muscles of his thighs, and the heavy length of his cock resting against his stomach.

Two months of physical starvation and the sweltering cave heat turned her dull ache into a roaring fire. The musky, thrilling scent of her skin mixed with dried ocean salt and female arousal bled into the stagnant air.

His eyes dragged down her spine, lingering on the delicate dimples just above her waist before tracing the soft, dangerous curve of her bare hips. Dante was losing his mind. This woman had ruined his sleep for sixty nights. She had consumed every thought, every calculated plan and now she was at the edge of the earth, totally his mercy. His hands curled into tight fists against the blanket to check the tremor in his fingers.

But they both understood the game. The torture was the point. They were going to stoke this fire until it burned them alive, they were going to deliberately hold each other right on the razor-edge of the drop.

Dante reached for the wine. The sharp, resonant pop of the cork echoed off the stone walls like a gunshot. He tipped the dark ruby liquid into the glasses, the rich, oaky aroma of cherries and spice filling the small space between them. When he handed her the glass, their knuckles brushed. Just that micro-fraction of contact stalled the air in her lungs.

"Two months," his glass lightly clicking against hers.

"Thousands of miles. Just for this."

The first sip was strong. The tart, warming bite of the alcohol slid down her throat, immediately blooming in her bloodstream and stoking the fever under her skin. He unwrapped the food and the scent of fresh bread and strong spices hit her senses. Scarlett propped herself up on her elbows, her breasts hovering inches above the blanket and reached for a piece of the smoked meat.

Dante smoothly pulled it back out of reach, a dangerous, mocking glint in his eyes.

"Hey," she pouted, her eyes flashing with a breathless laugh. "I’m starving. Don't play."

Dante let out a low, chest-rumbling laugh that vibrated straight through her.

"Are you just hungry, little bird? Or do you want me?" his voice dropped into a dark, provocative purr.

He brought the food close again, but the instant her lips parted, he lifted it higher.

"Dante," she warned playfully, reaching out to slap his chest. The moment her palm struck his skin, the searing heat of his torso shot straight up her arm.

"Give it to me, or I swear to God, I'll eat you instead."

The playfulness vanished from his face instantly. She was replaced by the unblinking stare of a hunter that had just seen the cage door lock.

"That is exactly the offer I was waiting for," he said.

Yet, the tenderness remained. He guided the food to her lips, holding it steady as she took a bite. He watched the movement of her throat as she swallowed, his eyes tracking her mouth with an intensity that proved his own hunger had nothing to do with food. Scarlett tore off a piece of the bread and held it to his mouth.

"Open," she murmured.

He took the bite from her fingers, his lips deliberately grazing her skin, his wet tongue dragging slowly across her fingertips. Scarlett’s pupils blew wide at the slick contact. Their breathing was turning ragged. Eating had become an excuse, a vicious, prolonged piece of foreplay designed to stretch the sexual tension to its final breaking point.

By the time the empty glasses were pushed into the sand, their skin was slick. The overhead sun was unmerciful, melting their defenses as beads of sweat tracked down the column of her neck, pooling between her breasts before dripping onto the blanket.

Scarlett slowly rolled onto her back. She parted her thighs slightly, her chest heaving with every shallow breath. She locked her eyes onto his. There was no hiding it now. The look was a blatant, desperate plea.

Enough. Take me.

Dante heard a silent scream. He pushed himself up, his massive frame blocking out the sun as he slid directly over her. He settled his weight between her thighs, heavy enough to pin her, yet careful not to crush her ribs.

The moment their bodies collided, skin to skin chest to toe, every single centimeter of flesh fusing together, a simultaneous, ragged groan tore from both their throats. Her soft, unmarred skin met the hard, tensed, tattooed armor of his body. Her sensitive peaks crushed against the rough hair of his chest, her control snapped out. She threw her arms around his neck, hauling him down.

The two-month starvation died in the first collision of their mouths.

This wasn't a gentle reunion. This was the desperate attack of two starving animals. It was a wild, bruising, destructive kiss born from a mutual obsession to possess. Dante took her mouth hostage.

His tongue forced its way past her teeth like a conqueror, ravaging her mouth, tasting the residual heat of the wine and the sharp tang of her desire. Scarlett buried her fingers deep into his thick black hair, pulling him closer, anchoring him against her as if she wanted to drag him beneath her skin. His harsh hands locked onto her waist, his fingers tracking up her sweat-slick back, his blunt nails digging deep enough to leave crescent marks.

The blinding heat of the sun, the soft friction of the cotton beneath them, the alcoholic cocktail of sweat, salt and skin, it all spun into a vortex that annihilated the rest of the universe. As the kiss deepened into something wet and relentless, their hips found the ancient rhythm, pressing and grinding against one another with an agonized force. Outside the island, the storm waited. Inside, the hurricane had already broken loose. The trembling, broken sighs escaping her mouth, her hot breath striking his throat like fire, signaled the beginning of the ritual. They both knew, with terrifying certainty, that the next shift would shatter the earth beneath them.

The impact of that first kiss sent a physical shock wave through the sweltering air of the dome. This wasn't a performance tailored for civilization, bound by four walls or the quiet rules of morality. This was survival. Two souls driven insane by absence, fueled by the energy of the surrounding isolation. The accumulation of two months of denial, cooked under the white-hot beam of the sun, incinerated the last fragments of logic in their brains.

Their tongues fought an impatient, wet battle. His hot mouth forced her lips open, exploring every millimeter of her sweetness, mapping his territory. The rich, dark flavor of the wine mingled with the sharp iodine salt on their skin and the wet pheromone-laden musk of their bodies. Scarlett bit down on his lower lip, pulling hard until the faint, copper taste of blood leaked onto her tongue.

A guttural roar tore from his chest, the sound of a beast finally sinking its teeth into its prey. The vibration rattled through her own ribs, shattering the final lingering chains of her civilized mind.

How long has it been? The thought dissolved in a wave of pure pleasure. How long since I breathed him in? Since he crushed me like this?

She arched her spine, pressing her back harder into the blanket, grinding her shoulder blades against the searing heat of the sunbaked sands beneath it. Every nerve ending in her body was screaming.

The elegant, hyper-controlled woman of Vienna was dead. In her place stood a female animal, drawing power from the wildness of the lagoon, from the sun descending like a spear through the rock ceiling and from the strong masculine weight pinning her to the earth.

Dante’s silhouette eclipsed the sun. He pinned her to the sand, stealing the light and the air from her lungs. His thick forearms were planted deep into the sand on either side of her head, locking her into his space. Scarlett wrapped her legs around his waist, her hands tracking the massive expanse of his back. Her fingers traced the intricate lines of his ink, digging her nails into the dark, sweat-slicked skin, dragging them down the deep channel of his spine until she hit the dimples at his lower back.

He twitched beneath her touch, his muscles locking hard, a reaction that sent a rush of pure power straight to her groin. Their mouths were fused, the kiss turning so deep, so wet and slick, that they were choking on each other's breath, dying and reviving in the same gasp. The moisture from their lips tracked down her chin, cutting through the salt on her neck and dripping onto her collarbones.

The only sound in the entire stone cathedral was the distant, muffled crash of the ocean against the exterior cliffs and the wet, desperate, impatient friction of their mouths. Every sound was fuel on the fire.

Dante, his lungs burning for oxygen, finally tore his mouth away from her swollen, crimson lips. Both of their chests were heaving wildly, their skin smacking together with every ragged breath, the sensual, wet sound of flesh against flesh driving the tension to an intolerable peak. His black eyes, swallowed by blown pupils, stared down at her ruined face, her tangled hair, her parted, gasping mouth. She was his victory. Against the distance, against the world, she was here. Under him.

His wet, hot mouth slid down her chin, tracing the sensitive column of her throat. He buried his face in her neck, inhaling her deeply, filling his lungs with the scent of sun, salt and raw woman. When his tongue found the frantic thrum of her jugular vein, Scarlett squeezed her eyes shut and threw her head back into the sand, baring her throat to his teeth. He could feel her pulse slamming against his lips. He sucked hard against the vein and a sharp, trembling wail broke from her lips.

"Dante... ah..."

Keeping his face buried against her ear, his hand slid down between their bodies, his large palm cupping her left breast. It was hot, swollen from the desire ripping through her, the peak hardened into a tight pebble against his skin. The sheer tactile contrast of her soft flesh in his calloused hand drove him over the edge. His thumb and index finger found the aching nipple, rolling and crushing it with a firm, deliberate pressure that danced directly on the dangerous line between agony and ecstasy.

Scarlett screamed, her head thrashing against the blanket.

Emboldened, he squeezed harder, tugging the peak upward while his other hand locked onto the curve of her hip, hauling her lower body up, burying her pelvis directly against the rigid, unyielding length of his erection. At the same moment, his wet tongue slid into the shell of her ear. He tracked the outer curve in slow motions, blowing short, hot bursts of air into the canal that sent a violent electrical current straight down her spine. When he deep-sucked the sensitive hollow, her entire body jolted as if struck by lightning, the heat shooting straight from her brain between her thighs.

"My love..." she cried out, and her voice fractured, multiplying as it bounced off the high stone vaults.

"God... Dante... please... don't stop..."

He didn't answer. He took her earlobe between his teeth, biting down hard enough to cause a flash of sharp pain, pushing her limits. The moment she gasped, he instantly soothed the throbbing skin with his wet tongue and her body arched into a tight, trembling bow. Her back lifted altogether off the blanket, her hips grinding uncontrollably against his groin.

The world had lost its coordinates. Her eyes were locked shut, her mind drowning in the narcotic fog of pure, unadulterated arousal. The frantic throbbing between her legs had become an explosive, severe threshold. She was burned to the ground inside. The blood flow to her pelvis was a physical roar, her heartbeat hammering fiercely against his flesh.

She could feel the scorching, smooth pressure of his manhood pressing right against her center. Behind the soft hair she had meticulously left for him, her body was answering with terrifying violence. The internal dams had shattered. A thick, boiling wave of slickness exploded from her core, tracking down her thighs, drenching the blanket beneath them. She was overflowing. The two months of starvation, the wildness of the volcanic cave, the unmerciful sun and his ruthless touches had melted her. The refined woman was gone, the exhibitionist had taken the reins.

Slowly, deliberately, she pulled her left hand from his shoulder. She slid her fingers down her own sweaty neck, tracing the valley between her breasts, moving over the flat, trembling muscles of her stomach. Her hand glided over her own slick skin until it slipped between her thighs.

She was panting, her lips parted as she looked straight up into his face with, half-blind eyes. When her fingers parted the swollen, burning lips of her own center, the sheer volume of her own heat shocked her. She thoroughly coated her index and middle fingers in the thick, viscous, boiling nectar of her own arousal, gathering the wet fluid from her core.

Then, she lifted her hand from between her legs, her movements slow, ritualistic and with defiance. Dante stopped. His mouth froze against her ear, his breath catching and as he felt the sudden change in her energy. He looked down, meeting the lawless fire in her eyes.

Scarlett raised her soaked glistening fingers and pressed them directly against his lips, smearing the thick, musk scented heat of her arousal across his mouth.

Dante’s eyes widened in sheer shock, his pupils flaring as the strong scent of her pheromones hit his senses on a cellular level. He tasted her on his tongue, his gaze locking onto hers with a lethal, unyielding lust.

"Look..." she said.

Her voice was barely a rasp, yet it destroyed the deep silence of the cavern. It dripped with a dark, provocative femininity. Through half-lidded eyes, she trapped him in a gaze he couldn't break.

"Taste me."

"Two months, Dante. Sixty nights in that freezing bed in Vienna, dreaming of this." She held up her glistening fingers.

"Look at what you do to me. I'm melting. This is your work."

The muscle feathering his jaw ticked. He didn't blink. He didn't breathe. Slowly, deliberately, his lips parted. Dante took her slick fingers into his mouth, his hot, wet tongue wrapping around them instantly. He tasted the salt of the ocean, the musk of her arousal, drawing it in like a man starving.

The obscene, wet suction of his mouth the rhythmic pull sent a vicious shockwave straight to her core, flooding her even more. Her eyes burned with a wicked, triumphant satisfaction.

"Do you like it?" she murmured, shamelessly rolling her hips against the blanket.

"Do you taste how starved I am? There’s a fire inside me, Dante. I want you to tear it apart. When you finally take me, I want you to feel exactly how tight I am for you."

He pulled her fingers from his lips with deadly slowness. His chest heaved like a bellows, his lungs fighting for air. Pressed hard against her soaking wet center, the sheer, unyielding length of him throbbed, aching to the point of violence. The lack of friction between their bare skin and the searing transfer of heat pushed them both to a dangerous threshold.

"Your taste..." he rasped. The sound didn't come from his throat, it rumbled up from his heavy chest like a tremor. His eyes were black holes of unadulterated lust.

"It drives me wild, little bird. I'm going to fuck you so hard, Scarlett. I’m going to bury myself so deep inside you that the stone of this island will shatter from your screams. I won’t stop until I drown in you. I won't pull out until your mind breaks and you’re begging."

Those dirty, unfiltered promises acted like an accelerant to the blaze consuming her. In the isolation of the cave, under the harsh sun, his words gave her a thrilling surge of power. The submissive woman vanished. In her place woke a creature who demanded her own ruin. Moving with lethal agility, she planted her hands flat against his sweaty pectorals. Caught in the narcotic haze of lust, Dante wasn't braced for the explosion of strength. Scarlett pushed up, locked her legs around his waist like a vice and threw her weight hard to the side.

Their locked bodies rolled violently across the blanket. The soft crunch of sand, the rustle of cotton, the smack of wet flesh all blurred together. A second later, the power dynamic irrevocably flipped.

She was on top.

The sun struck her back, forging a golden halo through her tangled, salt-stiffened hair. Straddling his muscular waist, her chest heaving, she looked like an untamed queen of the island. She ground her soaking wet center directly over the rigid, aching length resting against his stomach, deliberately dragging her slick heat over his skin. Dante lay flat on his back. Faced with her flushed skin, her tight peaks and the lawless demand burning in her eyes, he could only swallow hard. Drawn by pure instinct, his large hands shot to her sand-dusted hips. His long fingers dug into her soft flesh, biting deep enough to leave red half-moons, trying to drag her down, to bury her in himself.

But the torture wasn't over. She wasn't letting him in. Not yet. Just as he had ruthlessly played with her limits, she was going to push him over the edge. Scarlett leaned forward slowly. As she lowered her body, the soft, massive swell of her breasts dragged agonizingly over the hard planes of his chest. At the edge of their bodies, her slickness coated the flaming heat of his arousal, drawing a synchronized, ragged groan from both of their throats. Her lips trailed up the rigid column of his neck, stopping mere millimeters from his ear.

"Now," she breathed, her hot breath rushing into his ear.

"It’s my turn."

She felt the massive slab of Dante’s shoulders lock rigidly against the ground. He stopped breathing. Drawing on every evil fantasy that had kept her awake in Vienna, she went to work. The tip of her tongue traced the ultra-sensitive, paper-thin skin just behind his earlobe. With a slow, insufferable wet stroke, she dragged her tongue up toward his hairline. With every millimeter, she felt the violent jerk of his muscles, his erection jumping against her core. She caught the outer curve of his ear between her lips, pulling the cartilage into her mouth and sucking hard, applying a wet, ruthless vacuum.

"Fuck," Dante gritted out, his head thrashing back into the blanket. His hands bruised her hips with a desperate, savage need that thrilled her.

"Scarlett… Christ… what are you doing?"

"Teaching you how to lose control," she murmured right into his skin, the vibration of her voice sinking straight into his brain.

She pushed the tip of her tongue deep into the sensitive hollow of his ear, swirling in rapid, relentless circles. She held her breath, focusing on the wet, rhythmic friction. In the suffocating silence of the cavern, the obscene sounds of her mouth amplified, echoing off the high stone vaults a dirty, intimate soundtrack to their isolation. Dante was reduced to broken, ragged pants, his hands dragging desperately from her hips up to the curve of her waist.

Taking it further, Scarlett bared her teeth. She clamped down hard on his earlobe, not enough to draw blood, but enough to inflict a sharp, grounding pain. She pulled back slightly, stretching the flesh. That single jolt of teeth short-circuited his mind. A surge of dark victory flooded her as his hips vaulted off the ground, grinding blindly up into her dripping wetness. The untouchable, dominant beast was fully at her mercy. She released her bite, dragging a soothing, wet kiss over the throbbing mark, then brought her lips back to his ear.

"You tasted my heat a minute ago," she whispered, dragging the words out with agonizing slowness. She could feel his heart hammering against her ribs.

"Now show me how desperate you are for it. I want to feel how thick you are, Dante. I want to swallow you whole. I want to feel every tattooed inch of your body surrendering to me. Are you mine? On this island, dying for me on this beach... do you belong to me?"

The sensory overload, the dizzying cocktail of pain, relentless oral pleasure and her sadistic dominant, commanding words incinerated the last shreds of his restraint. He squeezed his eyes shut. His jaw clenched tight enough to snap bone, the thick veins in his neck bulging against his skin. Every fiber of his being was screaming to bury himself inside her.

"I'm yours," he roared. The sound lacked any trace of civilization, just pure and raptorial instinct.

"Only yours, damn it. You've ruined me. And now, I’m going to break you. And then going to fuck you so badly, you forget how to breathe."

An evil smile curved her lips. She dragged one last, wet kiss down his jawline before arching her spine, lifting her chest toward the shaft of sunlight. Her flushed breasts rose and fell with her erratic breaths. The air between them was a thick, stimulating fog of sweat, wine and pheromones. She planted her palms flat on his chest, her eyes locking onto his. They both knew it. The tipping point had passed. The hurricane had hit the shore.

She collapsed against him, taking his mouth in a violent, bruising collision. This wasn't foreplay anymore. This was starvation. Her tongue plundered his mouth, tasting the lingering oak of the wine mixed with the copper of her own desire. She twisted her fingers into his thick, damp hair, gripping the roots to anchor his head as she devoured him. Dante groaned, a harsh, guttural sound that vibrated against her lips. The narrow cotton blanket beneath them was suddenly too small, a fragile barrier of civilization they no longer wanted. When his large hands gripped her thighs, an unspoken, brute agreement passed between them. They needed the earth.

Harnessing his immense core strength, Dante flipped their tangled bodies off the blanket. They crashed onto the pristine, sunbaked volcanic sand of Motu-Lailai. The second their damp, overheated skin met the earth, a blinding sensory shock wave blew through their nervous systems. The cotton white grains clung instantly to her sweaty back. Dante rolled over her, his tattooed skin immediately dusted in white earth.

The friction was instantly destructive. They were fully bare, their bodies slick with ocean water and arousal and the island clung to them. Thousands of microscopic, sun-warmed grains wedged themselves between their flushed, hyper-sensitive flesh. As Dante settled his weight between her thighs, his rigid, aching length pressed against her swollen core now coated in fine sand. He shifted his hips forward just a fraction of an inch and a high, fractured scream tore from Scarlett’s throat.

"Ah... Dante... fuck... oh God..."

It was unlike anything on earth not the glide of skin, but the abrasive bite of sand against her most intimate nerve endings, a localized firestorm that vaulted her to the razor-edge of sanity. Her spine bowed off the beach, nails clawing deep into the ground. Grit filled her hair, sticking to the salt-waved strands.

When Dante buried his hands in her locks and pulled gently at the roots, the gritty scrape against her scalp sent a jolt of lightning through her skull. They were filthy with the island far away from sterile sheets, rolling in their own fluids and the dirt of the world.

Dante stared down at her, his eyes gleaming with a lethal, predatory light beneath sand-dusted lashes. He watched her writhe, feeding on the pleasure he was inflicting. But the dominant, territorial man in him hadn't forgotten the way she had just played him on the blanket. He wasn't about to let the power dynamic rest in her hands. This was a physical challenge on the burning shores of nowhere, a war to see who would finally break.

"You were awfully brave a minute ago, little queen," he rumbled, his breath hot against her face.

"Did you really think you could tame me?"

Breathless, her chest heaving, Scarlett flashed a devilish smile.

"I don't think," she whispered, intentionally grinding her hips up against him, ensuring the sandy friction hit his most sensitive nerves.

"I know. You were just begging underneath me."

The deliberate, abrasive slide of her body made his eyes flare wide, but it only woke the warlord.

"Is that right?" he growled darkly. "Let’s see who begs on the sand."

He lunged for her wrists, but Scarlett was ready. Bracing her knees against his chest, she used every ounce of her core strength to shove him back. Dante rolled off her, hitting the beach and she scrambled to her feet. She looked like a pagan goddess flushed, untamed, her damp skin coated in white dust. Dante looked up at her from the ground and let out an evil laugh. Before she could bolt, he exploded off the sand. His muscular arm wrapped around her waist midair, hauling her backward. They crashed back to the beach in a tangle of limbs, kicking up a cloud of golden dust that caught in the shafts of sunlight.

She fought him, refusing to yield. Her nails scraped his broad back as she locked her legs around his waist, trying to keep his balance. Black ink disappeared and reappeared under layers of white sand as their muscles strained and locked. With every violent twist, her breasts crushed against his chest, the abrasive friction of the sand against her sensitive peaks driving her closer to the edge. The hard, thick length of his arousal dragged over her thighs and stomach, the gritty contact multiplying the maddening tingle between her legs.

"Let me go, you jerk," she panted, laughing breathlessly as she tried to nip at his shoulder.

"Not a chance," he snarled.

Using his sheer, overwhelming size, Dante trapped her. He pinned both of her wrists above her head with one big hand, using his other to grip her hip and force her thighs wide apart. He settled his weight perfectly so she could barely move. His face hovered inches from hers. Covered in sand, slick with sweat, they were breathing the exact same turbulent air.

"You are mine," he commanded an ownership that made her knees weak.

"The moment you stepped on this island, I owned you. Now, under this sun, you’re going to submit. I’m going to make you forget how to breathe."

The fierce defiance in her eyes finally fractured, giving way to the hazy, narcotic fog of complete surrender. The crushing weight of him, the iron grip on her wrists and the searing heat of his erection pressing against her slick core destroyed her remaining defenses.

"Then prove it," she breathed, her lips trembling, her gaze dropping to his mouth.

"Break me, Dante. Fill me up. I can't take another second."

That broken, desperate plea snapped his final thread of control. Dante’s mouth crashed down on hers with catastrophic hunger. Their teeth clashed. But as they kissed on the burning beach, it was the gritty crunch of sand between their lips, a filthy reminder of their wildness. As his tongue ravaged her mouth, Dante pulled his hips back. He aligned his hard, sand-dusted length perfectly against her swollen, weeping center and pushed. A ragged, guttural roar tore from the deepest part of his chest, vibrating straight into her lungs and he finally breached her walls.

The grit of a thousand shattered shells melting into her slick heat, scraping against her most delicate nerves... He wasn’t even inside her yet. He was just agonizingly tracing the crown of his arousal along her swollen cleft, using the sandy dampness to map her entrance. Every drag of that abrasive friction sent a violent tremor through her spine, wiring her to the brink of a short circuit. Scarlett’s head thrashed back against the earth. Her eyes clamped shut, her mouth parting in an uninhibited scream.

"Dante... please. God, please." Her nails bit into the blanket.

"Put it in. Fill me. I’m burning... it hurts, but it's perfect. Tear me, Dante."

Dante’s restraint snapped. What pumped through his veins wasn't blood anymore, it somehow turned into fire of love. The sensation of her slick, sand-dusted folds gripping the very tip of him was a singular kind of madness. Dropping her wrists, he slid his large hands beneath her sweat-sheened thighs, hoisting her hips off the ground and spreading her wide. His eyes bottomless, pitch-black voids locked onto hers. A muscle feathered furiously in his jaw.

"Be ready my love," he snarled.

"I’m going to bury this island inside you."

Driven by a ruthless, plunging momentum, Dante drove his hips forward. He buried his thick, unyielding length into her weeping heat in one violent, uninterrupted strike.

Smack!

The wet sound of flesh colliding echoed like a gunshot in the cavernous air. Scarlett’s eyes flew wide. Every muscle in her body locked. A soundless gasp punched from her lungs, stealing her oxygen. The sheer fullness of him after months of agonizing distance, this immovable force was stretching her tight, flaming core to its final limit. And the friction... The fine, abrasive grains carried inside his slick shaft scraped against her ultra-sensitive walls, sparking a localized firestorm of pleasure.

Her nails dug ruthlessly into his shoulders, dragging down his tattooed back until she broke her skin. She locked her ankles securely behind his waist, caging him in.

"Yes," Dante gritted out, burying his face in the crook of her neck. He bit down hard on her salt-slicked collarbone. The scorching, impossibly tight grip of her internal muscles, amplified by the gritty friction, was pushing him straight toward the precipice.

"Christ, Scarlett. Look how you take me. Look how perfectly you swallow me."

And then, the rhythm started.

He pulled back, withdrawing with a deadly slowness until only the head remained trapped in her wetness. The gritty fluid pooled at her entrance, dragging out the abrasive, maddening stimulation. Then, with the brutal force of a hunter, he snapped his hips forward, plunging to the hilt.

Smack!

Her spine arched off the sand.

"Dante! Yes... harder. Don't hold back. Wreck me."

The filthy demands, the fractured groans, the harsh slap of their bodies colliding, it all morphed into a depraved ritual. The pace turned lethal. Tenderness was a forgotten concept, this was absolute ownership. With every driving thrust, her back scraped the earth, her head tipping back in ecstasy. His chest crashed into hers, their sweat blending, dripping down to the ground.

"Are you mine?" he roared over the sound of their bodies, pounding into her so viciously the sand beneath them seemed to cave.

"Who owns this? Tell me!"

"Yours!" she sobbed out, her mind totally eclipsed by the blinding euphoria.

"Only yours! Fill me..."

The tropical sun beat down on them, witnessing a ruthless, chaotic collision of sweat, salt and savage need. They were hurtling blindly toward a catastrophic climax. Every thrust, every scrape of sand pushed the internal pressure higher. Scarlett’s screams lost their shape, melting into breathless, guttural keens. Dante’s broad, inked shoulders gleamed like wet bronze. Droplets of his sweat fell like rain against her flushed, heaving breasts. They were hovering right on the edge. She felt the heavy, aching not tightening in her womb, the prelude to the shatter. Her vision flashed white. Beneath her, Dante’s core locked, his jaw grinding and prepared the final, punishing strokes to empty himself into her completely.

In that blinding, breathless fraction of a second...

A violent crack echoed from the dense emerald canopy behind them. It might have been a big iguana dropping through the dry fronds, or a seabird taking frantic flight, snapping branches in its wake. But in the rhythmic, isolated bubble of their lust, the noise cracked like a whip. Survival instinct hijacked their brains instantly. The narcotic fog of pleasure evaporated. Dante’s body turned to granite above her. Scarlett’s moan died in her throat, her eyes blowing wide with sheer terror.

In perfect unison, their heads snapped toward the horizon, scanning the endless blue Pacific. And there here it is. A sickening block of ice dropped into her stomach. Cutting through the turquoise water, perhaps a mile out but closing the distance, was a pristine, two-story tourist boat. In the glaring daylight of the exposed cove, the threat of being caught exposed sent a violent spike of adrenaline straight through their hearts.

"Fuck," Dante hissed. His voice was a strangled, furious rasp, choking under the weight of a ruined climax.

The sheer panic obliterated their high. Operating on a pure, defensive reflex, he wrenched himself out of her heat in one violent jerk. The sudden loss of his man’s thickness left a hollow, throbbing void so severe that Scarlett let out a sharp, involuntary cry.  The agonizing sound of an addict stripped of a fix right at the peak of the rush. Shielding her wholly, Dante crushed his weight against hers, dragging them both flat against the burning sand and into the deep shade of the tree line. They lay pinned to the earth, breathless, hearts hammering against each other like caged birds. Dante kept his gaze locked on the white speck on the water, leaning his face into the curve of her neck. His breath was ragged, boiling with suppressed rage and a dangerous, unfulfilled ache.

Not here," he murmured, the dark, territorial vibration of his voice raising the hairs on her arms.

"They won't see us. But if I keep taking you to this beach, I'll drive this sand so deep into you, it'll tear you apart. With the rage I have right now... it would be a bloodbath." He dragged his nose along her sandy jawline, inhaling her sharply.

"I’m taking you into the cave, Scarlett. I’m going to lay you out on the ice-cold stone and I’m going to finish this. You’ll scream so loud the whole damn island will hear it."

Pressed into the hot earth, his filthy, violent promises burned up her brain all over again. The physiological whiplash of being ripped away from an orgasm was torturous. Her slick, swollen folds throbbed independently, desperate for the friction, aching for the weight of him. The grit of the sand felt like localized fire. Dante was in pure agony. The rock hard, veiny length of his erection pressed rigid against her thigh, pulsing with the unbearable, bruising pressure of denial. It was a predator's torment caged right before the kill.

As the boat slowly rounded the cape, disappearing behind the jagged rocks, Dante couldn't wait another second. The abrasive sand had to go.

"Up," he commanded softly. Staying low, he scooped her off the ground. Scarlett instinctively locked her arms around his neck and he tore across the beach, his bare feet kicking up the white powder until they hit the surf. They collapsed into the turquoise water.

A synchronized, shuddering sigh tore from both of their lips as the cool ocean enveloped them, washing away the sweat and grit. But the icy water did nothing to extinguish the heat radiating from their bones. Dante stopped where the tide hit his waist. His gaze remained locked on the horizon, but his hands moved. Large, calloused fingers slid down the slope of her hips, slipping beneath the water to find her wet, aching core. Even submerged, the moment he brushed her swollen cleft, her thighs fell open with a violent shiver.

He didn't push inside. He just used the saltwater to possessively wash the volcanic dust from her sensitive folds. The tender, cleaning strokes were torture, reigniting the fire he was trying to soothe. Scarlett retaliated. Reaching under the dark water, she wrapped her hand around the tormentingly thick, smooth length of him. Her thumb dragged over the hypersensitive crown, washing away the grit and slick pre-cum. Dante’s breath caught sharply, his jaw ticking. Beneath the waves, a silent, volatile promise passed between them. They were toxic, desperate and addicted to each other.

Once the boat was fully gone, the atmosphere on the beach mutated into a ticking time bomb. Dante grabbed her hand, his grip tight enough to bruise. They strode out of the surf, water sluicing off their bare, sun-kissed skin indifferent to their nakedness. They bypassed the ruined blanket and marched straight to the edge of the tree line where their tent sat. Moving totally on instinct, Dante unzipped the flap and dug out a military-grade UV flashlight, the only thing that would cut through the pitch-black abyss of the caverns.

Scarlett didn't waste her three seconds of freedom. The calculating, evil creature inside her demanded retribution for the torture of the last ten minutes. Slipping her hand into her waterproof bag, she grabbed a bottle of coconut-scented lube and a sleek, pink silicone vibrator. She palmed them both, hiding them seamlessly inside a rolled-up towel. He had no idea. The mere thought of what she was going to force him to do with that toy in the dark made her knees threaten to buckle.

They paused only to grab the plastic jug, gulping down the sun-warmed water. Droplets escaped their lips, tracking down their bare chests. It did nothing to quench their thirst, it felt like pouring gasoline on a grease fire.

"Let's go," he rasped, half-command, half-plea. He held the flashlight in one hand and locked his fingers with her free hand.

They hit the hidden trail. Dense ferns, jagged black rocks and towering palms swallowed them whole. They were fully nude, their bare feet indifferent to the sharp shells and warm soil. Following a step behind him, Scarlett had never felt an urge so violent and single-minded. Her vision tunneled, locking onto the flex and shift of the black ink moving across his broad back. With every step, her damp, swollen lips brushed together. The slick friction sent sparks straight to her brain. Her lower abdomen cramped with the hollow, desperate need to be stretched open again.

God, she thought, her internal monologue fraying into chaos. The moment we cross that threshold... I don't care if he tears me in half. I'm going to take control and make him ruin me.

Dante was walking the exact same tightrope. He moved with the rigid, forward-leaning intensity of a hound on a blood trail. His breathing was harsh through his nose. The pressure pooling low in his stomach was agonizing, every step a physical punishment. Only one image looped in his mind: pinning her against the glacial stone, dragging her ankles over his shoulders and pouring out every ounce of his frustration into her tight, wet heat. No words were spoken. The strong, pheromone-soaked air said enough.

The massive, gaping maw of the cave loomed at the end of the trail like the throat of a beast. The second they crossed the threshold, the harsh reality of the island severed. The merciless, suffocating heat of the Pacific sun vanished, instantly replaced by a crypt-like chill. The air was thick with the ancient smell of damp earth and moss. The drastic temperature shifts erupted millions of goosebumps across their flushed, overheated skin. The crashing of the ocean outside warped into a low, menacing echo that pulsed through the cavern like a gargantuan heartbeat. Beneath their bare feet, the burning sand was replaced by smooth, ice-cold stone.

His muscles ticking with anticipation, Dante gripped the flashlight and crushed his thumb against the rubber switch.

An electric-blue, ultraviolet beam slashed through the pitch blackness like a glowing blade. As the high-frequency photons hit the towering, cistern-like vault of the cave, a breathtaking, alien world beautifully illuminated. Endemic bioluminescent moss, clinging to the wet stone like a sprawling spiderweb, flared to life. It looked like a tear in the fabric of the universe, a deep space void swirling with neon galaxies and glowing stardust. Electric blue, indigo and toxic green bled down the walls like liquid gravity.

The cold stone was instantly transformed into a surreal, ethereal sanctuary.

Scarlett gasped, her sexual desperation momentarily eclipsed by the cosmic phenomenon above her. Her lips parted in sheer awe. It's not real, she thought, her heart hammering wildly. The island had stripped away every last trace of the civilized world. They weren't human anymore. Under the glow of the UV light, they were just primitive, untamed creatures.

Right in the middle of that breathless awe, the shadows fractured. From a pitch-black fissure in the glowing ceiling, a large tropical bat dropped. The violent, rhythmic thwack-thwack of its leathery wings whipped the dead air, sending a rush of wind brushing just millimeters above their heads.

Scarlett flinched. A sharp, terrified gasp tore from her throat as primitive instinct hijacked her brain. She threw herself blindly against Dante. He was a solid wall of muscle and sea-chilled skin, his chest still slick with the ocean. She buried her face in the warm, heavy groove of his pectorals, breathing in the musky scent of his sweat.

Dante answered her panic with a low, vibrating chuckle. The deep sound rumbled from his chest and echoed off the damp stone walls.

"Easy, little bird," his voice was rough. His thick arms wrapped around her bare back, crushing her against his body. "It’s just us. I don’t need to protect you from the dark, Scarlett. You know why? Because I own the darkness. I own this island."

He pressed a kiss to her damp hair, completely unaware of the shift happening inside her.

But those arrogant words flipped a switch.

Scarlett slowly lifted her head. Her eyes moved past his shoulder to the back of the cave. There, among the smooth black pebbles, lay a thick coil of old rope hardened by salt and sun, rough as thorns. It was draped over a large piece of driftwood.

In that instant, the vulnerable girl in his arms vanished. Something cold and ruthless took her place. Her mind raced.

You dragged me here for your own pleasure, she thought, a dark smile curving her lips. You think you can play the big bad alpha. But you forgot one thing. This island doesn’t follow your rules.

Dante felt her body go stiff against him. He was still struggling to stay upright, burning with unspent lust and frustration. His cock throbbed painfully between them, hard and desperate, sending sharp pulses of need through his groin. His hips twitched involuntarily against her stomach as he fought for control.

Like a shark taste the blood. She didn't hesitate. She pushed out of his embrace. Dante, his brain fogged by a narcotic haze of lust, totally misread the movement. He was sure this was an invitation. He thought she was stepping back to lie down on the cold stones and spread her legs for him. He reached for her hip with a hungry hand.

But Scarlett moved with a lethal, fluid grace his pain-numbed reflexes couldn't track. Stepping silently over the black pebbles, she snatched the weathered rope from the driftwood. The salt-crusted fibers bit into her soft palms, but the sting only fed the twisted fire in her blood.

Dante frowned, his dark brows pulling together as the blue UV light caught the dirty hemp in her hands. He was still totally lost in his own fantasy.

"Scarlett... what are you doing?" he ground out. The words were a strained, guttural mess of desire and pain. "Drop the rope. Come here. I can see how slick you are for me. Don't play games. Come take your punishment."

"My heat is none of your concern," she replied. She was unrecognizable a cold, surgical blade that sliced through the damp air. She snapped the rope taut between her hands. Dried salt crystals showered on the floor, catching the ultraviolet light like shattered diamonds.

"You pulled me off the edge. You carried me in here like I was a toy. You look down at me like you own me." She took a slow, deliberate step toward him.

"It's time you learned exactly who controls the dark, Dante."

She stalked him, forcing him to back up until his heels hit the big, dead log. Dante’s face locked. His unbreakable pride flared, rejecting the challenge. The thick muscles in his neck jumped, the tattoos on his arms flexing and prepared to lunge forward, pin her wrists and remind her exactly who was in charge.

But Scarlett was two moves ahead. Moving with the blinding speed of a striking viper, her hand shot out and clamped ruthlessly down on his swollen, agonizingly tender center. Her long fingers locked in an iron vice around his testicles right at the epicenter of his crushing pain.

"FUCK!"

A raw, booming roar tore from his lungs, vibrating the stalactites above. The sound of a wounded beast. Her merciless grip overrode every motor function in his body in a millisecond. The severe spike of pain, spliced with a blinding, toxic shock wave of sexual overstimulation, blow up his brain. His muscled legs turned to water. His knees buckled, his head snapping back as the fight instantly drained from his colossal frame. He was paralyzed.

"Don't move," she hissed. Her eyes locked onto his sweaty, contorted face. She squeezed a fraction of a millimeter tighter, hovering right on the razor-edge of unbearable agony. A helpless, strangled gasp punched out of him.

"If you flinch, Dante, I will ruin you. I will leave you in so much pain you'll never touch another woman. Step back. Lean against the wood. Surrender."

He clenched his teeth so hard the grinding echoed in the cavern. Sweat poured down his temples, tracking through his thick hair. Faced with the lethal, unblinking dominance in her eyes and the agonizing grip holding him hostage, the giant obeyed. Trembling, he slumped back against the dead driftwood. The shock of the glacial wood against his overheated skin made him shudder. When his weight settled, she released him.

Before he could even process the sudden, aching void, she grabbed his bulky wrists. He had nothing left to fight her with. She whipped the salt-cured hemp around his arms, lashing his wrists to the thick branches jutting from the top of the log. The abrasive fibers tore into his tanned skin, scraping and biting deep with every loop. She threw her entire body weight backward to pull the knots ruthlessly tight. His arms were yanked above his head, stretching his broad pectorals to their limit, fusing his flesh to the rotting wood.

"Look at this," she mocked, breathing heavily as she secured the final, unbreakable knot. She stood directly in front of him, fully bare, her legs planted wide in a stance of pure, untouchable arrogance. The electric-blue glow carved out the curve of her hips, the tight peaks of her breasts and the dripping slickness between her thighs. Dante hung before her, chest heaving like a bellows helpless. The sight shot her dark euphoria into the stratosphere.

"The great Dante. The man who breaks plans and gives the orders. Look at you. Stripped bare and tied to a rotting piece of sea-trash like a stray dog. Weren't you going to tear me apart in here? Weren't you going to remind me who the boss is? Tell me... who's in charge now?"

His head rolled against the wood. He stared at her through sweat-stung eyes. A violent collision of primitive, humiliated rage and a sick, twisted awe at her absolute perfection. He strained his muscles, testing the ropes, but the hemp only bit deeper, sending flares of sharp pain down his biceps.

"Scarlett," he snarled from the bottom of his chest. It was the warning of a chained predator.

“You are going to pay for this. The moment I snap these ropes, I am going to fuck you until you're sobbing. You will be the one who screams on these stones."

"The only one who's going to beg is you," Scarlett said. The evil smile never left her face as she reached out, her palm lightly, tauntingly brushing over the rigid, jumping length of his erection.

"Because right now, you are mine. You breathe when I say so. You cum when I say so. Shut that arrogant mouth and pay attention."

She stepped back and grabbed her waterproof bag from the rocks. Unzipping it, she pulled out a bottle of coconut-scented massage oil she had smuggled off the beach. She cracked the cap with her teeth and spit it into the dark. Pouring the thick, viscous liquid into her hands, she began to coat herself. She rubbed the slick oil over her collarbones, her flushed breasts, down her flat stomach and finally, heavily, between her legs, mixing it into her own dripping arousal. The cold air made her shiver, but the friction instantly warmed the oil to a high gloss. Under the UV light, she looked like she was carved from sweating glass.

Dante’s eyes dilated, turning fully black. His swallow was audible. She wiped the excess oil over his straining abdominals, then moved in. Scarlett climbed onto the log, planting her bare knees hard onto the wood on either side of his shoulders. She dropped her weight, her knees crushing down on his collarbones, eliminating his ability to move his head. She had him trapped in a flesh cage.

Her slick fingers plunged into his thick, salt-stiffened hair. Gripping the roots mercilessly, she yanked his head up and slammed his face directly into the soaking wet, oil-slicked heat of her core.

Dante’s face collided with the swollen, aching center of her anatomy. A muffled, suffocating groan tore from his throat. It was the sound of an ego breaking, a submission so instinctive and dirty that his masculine pride had no defense against it.

An apocalypse detonated in his mind. This is degradation, his pride screamed. Bound to a log, hair pulled back, face shoved into her like a starving animal. This was a total annihilation of his identity. He had never knelt for anyone. Yet, the second he drew a breath, his lungs filled with the stimulating scent of her.

Stripped of the sterile perfumes of civilization, of shower gels and polite society. This was the dark, heavy musk of the island's ocean salt, sweet coconut and the sharp pheromones of a woman demanding to be tasted. It hijacked his nervous system. The slide of her slick, swollen folds against his lips, the rough friction of her hair, the heat it obliterated his logic. He wanted to drown in it. The humiliation tasted like a power he had never known. This was the bedrock of surrender.

Scarlett tightened her grip on his hair, bearing down harder. She rocked her hips in a slow, punishing rhythm, dragging her wetness ruthlessly over his nose and mouth, painting his lips with her slickness.

"Look at me," her voice was as lethal as a coiled snake.

"Does this disgust you? I'm not some polished, polite girl from the city anymore. Your arrogant face is buried in my sweat. Tell me... do you hate it? Or do you just want to be my dirty, loyal dog? Answer me."

He couldn't speak, her wet flesh was sealing his mouth, stealing his oxygen. When he didn't immediately respond, her hand cracked across his cheek in a stinging slap. That sharp crack of pain was the final blow to his crumbling walls. He threw the last shattered pieces of his pride onto the cave floor. Opening his mouth wide against her soaking wet heat, he thrust his tongue out, a starving man taking his punishment.

"Yes, my queen," he mumbled thickly against her skin.

"Now use that arrogant tongue," she commanded.

"Clean up every drop."

Driven by a sudden, starving desperation, Dante surrendered. He pressed his face deeper into the slick, musky heat of her thighs, his broad, rough tongue dragging upward in a ruthless, sweeping stroke. He fed from her. All the sterile, choreographed encounters of his past the luxury hotel rooms, the polished rules of civilized engagement evaporated. This was wild. The thick scent of coconut oil blending with her sharp, stimulating pheromones sank straight into his marrow.

He hated it. He hated the coarse ropes biting into his wrists, hated being bound and reduced to a helpless instrument. He was a conqueror by nature, he dictated the terms. Yet, as his face drowned in her wetness, that violent humiliation mutated into a lethal, addictive euphoria. It flooded his system, a toxic high that threatened to rupture his veins. The cognitive dissonance made him thrash instinctively against the dead wood.

"Fight it," Scarlett said, her breath a damp heat against his ear.

"Struggle for me. Let me feel exactly how helpless you are."

He strained against his bindings, she asserted her dominance, her fingers twisting into the roots of his hair. She rocked her hips, grinding her slick folds forcefully against his nose and mouth, weaponizing her own body to demand his worship.

When she felt the desperate, masterful strokes of his tongue at her entrance, mapping her swollen nerves, Scarlett arched her neck. The neon, ultraviolet light painted the long, strained arch of her throat. Her breasts heaved with every ragged breath.

"God... Dante, yes," she moaned, her voice dropping into a dark, taboo register...

"Harder. Bow to your master. Clean me like a starving dog."

Her hips jerked against his mouth.

"You're my toy. An instrument built just for this. Push your tongue deeper. Swallow it."

Crushed beneath the weight of her knees on his shoulders, Dante’s rage fully dissolved into a sick, unfathomable devotion. A dark séance of worship. Forced to explore every slick contour, every hidden, hypersensitive nerve with his tongue, his towering masculine pride was reduced to ash. But right there, among the ruins of his ego, the purest form of his obsession took root. Bound and bleeding, he realized the thrilling paradox: he was the helpless prey, yet he was wielding a devastating power. He was physically paralyzed, but the mind-bending pleasure he was drawing from her the way his tongue made her scream and lose her mind above him, was a quiet, insidious victory.

Scarlett was uninhibited. She had dragged him over the cliff of civilization, plummeting into a filthy, addictive abyss of surrender. And they were both dying to hit the bottom.

His relentless, punishing tongue had pushed her to the very edge of the precipice. Her thighs trembled, the first warning tremors of an enormous climax gripping her core. But the calculating, demonic creature inside her refused to let it end so easily. She wouldn't grant him his ultimate reward without breaking his mind first.

Slowly, deliberately, she pulled her hips back.

Dante gasped, his chest heaving as the life-giving heat was abruptly ripped away from his mouth. His lips, jaw and nose were fully glazed in a glistening mix of exotic oil and her own warm fluids. Beneath the bioluminescent glow, his eyes were bottomless, desperate voids. He stared up at her, silently begging.

Ignoring his fractured breathing, Scarlett reached behind her. From the waterproof bag hidden in her towel, she retrieved a sleek, pink silicone vibrator. It was a stark, jarring anomaly against the ancient, primitive stone of the cavern. She poured a bulky stream of coconut oil over the curved shaft until it dripped onto the black pebbles, then hit the power button with her thumb.

In the damp, breathless silence of the cave, a mechanical, low-frequency hum erupted. The artificial buzz was a violent contrast to the crashing waves and ancient earth.

"Look what I found in the dark,". She leaned down, lightly dragging the vibrating tip across his slick, swollen lips. The intense motor numbed his mouth.

"Since your hands are tied and you can't touch that aching, rigid length of yours... you're going to watch what this little toy does to me. You're going to see a piece of plastic take care of me better than you can."

Dante’s eyes blew wide. He stared at the vibrating silicone, then snapped his gaze up to her merciless, challenging expression. The territorial instinct engraved in his DNA furiously rejected the humiliation. The thought of a battery-operated machine touching what belonged to him, giving her the ecstasy he was dying to provide, pushed him into a blind rage.

"Throw that fucking thing away!" he roared, the sound tearing his throat.

He lunged forward with superhuman strength, thrashing against the massive log. The thick hemp ropes groaned, biting ruthlessly through his skin. Thin streams of blood began to snake down his tattooed forearms, but he didn't even feel the pain.

"If you want to be filled, you use me! Not that fucking plastic!" He yanked at his restraints, his chest muscles straining to the point of tearing.

"Untie my hands, Scarlett! Let me tear you apart! Untie me!"

"Shut your mouth!" she commanded, her voice cracking like a whip. She dropped her weight fully, her knees digging viciously into his collarbones, paralyzing his upper body.

"You have no voice here. You watch."

Holding his furious, devastated gaze, she pressed the vibrating tip directly against her swollen clitoris. In the exact same motion, she drove the slick, curved shaft deep into her soaking heat.

"Ahhhh!"

Uninhibited scream punched from her lungs, echoing through the cave enough to disturb the roosting bats above. The relentless, mechanical thumping against her ultra-sensitive walls instantly reignited the fire his tongue had started, turning it into a raging inferno. She was losing herself, Scarlett began to grind her hips against the toy.

The wet sound of silicone thrusting into slick flesh merged with the buzzing motor. It drove into Dante’s brain like a spike. He was unraveling. The visual was obscene, destroying. He couldn't blink. He watched her oil-slicked, naked body arch back, watched her shameless, ragged moans bounce off the stone. Her warm fluids leaked around the base of the toy, dripping down her thighs and splashing directly onto his chest and throat.

The pressure in his groin became a localized torture. The excruciating pain of his denial had reached a critical mass. His erection was a rigid, bruised monolith pressing against his stomach, the veins bulging so severely the skin felt ready to split.

She’s killing me, he thought, his sanity fraying at the edges. My hands are going numb. She's fucking herself with a machine, doing the one thing I'm meant to do. My pride is gone. Yet, beneath the agony, a dark reverence bloomed. God, she’s mesmerizing. Her absolute control... I’m addicted to this degradation. I belong to her.

The ruthless, mechanical vibration pushed her over the edge in seconds. Scarlett’s body was locked. Her spine bowed sharply, her eyes rolling back as a catastrophic orgasm ripped through her system.

"Dante... look!" she cried out, her voice fractured by the violent spasms gripping her core.

"Look how I'm coming for you! It's doing exactly what you couldn't!"

Her internal muscles clamped ruthlessly around the silicone, milking the toy she shuddered above him. Gasping for oxygen, she wrenched the vibrator out with a loud, wet slip and hurled it aside. It clattered against the stones, still buzzing uselessly in the dark.

Melted by the aftershocks of the climax, Scarlett slowly collapsed forward. Her hot, sweaty body pressed flush against his bound torso. But the vindictive, dominant fire in her blood hadn't burned out. It had only grown more dangerous, fed by the starving, hollowed-out look in his eyes. She hovered over him, her face mere millimeters from his. Her breath, smelling of mint and the salty ocean, fanned across his parted lips.

"Now..." she whispered softly.

"Tell me. Are you begging for it? Are you desperate to bury that aching thickness inside me and make the hellish pain stop? Do you admit you belong to me?"

From beneath his sweat-spiked lashes, Dante looked up into her triumphant, pitch-black eyes. A muscle feathered in his jaw. There was nothing left of the arrogant alpha who commanded fleets and broke men. Trapped in the neon-lit bowels of the island, there was only a desperate, primitive creature, brought to his knees by the woman he worshiped.

"I'm begging you," he rasped. The words were gravelly, scraped from his throat. With that single breath, he buried his entire ego in the damp earth.

"I'm begging you, Scarlett. Take me. Ruin me, tear me to shreds, drink my fucking soul, just let me inside. I'm yours. Only yours."

A slow, overwhelmingly beautiful smile curved her lips. The smile of Scarlett’s was a victor.

"Good boy," she murmured, pressing a soft kiss to his mouth, tasting her own essence on his lips.

Moving quickly, she reached behind him. Her deft, oil-slicked fingers worked the bloodied knots of the hemp rope. The moment the abrasive fibers fell away, a painful, stinging rush of blood flooded Dante’s numb arms. The deep red rope burns around his wrists glowed like fresh brands in the purple light.

Freed from the wood, the coiled spring of his body tensed. Months of suppressed rage, the agony of the beach, the physical torture of the ropes all boiled to the surface. But he didn't lunge. He didn't flip her onto the stones and reclaim his dominance. The psychological submission had seeped too deep into his marrow. She was still dictating the ritual.

Scarlett pushed firmly against his shoulders. Operating fully on submissive instinct, Dante leaned his back against the dead log and spread his muscular thighs, offering himself to her entirely.

Moving with the slow, deliberate grace of a queen ascending a throne, she straddled his hips. She aligned her soaking-wet, hypersensitive cleft still trembling from the vibrator directly against the blunt, weeping crown of his erection.

At that initial, burning point of contact, they both inhaled sharply. The distant roar of the ocean seemed to swell, the bioluminescent moss flaring brighter, illuminating the ancient altar of their union. The civilized world was dead. Only these two ferals, desperate bodies remained.

"Look at me," she demanded, holding his pitch-black gaze. She braced her hands against his broad, heaving chest.

"I'm letting you back in. And you are going to remember this surrender for the rest of your life."

She began to sink down. This was a deliberate, agonizing descent. Millimeter by millimeter, Dante’s thick, rock hard, unyielding length breached her slick walls. The friction of the exotic oil, combined with her scalding internal heat, was paralyzing. When he finally hit the deepest, tightest barrier of her womb, she dropped her hips.

Smack!

Their bodies collided with a violent, massive force.

A synchronized, animalistic roar tore from their throats, merging into a single shock wave that vibrated through the cavern. The sheer magnitude of the fullness, the sudden relief of the crushing pressure that had been torturing him for hours obliterated Dante’s reality. It was a blinding euphoria that money and power could never buy. His spine arched off the wood, his eyes rolling back as low, guttural grunts punched from his chest.

Scarlett established a chaotic, punishing rhythm. She rose and fell against him with untamed violence, her knees bruising against his hips. The wet, squishy sound of their flesh slapping together exploded against the stone walls.

His freed hands shot out, gripping her oily thighs with enough force to leave bruises. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, driving her down harder, deeper, forcing her to take every inch of him with each downward strike.

"Yes! Fill me!" she screamed, her head thrown back, her hair whipping in the neon light.

"Tear me apart!"

Fueled by the explosive adrenaline of his captivity, Dante thrust upward from the log. He met her downward drops with jarring counter-thrusts, hammering directly against her cervix.

"I'm yours, goddamn it!" he roared. "I own this heat! I'm going to drown you in this cave!"

The pace turned lethal. It bypassed human endurance, fueled by pain, denial and twisted worship. In the freezing, glowing heart of the island, pride and helplessness melted into a singular, catastrophic inferno.

They hit the precipice together.

Scarlett’s womb convulsed furiously. She clamped down on his length like a hot, suffocating vice, her internal muscles milking him with a terrifying strength.

"God, Dante! I'm coming! Fill me!" she sobbed, her nails biting into his shoulders.

The demand shattered his final shred of control. Dante let out a hoarse, deafening roar as his body locked. Hot, strong pulses of his climax erupted deep inside her womb. The release was explosive, tearing through him with such force it left him trembling. Scarlett rode out the violent spasms, her own orgasm shattering her vision, her body milking every last drop of his seed from him.

They collapsed against each other. The deafening silence of the cave returned, broken only by their ragged, desperate panting. They were covered in sweat, oil and the sticky aftermath of their war.

For a long moment, they didn't move. But as Dante’s heartbeat began to slow, Scarlett shifted. Trembling slightly, she lifted her hips, breaking the seal. With a wet drag, his slick, still rigid length slipped free.

Before he could catch his breath, her hand shot out, tangling ruthlessly in his sweat-damp hair. She yanked his head forward, her smile a wicked blend of sweet and cruel.

"Now," she said.

"Be a good boy and clean me up."

She forced his face directly back into her swollen, wrecked center. It was dripping with a warm, intense mix of her arousal and his own thick seed.

"Lick it up, Dante. Taste your own heat."

He froze for a fraction of a second. The psychological boundary loomed, but the sheer gravity of his submission dragged him over it. He opened his mouth and pressed his tongue into her slick folds.

The salty, musky taste of his own climax, blended seamlessly with her sweet, exotic essence, hit his palate. A razor's edge between degradation and an arousing, taboo intimacy.

God, this is disgusting, he thought, his blood rushing south again. But her taste... combined with mine... and she's still twitching against my mouth.

Scarlett tightened her grip on his hair, tilting her hips to grind against his face.

"Deeper. Push your tongue inside. Swallow it all."

He obeyed without hesitation. He worshiped her thoroughly, lapping up the mess they had made until she was fully clean. Scarlett groaned, her body liquid and pliant as she finally released his hair. She pulled him upward, tracing his jawline and dragged him in for a kiss.

Their lips crashed together. A wet, destructive filthy kiss. They traded the taste of their own climax, a sealing of their bond. When they finally broke apart, the adrenaline crash hit them both. They slumped backward onto the smooth black stones, lying flat on their backs, staring up at the glowing ceiling. Their breathing was synchronized, slowing in the cool, damp air.

Scarlett reached out blindly, her fingers finding his. She tangled their hands together, her thumb stroking his bruised wrist.

"I don't think I've ever felt that full," her voice was soft, devoid of the earlier venom.

"I feel like you're still branded inside me."

Dante swallowed hard. The exhaustion in his voice was laced with a profound, terrifying awe.

"Me too. When you came... the way you locked around me. I felt like you were pulling my soul out. I've never lost control like that."

She squeezed his hand, a fierce warmth expanding in her chest. I love him, she realized, the truth grounding her. Even in the dirtiest, most depraved moments, I feel totally safe. He gave me everything.

"Forcing you to taste it," she said quietly, "feeling you surrender to it... it was the most dominant I've ever felt. But knowing you wanted it just as much... that’s power. Real power."

A low, vibrating laugh rumbled in his chest. He turned his head to look at her in the blue light.

"I'll admit... my ego fought it for a second. But the moment I tasted you mixed with me... my brain was short-circuited. I want you in every possible way, Scarlett. The dark, the dirty, all of it."

Silence settled over them. Lying bare on the cold stones, their fingers locked tightly together, they watched the bioluminescent moss above. It looked like an alien galaxy trapped in the earth, bathing their exhausted, bruised bodies in a soft, ethereal starlight.

The millennial silence of the cave was broken only by the ragged, echoing breaths of two bodies battered by a relentless storm. Outside, the ocean hammered against the jagged rocks, filtering through the tunnels not as a threat, but as an orchestra keeping their rhythm. They lay tangled together on the massive, ancient log, their skin slick with sweat and seawater. In this black void, civilization and time had fully unraveled. The violent tremors in their bodies hadn't yet subsided.

Scarlett propped herself up, her forearms resting on his broad, heaving chest. Her damp hair clung to her collarbones, her flushed skin bearing the vivid marks of the savage power struggle they had just survived. Her eyes still held the smoky, lethal pride of a dark queen, but beneath that triumphant gaze lay a profound tenderness. She had broken him and in doing so, they belonged to each other.

"Look at this," she said. Her voice was raspy, a husky ruin from screaming at the edge of the abyss. She dragged a single, slow finger down his wet pectoral, feeling the twitch of his exhausted muscles. "The great alpha. The man who commands fleets and barks orders... lying underneath me in the dark, barely able to catch a breath. Tell me, Dante. What is that arrogant brain of yours thinking right now? What did it feel like to drown in my heat? To be shattered by my rules?"

Dante rested his head heavily against the cold wood, struggling to keep his eyes open. Every muscle fiber in his massive frame had liquefied under the cataclysmic release. The strong, stimulating scent of her pheromones mixed with sweet coconut oil still clouded his brain. Yet, the primitive beast inside him devoured her degrading, majestic words.

I completely surrendered, he thought, his chest hitching uncontrollably. My whole life, I controlled the narrative. Money, power, people. I dictated the terms. But this... being tied to rotting wood, forced to submit to her pleasure... it’s total madness. His pride lay trampled on the black pebbles, but his soul had never felt so free. In his attempt to own her, he had found himself consumed by her.

Taking a deep, rattling breath, Dante slowly lifted his hand. The red abrasions from the hemp rope burned around his wrist. He placed his palm squarely on her bare hip, his fingers digging into her soft flesh.

"You are a crazy, evil genius," he grunted. The dark vibration of his voice echoed off the cave walls.

"When you locked me in this log and used that toy right in front of me... I hated you. Leaving me out, making me watch it was pure fucking agony. But right there in the middle of it... the degradation, the helplessness... it blew every fuse in my head." His thumb stroked her skin.

"No one else has the power to drive me insane like this. While you moaned above me, you became my god. The way you squeezed me, the way you milked me dry... I feel like I'm still buried inside you. You ruined me."

A soft, dark giggle slipped from Scarlett’s lips at his filthy, devoted confession. The sound curled through the damp, neon-lit air like a spell. She leaned down, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. She caught his lobe between her teeth, sinking his teeth just enough to make him shiver, her warm breath fanning his skin.

"It's not over yet, my love," she said, walking along the razor's edge of provocation.

"I saw the rage in your eyes when I tied you up. You paid the price for carrying me in here like a piece of luggage. But know this... as I watched you beg, as I tasted my own fluids on your tongue, it bound me to you." She dragged her nose along his jawline.

"This isn't just flesh anymore. This is us tearing each other's souls apart in the dirtiest way possible. I love your arrogant stance, Dante. But I love it even more when you break it only for me."

He’s mine, she realized, her tongue darting out to taste the salt on his neck. The untouchable corporate giant was ready to bleed for a single word from her lips. The island had stripped away the polite, civilized masks, leaving nothing but this unbreakable devotion. She loved his strength, but she worshiped his helpless surrender.

Dante’s hand slid from her hip, tracing up her spine to tangle in the damp curls at her vulnerable neck. He pulled her face back down to his. As their bodies shifted, the slick, hypersensitive friction between their thighs drew a synchronized moan from them both.

"Don't ever leave me," he said, his bottomless eyes locking onto hers.

"You said the boat didn't see us. Let the world forget us. Let the cities and the company’s rot. From this moment on, my entire world is this wet body. Your twisted games, the ropes... they just tie me tighter to you. I have never loved anything as dangerously as I love you."

Hearing the bleeding honesty in his voice, the ruthless predator in Scarlett dissolved. Tears pricked her eyes, leaving only a woman fully intoxicated by his devotion. She pressed her index finger to his lips, silencing him, then leaned down to capture his mouth.

It wasn't the teeth-clashing savagery from earlier. This kiss was wet and agonizingly tender, a slow merging of souls tasting of salt and sweet oil, binding their wounds after the storm.

When they finally fell apart, the residual fire in their blood cooled into a profound peace. Scarlett slipped off his chest, lying back against the smooth, black pebbles beside the log. Dante immediately shifted, laying flat on his back right beside her. The shock of the glacial stones against their overheated skin drew a synchronized hiss of relief. Dante reached out blindly, his large fingers finding hers in the dark. They locked hands, an unbreakable knot and stared up at the cavern’s towering ceiling.

The silence was absolute. The electric-blue beam of the discarded UV flashlight painted the sprawling bioluminescent moss above them. The most surreal, breathtaking landscape imaginable. Brilliant, phosphorescent shades of indigo, turquoise and toxic green swirled across the wet stone. It didn't look like the bowels of the earth; it looked like they were staring into a boundless cosmic void, complete with neon nebulas and glowing stardust. Water droplets clung to the moss, catching the light and winking like millions of tiny galaxies.

"Look at how beautiful that is," Scarlett said, her voice trembling slightly with awe. She couldn't tear her eyes from the glowing canopy. "It’s like the universe collapsed just for us. Even the night sky outside doesn't have these many stars. It's so beautiful it hurts."

Dante squeezed her hand tight. He turned his head, watching the blue light wash over the elegant curve of her profile, the steady rise and fall of her chest.

"My stars aren't up there," he murmured. The softness in his voice was a staggering contrast to the roaring beast he had been.

"I'm watching the light hit your skin. The water droplets on your chest... that's the most beautiful galaxy I've ever seen. I've never been this at peace in my entire life. If this is a dream, waking up in that hangar would kill me."

Scarlett turned her head. Beneath the cascading neon light, they stared at each other, the last remnants of sexual tension evaporating into pure, unadulterated happiness. They weren't castaways anymore, they were sovereigns of their own paradise.

She healed me with her darkness. She freed me with her chains. Scarlett lifted their joined hands and pressed a soft kiss to his knuckles.

"I love you, Dante," she whispered, a single tear slipping down her temple to vanish into the pebbles.

"I will love you through every dark secret on this island."

"I love you too," he replied, bringing her hand to his mouth for a reverent kiss.

"This passion... it burns all the way to the grave."

The cosmic glow cast muted, surreal shadows over their exhausted bodies. But as the echoes of their grand confessions settled into the stone, the relentless, shape-shifting hunger inside Scarlett stirred once more. The desire to dominate wasn't satisfied, she wanted to push him past his physical limits and deep into the psychological abyss.

She slowly propped herself up on her elbow. The strong, hypnotic scent of coconut oil and damp earth thickened the air. Scarlett trailed her fingertips across his broad collarbones, pressing soft, open-mouthed kisses to his pectorals and up the corded column of his neck. She wasn't rushing. With every lingering touch, she felt the immediate spike in his pulse, his heart beginning to hammer wildly against his ribs.

She lowered her head, her tongue darting out to trace slow, scalding circles around his flat nipple. A hoarse, trembling groan vibrated in his chest. Scarlett caught the sensitive peak between her teeth, grazing with her teeth with the perfect pressure keep him hovering on the edge of pain and pleasure.

But she shifted, her eyes fell on his wrists. The dark skin was flushed an angry crimson, the coarse rope having grazed him deeply, leaving micro-abrasions mixed with oil. A sharp conflict pierced her conscience. The woman who loved him ruthlessly rejected the idea of causing him further physical pain. But the dominant queen inside her knew a far more crushing way to shatter him.

She slid her hand up to cradle his flushed, panting jaw. Her eyes, gleaming with lethal intent in the blue light, locked onto his. Dante’s chest hitched. The stinging in his wrists, paired with the dangerous vortex in her eyes, ceased to be pain, it morphed into a twisted badge of honor. He, the man who bent to no one, was ready to sacrifice his entire existence for whatever she demanded.

A slow, evil smile curved her lips. She leaned down, capturing his mouth in a long, wet kiss, tasting the salt on his skin and sealing their new, darker pact.

Dante let his eyelids fall shut. The instant his vision went black, his remaining senses spiked to a severe level of awareness. Scarlett gently coaxed him up, maneuvering him until he was on his knees on the cold pebbles, his chest bowed forward, his hands braced flat against the dead log. He was fully exposed and vulnerable to the dark behind him.

She picked up the weathered hemp. But she didn't bind his wrists. Guided by a fierce protectiveness, she loosely looped the rope around his forearms, anchoring him to the wood with a soft slackness that wouldn't bite his skin. The prison wasn't physical anymore, she was locking Dante inside his own mind.

"Comfortable?" Scarlett asked with curiosity.

"Yes," he replied. A slight tremor betrayed his iron control, the vulnerability of a man lost in the dark.

Scarlett moved behind him. She poured a massive pool of thick, exotic massage oil into her palms. The sweet, strong scent hit Dante’s nose instantly. Her scalding hands clamped down on his firm glutes, her thumbs tracing the strong curve of his pelvic bone.

Every slide of her slick fingers sent microscopic Shockwaves through his nervous system. She began to massage the warm oil into his skin, tracing agonizingly slow circles around the border of his most sensitive, unexplored territory. The cavern's ancient silence was shattered by the ragged, echoing breaths of two bodies battered by a relentless storm. Outside, the Pacific hammered against the jagged rocks, filtering through the tunnels not as a threat, but as an orchestra keeping their rhythm.

They lay tangled together on the massive, salt-smoothed driftwood, their skin slick with sweat and seawater. In this subterranean vacuum where time and civilization were obsolete, the violent aftershocks of their climax still racked their bodies.

Scarlett pushed herself up, bracing her hands against Dante's broad, heaving chest. Her tangled hair, her flushed throat, the tight peaks of her breasts, every inch of her bore the unmistakable marks of the brutal power struggle they had just survived. Her eyes still held the smoky, pitch-black arrogance of a conquering queen, but beneath that dark veneer, a fierce, protective tenderness bubbled. She had fully subdued him and in doing so, had bound herself to him.

"Look at this," her voice was a ruined, husky rasp, shredded by her own screams. She traced a slow, deliberate finger down his sternum, feeling the frantic, twitching thud of his heart against his ribs.

"The great man. The one who keeps fleets in the air and barks orders at everyone. Lying on a rotting log in the dark, barely able to breathe." She leaned in, her gaze dropping to his parted lips.

"Tell me, Dante. What is that arrogant brain of yours thinking right now? How does it feel to drown in my heat? To be broken by my rules?"

Dante rested his head back against the freezing wood. He was struggling just to keep his eyes open. Every muscle fiber in his colossal frame had turned to liquid beneath the crushing weight of his release. Scarlett’s dominant posture above him, combined with the strong, stimulating scent of her pheromones and exotic oil, was still numbing his brain. Yet, the primitive beast inside him devoured her degrading, majestic words.

I give her my everything, he thought, a violent shudder ripping through his chest. My entire life, I controlled the narrative. I managed the money, the power, the people. But this... letting her darkness crush me like this... letting her tie me down and use me. It was absolute insanity. His pride had been dragged over the black stones. But my soul... For the first time in his existence, he felt terrifyingly free. In his relentless drive to possess her, he had only found himself when he allowed her to break him.

Taking a deep, rattling breath, Dante slowly lifted his hand. The crimson abrasions from the hemp rope burned around his wrists. He didn't care. He clamped his large, calloused hand onto her hip, his fingers digging into her soft flesh.

"You are an evil genius my love," he grunted. The sound rumbled from the very bottom of his chest, a dark vibration that echoed off the stone.

"When you tied me up... when you used that fucking toy right in front of me... I hated you.

Condemning me to watch you take yourself was pure agony." His thumb stroked the curve of her hip.

"But right in the middle of that humiliation... I was so out of my mind with lust that my brain short-circuited. No one else could do this to me. You shattered me, Scarlett. Your heat clamped around me like a vice... I feel like I'm still buried inside you. You totally finished me."

A soft, wicked laugh slipped from Scarlett's lips. The sound chimed like a dark melody in the electric-blue air. She leaned down, her mouth hovering mere millimeters from his ear. She caught his lobe between her teeth, grazing with his teeth with the perfect pressure make him hiss before exhaling her hot breath across his skin.

"Nothing is over, my love," she murmured, walking a dangerous, provocative line.

"When I tied you up, I saw the murder in your eyes. You paid the price for treating me like property. But understand this..." She dragged her nose along his jawline.

"Watching you suffer fed the fire inside me. Watching you beg, making you taste me... it bound me to you. This isn't just sex anymore. This is us tearing each other's souls apart in the dirtiest way possible. I love your arrogant armor. But I love it even more when you shatter it just for me."

He’s fully mine, her tongue flicking out to catch a drop of sweat rolling down his neck. The untouchable corporate boss was ready to bleed for a single word from her lips. The artificial walls of civilization were dead. There were no more polite lies, no more secrets. There was only this enormous, unbreakable gravity between them.

Dante slid his hand up her spine, his fingers tangling in the damp curls at the curve where her neck meets her shoulders. He pulled her down. As their hips aligned, the slick, hypersensitive friction between them drew a synchronized, shuddering moan from both of their throats.

"Don't ever leave me," he rasped, his bottomless gaze locking onto hers.

"You said the boat didn't see us. Let them forget. Let the cities and the company’s rot. This is my only world now. Your dirty games, the ropes... they just tie the knot tighter. I have never loved anything as dangerously as I love you."

The bleeding honesty in his voice hit her like a physical blow. The predator instantly dissolved, leaving behind a woman drunk on the gravity of his devotion. Her vision blurred with sudden heat. Scarlett pressed her index finger to his lips, silencing him, before replacing her finger with her mouth.

This kiss wasn't the wild, flesh-tearing collision of the previous one. It was slow, deep, and almost painfully gentle. The taste of salt, coconut oil, and the wet flavor of their earlier rough lovemaking mingled on their tongues. They kissed as if they wanted to lick the wounds they had inflicted on each other.

When they finally parted, the inferno in their blood had cooled to a peaceful, steady thrum. Scarlett slipped off his lap, collapsing onto the smooth black pebbles beside the log. Dante immediately dropped down next to her. The glacial shock of the wet stones against their overheated backs punched a synchronized, relieved sigh from their lungs.

Dante blindly reached out. Scarlett caught his hand, their fingers locking together tightly, a Gordian knot forged in the dark. They lay perfectly still, their eyes tracing the massive, vaulted ceiling stretching into the abyss above.

The cavern was draped in profound silence. The UV flashlight on the ground cast a stark, ultraviolet beam upward, igniting the bioluminescent moss into a mesmerizing, cosmic dance. The sweeping arcs of neon green, indigo and electric blue made the ceiling look less like subterranean rock and more like a tear in the fabric of the universe. The glow caught the condensation dripping down the walls, glittering like millions of dying stars.

"Look at the beauty of it," her voice trembled, thick with the emotional surge in her chest.

"It’s like the universe collapsed into this cave just for us. The sky outside doesn't have this kind of light, Dante. It’s so beautiful it hurts."

Dante squeezed her hand, his thumb stroking her knuckles. He turned his head, watching the ethereal blue light carve out the profile of her face and the slow, peaceful rise of her chest.

Scarlett turned her head. Beneath the glowing, phosphorescent waterfall of light, the two castaways stared at each other. The frantic sexual tension had evaporated, replaced by a pure, staggering euphoria. They weren't just surviving anymore, they were sovereigns of their own paradise. We’re here, Dante thought, his gaze drifting back to the neon ceiling. Stripped bare, cut off from the world, but whole. She healed me with her darkness. She freed me by locking me down. Scarlett lifted their joined hands, pressing a soft kiss on his bruised knuckles.

"I love you," she whispered, a single tear slipping down her temple to soak into the black stones.

"With every dirty secret on this island... I will love you."

"I love you too," he replied, kissing her palm.

"This passion... it doesn't end. Not even in the grave."

The cosmic glow cast long, muted shadows over their bodies. But as the echo of their grand confessions faded into the stone, Scarlett felt a familiar, relentless hunger stirring in her gut. The desire to dominate, to push him to the absolute brink, was shape-shifting. She didn't just want to break his body anymore, she wanted to dismantle his mind.

She slowly propped herself up onto her elbow. The hypnotic scent of coconut oil and sex thickened the air. She trailed her fingertips lightly across his broad shoulders, leaning down to press soft, lingering kisses over his pectorals and up the thick column of his throat. With every brush of her lips, she felt his pulse begin to hammer, the dormant tension snapping back into his muscles.

She dragged her open mouth over his chest, her tongue swirling hot, wet circles around his flat nipples. A hoarse, trembling groan vibrated in his chest. Scarlett caught the sensitive peak between her teeth, biting down with a sharp, calculated pressure that kept him suspended on the edge of pain and pleasure.

But she shifted, her gaze caught the crimson abrasions encircling his wrists. The thick hemp had torn the top layer of his skin, the micro-tears glistening with oil under the blue light. A sharp conflict spiked in her chest. The woman who loved him didn't want to cause him any more physical damage. But the dominant queen inside her knew a far more devastating way to establish full control: a test of blind, terrifying trust.

She moved up, straddling his hips and cupped his flushed face. She stared down into his eyes, which were already blown wide, waiting for her command.

"We do thrush each other to the end is it right my love?" she asked softly. Her voice was as quiet as the roosting bats, yet heavier than iron. Dante’s chest hitched with a ragged breath. The stinging in his wrists and the dark, inescapable vortex of her eyes merged. It wasn't pain anymore, it was a brand of ownership. The man who bowed to no board of directors, who crushed rivals in glass skyscrapers, was totally ready to sacrifice his sanity for her.

"To the end," he rasped, his voice thick with devotion.

"I trust you. Do whatever you want to me. I'm all yours."

A slow, lethal smile curved her lips. She leaned down, capturing his mouth in a deep, wet kiss, sealing the pact of their new, psychological warfare.

"Then close your eyes, I have a surprise you." she breathed against his lips.

"But do not open them, otherwise you will spoil surprise."

Dante’s eyelids fluttered shut. Plunging himself into total darkness severed his final anchor to reality. Stripped of his sight, the damp chill of the cave, the roar of the ocean and the scent of the oil amplified to a deafening, terrifying degree.

Scarlett moved silently. She guided him by the shoulders, coaxing him to turn over and rise onto his knees. He braced his hands against the smooth log, his spine arched, his chest heaving. He was fully exposed, wholly vulnerable to whatever struck from the shadows behind him.

She picked up the weathered hemp rope. This time, there was no brutality. Guided by a dark tenderness, she wrapped the fibers loosely around his wrists, securing his hands to the wood with just enough slack to keep him anchored, but not enough to bite into the skin. She wasn't building a physical cage, she was building a psychological one.

"Are you okay?" her breath ghosting over his bare shoulder blades.

"Yes," he replied. A slight tremor betrayed his voice. He sounded like a man walking blindfolded toward a cliff edge.

Scarlett knelt on the stones directly behind him. She pooled a massive dose of the warm, exotic massage oil into her palms. The sweet scent blossomed in the frigid air, hitting Dante’s senses seconds before her scalding hands made contact.

She pressed her palms to his lower back, sliding down over the hard flex of his hip. Micro-currents of electricity shot through his nervous system with every pass. She massaged the thick oil into his skin, her fingertips tracing slow circles around the border of an intensely private, unexplored territory.

As the heat relaxed his rigid muscles, Scarlett leaned forward.

"You know, Dante," she said, her voice a seductive, inescapable echo in his ear.

"Men talk so much about power. About ruling the world. But they are completely blind to the most devastating epicenter of pleasure in their own bodies."

Dante swallowed hard, a cold sweat breaking out across his shoulders.

"The deepest, most mind-shattering climax a man can experience... it's hidden. Locked away behind the prostate wall. When it's finally breached," her thumb applying a gentle, maddening pressure to his tight entrance, "the most arrogant alpha males forget their own names. They lose their minds. They turn into whimpering animals."

Dante’s brain caught fire. The psychological torture of the sensory deprivation, combined with the slow, deliberate invasion, sent a violent surge of blood straight to his groin.

God, he thought, his jaw locking so hard his teeth ached. I can't see her. I don't know what she's holding. The anticipation was agonizing. She had dragged him so far past his boundaries that even if she tore him apart right now, he wouldn't tell her to stop. A fire is starting deep in my gut. Is it normal to shake like this just from her voice? This numbness... it's destroying me.

Scarlett watched the involuntary tremors racking his thighs with immense satisfaction. She reached for the pink silicone vibrator. She coated it heavily in oil until it was dripping, but she didn't hit the power button. The mechanical buzz would ruin the psychological edge. She was going to break his mind using nothing but pressure.

She pressed the smooth, blunt tip of the toy against his sensitive, oiled entrance. She didn't push inside. She just applied a steady, circular, rhythmic pressure, massaging the dense nerve cluster from the outside.

"How does that feel?" she asked, her tone fully conversational, yet dripping with dominance.

"Where is that unbreakable willpower now? Do you feel how helpless you are against me?"

"Scarlett," he groaned, his head dropping heavily between his shoulders. Sweat dripped from his nose onto the wood.

"I'm losing my mind. The dark... every touch feels like an explosion. That spot... something is cramping inside me. Please. Don't make me wait in the dark anymore. Just do it."

I've unraveled him, she thought, a thrilling rush of power flooding her veins. She didn't need violence. She had stripped away the invincible armor, leaving only a man begging for the mental annihilation she promised. We are each other's hell and we love the burn.

"Relax," she soothed, leaning her weight forward.

"Take a deep breath. Let it go."

With slow, agonizing, continuous pressure, Scarlett angled the slick silicone and breached his tight entrance.

Dante’s spine snapped straight like a whip. Even blind, his vision exploded with white-hot light. The deep, internal pressure against his prostate triggered a neurological shock wave unlike anything he had ever felt. It bypassed his length striking, buried nerve center that instantly paralyzed his muscles. If his hands hadn't been tethered to the log, he wouldn't have been able to support his own weight.

"How do you feel?" she whispered, holding the toy steady deep inside him.

"So... strange," he gasped, his voice fracturing into pieces.

"God... so good."

Scarlett smiled in the dark. She leaned forward, bringing her face down to his sweating skin. She dragged her hot, wet tongue directly over the ultra-sensitive skin of his perineum, right beneath the entry point of the toy.

"Ahhhh!" Dante jolted, a guttural, shocked cry tearing from his throat.

"Scarlett... God!"

She became ruthless. She licked, sucked and applied sharp, darting strokes of her tongue against the hypersensitive flesh, the wet sounds echoing off the cave walls. Dante’s muscular legs began to shake fiercely. The overstimulation was so severe his motor control was mind blowing. The waves of pleasure didn't hit him like a standard climax; they rolled through him like a deep, tectonic earthquake, originating from the core of his body. He couldn't catch his breath.

"God..." he whimpered, the sound muffled and desperate.

Scarlett began to slowly, rhythmically rock the silicone toy back and forth. With every shallow withdrawal and deep, angled thrust, she struck the bundle of nerves with precision.

"Right there," she said against his skin.

"That's your weakest point. Do you feel it throbbing?"

Dante was openly trembling. The electrical currents searing through his nervous system were pushing him to the brink of tears. Time and space dissolved into nothingness. There was only the dark, the cold stone and the perfect torture of her hands.

"Yes," he sobbed, his ego annihilated. "God... right there. Deeper, Scarlett. Please."

Scarlett dictated the new rhythm, her pace was deliberate. She angled the slick silicone toy, striking the swollen, buried cluster of nerves with a punishing, rhythmic precision. At the exact same moment, her free hand slid around to his front. Her oiled fingers wrapped tightly around the bruised, weeping thickness of his erection, matching the mechanical thrusts with long, scalding strokes of her own.

The low, guttural moans tearing from Dante’s throat fractured into open screams. Scarlett’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, deafening drumbeat. The visual was heart-stopping. Seeing this colossal, untouchable alpha a man who commanded empires brought to his knees, totally paralyzed by the pleasure she was inflicting, flooded her veins with pure adrenaline.

She pushed the toy deeper, twisting her wrist.

Dante’s massive frame locked. A violent, tectonic spasm ripped through his body, his spine bowed and he hit the point of no return. The orgasm was catastrophic. It tore through him with shattering force, a prolonged, blinding climax that left him entirely at her mercy. Thick, bulky ropes of his heat pulsed from him, painting the black stones beneath him, but Scarlett was ruthless. She didn't slow down. She maintained the agonizing pressure against his prostate, forcing him to ride out every last violent tremor, prolonging the explosive release until his brain simply could not process another second of pleasure.

His broken roar echoed off the ancient limestone. Completely hollowed out, the muscles in his thighs turning to jelly, Dante slumped forward. He was a magnificent mess of sweat and oil. Scarlett finally relented. With a slow, deliberate drag, she pulled the toy free. The sudden release of pressure and the wet slip of the silicone drew one last, shuddering gasp from his lips.

Moving quickly, she unspooled the loose bindings from his wrists. The moment his hands were free, she dropped to her knees and gathered his muscular, trembling torso into her arms. They collapsed together against the cold earth, their skin slick and overheated, chests heaving as they clung to each other in the dark.

"You can open your eyes now," she said, her breath ghosting over his jaw.

Dante’s eyelids fluttered. The pitch-black deprivation shattered, and the first thing his dilated pupils focused on was her face. Her smoky, lethal eyes were fully softened, swimming with a profound, terrifying devotion. There was no need for words. Vocabulary was a useless, civilized construct compared to the enormous psychological brand they had just burned into each other's souls.

He wrapped a muscular arm around her bare waist, pulling her flush against his side and together they rolled onto their backs. The smooth, glacial pebbles bit into their flushed skin. They locked fingers, the warm, sticky residue of oil, sweat and sex sealing their grip.

Above them, the cavern had transformed into a timeless sanctuary. The UV flashlight on the ground cast a stark, violet beam upward, igniting the bioluminescent moss that draped the huge dome. It was a breathtaking, phosphorescent galaxy. Ethereal shades of indigo and toxic green bled across the stone, catching the condensation and refracting like millions of crushed diamonds suspended in a cosmic void.

"Look at that," Dante whispered. The gravelly exhaustion in his voice had smoothed into a quiet, profound reverence.

"It’s like... like the rest of the earth was wiped out and we're the first two pieces of life left. That glow up there is a thousand times more beautiful than any city skyline. Better than anything money could ever buy."

Scarlett rested her head on the bruised shelf of his shoulder. A single tear, hot and born of joy, slipped from her lashes and splashed against his collarbone.

"I thought the darkness of this island was going to swallow us alive," she confessed softly.

"But it just stripped away the lies. It forced us to find our own truth. Dante... I have never felt so safe. I have never belonged to anyone like this. We left the fake world on the shore. Under these lights, this is our kingdom."

Dante turned his head, pressing a long, lingering kiss to her glowing temple.

"We are each other's kingdom, Scarlett. Let the world consider us dead. Because right here, in the darkest part of the earth, I have finally found you."

As the mesmerizing, radioactive glow of the moss blanketed their naked bodies, the concept of time dissolved. The distant, rhythmic thunder of the ocean outside played the final, fading notes of their subterranean symphony. The sweet numbness of the aftershocks circulated through Dante’s veins like warm lava, a dizzying cocktail of satisfaction and a dark, twisted shame that he had surrendered.

I dismantled him, Scarlett thought, nestling her face deeper into the crook of his neck. Beneath her ear, his heart thudded with a steady, powerful rhythm like the war drums of a conquered fortress. I took the most ruthless, untouchable man I’ve ever known and crushed him with my own darkness. But the paradox... the more I forced him to his knees, the more I worshiped him. He is the most beautiful ruin I have ever created.

Dante’s eyes still tracing the false constellations above, lifted his hand to stroke her damp, tangled hair. His calloused fingers grazed her scalp and he inhaled deeply, filling his lungs with the stimulating, musky blend of her arousal, coconut oil and the sea.

She is a goddamn witch, his mind whispered, the corners of his lips ticking upward. She dragged me into the sickest, most depraved corners of my own mind. She played me. She broke me. And now... she’s sleeping on my chest like it’s the safest place on earth. The dirty secrets of the island weren't just buried in the jungle, they were carved into their DNA. He loved her. But more than that, he was totally addicted to her dangerous, dominant fire.

Neither of them knew if they had been lying there for twenty minutes or three hours. The cavern was a sensory vacuum, devoid of the sun's trajectory. But as the adrenaline finally burned out of their blood, the ancient, subterranean climate began to reclaim its territory. The freezing dampness of the stone seeped into their bones.

When the glacial air licked across the cooling sweat on Scarlett’s spine, a violent shiver racked her frame.

That tiny tremor was the catalyst. It instantly tripped the wire in Dante’s brain, awakening his dormant, territorial instincts. The submissive captive evaporated. He tightened his grip around her waist, hauling her fully on top of his furnace-like body to shield her from the cold stones.

"Are you freezing?" he asked.

The vibration in his chest was different. The hoarse, begging rasp was gone, replaced by the commanding timbre of the alpha. The subtle shift plucked a vital string deep in Scarlett’s core. In the darkness, without a single word of negotiation, the gravity of their power dynamic naturally flipped back to his center.

"A little," she said, lifting her head.

Dante released her waist, his gaze dropping to the tight, puckered peaks of her breasts.

"You're freezing," he corrected, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Scarlett pushed herself up. When she moved, a sudden, sharp draft of wind howled down the black throat of the tunnel, carrying a biting chill. The romantic, starry-eyed haze shattered. The survival instincts of the city abruptly rebooted.

"Dante..." A thread of panic laced her voice. "What time is it? How long did we lose track of?"

Dante didn't flinch. He looked up at her, his eyes resembling the calm, fathomless depths of the trench outside. A slow, arrogant smile ghosted across his lips the look of a grandmaster who had already seen twelve moves ahead.

"I don't know," he replied lazily, rolling his broad shoulders against the wood.

"Does it matter? Everything I need is right here."

She bit her lower lip, momentarily derailed by his effortless, hypnotic charisma. But the dread pooling in her stomach wouldn't be silenced. "I'm serious," she insisted, scrambling off him. The icy pebbles shocked her bare feet. She began frantically snatching up their discarded, oil-stained clothes in the dark.

"We don't even know if the sun went down. It's pitch black. If it's night, we can't navigate that jungle. How are we supposed to find the camp?"

Scarlett’s sudden vulnerability stroked his darkest pleasure centers. The ruthless goddess who had tied him up and tortured his mind just an hour ago had vanished, replaced by a woman terrified of the dark, looking to him for salvation. He was her only shield.

Taking his time, Dante stood up. His muscular muscles uncoiled, aching beautifully from the violence of their lovemaking. He picked up his shorts and shirt, his eyes locked on the frantic, trembling curve of her spine.

"Put your clothes on," he ordered. The velvet wrapped around the steel in his voice was undeniable.

"Let's go see what the sky looks like."

Dressing in panicked haste, Scarlett clicked on her white flashlight. They moved through the narrow, damp tunnel. She took the lead, but Dante was a massive, looming shadow right at her heels, an impenetrable wall between her and the dark.

As they neared the cavern's mouth, the low rumble of the ocean escalated into a deafening, apocalyptic roar. The air didn't just smell of brine anymore, it was choked with the strong, metallic stench of ozone. It burned the back of Scarlett’s throat. Her heart skyrocketed. This was the undeniable scent of a cataclysm.

She stepped out onto the jagged shore and the flashlight dropped from her trembling fingers. The reality was vastly more terrifying than she had imagined. The sun was dead, leaving only a necrotic, bruised slash of crimson bleeding out on the horizon. The sky was a terrifying canvas of lead, bruised purple and pitch black. But the ocean was the true nightmare. The turquoise waters had mutated into a churning, black abyss. Monstrous swells slammed into the coastal rocks with the force of explosives, sending freezing, salty spray whipping meters into the air to lash their faces.

The wind shrieked. Scarlett crossed her arms tightly over her chest, stepping toward the ledge. She strained her eyes toward the coordinates of the 'Main Island', desperate for a familiar silhouette.

Nothing.

The horizon had been erased by a colossal, impenetrable wall of jet-black storm clouds. The sea and the sky had merged into a singular void. When a massive fork of lightning ruptured the darkness, followed instantly by a crack of thunder that vibrated in her teeth, Scarlett recoiled. We're dead, her inner voice screamed, the panic clawing at her throat. Trapped on these rocks. We can't put a boat in that water, it would be instant suicide. We're going to freeze to death out here. This is my fault. My twisted obsession kept him in the dark while the world ended.

"Dante!" she shrieked over the howling gale, spinning to face him. The last remnants of her dominant crown crumbled into ash.

"I can't see the island! The storm swallowed it! We can't cross that water! Our tent, our gear, everything is back at the camp! What the hell do we do?"

She expected to see her own terror mirrored in his face. Instead, the sight of him short-circuited her brain. Despite the gale-force wind tearing at his unbuttoned shirt, despite the freezing rain lashing his skin, Dante stood with his hands casually shoved into his pockets. He was a flawless, statuesque pillar of calm. His wet hair whipped across his forehead, but his eyes weren't looking at the apocalyptic waves. They were locked on her trembling lips. The chaos of mother nature meant totally nothing to him. He was the architect of the chaos, not its survivor.      

He closed the distance between them with slow, deliberate strides. With every step, the crushing weight of his natural dominance forced the panic out of her lungs. He pulled his hands from his pockets and framed her freezing face with his massive, calloused palms. The blistering heat radiating from his skin instantly grounded her.

His thumbs swept over her cheekbones. He leaned down, burying his face in her wind-whipped hair, inhaling the storm off her skin.

"Shhh," he commanded. The low resonance of his voice cut straight through the thunder.

"Stop spinning. Breathe. Look at me."

Scarlett forced her eyes up. Staring into the fathomless dark of his irises, she found no hesitation. There was only a lethal confidence the terrifying composure of a man who had rigged the game from the start.

"Did you really think a few glass walls made me soft, Scarlett?" he said, a dangerous, mocking smirk playing on his lips.

"That I'm just some boardroom suit oblivious to the sky? Just because you were flawless at tying me down and making me beg... doesn't mean I forgot how to keep you alive. I smelled the ozone three hours ago. I knew this system was going to hit before we ever stepped foot in that cave."

Her breath caught, her eyes widening in sheer disbelief.

"What? You know? Why the hell didn't you stop me? Why didn't you say anything?"

Dante’s hands slid from her cheeks, gripping her waist and hauling her flush against his solid frame in one brutal, fluid motion. The impact of their bodies knocked the wind out of her. Through the thin, damp fabric of their clothes, she felt the rigid, aggressive swell of his arousal pressing against her stomach.

He is the devil, she realized, her heart threatening to shatter her ribs. All those hours... while I thought I was breaking his mind, he knew exactly what was happening outside. He orchestrated his own surrender. I thought I held the leash, but I was playing right into the palm of his hand.

"Because," he growled, lowering his mouth until his lips brushed the shell of her ear. His scalding breath was a stark contrast to the freezing rain. "I wasn't going to interrupt your reign, little queen. I was addicted to the hell you were putting me through. If the world was ending, I was going to let it end while I was buried inside you. But you don't need to panic."

He pulled back just enough to look down at her, jerking his chin toward the waterproof backpack he had dropped on the rocks earlier.

"Your bag might be full of silicone, but mine isn't. I packed thermal blankets, the waterproof tent, high-calorie rations and enough heating pads to keep our skin melting together all night. I told you on day one, Scarlett. I dictate the terms of our survival."

Dark lust burned in his eyes. He tangled his fingers in the hair at the back of her neck and tilted her head back, baring her throat to the raging storm.

"We aren't crossing that water," he said, his voice low and heavy with command.

"The sky is going to tear itself apart tonight. And we’re riding it out right here. Stripped bare, wrapped in a thermal blanket, locked together while the world goes to hell outside."

The knot in Scarlett’s throat vanished. The terror disappeared instantly, replaced by a crushing wave of raw lust. He hadn’t just saved them. He had taken full control again.

She was no longer the cruel master. She was at his mercy, dependent on his strength, his intellect and his body to survive the night. And the realization of her own helpless need for him, the feeling of being crushed beneath his flawless control, ignited a fire in her core hotter than anything she had ever felt.

"You..." she breathed, throwing her arms around his thick neck, yielding to him entirely.

"You are a terrifying man."

Dante’s triumphant smile was the last thing she saw before his mouth crashed down on hers. It was a punishing, territorial kiss, tasting of salt and impending violence. As their tongues clashed, the sky detonated above them. The storm had broken over the island, but the true devastation was going to happen in the dark of their tent.

Stepping away from the cavern’s ultraviolet illusion and into the jungle's harsh reality was a shock to the system. The last bleed of crimson on the horizon vanished, swallowed by the dark.

The wind tore through the ancient canopy like a scythe, the driving mist of saltwater instantly chilling the sweat on their skin.

Dante took the point, the narrow beam of his flashlight slicing through the thrashing foliage. Scarlett stayed glued to his heels. The wet suction of the mud, the violent cracking of branches and the wail of the wind turned the forest into a nightmare.

Her psychological armor was in ruins. The boundary-destroying dominance she had wielded in the cave felt like a fever dream. Now, swallowed by the terrifying scale of nature, staring at the flexing muscles of Dante’s broad back, a primitive, desperate need to be claimed and protected overwhelmed her. Suddenly, a violent crack exploded from the dense thicket to their right.

Scarlett gasped, her survival instincts misfiring. She lunged forward, her hands slamming flat against Dante’s back, her fingers gripping his soaking shirt, she tried to merge her body with his. Her heart drummed wildly against his spine. Dante stopped dead. His body went rigid as iron. In a flash, he spun around, his left arm hooking her waist and jerking her flush against the immovable wall of his chest. He swept the flashlight beam over the thrashing brush, his eyes scanning the tree line with laser focus. After a tense heartbeat, his shoulders dropped a fraction.

"Easy," he said, his voice a low rumble vibrating through her cheek.

"It's just a dead fall. A rotten palm snapping in the wind. I've got you. Nothing in this jungle is going to touch you tonight."

Scarlett buried her face against his collarbone, forcing her breathing to synchronize with his. The heat pouring off his skin was a physical barrier against the howling chill.

How did I flip so fast? She wondered, looking up into his shadowed, unyielding face. An hour ago, I stripped him of his free will. Now, a broken branch makes me cower against him. But he feeds on it. He loves this helpless, desperate need I have for him. I am melting under his control. Dante caught the shift in her eyes. He watched the terror burn off, replaced by that dark, familiar hunger. A wicked smirk flashed in the dark.

"We need to push," he ordered, unwrapping his arm.

"The sky is about to open up. But we need fuel. Grab any dry deadwood or thick branches you can carry. I'm building a fire."

They moved quickly down the trail, scavenging the debris torn loose by the gale. The rough bark tore at Scarlett’s manicured nails, but Dante snapped thick limbs in half over his knee with terrifying ease. Every piece of wood was a brick in the fortress he was building to keep her safe.

When they finally broke through the tree line and reached the coordinates of their previous camp, Scarlett let out a ragged sigh of relief. The location was a tactical masterpiece. It was a natural basalt amphitheater, surrounded by towering rock formations that fully blocked the lethal force of the wind. Above them, the black clouds boiled, but on the ground, the air was relatively still.

She dropped her armful of wood near the center, shivering violently as the temperature continued to plummet. Her mind instantly flashed back to the subterranean heat of the cavern, the glowing purple moss, the safety of the dark.

"Dante," she yelled over the ambient roar of the storm.

"Should we just grab the gear and go back? The cave has a roof. What if the sky falls out here? Under those lights... wouldn't it be better?"

Dante dropped the pack's dead weight. He straightened up, his eyes locking onto hers with cold, military precision.

"Absolutely not my love" he stated, his voice a flat, uncompromising order.

"That cave is a death trap in a storm, Scarlett. The tunnel sits at sea level. With the swells out there, the tide is going to surge.

Water would flood that chamber in ten minutes and we'd drown in the dark. On top of that, if I light a fire in an enclosed stone dome, we suffocate from carbon monoxide. We stay here. The rocks break the wind. I'll get the fire roaring and the tent will hold the rain. Let me do my job."

Checkmate, Dante thought, watching the last flicker of resistance die in her eyes. The defiant, untameable woman who fought him on every corporate decision was now nodding in complete submission to his logic. Her surrender to his authority was the ultimate, maddening aphrodisiac. He missed the purple glow of the cave, too. But keeping her alive tonight was his only religion. And when he finally had her naked, shivering body trapped beneath him by the fire, he was going to remind her exactly who owned this island.

The sun bled out, surrendering the island to a suffocating, black void.

Dante clicked the tactical flashlight, its sharp white beam slashing through the dark. He wedged it between two flat rocks at the edge of the camp, the harsh glare instantly illuminating the slick, sweat-sheened contours of their naked bodies. He didn't waste a single second. Dropping to his knees in the dead center of the rocky alcove, the one spot shielded from the howling gale, he began hauling massive, smooth stones to construct a fire ring.

The rattling thud of striking granite echoed off the canyon walls. Scarlett swallowed hard. She stood perfectly still, watching the violent flex and release of the muscles in his broad back with every boulder he lifted. The sheer, unadulterated masculinity of this primeval, working leader securing their territory, pushed her deepest, most guarded feminine urges to a fever pitch.

Once the barricade was set, he piled dry brush and brittle twigs into the center. Drawing a magnesium rod and a hunting knife from his discarded gear, he struck the metal. A shower of blinding sparks rained down, catching the desiccated moss. A thin ribbon of white smoke curled upward, immediately followed by a vicious, hungry tongue of orange flame that tore a hole in the night. Dante leaned in, blowing a steady stream of air into the embers, meticulously stacking thicker wood in a teepee over the growing inferno.

Within minutes, a roaring, crackling blaze wildly pushed the shadows back. The second, that blistering, golden heat washed over her skin, the terror etched into Scarlett's face dissolved. She stepped closer to the flames, offering her trembling hands to the fire, desperate to absorb the warmth into her freezing marrow.

"Incredible," she breathed, her smoky eyes reflecting the dancing embers. "It's melting the ice right out of my veins. Thank you."

Dante didn’t smile. His jaw remained locked as his eyes calculated the meager pile of scavenged wood. He stood up, wiping soot from his hands.

"This fuel buys us two hours, max. The storm is going to rip through here until dawn. There’s a massive deadwood trunk further up the trail. I need to haul it back. Stay here. Feed the fire."

The instant the words left his mouth, a paralyzing cold gripped her chest that had nothing to do with the wind. The towering, pitch-black wall of the jungle suddenly felt alive, closing in on her. The shrieking wind sounded like a chorus of dying animals.

She closed the distance between them in two strides, her fingers biting desperately into the hard muscle of his forearm.

"Don't," she pleaded, the unfiltered panic bleeding into her voice.

"Do not leave me out here alone, Dante. Please. I can't stand in this dark by myself. What if the tree canopy snaps? What if something is out there? Don't go."

Watching the ruthless, untameable woman from the cave shatter into this fragile, refuge-seeking girl detonating every protective instinct in his blood. Leaving her shivering by a dying fire wasn't an option anyway.

"Alright," he said, the rough gravel of his voice softening into velvet. He covered her trembling hand with his own.

"Alright. We go together. Do not leave my side. Hold the light."

Guided by the narrow, trembling corridor of the flashlight, they pushed a few yards into the teeth of the jungle. Dante hacked and hauled big, storm-snapped limbs from the fallen oak. Swallowing her terror, Scarlett became his perfect subordinate, obeying his clipped, quiet commands with absolute precision, carrying the jagged branches he handed her.

When they finally broke back into the safety of the firelight, they dumped the timber. Dante meticulously selected three large, flat stones and shoved them directly into the white-hot core of the fire pit. The rock began to drink the inferno, slowly baking into glowing, lethal red heat.

With their perimeter secured, he used his blade to pry open two military-grade rations, setting the tins directly onto the scorching perimeter stones. The meat and salt sizzled instantly, filling the salty air with a rich, exhilarating aroma. Reaching into the bottom of his waterproof pack, he produced the bottle of vintage wine and the two battered metal cups from their first night.

"Our luxury for the apocalypse," he declared, uncorking the bottle and pouring the thick, ruby liquid.

When he handed her the cup, his hand stalled. His dark, fathomless eyes locked onto her. The roaring fire painted her naked body in strokes of molten gold. The heat coaxed a fresh sheen of sweat over the lingering coconut oil, making her skin gleam flawlessly. The light caught the perfect curve of her breasts, casting the dark, tight peaks of her areolas in stark relief. It was a visual of pure, unadulterated savagery, a lust so primitive that no silk lingerie or high-rise penthouse could ever compete. She was standing before him exactly as the first women of the earth had stood before their conquerors.

This is worth more than every corporate empire I've ever built, he realized, taking a long, slow drag of the wine. No armor. No designer labels. No masks. Just her flawless, lethal body and her dependence on me.

Watching her banish the raging storm wholly from his mind. The terrifying queen who had forced him to his knees hours ago was now warming her bare flesh solely beneath the weight of his gaze. His eyes dragged down the valley of her cleavage, tracing the perfect dip of her waist, settling on the flare of her hips he had bruised and molded with his own hands. The territorial hunger radiating from his stare was so Scarlett felt it physically scorching her skin.

She is a goddamn masterpiece, his mind growled, fighting the urge to throw her down into the dirt right there. Regardless of what she did to me in the dark, she is at my mercy right now. Being stranded in this hell is the greatest victory of my life. I am going to devour her tonight.

Scarlett took the cup, her fingers brushing his and sank onto a rock right beside him. Over the rim of the metal, her eyes devoured the shifting, firelit shadows across the rigid plains of his abdomen and the thick, bruised shelf of his chest. His imposing, unshakable dominance was a drug, fanning the flames of her own surrender. Stripped of society, the psychological brand they had burned into each other felt indestructible.

When I look at him, the urge to rule dies, she confessed to herself. The fact that clothes are obsolete here has left our souls bare. Being defenseless against his power turns me on to the point of madness. We aren't flight crew and engineers tonight. We're just animals surviving the night.

"You know," she whispered, taking a slow sip. She leaned into him, resting her temple against his shoulder. The soft weight of her bare breast pressed flush against his biceps. The blistering contact made both their breaths hitch.

"I totally forgot the world was ending out there. When I think of the city... the endless flights, the fake smiles, the corporate warfare... Sitting right here, totally naked in the dirt, is the most real thing I've ever felt. It’s like this fire is the entire universe and I finally know where I belong."

Dante set his metal cup in the sand. He wrapped a bulky arm around her waist, his rough, calloused fingers dragging possessively over the smooth flare of her hip. A physical claim that screamed mine.

"Because it is real," he rasped. The wine and the arousal thickened his voice into a low, vibrating growl. He turned his head, pressing his mouth to the curve of her shoulder, tasting the exhilarating blend of sea salt, sweat and coconut oil. "The boardrooms, the bank accounts, the silk suits... that was just your armor. None of it exists here. You are just a woman. And more importantly, you are my woman. You are warming your beautiful, naked body by a fire that I built. Look at how the light catches your breasts. I would burn the rest of the world to the ground for this view."

A soft, breathy moan slipped from her throat, her ego and her lust perfectly stroked. She tilted her head back, offering her throat and met his flaming gaze.

"Do you plan to rule me by your rules alone, Dante?" she challenged softly, her fingertips tracing a tortuous, descending path over the rigid blocks of his stomach. "Did you forget who dictated the terms in the cave?"

A chuckle rumbled in his chest at the provocation. His arm snapped around her waist, hauling her off the rock and dragging her forcefully onto his lap. She landed flush against his thighs, the searing, iron-hard ridge of his erection pressing insistently against her bare cleft.

"The cave was a beautiful nightmare, little queen," he said, his lips grazing hers as he spoke. "But this is reality. And in the middle of a hurricane, the man who protects you, feeds you and owns every inch of your skin... is me. Finish your wine. It’s going to be a long night."

I am addicted to his arrogance, chasing his lips, her spine melting under his harsh grip. The way he throws his dominance in my face triggers a sickness in me. I want to dissolve into his lap. I want him to mold me. I don't care about the storm outside, I only want the violence on our skin.

They drained the bottle. The strong, narcotic weight of the vintage red, combined with the blistering heat of the fire and the constant, electric friction of their naked bodies, left them delightfully intoxicated.

Then, the sky finally broke.

Icy, needle-sharp drops of rain began to plummet through the open ceiling of their rocky sanctuary. The freezing water hissed as it struck the glowing embers, stinging their heated skin.

Dante’s survival instinct immediately hijacked his lust.

"The sky is falling," he commanded, surging to his feet. His colossal shadow danced menacingly against the canyon wall. "We have to move. I'm going to turn that tent into a goddamn palace. Watch."

Scarlett watched in a state of mesmerized shock. He grabbed the corner of the canvas tent and hauled it back, exposing the dry, compacted sand beneath it. Dropping to his knees, he used his bare hands like shovels, rapidly excavating a broad, shallow trench in the footprint of the shelter. Sweat poured off his face and chest, mixing with the dirt.

Using a thick, unburnt log, he rolled the three large, flat stones, the ones he had buried in the fire hours ago, now glowing with a terrifying, volcanic heat, out of the pit and directly into the freshly dug trench. The instant the lava-hot rock met the cold, damp sand, a massive plume of scalding, hissing steam erupted into the air.

Moving with speed, he buried the glowing stones beneath a thick layer of dry sand. The earth instantly trapped the lethal heat, radiating a tremendous melting warmth upward. He had just engineered a subterranean furnace.

He dragged the tent back over the heated earth and slammed the bulky metal stakes into the ground. Throwing the thick sleeping mat inside, the shelter began to absorb the blistering radiant energy. In seconds, the cramped space transformed from a freezing nylon bag into a sweltering, luxurious sauna.

Stepping back out into the downpour, Dante rapidly stacked the remaining thick timber over the fire pit in a dense lattice, ensuring the core would burn hot and protected until dawn. He turned back to the tent.

Scarlett stood shivering in the freezing rain, her body slick and gleaming, her hair plastered to her skull. Dante looked at her, his eyes blazing with victory and unrelenting, territorial hunger.

"Your kingdom is ready," he ordered, his voice a gravelly, seductive command that cut through the storm. "We are going to forget the rest of the world exists. Get inside and enjoy the hell I just built for you."

Utterly bewitched by his lethal competence, she grabbed the flashlight and pass through the flap. The moment her bare knees hit the mat, a rapturous groan escaped her lips. The heat rising from the floor was magnificent, enveloping her freezing body in a scorching, heavy embrace. Dante crawled in behind her and ripped the zipper shut.

The apocalypse outside was instantly muted.

The roaring ocean and howling wind faded into a dull, distant rumble. Inside the tent, there was nothing but humid air and two naked bodies pressed together.

The stones beneath them still radiated heat, turning the small tent into a suffocating sauna. It was hot as hell. The tent was so tiny that breathing without touching each other was impossible. Their sweaty limbs kept sliding and sticking together with every small movement.

Exhaustion from the long day, the madness in the cave, and the wine had finally caught up with them. They were too drained for another round of violent, flesh-slapping sex. Their bodies simply couldn’t handle it. But the hunger hadn’t disappeared. It had only sunk deeper, burning slowly in between them.

Dante flicked the flashlight to its lowest setting and tossed it into the corner. The weak glow painted their faces in soft shadows. They lay on their sides, facing each other, barely inches apart. Every breath they took belonged to the other.

Outside, the rain hammered the tent like war drums. Inside, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the wet slide of skin against skin. The air hung thick with damp earth, wine on their breath, ozone from the storm, and the sweet, lingering coconut oil on their bodies.

Without breaking eye contact, his gaze heavy with alcohol and raw lust, Dante slowly raised his right hand.

The movement was painfully slow. Scarlett’s breath caught as his massive, calloused fingers finally touched her collarbone. The rough texture of his skin against her overheated body sent a sharp jolt down her spine. He traced the curve of her bone, then dragged his hand lower toward the swell of her breast.

"Where is my ruthless queen now?" he rasped, his deep voice vibrating against her ribs. He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. "Look at you. Trapped in this heat. Trapped in your own nakedness. You can’t run. Every breath you take in here belongs to me."

His thumb and index finger found her nipple. It was already tight and aching. He didn’t pinch hard. Instead, he applied slow, deliberate pressure, rolling the swollen flesh in lazy circles, forcing every nerve ending to the surface.

Scarlett squeezed her eyes shut, her back arching off the hot mat. A desperate whimper escaped her throat.

He is executing me, she thought, her mind swimming in the alcoholic haze. I can barely lift my arms and he’s driving me insane. If he pinned me down and fucked me hard, I could handle it. But this slow torture… it’s stripping me bare.

Refusing to surrender completely, she forced her arm to move. She pressed her palm flat against his sweat-slicked abdomen and dragged her nails down, tracing the deep cuts of his muscles until she reached the firm flesh just above his groin.

Dante’s entire body locked up. His thick, throbbing cock twitched hard against her thigh.

Smiling in the dark, she trailed her hand back up his chest and pinched his nipples with sudden, vicious force.

A deep, untamed grunt ripped from his throat.

"You are never going to stop pushing me, are you?" he growled, burying his face in the crook of her neck. His teeth grazed her pulse.

"Still fighting me. Even now. But you don’t make the rules in this tent, Scarlett. We aren’t tearing each other apart tonight. We’re just going to drown in it."

Scarlett letting her head fall back, offering him her throat.

Dante’s tongue dragged a hot, wet path up her neck before his mouth crashed over hers.

This kiss wasn’t savage. It was deep, slow, and consuming. Their tongues moved in a lazy, drunken dance, tasting salt, wine, and pure desire. With every slow stroke, they sealed something between them while the storm raged outside.

The rain hammered the tent like artillery. Inside, Dante shifted his heavy body and threw one muscular leg over her hips, pinning her beneath him. It wasn’t restraint. It's just pure protection. Crushed under his radiating heat and solid weight, Scarlett had never felt safer or more completely possessed.

They locked their hands together, slick with sweat, palms sealed as one.

"I just want to sleep exactly like this," she confessed, her voice barely a whisper, her eyes drowning in the black depths of his.

"Crushed under you" Without moving a single muscle. I just want to feel your heart beating."

In a moment of pure vulnerability, Dante lowered his head and pressed a long, reverent kiss to her damp forehead.

"I'm right here," he promised, the vow vibrating through his chest and into hers.

"I am always going to be right here."

While the hurricane attempted to rip the island apart, they lay paralyzed in their own sweltering paradise stripped down and fused together. There would be no violent climax tonight. Instead, every microscopic shift of his hips, every slide of their oiled skin, built a dark, aching reservoir of anticipation that would annihilate them by morning.

Drugged by the strong wine, his physical exhaustion and the narcotic heat of the volcanic stones, Dante finally reached out and killed the flashlight. Swallowed by the dark, set to the deafening symphony of the rain, they surrendered. They were no longer two stranded survivors. They were a king and queen who had built an empire in the dirt.

Dante shifted smoothly in the pitch black, pulling her back flush against his chest. He molded his massive torso to the delicate dip of her spine, becoming a living, breathing shield. Scarlett pulled her knees to her chest, sinking into his furnace, fitting against his angles like a custom-forged key. His bulky arm locked around her waist like a vice, his large, calloused palm splaying possessively flat over her bare stomach.

She tilted her head back, settling into the heavy hollow of his shoulder, his deep, rhythmic breathing feathered across her nape. He buried his face in her tangled hair, inhaling her deeply the desperate, greedy breath of a man terrified he might wake up and find her gone.

"The chaos is over, little queen," he whispered into the dark.

"We're safe."

Listening to the slow, war-drum thud of his heart against her ear, the very last remnants of her urban armor, her corporate ego and her desperate need for control simply evaporated into the humid air. The island's darkness hadn't broken them; it had burned away the hollow, plastic shells of their civilization, leaving only the terrifying, beautiful truth of who they were.

For the first time in her turbulent life, Scarlett felt anchored. She reached down, weaving her delicate fingers through his thick, rough ones resting on her stomach and held on tight. It was the ultimate surrender.

Staring blindly into the black canopy of the tent, Dante felt a profound, staggering peace settle into his bones. The billions in his accounts, the private jets, the boardroom bloodbaths they were all worthless, sinking to the bottom of the ocean raging outside. His true empire was breathing softly in his arms. Protecting this beautiful, ruthless, broken woman had filled the massive, echoing void in his soul.

Lulled by the hypnotic, deafening roar of the rain and the blistering, seductive heat rising from the earth beneath them, their exhausted bodies drifted toward the abyss. Melting into a single, synchronized entity, they closed their eyes. The storm could tear the sky apart until dawn, it didn't matter. In the dead center of the apocalypse, they had finally found peace.

***
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CHAPTER FIVE: After The Storm

The howl of the storm had finally bled out. In its wake, a bruised gray light filtered through the canvas. Inside the tent, time had simply ceased to exist.

A mind-boggling hothouse baked by the radiant heat of their naked bodies trapped together through the night. It smelled of dark, instinctive survival the sweet, lingering musk of coconut oil, the bruised, tart tang of vintage wine on their breath and the strong pheromones of sex and stale sweat. Dante inhaled the thick atmosphere, drawing it deep into his lungs. It was better than the most expensive cologne in the world.  The undeniable scent of claiming.

Dante opened his eyes. The empires he’d built, the cold aviation hangars in Vienna, the aircraft he had pored over for fifteen years all of it turned to ash in his mind. The only tangible reality left in his universe was the woman currently plastered against his chest.

Scarlett’s tangled, salty hair spilled across his collarbone, her lips parted in a deep, exhausted slumber. Her smooth, damp spine was pressed flush against the coarse hair of his chest. Every time she breathed, the slippery friction of their oiled skin sliding together sent a territorial shockwave straight down his spine. The man who commanded hangars and multi-million-dollar turbines meant nothing. The man lying on this mat, serving as a human shield for the most terrifying, beautiful creature he had ever met, was his truest form.

He didn't want to break the spell. He wanted to drag her out of the dark, inch by inch.

Lowering his head, Dante pressed his mouth to the bare, graceful curve of her shoulder. He tasted the salt. The lingering coconut. His lips dragged a slow, damp path up the column of her throat, lingering at the fluttering pulse point beneath her jaw. She shivered in her sleep. He didn't stop. He unleashed a slow, relentless bombardment of wet kisses along her jawline, her flushed cheek and finally, the flutter of her closed eyelids.

A soft, fractured sigh slipped past her lips, echoing in the damp space like the purr of a captive cat.

Scarlett’s eyes fluttered open. Dante was already staring at her that dark look that always made her stomach tighten. The second she woke up, he moved, rolling on top of her and pinning her beneath his body. He kissed her slow and deep, like he was trying to drown in her. Their sweaty skin stuck together, sliding and pressing with every small movement.

When they finally pulled apart, their throats were completely dry from the heat and the wine.

“Morning,” Dante rasped, his voice rough and low.

“Morning,” Scarlett lips cracked.

They both reached for the canteens at the same time. Dante twisted the cap off and drank like he’d been dying of thirst. Scarlett watched him, unable to look away. The way his throat moved, the water spilling from the corner of his mouth and running down his neck, over his chest… it was raw and fucking sexy.

But when she lowered her own bottle, her eyes drifted lower.

His cock was already solid hard.

Thick, heavy, and pulsing against his stomach, the head glistening with a bead of precum. Just from waking up next to her.

Scarlett slowly lowered her canteen to the mat.

The sleeping devil inside her woke up. The high-society manipulator who used to gut men in Vienna boardrooms stirred to life. She might be addicted to surrendering to his harsh, unyielding dominance in the dark, but the realization that she could bring this colossal, untouchable dominant man to his knees with a single whisper? That was a totally different drug.

A wicked arrogant smile curved her lips.

She reached out. Her delicate, manicured fingertips grazed the searing hot skin of his length.

A dark, guttural growl ripped from the back of Dante’s throat. The canteen stalled halfway to his mouth. Feeling the iron-hard pulse of him swelling instantly against her palm, Scarlett locked her gaze onto his and unleashed her venom.

"Look at you," her voice was a silken, seductive purr. "The rules of this island make you so impatient in the mornings. You crushed me beneath your weight all night, dictating my survival. Yet here you are... the great, unyielding Dante, shaking like a stray dog at the tips of my fingers."

Her thumb dragged deliberately over the weeping slit, spreading the slick pre-cum across the blunt head.

"You told me I didn't make the rules, darling. But your body is begging to be buried in the dark inside me right now. Tell me how much you need it. Let me hear you beg."

I am going to break his ego, her pulse skyrocketing as she squeezed the thick, rigid flesh in her hand. Bringing this monster to his knees feeds the queen inside me. I’m going to strip away his control millimeter by millimeter.

Dante’s jaw clamped so hard his teeth ached. The sheer, unadulterated audacity of her provocation shattered the last threads of his civilized restraint. The electric shock of her hand wrapped around his aching flesh was a direct hit to his nervous system, but her mocking tone poured gasoline on his pride.

She thinks she holds the leash, the beast inside him snarled, his heart hammering a violent rhythm against his ribs. She thinks she can play boardroom games in the dirt. I cannot be tamed. I’m going to ruin her for anyone else.

The canteen hit the canvas floor with a dull thud.

Before Scarlett could draw her next breath, Dante moved. His harsh hands clamped over her delicate shoulders, driving her forcibly backward onto the mat. A sharp, breathless gasp of shock and pure adrenaline punched out of her as the air left her lungs. He descended like a falling building, his massive thighs wedging forcefully between hers, using his sheer, crushing weight to pin her flat. Their oil-slicked chests collided with a wet, slow smack.

He leaned in, his mouth hovering a fraction of an inch above hers. His breath was a furnace.

"You talk too much, little queen," he growled, the sound a lethal, vibrating threat.

"I am going to remind you exactly who owns every inch of this skin. There is no negotiation here. Open your mouth."

He didn't wait for compliance. He crushed his lips to hers in a hostile takeover. This was no gentle morning worship; it was a punishing, territorial invasion. His tongue parted her lips, sweeping her mouth, tasting the cold water and claiming her breath. Faced with his assault, Scarlett’s defiance shattered. She wrapped her arms around his broad, soaked back, her nails biting viciously into the heavy musculature along his spine. The friction of his rock-hard erection grinding against her soaked core through the clash of their bodies drove her to the brink of insanity.

Tearing his mouth away, both of them gasping for the dense, stagnant air, Dante dragged his torso downward.

The slippery friction of their skin hummed with electricity. His hot breath ghosted over her breasts. He caught a swollen nipple between his teeth, biting with controlled intensity to drag a high, devastated cry from her throat, before his hot tongue lashed over the peak. He trailed lower, tracing the taut, shivering lines of her stomach, his tongue licking the salty beads of sweat from her navel.

Anticipation turned Scarlett’s blood to fire. She grabbed a fistful of his thick, hair, her hips instinctively bucking upward off the mat.

Dante settled between her spread thighs. He lowered his face to the damp, swollen folds of her sex, breathing in the musky, stimulating nectar he had spent all night cultivating. The instant his mouth made contact, Scarlett’s spine bowed fully off the floor.

Her fingers locked into a death grip on his hair. His tongue was a lethal weapon relentless and precise. He lapped at her slickness before his tongue flattened, applying a punishing, rhythmic pressure to her most sensitive bundle of nerves.

He is erasing me, Scarlett screamed silently, her mind dissolving into white noise. Everything I was my arrogance, my pride it’s gone. I am nothing but nerve endings. I want him to devour me until there’s nothing left.

Sensing the catastrophic tension coiling in her muscles, Dante dug his large hands into her hips, anchoring her thrashing body. He sucked the aching clit into his mouth, swirling his tongue brutally. Scarlett destroyed. A piercing, breathless scream tore from her lungs. Her thighs clamped tight around his head as wave after wave of blinding, electric spasms decimated her nervous system, flooding his mouth with her hot, sweet release.

He dragged himself back up her trembling, sweaty body. The slick residue of her climax coated his lips. He braced his forearms on either side of her head, his dark eyes locking onto hers. The arrogant fire had burned out of her smoky gaze, leaving only an overwhelming, naked devotion.

He settled the blunt, weeping head of his erection against her wet, swollen entrance. He didn't slam into her. Maintaining eye contact, he pushed his hips forward.

Millimeter by excruciating millimeter, he buried himself in the tight, scalding velvet of her core. The slow, impossibly deep stretch forced a ragged, synchronized sigh from both their chests. When their hips finally locked together, hilted he stopped. They were fused. A singular, breathing entity in the dark.

Dante began to move. The rhythm was a slow, agonizing worship. He withdrew until the very tip threatened to slip free, only to sink back in, burying himself to the hilt, hitting the deepest, most aching wall of her body. Scarlett wrapped her legs high around his waist, anchoring him, drawing him deeper. Every time the coarse hair of his chest dragged across her sensitized nipples, a fresh tremor rocked her spine.

He is inside my soul, her hands trembling as they traced the hard line of his jaw. A single tear of pure, overwhelming emotion slipped down her temple. If this island is hell, his body is my only sanctuary. He is my master. My protector Dante leaned down, his lips catching the tear before it hit the mat.

"I love you," he rasped. The words were stripped of all dominance, leaving only bleeding truth.

"I was a dead man walking before you. Here, in this dirt, inside your heat... you brought me back to life. You are my only kingdom."

The agonizingly slow reverence dragged every submerged emotion to the surface, but it couldn't contain the pent-up energy coiled in their groins. The gentle, soul-deep rhythm fractured. The dark, violent gravity of the island took over.

Dante’s hips snapped forward. The tempo exploded.

He tore the leash off the beast inside him, driving into her with a punishing force that threatened to drive them straight through the earth. Every driving thrust was a physical brand, a ruthless claim over her flesh. The ponderous, wet slap of their colliding bodies became a deafening drumbeat in the claustrophobic space.

Sweat poured from his brow, splashing against the delicate skin of her collarbone. Dante hooked his thick arms under her calves, folding her open, battering her depths with his unyielding steel. Scarlett’s manicured nails tore bloody crescents into his shoulders, her head thrashing against the canvas, she surrendered fully to the savage, world-ending storm breaking inside the tent.

The rhythm destroyed every logical boundary she had left. Being stranded here, stripped of Vienna’s judgmental stares and suffocating moral codes, had unraveled her. As a scorching wave of pleasure clawed its way up from her core, her vision blurred. The roar of her own pulse bled into the steady crash of the tide outside. With every ruthless thrust, the dark ocean inside her swelled, dragging her closer to the edge of ruin.

When the break finally came, she threw herself into the wreckage. Her chest heaved. Screams tore from her throat, deafening and fully instinctual. They weren't cries of pain, but absolute liberation. The sound pierced the canvas walls, echoing out over the empty beach, born of the purest release a soul could achieve when stripped down to the bone. Her spine bowed. Muscles pulled taut as her center convulsed, clamping down around his hardened length as if trying to melt him down and absorb him into her very marrow. For minutes, she rode the tremors, squeezing him millimeter by millimeter, a powerful heat that was driving him to the brink of madness. Her hips thrashed against the mat, totally out of her control, while her moans fractured into breathless gasps.

Nothing has ever made me feel so powerful, yet so ruined, her mind blissfully paralyzed in the dark. I am his. Every sound I make right now is just proof he owns me. He had dragged her so high she couldn't breathe. Even dying beneath his sweat-slicked body felt like the ultimate reward. Her body quaking against his was the female monster inside her, finally bowing to a master.

Just as her tremors reached their peak, Dante's restraint snapped. The agonizingly tight grip of her blazing core bled him of all willpower. Hearing her scream, his name unlocked something primal beneath his polished, dominant armor. His mouth locked tight, bones flexing beneath the skin as his eyes went pitch-black with lust. He drove his hips forward for those final few strokes, burying himself as deep as physically possible, punishing her convulsing flesh. A guttural, chest-rattling groan tore from his throat, a sound so purely bestial it vibrated against the floor of the tent. It was the roar of a predator claiming its kill.

He collapsed over her, his hips pinning hers to the mat, giving her no room to breathe. Hot, thick pulses flooded her womb, wave after relentless wave. His back arched, muscles jumping as his ragged breath burned into the crook of her neck. Struck by the aftershocks, they lay tangled, panting, two hearts hammering against each other in the exact same frantic drumbeat.

For a long time, neither spoke. They simply existed in the humid air, breathing in the scent of each other's sweat-slicked skin. The exertion had turned the small tent into an oven. Outside, the morning sun had broken through the fading storm clouds, baking the canvas walls. Moving his bulky torso with a lazy grunt, Dante rolled onto his side, though he didn't let go of her hand. Panting, he reached out and dragged the zipper down. The silence pressed in and the flaps fell open.

Instantly, the crisp, iodine-scented ocean breeze rushed in. The moment the cool air hit their overheated skin, they both let out a synchronized sigh of relief. Beyond the tent lay an endless stretch of deep blue water, calm after the night's chaos. Sunlight fractured across the surface like crushed diamonds, kissing the pristine white sand just steps away.

Dante shifted, propping his back against the support pole. He pulled Scarlett flush against his chest, wrapping his arms around her waist. In the quiet aftermath, they sat looking out at the horizon. She rested her head on his bare shoulder, their legs tangled together. The sticky aftermath of their union no longer felt messy, it was a tangible reminder of how they had just devoured each other. His bulky hand rested flat against her stomach, his thumb lazily tracing circles below her navel.

"Look at it," she rasped. Her voice was thoroughly wrecked, thick with a dark huskiness. She searched for the controlling, icy woman she used to be, but found only this softer, far more dangerous version of herself. "The ocean acts like nothing happened. But inside this tent... we tore each other apart. And the irony, Dante? I let you do it. I let you push me off the edge. The man who wouldn't dare raise his voice at me back home just owned my every breath with nothing but his fingers, his tongue. Is this the island playing tricks on us, or is this the truth we've been hiding?"

Dante chuckled, the low vibration rumbling against her spine. He buried his face in her hair, breathing in the heavy scent of coconut and sex.

"Vienna was a cage, Scarlett," he said, his voice thick with lazy satisfaction.

"The tailored suits, the boardrooms… all of it was just a fucking act. You thought you could hide behind that arrogant attitude and keep me on a leash. But this island stripped us bare. Not just our clothes. It stripped our souls. The second we stepped foot here, it became crystal clear who belongs to whom. Those sounds you made, the filthy things you begged for… that wasn’t the polished flight attendant. That was the real you. Stripped of all your armor. Completely mine. The balance didn’t shift, my love. It just finally corrected itself."

God, I love when she tries to challenge me, he thought, sliding his palm up her ribcage to cup her perfect breasts. When his thumb flicked the same nipple, he had been biting minutes ago, she gasped, her back arching into him. She can act as tough as she wants, but she melts the second I touch her. Whatever twisted game this island was playing, the dark alliance they had forged in this tent was the only thing that mattered now. As long as she stayed naked in his lap, he would burn the rest of the world to the ground for her.

That familiar, heat began to pool between her thighs again. She turned her head, studying his stubble-roughened jaw. His eyes still held that demonic, manipulative glint, but now it was thoroughly saturated with lust.

"Maybe you're right," her lips brushing his cheek. "Maybe the masks were the only way to keep a beast like you leashed in the real world. But you're forgetting something. Yes, I surrendered. I let you break me down. But I’m the one who pushed you there. I turned your iron-clad control into something monstrous with just a few dirty whispers. While I was on my knees, you lost your damn mind. So, tell me, who is actually pulling the strings here? Who rules who is still up for debate, my love."

He let out a low, rough laugh. Gripping her chin, he forced her to look at him, crashing his mouth down on hers for a punishing kiss that tasted of salt, wine and sex.

"This is exactly why you're mine," he breathed against her mouth. "You're the only thing that can drive me insane. And I’m ready to drown in that mystery. Here, we are both the master and the submissive."

The ocean breeze continued to flush the stifling heat from the tent as they held each other, anchored by the endless blue horizon and the beautiful, toxic power struggle keeping them both alive.

Eventually, the adrenaline crash hit. The strong scent of pheromones acted like a narcotic, dragging them toward a deep, exhausted sleep. Her eyelids drooped, her body practically melting into the mat. But wasting the morning asleep in paradise felt like a sin. Without warning, Scarlett sat up. The sleepy haze in her eyes vanished, replaced by a wicked, electric spark.

"If we stay in here another second, we're going to fuse to the floor," she said breathlessly.

"Get up."

Before Dante could process the sudden whiplash of her energy, she had grabbed his hand and yanked him up. Without bothering to find clothes or wipe the drying sweat from their skin, they practically tore through the tent doors. The morning air hit them like a shock of static, waking every nerve ending. Scarlett’s bright, uninhibited laughter echoed across the sand, mingling with the deep rumble from his chest. Fingers locked, they sprinted for the water.

They hit the surf without slowing down. The ice-cold ocean crashed over their heads, snapping them back to reality faster than a shot of espresso. The muffled, soothing silence of the underwater world swallowed them whole. The saltwater washed away the sweat, the slickness of their sex and the lethargy in their bones.

They broke the surface together, gasping and laughing. Dante slicked his hair back, water streaming down his chest. Scarlett looked at him through wet lashes, her lips flushed red, her nipples tightening into hard peaks from the cold. He grabbed her waist, dragging her flush against him. This kiss wasn't like the suffocating desperation in the tent, it was sharp, playful and tasting of sea salt. Even submerged in the freezing water, the friction of their naked bodies sparked a familiar heat.

By the time they trudged back onto the sand, the chill had left their skin shivering but wildly awake. Water dripped from their bare bodies as they approached the remains of last night's fire. The massive logs had burned down to black charcoal, smelling faintly of wet ash and damp earth.

Ignoring the dead fire, Dante dug into his pack and pulled out a couple of leftover tin cans. They sat cross-legged on the sand, thighs brushing naked and fully wild. The metallic smell of cold, processed meat was just enough to quiet their empty stomachs. Without forks, they ate with their fingers, choking down the bland mush.

Scarlett grimaced, tossing her empty tin aside. The lingering taste of iron and grease coated her tongue.

"I can't do this," she groaned, looking toward the impenetrable green wall of the jungle.

"That kept me from starving, but I need sugar. Something real. There has to be fruit out there. I need something sweet to wash this metallic garbage out of my mouth."

Dante wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, a mocking smirk playing on his lips. "Your sugar cravings were legendary on the flight crew," he teased. "Alright, princess. Let's see what the jungle has to offer. But put your shoes on. The forest floor isn't as forgiving as the beach."

While Dante turned his back to transfer water bottles and his hunting knife into a small leather satchel, that dominant, calculating woman in Scarlett’s mind woke up. Her gaze drifted to her own bag. Buried inside was the hard, black silicone strap-on she had smuggled into her straw tote the night before they flew out, a physical manifestation of her need for control.

Touching the smooth, unforgiving material sent a wicked thrill straight down her spine.

He thinks he's the king because he made me scream, she mused, a lethal smile touching her lips. He thinks this morning stroked his dominant ego. But true power isn't making someone moan, it's destroying their boundaries altogether. I’m going to drag him off that untouchable pedestal. The second I strap this to my hips, I’ll shatter his arrogant pride. I'll conquer him in the most intimate, vulnerable way possible. He’s going to kneel for me. And when he does, he'll never look down on me again.

Moving with silence, she transferred the harness into her small crossbody bag, burying it beneath a spare shirt. Her heart hammered against her ribs. When she zipped the bag shut, she wasn't just a woman going foraging. She was a predator baiting a trap.

They strapped on their thick-soled sandals. The visual was striking, erotic and surreal: two fully naked bodies, wearing nothing but leather sandals and crossbody bags. The straps cut across bare skin, highlighting every flex of muscle and curve of flesh in the stark daylight. Dante took the lead, stepping into the dense emerald foliage. Scarlett followed, her eyes tracing the mesmerizing shift of his broad shoulders and the powerful flex of his glutes with every stride.

The moment they crossed the tree line, the atmosphere shifted. The bright, windy beach vanished, replaced by the floral humidity of the jungle. Sunlight filtered through the canopy in thin, golden shafts, painting their bare skin in dappled shadows. Dry branches snapped beneath their feet. The thick air clung to them, warming the chill left by the ocean. Broad fern leaves brushed against Scarlett’s bare thighs and hips as she walked, the light friction sparking a dull, hot, aching throb between her legs.

They hiked uphill for thirty minutes, the vegetation growing increasingly wild. Without warning, Dante stopped, throwing a hand back to halt her.

She paused, looking over his shoulder. In the middle of a small, sunlit clearing stood a patch of low, thriving bushes. They were carrying fruits, bright crimson cranberries, midnight-blue berries that had no business growing in a tropical climate, yet thrived in the island's bizarre ecosystem. Their skins glistened like polished jewels in the humid light.

Scarlett’s eyes lit up at the unexpected bounty. Slipping the strap of her bag off her shoulder, she let it drop to the earth and waded right into the dense foliage. Her fingers, nimble and greedy, plucked the swollen fruit from the branches, gathering them in her palm. Unable to wait, she pressed a plump, midnight-blue berry between her lips and a bit down. A burst of sharp, sweet-tart nectar flooded her tongue, instantly washing away the metallic grease of the canned food and the lingering brine of the ocean. She closed her eyes, a soft, involuntary sound vibrating in her throat. The vibrant juice stained her mouth, a single dark drop escaping the corner of her lips to trail down her chin and throat.

Dante stood a few paces back, arms crossed over his chest, watching the scene unfold. Seeing her framed by the greenery, her mouth slick with crushed fruit, her breasts rising and falling with every greedy reach of her arms, she looked less like a polished flight attendant and more like an untamed goddess. That territorial hunger clawed its way back up his throat. He closed the distance between them, his slow footsteps the only sound breaking the jungle’s deep silence. When he stepped directly behind her, the sheer heat radiating from his broad chest kissed her bare spine.

"I see that," he said, his voice a low vibration that melted right into the humid air. Leaning down, he traced the path of that stray drop of juice with his tongue, licking a hot, wet stripe up the column of her neck.

Scarlett sucked in a sharp breath.

"You’re far too greedy to be satisfied by fruit," he rasped against her pulse point.

"With every bite you take, I can feel how desperately you want to taste my skin. How badly you want to sink your teeth into me. Tell me, Scarlett... are these sweeter than the sounds you were making when you were writhing around my length inside that tent?"

The sheer audacity of his taunt hung perfectly in the thick jungle air. Slowly, she turned to face him. Her fingertips were stained dark purple. Without breaking eye contact, she pressed them flat against the center of his chest, smearing the crushed pulp into the hard, hair-roughened planes of his pectorals. An evil smile curled her lips. She stared up at him as if dissecting his soul.

"That arrogant mind of yours always runs on the same track, Dante. You have to be the center of this island." She dragged her stained fingers lower over his abs. "But this sweet little snack? It’s just a rehearsal. A warm-up for the ruin you’re going to experience later. I might have moaned for you in that tent, but mark my words by the time we're done with this jungle, you'll be the one on your knees. Begging. These drops of juice are nothing compared to the pleas I'm going to rip out of your throat."

Poor, clueless man, she mused, rising onto her toes to drag her own tongue over the bruised pulp she’d painted onto his chest. He genuinely thinks he’s in control. He thinks a few calculated whispers make him the master here. A shiver of pure, vicious anticipation racked her body. The hard silicone toy hidden in her bag felt like a loaded weapon. Just picturing the exact moment his arrogant dominance fractured when those eyes glazed over with shock, then terror and finally, mind-bending pleasure made her core throb. She was going to drag him from his untouchable pedestal down to the very floor of his own need.

Dante’s jaw tightened. A muscle ticked in his cheek as her defiance hit him like a punch to the gut. His hands clamped down on her hips, jerking her flush against him.

"We'll see about that," he ground out, right before his mouth crashed down on hers. "We'll see who begs."

The kiss was punishing. A brief, ruthless collision of teeth and fruit-slicked tongues that felt more like a territory dispute than affection. When they finally fell apart, chests heaving, they packed a handful of the untouched berries into a spare cloth and stowed them away. The sugar had taken the edge off her hunger, but the psychological warfare between them had just sharpened into something much more dangerous.

They pushed deeper into the trees. As the narrow trail wound upward, the atmosphere shifted. The sweet, floral humidity thickened into a dense, oppressive steam that coated their lungs with every breath. A strong, earthy scent of sulfur and crushed minerals overpowered the smell of the foliage. Dante slowed his pace. Over the rustle of leaves, a rhythmic, bubbling churn echoed through the greenery.

"Do you hear that?" he asked quietly, glancing back.

Scarlett nodded, matching his stride as they navigated around a massive, vine-strangled basalt formation.

What they found stopped them dead in their tracks. Tucked perfectly into a clearing was a tiered, natural hot spring. The water, filtered through the island’s volcanic veins, was a mesmerizing, almost luminous shade of emerald and turquoise. Plumes of thick, milky steam rolled off the surface, drifting lazily into the cooler forest air to coat the surrounding ferns in heavy dew. The rhythmic burbling from the rocky depths gave the oasis an otherworldly, hypnotic pulse. The scent of the jungle bleeding into the rich, soothing aroma of sulfur hit them like a physical wave of relief. Scarlett’s grip on her bag strap tightened. The ocean had jolted them awake, the hike had left them slick with sweat, but this boiling, mineral-rich sanctuary felt like a deliberate invitation. Captivated, Dante moved toward the water’s edge. Scarlett lingered a step behind, her thumb brushing the zipper of her bag, acutely aware of the dark promise she carried inside it.

They kicked off their leather sandals, leaving them on the mossy basalt rocks that bordered the pool. Stripped of their only remaining gear, the harsh reality of their survival faded into the mist. They stood before the steaming emerald basin in absolute reverence. The sulfurous vapor acted as a natural narcotic, loosening the tightly wound knots at the base of Scarlett’s skull with just a single breath. He extended his large, calloused hand backward. She laced her fingers through his without hesitation. The bitter war they had been waging just moments ago dissolved, leaving only two exhausted souls seeking sanctuary. Together, they stepped off the smooth stone and descended into the water.

A synchronized, shaky exhale left their lips the second the water swallowed their ankles, then calves, then knees. The temperature was flawless. It wasn't the skin-scalding bite of a boiling pot, nor the shocking ice of the morning tide. It was a dense, enveloping heat that sank straight into the bone, instantly dilating their blood vessels and liquefying their tension. They waded deeper, their feet finding purchase on the soft, volcanic sand. When the water hit their chests, Dante let out a low groan, leaning back against a naturally curved boulder. He stretched his long legs out in the turquoise depths. Scarlett slid in right next to him, their shoulders pressing together as she rested her head against the damp stone. Beneath the emerald surface, their pale skin glowed through the hazy, steam-filtered light. The tingle of the storm, the bruises from the cave floor, the lactic acid burning in their calves, it all vanished. The heat unspooled their muscles so thoroughly they felt boneless, anchored only by the firm pressure of each other's bodies.

"Christ," she breathed, her eyes sliding shut. Tiny beads of condensation clung to her lashes, flushing her cheeks with a vibrant, healthy pink.

"You could put me in the most expensive, five-star penthouse jacuzzi in the world right now and it wouldn't even touch this. I feel like my entire nervous system just dissolved."

Dante turned his head. The water lapped just below his collarbones, the hair on his chest swirling gently with the current.

"Because this is real," he said, his deep baritone rumbling in time with the bubbling spring.

"Everything in those luxury hotels is manufactured bullshit. The price tag is for comfort. But this? This is boiling straight up from the core of the island. We earned this, Scarlett. We survived the wreckage and the island is finally paying up."

They sat in companionable silence, legs brushing lazily beneath the surface. The distant roar of the ocean was nothing but a ghost of a whisper here. The jungle was still, as if nature itself had muted the world to give them this moment of peace. It should terrify me, Scarlett thought, slowly sliding her bare calf against the thick, muscular cord of his leg underwater. How safe I feel next to him. Hidden just an arm’s length away was the silicone harness that was going to fundamentally rewrite their dynamic.

She was vibrating with the need to strip his control away and listen to him unravel. But right now, surrounded by the healing heat of the water, she was struck by the terrifying, irreversible depth of her obsession with him. No one else on earth could have wildly ripped away her polished facade and forced her to face the unyielding woman she actually was. This furious man belonged to her. And she belonged to him.

Driven by a sudden, wicked impulse, Scarlett shifted. Pushing through the water’s resistance, she moved right in front of him. Dante watched her with half-lidded, curious eyes, a lazy smirk pulling at his mouth. Parting her knees, she straddled his thick thighs which felt like slabs of hot marble beneath the surface and settled directly into his lap. The buoyancy of the water made the shift frictionless, a slick, tantalizing slide of skin on skin that made Dante’s hands automatically snap to her wet hips, gripping hard.

"This spa trip was getting a little too innocent," she whispered, looping her arms loosely around his neck. The waterline hovered just below her breasts, every slight movement sent a ripple of scalding water over their chests. Leaning over, she snatched the small batch of berries they had left on a dry rock nearby. She moved with deliberate caution, making sure her bag remained securely shut. The time for her dark secret hadn't come yet. Right now, she just wanted to play.

She unfolded the cloth, displaying the bright crimson and bruised-blue fruit. Pinching a large, ripe cranberry between her thumb and forefinger, she held Dante’s hooded gaze. She brought the fruit to her own lips, biting down just enough to let the tart juice bleed over her tongue, painting her mouth a seductive, bruised red. Then, picking up a second berry, she held it to his lips.

"Feeding you by hand, is another miracle of the jungle."

Dante maintained eye contact and took the berry into his mouth, his teeth lightly scraping her fingertips. The sharp burst of sugar was a shocking contrast to the strong, sulfur-laden heat of the spring. He chewed, his gaze dropped. The steam and the sudden chill of the fruit juice had caused her nipples to pebble into tight, dark peaks just above the waterline. A very specific, filthy memory flashed behind his eyes centerfolds and glossy pages of girls coated in syrup and fruit. The lazy contentment in his expression vanished.

"You know," he said, his voice dropped, losing all its warmth and shifting into a gravelly, authoritative command. "Those berries would look a hell of a lot better somewhere else."

Scarlett raised an eyebrow, but he didn't give her a chance to question him. Reaching out, Dante picked up two large, slightly hollowed cranberries. His scorching hands cupped her breasts from beneath, lifting the heavy flesh upward. With deadly slowness, he pressed the hollowed center of the first red berry directly over her right nipple, using it like a perfectly fitted cap. The wet, cool fruit against her overheated, hyper-sensitive skin made Scarlett gasp, a sharp, high sound echoing off the rocks. When he capped the left nipple, the visual was devastatingly erotic. He leaned back slightly, his eyes dragging over his handiwork with pure, unadulterated hunger.

"Fuck," he groaned, the sound vibrating in his chest. "Every magazine I ever read lied to me. No five-star dessert in the world looks as appetizing as this. Look at you, my queen. You're the most beautiful thing this island has ever grown. And I'm going to eat every last bite."

Heat flared beneath Scarlett's skin, a fire pooling between her thighs that rivaled the boiling spring. Dante’s ability to weave degrading filth with such aesthetic worship triggered every dark desire she possessed. Without breaking eye contact, Dante leaned forward. He didn't use his hands. His mouth descended on her right breast, his wet lips parting to take the berry and her hard nipple straight into his mouth. The cold, tart burst of juice flooded his tongue when he applied a torturous suction to her sensitive flesh. Scarlett letting her head fall back, her fingers burying into his wet hair as a broken moan tore from her throat. He dragged his tongue over the juice-slicked skin, masterful and punishing.

But the sheer arrogance radiating from him, the certainty that he was the one orchestrating this pleasure snapped Scarlett's dominant streak wide awake. As Dante moved to her left breast, plucking the second berry with his teeth and beginning to chew with a smug, victorious smirk, she struck.

If he thinks he can play with me like a toy and dictate the menu, he's out of his goddamn mind, she fumed internally.

She grabbed his wet face with both hands, her grip iron-clad. Throwing her weight forward, she smashed her mouth against his, the kiss of surrender, it was a violent reclamation of power. She drove her tongue past his lips, hunting down the crushed berry between his teeth and stealing the pulp straight from his mouth. They tangled in a violent, wet wrestling match of teeth, saliva and sweet-tart juice. Dante froze in pure shock for a split second before an enormous wave of arousal hit him. His hands tightened bruised-hard on her hips, hauling her closer and he matched her wild aggression.

When they finally ripped apart, their chests were heaving. Their lips, chins and the column of Scarlett’s throat were smeared with the dark, bloody-looking stain of the crushed berries. They looked exactly like what they were: two ravenous predators, bloodied and panting after a kill. Scarlett slowly dragged her thumb across her bottom lip, catching a stray drop of juice and licking it off into her mouth. Her eyes burned with the thrill of victory.

"If you think you're the only one who gets to feast, you're dead wrong," her breath ghosting over his lips.

"If you take something from my skin, I'll rip it right out of your throat. Everything we taste on this island gets shared."

Dante licked his own bottom lip, savoring the ruined fruit and her taste combined. A deep, booming laugh erupted from his chest, bouncing off the jungle canopy.

"You are a nightmare," he laughed, shaking his head.

"But the sweetest fucking nightmare I've ever had."

The suffocating sexual tension suddenly cracked, giving way to something different: pure, unadulterated joy. Surrounded by boiling water, stripped of their pasts and the harsh reality of their survival, they slipped into a game. Scarlett grabbed a handful of the plump blueberries from the rock. Rising on her knees, so the water lapped at the tops of her thighs, she flashed a wicked grin.

"Since you like eating fruit so much, let's see how good your reflexes are," she teased.

Dante caught her drift instantly. He leaned back against the rock, spreading his arms wide and opening his mouth.

"Bring it on, queen. I was the MVP of my corporate league."

She tossed the first berry. It bounced right off his nose and plopped into the turquoise water. They both dissolved into hysterics.

"Zero points!" Dante hollered, clutching his stomach.

"Your aim is almost as bad as your temper!"

"Shut up, I'm calibrating!" she shot back, a bright, stubborn flush on her cheeks.

She chucked the second one. It smacked him square in the forehead. The third and fourth went wide, splashing into the hot spring or ricocheting off his broad shoulders. With every miss, their breathless, carefree laughter spiraled up into the jungle canopy. The freedom of having no rules, no audience and no judgment turned the ridiculous game into the most perfect moment of their lives. Finally, on the fifth try, Scarlett lobbed a blueberry in a flawless arc. It dropped dead-center into Dante’s open mouth. He snapped his jaws shut, crushing the sweet fruit and threw both hands in the air with a triumphant shout.

"Got it!" she cheered, throwing her arms up and sending a spray of turquoise water over them both. Dante’s deep, booming laugh echoed off the basalt rocks as he joined her victory cry. For a fleeting second, the psychological warfare vanished. Surrounded by the steaming waters of the natural spring, they weren’t boss and employee, nor master and submissive. They were just two people, consumed by each other, reveling in the freedom of the island.

Smiling, she let herself fall forward, settling back onto his thighs. But the innocence of the game died the exact second her hips met his lap.

Beneath the slippery, emerald surface of the spring, she felt the unmistakable, rock-hard pulse of his arousal. The teasing, the breathless laughter and the taste of crushed fruit had stoked a much darker, far more primitive hunger.

The playfulness vanished from Dante's face, his pupils blowing wide. His breathing fractured, his chest rising and falling heavily just above the waterline. Slowly, deliberately, Scarlett swiped her tongue over her juice-stained bottom lip. Beneath the water, she shifted just a millimeter, rolling her hips enough to grind her swollen center against the rigid length of him. Her body was still highly sensitized from their earlier wreckage and the slick friction of the hot spring created an excruciating flash of pleasure.

A thick, desperate groan tore from Dante’s throat. His hands immediately clamped onto her slender waist, anchoring her in place so she couldn't retreat.

"You bragged about your reflexes," her voice dropped into a filthy whisper. She increased the slow, crushing pressure of her hips, grinding down against him. Every time he grazed her slick entrance, her breath caught, but she maintained her commanding stare.

"Now tell me, Dante... with this hard manhood of yours trapped under the water, how ready are you to swallow the darker, wetter fruit I'm going to offer you? Because I'm done playing. I want to watch you lose your fucking mind while I dictate the rhythm. I want to feel you melt."

The torturous friction combined with her seductive whispers pushed him to the edge. He threw his head back, his fingers biting into her wet skin.

"You're driving me insane," he gritted out, his knuckles turning white.

"Keep using that venomous tongue and those hips... and this water is going to boil with what pours out of us."

The lighthearted teasing had fully mutated into a dangerous ritual. While the silicone toy remained hidden in her bag, biding its time, the steamy, mystical atmosphere of the hot spring demanded their immediate surrender. The healing, volcanic heat of the water amplified every sensation. Every time the slippery current pushed his swollen flesh against her aching clitoris, an electric shock wired straight to her brain. Gliding her hips in slow, deliberate circles, she coiled around him like a viper, fully unleashing the ruthless, controlling woman she kept buried under her polished veneer.

The dense scent of the jungle crushed ferns and damp earth mingled with the sulfur of the spring, but underneath it all lay the sharp, stimulating musk of male arousal. Dante’s green irises had been swallowed by dilated pupils. His muscular chest heaved against her, his muffled groans playing like a symphony to her ego. Despite his sheer physical dominance, knowing she could paralyze his mind with nothing but a shift of her weight made the blood sing in Scarlett’s veins. A sadistic thrill seized her.

Look at my masterpiece, locking her eyes on his sweat-slicked face as it twisted in the beautiful agony of lust. This untouchable alpha man who terrifies boardrooms... he is writhing in my lap, begging for whatever scraps of mercy I decide to give him. This is true power. She wasn't just conquering his body. She was breaking his pride, dismantling his ego and dragging his soul into her darkness.

An evil smile curled her lips. Dante’s hands slid down to her ass, trying to pull her flush against him with a sudden, desperate hunger. She immediately pressed her palms flat against his broad shoulders, holding him back.

"Don't rush," she hissed. Her voice was a razor blade slicing through the humid air.

"I make the rules. And until I say so, you aren't putting that inside me."

His mouth locked, a thick vein pulsing erratically at the base of his throat.

"Scarlett..." he growled, the restraint costing him everything.

"Do you want to kill me? If you keep moving over me like that…"

"If I do, then what?" she interrupted, her eyes flashing with a fire.

"What else can you do but submit?"

The psychological tightrope snapped. Hovering agonizingly close to the tip of his arousal, Scarlett reached blindly for the cloth on the rock, plucking two plump, midnight-blue blackberries. Holding his gaze with unapologetic arrogance, she placed the fruit into her mouth.

She finally allowed her hips to sink downward, Dante’s scorching thickness breached her swollen, dripping entrance. A synchronized, broken moan echoed through the canopy. The sensation of being stretched and filled, magnified by the scalding water, was almost unbearable. Sinking lower, she crushed the berries between her teeth, the tart, sugary pulp bleeding over her tongue and mixing with her saliva.

When he was only half-buried inside her, she stopped. She wrapped her long legs tightly around his waist, locking him out of the deep penetration he was desperately trying to achieve. Leaning in, her face hovered inches from his, a stray drop of dark juice leaking from the corner of her mouth.

"Now," she breathed, the scent of crushed berries ghosting over his lips.

"If you want the rest... follow the rules. Close your eyes. Open your mouth."

Dante froze. The demand hit him like a slap to the face pure degradation, a direct strike to his pride. But the dark, hungry look flaming in her eyes broke something inside him. Lust won. He closed his eyes and opened his mouth.

A wicked smile spread across Scarlett’s face. She leaned in, crushed her lips against his, and pushed the warm, chewed fruit mash straight onto his tongue.

The moment the sweet-tart pulp hit his mouth, a low growl rumbled deep in his throat. This wasn’t a kiss. She was claiming him. Feeding him something she had already tasted, deliberately marking him as hers. He swallowed it down. She immediately grabbed his face with both hands and kissed him harder, deeper, almost violently, forcing her tongue into his mouth and sharing the messy, sweet pulp between them.

Their tongues tangled in a messy, desperate fight, slick with fruit juice and spit. The sweet pulp mixed with the heat between them as they devoured each other, breathing hard through their noses, neither one willing to pull back.

Painted with dark stains against the glowing emerald water, they looked like demonic entities bound by a cursed, carnal pact. The boundary-breaking transfer of saliva and fruit didn't keep Dante docile, it acted as a catalyst, incinerating his forced restraint and waking the monster sleeping beneath his skin. Being subjected to such a degrading display of her power caused a violent snap in his psyche.

"You're a fucking menace," he rasped, tearing his mouth away. His chest heaved like a bellows, the dark, bottomless fire in his eyes burning hot enough to boil the surrounding water.

His callused hands slid off her waist, gripping her slippery hips tight enough to leave bruises. "You want to play rough?" he growled, his voice a low thunder crack.

"You love pushing the limits so much? Then let's see how deep this darkness of yours really goes."

Without a second of warning, Dante lifted her body into the water and slammed her downward, burying himself to the absolute hilt.

A high-pitched scream ripped from her throat, scattering the birds in the canopy. The sheer velocity of the penetration forced the water to surge, crashing over the mossy rocks in violent waves. Any illusion of Scarlett's control was instantly obliterated. Dante had taken the reins, condemning her to his own relentless, punishing rhythm. He thrust upward from the bottom of the spring with such crushing force that her spine bowed backward, her head falling back as she gasped for air. The wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies colliding echoed through the mystical silence of the jungle.

"God Dante!" she sobbed, her face smeared with blue juice. Her eyes rolled back when her fingers dug desperately into the slick, sweat-corded muscles of his neck. His thrusts were ruthless, hitting her deepest walls as if trying to split her in half. Yet the violence of it, the lack of mercy, sparked a chaotic, blinding vortex of pleasure in her core.

"Deeper!" she cried out, the calculating queen giving way to a woman addicted to his brutality.

"Tear me apart! Ruin me! Prove you belong to me just like you swallowed my fruit!"

Her filthy provocations severed his last thread of sanity.

"Belong to you?" he roared, driving into her with a speed that defied the resistance of the water.

"I am your fucking hell, Scarlett! You thought feeding me from your mouth stole my soul? I'm owning yours right now! You belong to me. This island, this water, your bad little body, all of it is mine."

God, his strength, she thought dizzily, her mind fragmenting under the relentless assault. I thought I humiliated him. I thought I broke him with my game. Instead, he had taken her twisted dominance and matched it with pure, terrifying savagery. The pleasure compounding in her groin was driving her to the brink of insanity. The harness in my bag... Just the thought of using it on him after this display of dominance made her ache with anticipation.

The spring seemed to boil around them. Steam curled off their overheated skin, thickening the air. Dante hauled her forward, pressing her spine flat against the smooth basalt edge of the pool. Scarlett locked her ankles behind his back, her fingernails dragging down his shoulders to leave thin, stinging red lines. Pinned against the stone, the impact of his thrusts doubled in intensity. Covered in sweat and fruit nectar, she lunged forward, sinking her teeth hard into the juncture of his neck where his heart raced. The metallic tang of blood mixed with the blackberries, short-circuiting her brain.

The bite was his undoing. Dante grabbed a fistful of her wet hair, yanking her head back to crush his mouth against hers. It was a chaotic, breathless collision of teeth and bruising lips. They were wholly lost to each other, tearing into flesh as if the rest of the world had ceased to exist.

The tempo spiraled out of control, rocketing past anything Scarlett could command. Her arrogant, calculated dominance had unchained a beast that refused to be put back in its cage. His grip on her hip bones was excruciating, his eyes pitch-black and vacant of anything but need. Just as Scarlett’s muscles began to coil, the agonizing build of a climax hovering right at the edge of her consciousness, Dante surged forward.

A guttural roar ripped from his throat. His jaw locked tight, the tendons in his neck standing out like steel cables. He buried himself at the deepest point of her anatomy and froze. Searing, relentless pulses of heat flooded her womb, wave after wave of his climax spilling over her internal walls to wash into the emerald current of the spring. He locked his arms around her, crushing her chest to his as he rode out the massive, earth-shattering release.

But as the tremors left his body and he collapsed against her, gasping for air, the euphoria drained from Scarlett’s veins, replaced instantly by an ice-cold, jagged fury.

She hadn't finished.

The unfulfilled pain in her clitoris burned like acid. Dante reaching his peak before her and doing so without her explicit permission was a disastrous blow to her narcissistic pride. She was the architect of this game. He was supposed to hold on until she allowed him to shatter. By succumbing to his own urge and leaving her stranded on the edge of her climax, he had trampled all over her authority.

How dare he? Her chest heaved, her heart hammering a furious beat against her ribs. I decide when this ends! He just took what he wanted and left me burning. The betrayal of her sovereignty was unforgivable.

With a venomous sneer, she shoved hard against his shoulders, trying to untangle her legs and scramble off his lap. The bruised berry stains around her mouth made her look terrifying a furious, unsatisfied goddess out for blood. The severe physical frustration only amplified her sadistic urge to discipline him, to make him pay for his insolence.

Dante’s eyes fluttered open. He caught the lethal, arrogant glare aimed right at him and instantly understood. He saw the wounded pride, the unfulfilled lust, the sheer audacity of her anger.

A lesser man might have felt a twinge of guilt for leaving his partner hanging. But out here? Stripped of civilization? Her haughty, icy fury only triggered the darkest depths of his alpha pride. He wasn't her lapdog. He didn't exist solely for her amusement.

As if the island itself was aligning with his dark urge for revenge, a thick, suffocating odor drifted slowly through the steam. This was sharp, decaying with sulfur, the unmistakable stench of rotten eggs. Dante’s geographical knowledge clicked instantly. Volcanic mud. Thick, mineral-dense, boiling filth pushed to the surface by the island's geothermal vents.

He looked at Scarlett's flawless, aristocratic face, contorted with superior rage and a ruinous plan locked into place.

You think you can look at me like that, Scarlett? A cruel smirk touched the corner of his mouth. You think you can treat me like a toy you throw away when you're done? You're so used to being spotless, so obsessed with your pristine control. Let's see how noble you look when I drag you through the filth of this island. Let's see who begs then.

The lethargy of his climax vanished in an instant. Before she could open her mouth to spit a venomous insult, Dante’s hand shot out, his fingers locking around her delicate wrist like a steel vice.

"We're leaving," he ordered. The words cracked through the humid air like a whip thick.

She flinched at the sudden violence of his grip.

"Excuse me? Let go of me! You don't just get to decide-"

"Shut up," he cut her off, his eyes dead and unyielding.

Without giving her a chance to resist, he stood up, water cascading in sheets off his muscular, naked torso. He hauled her out of the spring behind him. Stunned by the sheer, unquestionable authority radiating from him, she stumbled. Her unsatisfied core throbbed with a dull, heavy tingle as she hurriedly jammed her wet feet into her leather sandals. He didn't let go of her wrist. Locking her arm at her side, he dragged her rapidly up the steep incline, veering off the established trail and heading directly toward the noxious stench.

They pushed through the abrasive forest ferns fully naked, the faded red and blue stains on their skin the only proof of their messy game. As the incline sharpened, Dante quickened his pace.

When they crested the ridge, the stench of sulfur became dense. The dense steam had choked out the vibrant jungle foliage here, leaving a barren wasteland of jagged gray rock. And right in the center of the clearing sat the source.

A natural basin, roughly two meters across, brimming with gray volcanic sludge. This was thick as cream, the enormous geothermal heat beneath the surface causing the mud to heave and burp. Giant bubbles rose sluggishly, popping with wet sounds and releasing plumes of toxic-smelling gas. It looked like a living, breathing swamp of filth.

The moment Scarlett laid eyes in the pit, she dug her heels into the dirt. A look of instinctive horror and disgust warped her features. This wasn't the sterilized clay she paid thousands for in Vienna’s elite clinics. This was boiling, humiliating dirt.

"You have got to be fucking kidding me," she gasped, stumbling backward. She dug her heels into the dirt, fighting to rip her wrist from his iron grip. "Dante, no. Do not even think about it. Do you smell that? It's repulsive. It smells like a literal sewer. I am not getting into that." Her voice pitched higher with genuine panic. "I mean it. Never."

He turned to face her. The look in his eyes was lethal, a chilling satisfaction feeding directly on her crumbling composure.

"You begged for this, my queen," he said. The low, gravelly pitch of his voice merged perfectly with the wet, slowly popping of the boiling mud. He stepped into her space, crowding her until his bare chest grazed hers. "You thought you could leash me. You told me you set the rules, that I couldn't move without your permission." His breath ghosted over her lips.

"Now, out here in the real filth, we're going to see who actually holds the reins. And who gets broken."

She didn't wait. When the muscles tensed, she spun on her heel to run, but she was totally outmatched. Dante lunged, his bulky arms hooking around her waist and the backs of her knees, sweeping her effortlessly off her feet. She thrashed frantically in the air, kicking her bare legs and raining panicked fists against his broad shoulders.

"Put me down! You bastard, I'll ruin you! Dante!"

A dark, effortless laugh rumbled in his chest. Ignoring her frantic blows, he took three deliberate strides toward the edge of the pit. Without a shred of hesitation, he threw them both into the abyss.

A shrill scream ripped from her throat. The second, the gray sludge swallowed them. But the shriek died instantly, replaced by a violent shock to her senses. The mud was a deception. It looked foul, but the reality of it against her naked skin was hypnotic. The temperature was scalding, yet perfect. Because of its density, the heat didn't just touch her, it penetrated her pores like a suffocating, liquid fire. This feels smoother than silk, heavier and richer than the most decadent creams she owned. As they sank waist-deep into the pit, the sludge enveloped them like a molten second skin. It slid between her thighs and settled heavily into the curves of her hips, making the unsatisfied, hot, aching throb between her legs flare with terrifying heat.

"You are disgusting!" she shrieked, refusing to let him see how the dense heat was already melting her rigid muscles. Moving was deadly slow, every shift of her body forced the viscous mass to glide sensuously across her skin.

***

Across the bubbling surface, Dante stood watching her, his stance dripping with arrogant mockery. Her temper flared. She wouldn't just take this. Plunging her hand into the gray heat, she scooped up a handful of the sludge and hurled it directly into his face with vicious spite.

"There's your dominance!"

The lump smacked wetly against his cheekbone, splattering thick gray paste beneath his eyes and into the coarse stubble of his jaw. Scarlett stood there, breathless, her own shoulders already stained, panting out her fury.

"Look at us! We're covered in mud! How the hell are we supposed to get this stench off our skin? You're a disgusting animal!"

Dante didn’t flinch. He calmly dragged the back of his thumb across his cheek, wiping the sludge from his eye. His smirk didn't waver. It darkened. Seeing her, this flawless, untouchable aristocrat who abhorred a single misplaced hair screaming at him while buried waist-deep in volcanic filth unlocked something depraved in his brain. Her fury, the dirt streaked across her porcelain skin, the chaotic rebellion... this was a drug. A lethal one. His arousal, which had barely settled, surged back with a violent vengeance. He thickened against the heavy resistance of the mud, a relentless pulse demanding attention.

He waded toward her, the thick sludge creating a dragging, sensual friction against his lower half. When he closed the distance, his hands shot out, gripping her soaking, mud-slicked breasts. The contrast between the abrasive grit of the mud against the agonizingly soft weight of her flesh nearly short-circuited his restraint.

"Are you seriously worried about getting clean?" he rasped, the question a dark vibration in the humid air. Stained in gray, he looked primitive, a ruthless hunter born from the steam.

"Look at you. Where's the untouchable engineer who barks orders in the hangar? You are exactly where you belong. Pinned beneath me, at my mercy, sinking into the dirtiest thing on this island. Do you have any idea how much it turns me on to ruin you? To drag your precious nobility down into the muck?"

He gripped her hips and yanked her flush against him.

"Tell me you can't feel exactly how hard I am for you."

Beneath the thick surface, he ground his rigid length hard against her swollen center. The dense mud acted as an obscenely perfect lubricant. The muffled, wet suction of their bodies colliding echoed beneath the burping bubbles. Scarlett gasped, her complaints dying on her tongue as the impossible heat of his erection branded her through the sludge. The sheer depravity of it that this foul, suffocating pit had driven him into such a blind, feral lust plucked violently at her own twisted psychological strings. Her lips parted, her gaze locked on his heavily caked face.

The civilized veneer between them was fully annihilated. Scarlett moved on by instinct. She lunged forward, her mouth crashing against his jaw like a starving animal. The revulsion vanished, replaced by a sick, exciting lust. She scraped her teeth over his cheekbone, aggressively stealing the taste of sulfur and male sweat from his skin. When he captured her mouth in a bruising kiss, the fine, gritty minerals slipping between their teeth added an abrasive edge to the intimacy. The strong, earthy taste of the volcano clung to their palate, a dark, metallic aphrodisiac that sent her blood boiling. Occasionally, they'd break apart just long enough to spit the bitter sludge into the pool before devouring each other again.

Dante sank lower, planting his back against the smooth curve of the volcanic rock. The mud rose to his ribcage. He dragged Scarlett with him, forcing her to straddle his thighs. Her legs locked around his thick waist, her aching core pressing down against his erection through the molten barrier.

Beneath the surface, his hands possessed her. He gripped her slippery hips, kneading her flesh with the possessive violence of a sculptor molding clay. The perfect slickness allowed him to grip and slide over her curves with ease. His hands drifted upward, sliding past her ribs to claim her breasts. He worked the flesh ruthlessly, his thumbs dragging over her slick skin in tight, punishing circles. The rough friction, magnified by the scalding heat, send electricity straight to her clitoris. When he pinched her hardened nipples, pulling sharply, a helpless, devastated moan tore from her throat, cutting through the thick sulfurous air.

"You..." she gasped, breaking the kiss just long enough to drag in a ragged breath. Her eyes were glazed, her chest heaving wildly against his palms.

"You're a fucking psychopath. I'm in shock we're doing this."

Part of her, the polished, arrogant executive, was still screaming in horror. But the woman beneath the surface begged him to push her further. She wanted to be bruised, crushed, ruined under his muddy hands.

Dante felt the war in her, saw the rigid defiance bleeding out into pure surrender. An evil, smirk cut through his gray mask.

"What's wrong, my queen?" he said, rolling her rigid peaks sharply between his fingers.

"It's not so bad, is it? Watching you fight so hard to stay on your pedestal, only to spread your legs the instant I drag you into the dirt... God, it makes me want to break you."

That arrogant, victorious taunt struck a nerve. Even with the devastating ache between her legs, her sadistic pride flared to life. A dangerous, serpentine smile curved her lips.

"Is that so?" she hissed, the tone dripping with venom.

"If you're so comfortable in the dirt... close your eyes. Let me show you who really rules this hell."

Dante let out a low, arrogant chuckle. Cocky as ever, he tilted his head back and closed his eyes. Just what she wanted.

Scarlett yanked her hands off his chest and plunged them deep into the boiling mud. She scooped up a slimy handful of the thick gray sludge and smashed it straight into his face. He flinched, but she didn’t stop. She smeared it roughly across his forehead, down his cheeks, and over his jaw. Her fingers dug into his hair, coating his scalp and neck. In seconds, his face disappeared under a dripping gray mask.

This is what you get for pushing me, she thought, grabbing a fistful of his muddy hair and yanking his head back. You wanted to bury me? Now I’m burying you.

But she had underestimated him.

Beneath the thick, dripping mud, Dante slowly opened his eyes. There was nothing human left in them. Only dark, hungry emptiness stared back at her.

A rough, guttural laugh vibrated in his chest, slicing through the steam.

"If you think a handful of dirt is going to put me on a leash..." His voice was a terrifying, ragged rasp that made the hairs on her arms stand up.

"You just gave me the perfect excuse to drown you, Scarlett. This pathetic, beautiful little tantrum... it's setting my fucking blood on fire. I want to taste you until your mouth bleeds."

Before she could even gasp, Dante struck. His wet, sulfur-coated mouth crashed into hers with bone-jarring force. He caught her lower lip between his teeth, biting down hard enough to draw a whimper, before driving his tongue deep into her mouth. The kiss was a dirty and violent territorial claim. Panic and heat slammed into her simultaneously. She had walked right into the jaws of the trap. The man she tried to humiliate was now forcing her to swallow her own defiance. The throbbing between her legs erupted, an involuntary response to his sheer, uncompromising dominance. She kissed him back fiercely, her hands bracing helplessly against his chest, but he was far from done. He was going to carve his authority into her bones.

Refusing to break the violent kiss, Dante shifted upward from the rock. He locked his muscular hands around her shoulders like iron vises. And then, with a slow, agonizingly deliberate rhythm, he began to push her backward into the boiling pit.

Panic flared hot and sharp. The sludge was already at her waist, but now it swallowed her spine, her shoulder blades, creeping relentlessly upward. The heavy mass slid over her collarbones, inching toward her throat. She couldn't scream through the bruising pressure of his mouth, but frantic, muffled whimpers died against his tongue. She thrashed, kicking her legs and slapping the dense mud, desperately trying to anchor herself. But his strength was absolute. He was pushing her into the abyss.

Her spine arched fiercely, the bulky ends of her hair already sinking into the burping liquid. Just as the scalding mud breached the curve where her neck meets her shoulders, Dante made a kiss. He pulled his mouth back an inch, sliding his large palm directly beneath her skull, halting her descent at the exact millimeter where the mud met her skin.

She lay perfectly paralyzed on her back, fully submerged in the gray lava from the neck down. Gravity and Dante’s ruthless downward pressure demanded she sink. The only thing standing between her and an intense, sulfurous grave was his broad, callused hand cradling her head. He had her life in his palm.

He loomed over her, a dark, faceless demon blocking out the sky. His breath was ragged, ghosting over her trembling lips.

"Now," he whispered, the dark command piercing the wet pops of the boiling earth. His pitch-black eyes nailed her to the spot.

"Say it. Tell me I own this mud. Tell me I own your body. Tell me I am your master."

This was the ultimate ultimatum. A demand for total, unconditional surrender. Scarlett swallowed hard, her chest fighting against the crushing weight of the sludge. She felt the searing heat of his palm against her scalp. One twitch of his fingers and she would drown. Her lungs burned. Every survival instinct screamed at her to submit, to say the words. But the last remnants of her pride refused to die. If she gave in now, the untouchable Scarlett would cease to exist.

She held his deadened stare with one final spark of defiance. Her mouth trembled, but her voice came out pure venom.

"Go to hell, Dante. I will never kneel for you."

All amusement vanished from his face. Only cold, merciless emptiness remained.

"Have it your way," he said flatly.

He removed his hand. A terrified scream rose in her throat, but before it could escape, Dante crushed his mouth over hers and shoved her face mercilessly into the mud. The thick sludge swallowed her hair instantly. Scalding heat sealed around her skull. She fought wildly, nails gouging into his arms, but he didn’t budge. The gray mass crept over her jaw, her cheeks, and flooded her ears.

The moment the mud filled her ears, the entire world disappeared. All sound vanished. The universe shrank to the frantic drum of her own heart and the bruising pressure of Dante’s lips locked on hers. Blind panic surged through her as he pushed her deeper. The sludge coated her eyelids and sealed her off completely. She was buried alive.

I'm done.

The fight drained out of her in a single rush. Her body went limp. Her fingers uncurled from his biceps. She accepted her defeat and sank another inch.

From the surface, she had vanished. Only a slight depression remained in the gray sludge, with Dante’s face pressed into the center, his mouth sealed to hers just below the surface. He was both the devil who had damned her and the only one who could save her.

Just as her lungs began to spasm, Dante parted his lips and exhaled powerfully into her mouth, forcing hot air deep into her starving lungs. The kiss became her lifeline. The message was clear: her breath, her life, her very existence now belonged to him.

She drank down the oxygen desperately, her lips clinging to his. The air tasted of tobacco, sulfur, and raw dominance. In that silent darkness, Dante became her only reality. Without breaking the seal, he breathed for her, then pulled her exhale back into his own chest and gave it to her again. Their bond fused into something deep and irreversible.

All remaining tension left her muscles. She surrendered her full weight to his grip, melting into the heat. Her hands drifted away and sank limply into the sludge. She was completely his.

Feeling her total surrender of triumph exploded in Dante’s chest. His cock throbbed hard against her. Slowly, he slid his hand to the back of her skull, gripped her mud-covered hair, and hauled her upward.

The sludge fought to keep her, releasing with wet, obscene sucking sounds. As he pulled her out and settled her heavily onto his lap, the sight of her hit him like a punch to the gut. She was completely encased in thick gray clay from head to toe. Wet droplets of mud ran from her hair and the peaks of her breasts. She looked like a ruined goddess pulled from the earth.

Dante tried to lean back to admire his work, but Scarlett didn’t give him the chance. The savage creature born in the mud lunged forward. She crashed her mouth against his, swallowing his breath. The thick sludge smeared between their faces as they devoured each other.

In the middle of that filthy, bruising kiss, Scarlett gathered a mouthful of the creamy mud and shoved it from her tongue straight into his. A wicked, spiteful retaliation.

"You want to own the dirt?" she panted, her lips sliding wetly against his.

"Then taste it."

He didn’t gag. He didn’t pull back. A dark, vibrating groan rumbled in his chest and he met her mud-coated tongue with his own. The metallic, abrasive slurry coated their palates, tasting of sulfur and deep earth. The microscopic grains of sand scratched their tongues like wet glass, but instead of pain, the friction dragged them into a sick, bottomless depravity. The pristine, vanilla romance of the thermal spring shattered. This was instinctive.

"I’m going to lick that smart mouth until I ruin you," he grated, his teeth scraping her bottom lip.

"Give me more, Scarlett. Spit every drop of your darkness right down my throat."

The heavy crust of mud had dried over their eyelids, sealing them shut. They couldn’t see a thing. But the blindness sharpened everything else. The world narrowed down to the wet, creamy squelch of the hot sludge, the thick smell of sulfur, and the frantic beat of his pulse against her skin.

Acting on pure instinct, Scarlett shifted in his lap. The thick mud around her hips made a low, filthy sucking sound as she dragged her thighs over his. Her hands moved down his chest, fingers tracing the hard, mud-slicked ridges of his stomach. The sludge made every muscle feel even bigger, harder under her touch.

She reached between his thighs, plunging her hand into the scalding mud until her fingers wrapped around his cock. A shaky breath escaped her. Fuck. She had taken him inside her so many times, but right now, covered in this thick silt, he felt impossibly huge. He was rock-hard, swollen thicker than usual from the heat and the degradation of the pit.

Blindly, she tightened her grip and stroked him slowly from base to tip. The creamy volcanic mud coated him completely, acting as the perfect dirty lubricant. It let her hand glide smoothly while the tiny grains scratched lightly against his sensitive skin, making his whole-body jerk.

Dante’s head slammed back against the rock wall.

"Scarlett," he rasped, voice raw.

"Those fucking hands… Squeeze it. Feel how hard you make me when you’re dripping in my dirt."

His words lit a fire in her. Even blind and covered in mud, she refused to be passive. She braced her hands on his broad shoulders and pushed herself up. Heavy clumps of gray clay slid off her waist as she rose. In the total darkness, she positioned herself directly over him, her swollen, aching pussy hovering just above his cock.

Dante’s hands instantly gripped her slippery hips, holding her in place. He angled upward, pressing the thick, burning head of his cock right against her entrance.

"Enter me," she commanded, her voice trembling through her mud-caked lips. "Push this filth into me. Give me the darkness."

"You're taking every inch," he growled. "I'm going to bury myself so deep you'll never wash the scent of this out of your skin."

Slowly, deliberately, she sank down. The penetration was unlike anything they had ever experienced. As his large thickness pushed past her tight, scalding ring, the creamy volcanic mud slipped inside her right along with him. The dense, silky lubricant altered everything.

The moment her sensitive internal walls met his mud-coated shaft, an electrical charge spiked up her spine. The thermal heat of the earth was different from human warmth. It was choking, heavily. While the cream coated every inch of flesh, the fine grit created an agonizingly beautiful friction deep inside her private center. The ceiling of her pleasure shattered.

"Fuck," she sobbed, throwing her head back. Her neck bowed tight.

"Dante... it’s so thick... it’s burning me."

"I know," he gritted out, his jaw locked tight against the blinding pleasure. Her tight, wet grip, amplified by the strong vacuum of the mud, was destroying his restraint. She sank to the hilt, their bodies colliding beneath the surface with a loud, solid smack.

"Your slick little private center is swallowing me whole. Move, my queen. Show me how you ride in the dark."

She wrapped her arms around his neck and began to pump her hips. With every rise and fall, the dense sludge let out thick, obscene slaps and wet, sucking gasps that echoed through the misty jungle. The friction was destructive. They were grinding her pride to dust. The polished, aristocratic people inside were dead, replaced by a creature giving herself entirely to the earth.

Time dissolved. In her blind, pitch-black universe, the animalistic need to be consumed took over. She fought the strong resistance of the mud to rise, only to drop her weight and let his rock-hard length impale her to the cervix. Screams tore from her throat, lawless, scattering into the empty canopy. Every shriek fed the wild animal beneath her. He didn't slow down to grant her mercy. He thrust his hips upward, meeting her descent with bruising force.

Dante pulled his big right hand from the pool. Squelching and dripping, his palm found her soaking, mud-painted breast. He grabbed the massive flesh, the smooth clay allowing his thumb to glide mercilessly over the curve. He pushed her breast upward, isolating the swollen, hypersensitive peak. Catching the nipple between his fingers, he twisted hard.

Scarlett arched, a jagged scream tearing through her throat. But Dante wasn't finished. He pulled his left hand from the depths, his fingers coated in thick, foul-smelling sludge and shoved them straight past her parted lips.

She didn't gag. Barbarous submission fully hijacked her brain. She sucked his muddy fingers with a starving, ravenous desperation. Her tongue swirled around his digits, gathering the abrasive sand and swallowing the bitter taste of sulfur. The absolute degradation of eating from his muudy hands spiked the deep, insistent throb in her core to a dangerous level.

"Taste it," he ordered, a demonic whisper cutting through the steam. He thrust up harder.

"Feel what I've turned you into. A dirty, submissive swallowing my dirt. Take it!"

He's right, her mind spun and heart nearly stopped by lust. To hell with the world. To hell with control. Being ruined by him is the only power I want.

Fueled by the wet suction of her mouth, Dante pulled his fingers free and lunged upward, burying his muddy fist into the roots of her bulky hair. He yanked her head back with merciless force. Her spine bowed sharply, her throat totally exposed to the steam. The sudden, tension on her scalp acted as the final trigger. He controlled the rhythm now, using her hair as a leash to slam her down against his thrusts.

The tension was so tight it snapped. The climax hit her like a freight train. A catastrophic tremor started deep in her core, paralyzing her spine. Her scalding internal walls clamped down around his rigid shaft, crushing him in rapid, suffocating spasms.

A merciful man would have stopped to let her breathe. Dante did not. Refusing to let her catch her balance, he tightened his grip on her hips and thrust upward with relentless speed.

"Dante! Please fuck, I'm coming! Stop!" she shrieked, her body starts shaking.

But as his thrusts battered her spasming clit, the pleasure didn't fade it mutated. She was forced right past her limit into a second, agonizingly strong wave. She stripped of her sanity, thrashing wildly as she climaxed again and again.

For unbearable minutes, she milked him dry, her screams bouncing off the basalt rocks. Finally, the animalistic tension in Dante's blood hit the point of combustion. Just as her womb clenched for a third wave, his control destroyed.

A guttural, chest-tearing roar ripped from his throat. Scarlett answered with a destroyed wail. They detonated together. A thick, scalding flood of his seed erupted deep inside her, hitting her cervix with enough force to make his entire body lock rigid. The sheer violence of their dual climax sent them into massive, paralyzing cramps. His muscles turned to lead. The vacuum effect of the cooling mud and their locked bodies clamped them together like an iron vise. They couldn't move a millimeter. Blind, exhausted and tasting the earth, they rode out the devastating tremors as a single, clay-covered statue.

Time flatlined. Her walls relentlessly milked the last drops of his climax, Scarlett's consciousness fragmented. The tension bled from her muscles, leaving her bones feeling like melted wax. The breathtaking orgasm dragged her down. She just wanted to collapse backward into the sludge and sleep.

Dante wouldn't let her fade. The predator wasn't done playing with his prey. Tightening his muddy grip on her shoulders, he jerked her limp body flush against his chest. The wet clay splattered between them. Keeping his eyes shut, he found her mouth and crashed his lips over hers, forcing the bitter sulfur dripping from his own mouth back onto her tongue. The sharp taste acted like a defibrillator, snapping her cells awake.

He broke the kiss, trailing his open mouth down her mud-covered cheek. Wet, gray drops fell from his lips onto her throat. He found her ear. Slowly, he slipped his tongue out, the gritty mud scraping sensuously against her earlobe. A broken whimper escaped her, her thighs involuntarily clenched around his waist.

Then, he plunged his muddy tongue directly into her ear canal. The thick, wet squelch of the sludge created a mind-bending acoustic vacuum inside her head. With her vision gone and the outside world silenced, that single, obscene suction bypassed all logic and wired straight to her clit. It was so unexpectedly perverse, so disgusting, that the dormant embers in her groin instantly caught fire. Her core clenched wildly, a fresh rush of slickness flooding her walls. She was caught in a loop of endless orgasms. Thrashing her head blindly side to side, Scarlett threw her head back and moaned shamelessly into the steam.

Having claimed her mouth and throat, Dante dragged his lips lower, tracing the slick, mud-coated ridge of her ribcage. The seductive clay had dried slightly across her breasts, turning her flesh into cold, gray marble. He devoured the earth-scented layer like a starving animal, his hot, rough tongue scraping her skin clean, replacing the mud with his own blazing saliva. When he reached the swollen peak of her breast hard and aching against the chill of the air, he didn't just kiss it. He parted his lips and sank his teeth directly into the sensitive bud. The fine, abrasive grit caught between his teeth and her flesh as he bit down, crushing and tugging the nipple. The sharp sting of it sent a blinding whiplash of pure ecstasy down her spine. Pain and pleasure bled together in his dirty mouth, snapping the last chains on Scarlett’s dormant sadism.

Shaking off the heavy lethargy of her climax, she plunged her hands into his thick, mud-covered hair. Her fingers twisted ruthlessly into the dark strands at the nape of his neck, yanking his head back. She was dictating now.

"Yes," she hissed, her voice a ragged tremor in the steam. She yanked harder, forcing his face back down against her breast.

"Exactly like that. Eat it off me. Bite it. Harder, Dante."

The sharp bite acted as a catalyst. Her dominant streak, the ruthless, boundary-pushing executive who thrived on control, surged to the surface. She slowly unhooked her legs from his waist, shifting her weight while keeping her hips pinned firmly against his rigid erection. Using her upper body leverage, she dragged his head away from her chest. Her hands slid from his hair to his broad, mud-caked shoulders and with a surge of adrenaline, she pushed his upper body down toward the bubbling surface of the pit.

"My turn," she whispered, the promise ringing with lethal provocation.

She forced him lower, millimeter by trembling millimeter.

"Let’s see how long those lungs can hold out. Go down, Dante. Worship me in the dirt. And you don't come up for a single breath until I permit it."

A jolt of pure, territorial pride spiked in Dante’s chest. Yet, the sheer perversity of her command and the dark punishment of it sent his arousal spiraling. Beneath the thick sludge, his erection pulsed like a steel bar. He dragged in a massive, ragged breath of sulfur mixed air. Instead of fighting her downward pressure, he surrendered his weight. He let the gray mire swallow him. His jaw, his nose, his closed eyes, his entire face vanished beneath the choking mud.

Blind and submerged in the pitch-black, scalding depths, instinct took over. Guided by her hands gripping his head, Dante found her blazing, swollen center. Just as ordered, he opened his mouth. The slimily mud instantly flooded over his tongue and palate, a claustrophobic invasion that would have sent any sane man thrashing for the surface. But Dante wasn’t sane, not anymore. Ignoring the suffocating weight filling his mouth, he thrust his tongue out.

The moment his rough, mud-coated tongue lashed against her hypersensitive clit, a Devastated scream ripped from Scarlett’s throat, bouncing off the jungle canopy. Beneath the boiling surface, Dante delivered a staggering oral assault her private center. He swirled his tongue in tight, punishing circles, grinding the creamy slickness and the microscopic volcanic glass directly into her delicate flesh. Scarlett dug her nails desperately into the basalt rocks behind her, her spine bowing as she convulsed. The sensation of his mouth working beneath the boiling earth was profoundly depraved. He didn't offer mercy. Stiffening his tongue, he drove it deep into her tight, slick entrance, plastering her internal walls with the scalding gray sludge and pushing her arousal to a peak.

The smothering pressure and the burning lack of oxygen finally caught up to him. With his mouth packed with wet earth, breathing was impossible. He worshiped her blindly for what felt like an eternity, holding out until his lungs physically threatened to rupture and his gag reflex began to spasm. Unable to take another second, he jerked his head upward.

He broke the surface with a loud, wet gasp, thick gray clay pouring from his nose and mouth like a dark waterfall. He opened his mouth, his muscular chest expanding to drag in a desperate lungful of air.

But Scarlett’s control was certain. The millisecond his face cleared the mud, her hands smashed against his cheeks. She crashed her mouth down onto his gasping lips with violence, denying him the oxygen he craved. She locked their mouths together, forcing him to draw his breath directly from her own lungs. Their tongues tangled in a filthy, ravenous war. The slick fluids he had just stolen from her core blended with the metallic mud in his mouth, crushed between their teeth in an overwhelming kiss.

They devoured each other within that thick slurry entirely indifferent to the grit slicing at their mounts. This was a dirty sacrament, the sole worship of a dark religion they had forged in the belly of the island. Sharing that stolen breath in the suffocating darkness permanently severed the old balance of power between them.

As Dante slowly tried to find his footing in the dragging mud, fully intoxicated by oxygen deprivation and lust, the queen in Scarlett’s mind cemented her rule. Seeing this big, invincible man trembling beneath her hands, knowing he had just bowed his head into the volcanic dirt to taste her, ignited a terrifying dominance in her blood. She didn't just want mutual pleasure anymore. She wanted to conquer the darkest, most heavily guarded corners of his soul.

Her chest heaving with arrogant pride, she reached out and gripped his broad shoulders. The strong sulfur crust had sealed his eyelids shut again; he was fully blind, tethered to the world only by her touch and the smell of the earth.

"Do you trust me?" she whispered. The silky, lethal melody of her voice sliced through the humid silence.

Dante’s brow furrowed beneath the drying clay. He was still panting, his corded muscles twitching from the aftershocks of his climax.

"Yes," he rasped, his voice rough and distorted.

"I'd trust you with my life. But why are you asking me that right now?"

"Just trust me," she said, brushing her lips over his mud-covered jaw, commending like she owns him.

"Relax. And let go."

Emboldened by his blind vulnerability, Scarlett pulled away. She quickly scrubbed the thick paste from her own eyes. Blinking against the sting, the hazy, gray reality of the pit flooded back into view. The first thing she saw was him corded with muscle, fully encased in dirt and waiting blindly for her command. The sight made her pulse hammer against her ribs.

Moving with quiet precision to minimize the splashing, she reached for the small waterproof bag she had left on the volcanic rocks. Her fingers trembled. When she ripped the zipper open, the instrument of her ultimate fantasy lay waiting: a thick, matte-black silicone harness adorned with silver buckles.

I can do this, she thought, her stomach twisting with dark anticipation. In the past, his impenetrable masculine pride had always shut this down. He had been terrified of yielding that final inch of control. But earlier, in the darkness of the cave, he had let her push the boundary just a fraction. Now, she was going to kick the door off its hinges. She was going to own him.

She pulled the hard authoritative rig from the bag. She worked the thick leather straps with her muddy fingers. Dante remained still, turning his blind face slightly, trying to track her movements by sound alone.

"Dante," she commanded, stripping every ounce of tender affection from her tone. It was the voice of a ruthless dictator.

"Get on your knees. Plant your hands on the flat stone at the bottom. Turn your back to me."

The sharp crack of her authority made him swallow hard.

"Scarlett... what are you doing? In the mud-"

"I didn't ask questions," she snapped, cutting him off like a whip.

"I gave you an order. Now."

The dark, submissive urge that had been slowly bleeding into his veins finally took the reins. Slowly, fighting the strong drag of the liquid, he turned his back to her. He lowered his knees onto the scalding, slippery rock and dropped his massive hands forward, bracing himself on all fours.

This was a violently taxing position. Hovering on his knees, his face was mere inches from the popping bubbles of the gray lava. The throat-burning vapor hit his eyes and nose directly. Thick drops of mud fell from his jaw, hitting the surface with wet, heavy plops. He had to lock his thick neck muscles to keep his head rigidly suspended, if his arms gave out or his neck dipped, his face would plunge directly into the suffocating mire. The physical strain was a perfect manifestation of his total helplessness.

Behind him, Scarlett strapped the matte-black leather around her waist. The sharp, metallic clinks of the silver buckles echoed loudly over the burping earth. Unable to see the harness, Dante innocently assumed she was preparing for a different kind of play, the wet, oral worship they had shared before. The mere thought of her tongue tracing his tightest folds was enough to make his erection throb fiercely against the mud.

She pulled the final strap hardly and locked it. Now, she possessed a rigid, commanding length of her own. As the thick leather bit into her hips, the dominant energy in her blood went fucking nuclear.

"Scarlett," he grunted, his biceps shaking slightly under the strain of holding his upper body rigid. "What are you doing back there? The waiting is killing me."

Her answer wasn't verbal. It was an open-handed strike that cracked like a gunshot over the water.

Her mud-slicked palm slammed against his left glute with unapologetic violence. The sheer force of the blow shattered the crust of drying clay on his skin, sending gray shrapnel raining into the boiling pit.

"Fuck!" Dante flinched, his massive frame shuddering from the blinding, localized sting. Blind and braced in his hands, he couldn't prepare for the impact. He was fully at her mercy.

A cold, dangerously serene smile curved over Scarlett's lips. Pressing a muddy finger to her mouth, she let out a long, menacing hiss into the steam.

"Shhhhh."

His groans died instantly.

"I forbid you to speak," she ordered, her voice dropping to a glacial whisper. Her hand trailed slowly over the exact spot she had just struck, her nails tracing the flushed, stinging skin beneath the mud.

"From this second forward, you don't make a sound without my permission. Soon, the pleasure is going to steal your oxygen entirely. Even if you want to beg, you won't be able to. Until then, you will endure the ache, you will take the pleasure and you will remember who owns you."

Dante’s jaw locked. The cornered dominant man inside him thrashed furiously against the humiliation, but he kept his mouth shut. Still, a low, gravelly grunt of protest vibrated in his chest.

This was an infraction. And the queen did not tolerate disobedience.

Another vicious slap cracked through the air, this time her left hand connecting heavily with his right thigh.

"Christ! Scarlett…"

"I warned you," she hissed, the last traces of his gentle lover vanishing beneath the iron will of a sadist.

Moving with lethal speed, she fisted her hand in his slimily, mud-covered hair. Bypassing his rigid neck muscles, she shoved his head downward.

His face crashed into the boiling sludge. Panic spiked in his chest as the scalding, sulfur-choked liquid flooded his nose and sealed his lips. He couldn't draw a breath, there was only the crushing weight of the earth. She held him under for three unbearable seconds, burning her authority into his very bones. Then, hauling upward on his roots, she dragged his head out of the abyss.

Mud streamed from his nose and lips as he choked down a desperate, ragged breath.

"Do you understand who holds the leash?" she told against his ear.

"Shut your mouth and take what I give you."

Waiting until his neck locked rigidly in place, holding his face inches above the boiling surface without a single millimeter of defiance, she sank to her knees behind him. She was on all fours now, a mirror of his submission, but the thick silicone shaft swaying between her thighs gave her the ultimate physical supremacy.

She leaned forward, her face hovering between the muscular, mud-streaked curves of his glutes. The sharp metallic scent of the volcano mixed with his slimily, sweat, stimulating aphrodisiac. Darting her tongue out, she dragged a hot, wet stripe of saliva directly across his tight, entrance.

Dante’s massive frame flinched as if she had hit him with a live wire. Her tongue worked meticulously, clearing the abrasive grit from his skin, swirling around the tight ring of muscle with deadly precision. His bruised masculine pride screamed in the back of his mind. What the hell am I doing? His logic roared. How am I letting her break me down like this, pinned in the dirt?

But his body was a traitor. Her hot, wet tongue mingled with the slick mud, softening the entrance, his erection pulsed furiously against his own stomach, the pressure building to a terrifying, vein-bursting ache. The utter degradation of the act, fueled by her dominance, annihilated the last walls of his resistance. He stopped fighting. He let the dark, submissive hunger swallow him whole.

Slowing the wet rhythm of her mouth, she lifted her head. She dragged her nails lightly up his spine, scraping away the gray clay.

"I can feel exactly how your body is reacting to me," she murmured, her voice dripping with dark satisfaction.

"Your muscles are shaking. Your length is so hard under the mud it's going to snap. You're terrified, aren't you? You're terrified that I'm about to butcher that untouchable alpha facade."

Dante swallowed hard, panting raggedly over the burping sludge, but he didn't dare speak.

"Don't be afraid," she told. She gripped the thick base of the harness, aligning the blunt tip directly against his slick, throbbing passage.

"I'm going to rip that door right off its hinges. I'm going to carve my way into this untouchable body and I'm going to prove that you are nothing but flesh, weakness and need. Just like me. Relax, Dante. Take your queen."

Relying on the miraculous, dense lubrication of the volcanic clay, she pressed the silicone tip against his rigid threshold. When the body registered the hard, unyielding intrusion, his muscles involuntarily locked.

"Shhh... breathe through it," she commanded, inching her hips forward.

The first few millimeters pushed inside him. As the thick, slick toy began stretching his tight ring, Dante’s head snapped back hard. The overwhelming fullness hit him like a freight train a high mix of pleasure and raw panic flooded his brain. This was the same man who hunted and commanded everything in his life, now on his knees in the dirt, taking his woman’s power deep inside his body.

Scarlett paused halfway, letting him adjust to the brutal stretch. Then she locked her core, pulled her hips back, and drove forward with one harsh, unforgiving thrust, burying the entire shaft to the hilt.

The thick silicone slammed straight into his prostate.

Time broke.

A violent shock exploded through his nervous system, from his toes all the way up to his skull. His already aching cock throbbed so hard it hurt. A single hot tear slipped from under his mud-covered lashes. The pleasure was too much, too deep, too fucking intense. The last wall of his control shattered.

"Fuck no! God, Scarlett!" he roared, his voice cracking.

"It’s too much!"

His alpha pride made one last desperate stand. He jerked his hips forward frantically, trying to escape the overwhelming fullness, trying to break free from the surrender.

"Pull it out! Fuck, no!"

His frantic resistance only fed her dominance. She was buried to the hilt and had zero intention of letting him run from this. She clamped her thighs like steel around his hips, refusing to let him pull away even an inch.

At the same time, her left hand shot out and grabbed the back of his mud-soaked neck. With raw fury and absolute authority, she shoved his struggling face back down into the boiling gray mud.

His face crashed beneath the surface. His frantic, desperate protests were instantly severed, swallowed by the thick, burping blup-blup of the volcanic mud.

Holding his head fully submerged, Scarlett slammed her hips forward again. The dense silicone crushed his prostate a second time, with even more crushing force. Pinned beneath the earth, starved of oxygen and relentlessly impaled, Dante experienced the most violent, mind-shattering climax of his existence. He couldn't protest. He couldn't flee. His body, his soul and his shattered pride belonged to her hands. Staring down at the masterpiece of submission she had carved into the gray hell, Scarlett drank in the taste of victory.

Buried in the suffocating depths of the pit, Dante's connection to reality was annihilated. The merciless, rhythmic fullness stretching him apart ground the final remnants of his ego to dust. But she didn't want him to simply drown in the darkness. She wanted to look him in the eyes. She wanted to watch his kingdom fall.

Fighting the slimily drag of the sludge, she buried her fingers into the roots of his soaking hair. With a guttural sound of exertion, she hauled his head forcibly upward.

He tore through the surface, thick sheets of gray clay cascading from his lips and nose. He sucked in a massive, ragged, desperate breath, his chest expanding wildly as his eyelids fluttered open against the crust. But before he could even process the oxygen, before he could form a single word of surrender, Scarlett pulled her hips back and drove the black silicone into him again harder, deeper and with unapologetic intent.

A jagged roar tore from his throat. His head was tipped sharply back, anchored by her ruthless, white-knuckled grip on his hair. The thick veins in his neck bulged against the mud-caked skin, straining as if they might rupture.

From her kneeling position behind him, Scarlett stared down at his writhing face. Stripped of his arrogant armor, twisted in a blinding crossfire of agony and ecstasy, he looked magnificent. The dark, sadistic hunger inside her fed greedily on his vulnerability. This island, this suffocating volcanic pit, had mutated from a sanctuary into a primal altar where they bled out their darkest secrets.

"Give it up. I own you now," her lips brushing the shell of his ear. The dark melody of her voice bled into the hissing steam. Yanking his hair a fraction harder to expose his throat, she locked her core and maintained the relentless, driving rhythm of her hips.

With every thrust, his internal muscles clamped down around the thick silicone. He fought the invasion, yet simultaneously tried to swallow it whole. The sheer, starving suction of his body sent a phantom, thrilling power surging straight to her own core.

"This is exactly how you used to fuck me on those oil-stained mattresses, isn't it?" she taunted, her tone dripping with venomous provocation. She smirked as a violent tremor wrecked his broad shoulders, watching his muddy lips tremble around a stifled groan. "You thought you could just impale me with that untouchable, arrogant masculinity. You thought you'd always be the one pinning me down. Tell me, Dante... how does it feel on the other side? While your most guarded, untouched depths are being crushed by my toy, how does it feel to moan like a ‘beach’ beneath me? Right now, you are nothing. You are mine."

He stared up at her blindly, his face a covered mask of clay and sweat. His jaw locked so tight the grinding of his teeth was audible over the bubbling earth. He wanted to roar, to expel the catastrophic pressure building in his veins, but the vow of silence she had enforced remained an iron collar around his throat. He had to choke on his own screams. Yet that very restriction that degrading obedience acted like gasoline on his arousal. Thick, hot tears leaked from the corners of his tightly shut eyes, carving clean tracks through the gray sludge on his cheeks. This was the ultimate confession. His impenetrable armor had been destroyed and laid at her feet.

This is my masterpiece, her breath hitching with the sheer high of control. This total helplessness. The way he bites his own tongue to obey me, even as his mind fractures. I am carving my name into the darkest corners of his psyche.

She didn't break her rhythm. The silver buckles of the harness slapped wetly against her skin and the mud with every forward drive. She aimed the blunt tip of the silicone directly at his prostate, delivering precise, merciless strikes. The unbroken assault paralyzed his nervous system, reducing the invincible alpha to a trembling cluster of overstimulated nerves.

Without pausing her hips, she brought her right hand back and delivered a blistering slap to his left cheek.

CRACK!

"Shh... quiet," she hissed, instantly the ragged whimper that slipped past his lips.

"I told you to feel it, not whine about it."

Spreading her fingers, she dug her manicured nails deep into the thick crust of mud coating his broad back. Starting from his muscular shoulders, she dragged her nails ruthlessly down his spine, scraping hard enough to leave blistering red tracks in her wake. His warm, bronze skin emerged from the gray ruin, the muscles twitching violently beneath her stinging touch. The abrasive pain spiked his arousal to a fever pitch. This filthy, sweat-soaked ritual had annihilated the last remaining laws of civilization, pushing their toxic devotion into a flawless, terrifying new dimension.

But Scarlett wasn't done. She wanted to push him wholly off the edge of the world.

Leaning her upper body forward, she let her bare, hardened breasts brush sensuously against his shoulder blades. She reached both arms past his torso, sliding her slender hands blindly into the scalding, invisible depths of the mud beneath his stomach. Her fingers swept through the thick slurry until they collided with something heavy, hot and fully encased in the clay.

His erection.

The moment her fingers closed around the blistering heat of it, her heart skipped a violent beat. Her eyes widened. Even through the suffocating layer of the mire, the sheer magnitude of his arousal was staggering. Dante was always enormous, but this... this was lethal. The rigid, throbbing length of him spilled past her grip, the thick veins pulsing frantically against her palm. While his ego was being systematically ground into the dirt, while he was impaled and humiliated, his body was paradoxically rewarding him with the most violent erection of his life.

God, her breath caught in a ragged gasp. The harder I break him, the more he starves for it. He had no limits left. And the catalyst for this monstrous hunger was her unapologetic dominance.

The realization sent a hot, hard flood of slickness pooling in her own groin. Plastering her chest against his back, she gripped his rock-hard length through the mud and began to stroke him. Her hands worked in a crushing, rhythmic glide, perfectly synced with the thrusts of her hips. She was hammering his prostate from the inside while mercilessly milking his hardened flesh in the boiling earth.

"Do you see it now, my love?" she said, pressing her open mouth against his sweaty, mud-covered nape. "You were so terrified of this. But look what it's turned you into. You're so hard my hands can barely close around you. Being broken beneath my weight, having me stretch you wide in the dirt... this is what your twisted soul craved all along. Stop fighting it, Dante. Burn for me."

The dual sensory overload obliterated Dante’s remaining brain cells. The devastating internal strikes, coupled with the slowly, dragging friction of her hands beneath the mud, eclipsed anything he had ever felt. The tentative exploration in the cave had been a spark, this was a supernova. He had never been touched so deeply, so ruinously. His body was no longer his own. Logic was dead. He was free-falling through a blinding, deafening storm of ecstasy.

And then, the final dam in his blood ruptured.

The climax hit him with the force of a seismic event. The orgasm detonated at his prostate, shooting up his spinal cord like a crack of lightning. His eyes rolled back beneath the crust of clay. Deep beneath the surface, hot, thick jets of his seed erupted from his length, firing into the dense gray slurry with catastrophic pressure.

Scarlett felt the violent expulsion vibrate through the mud into her own palms. He wasn't just ejaculating. He was purging his arrogance, his dominance, his impenetrable pride directly into his mistress's hands.

But the orgasm was too violent. It fucks his brain. Caught in the blinding grip of involuntary pleasure cramps, his survival instincts hijacked his limbs. As his internal walls clamped down around the silicone in a crushing, shredding vice, his massive frame convulsed. Stripped of his form, he reflexively bucked upward, desperately trying to straighten his spine.

His broad back slammed hard against Scarlett’s chest. The sudden, violent surge caught her off guard. His skull snapped backward, the mud-covered bone grazing her chin by a millimeter. She barely managed to jerk her face out of the way to avoid a broken jaw.

Terror spiked in her chest, instantly followed by a blinding, territorial rage.

This was defiance. Even if his body had done it involuntarily because of the orgasm, it still counted as a challenge to her control. And Scarlett wasn’t about to let even the smallest rebellion go unpunished.

“I didn’t say you could move!” she snarled, her eyes flaming with raw fury.

She didn’t pull out. Instead, she released his cock and grabbed his neck with both hands. While he was still shaking from the aftershocks, she slammed her full weight forward and shoved his face straight down into the boiling mud.

This wasn’t a warning. His neck offered zero resistance. She pushed hard, forcing his face completely under the surface. The thick sludge swallowed his mouth, nose, and eyes. Only the back of his neck remained visible above the gray mass.

Watching him disappear beneath the mud sent a violent, intoxicating rush through her. She had finally broken him.

Buried under the tick, scalding sludge, Dante kept coming. His eyes stayed squeezed shut. He couldn’t breathe. He tried to scream, but the mud swallowed every sound. The only thing that escaped were thick, desperate bubbles rising steadily to the surface.

Blup… blup… blup…

In that pitch-black, suffocating darkness, something inside him finally snapped. He stopped fighting. The boiling pit was no longer torture. It became surrender. No pride remained. No control. Just heat, pressure, and her.

That complete psychological surrender locked him inside the orgasm. Instead of fading, his spasms stretched on and on. Seconds turned into a full minute. For what felt like an eternity, he convulsed in the dark, helplessly milking her silicone shaft while releasing a constant stream of bubbles into her domain.

Scarlett watched the powerful tremors rack his spine with dark, consuming pleasure. The bubbles rising from her buried man created the most beautiful sound she had ever heard. She stroked the exposed, mud-slicked skin of his nape with almost loving tenderness.

"Just like that," slowing her hips into a shallow, tormenting grind that matched every contraction inside him.

"Good boy. My beautiful, broken submissive. This mud is your entire universe now, and I am its only god. Beg me through those bubbles. Lose your fucking mind. Learn that you can’t even breathe without my permission."

As the violent spasms in his body finally began to subside, Dante felt completely hollowed out. His nerves were fried from the relentless pleasure. Even the thick silicone lodged deep inside him, which had brought blinding ecstasy moments ago, now felt like a jagged blade. Every tiny movement of her hips sent sharp, unbearable shocks through his brain.

Despite the heavy lethargy weighing down his limbs, the primal instinct of a trapped animal flared one last time. Planting his palms flat against the slimy rock floor, Dante braced his shoulders and tried to lunge forward desperately, attempting to dislodge the toy from his body. It was pure reflex, a blind effort to tear himself free from the overwhelming captivity.

But he was fighting his own mirror. Scarlett knew the tension in his shoulders and the hitch of his breath as intimately as she knew her own pulse. She anticipated the escape before his muscles even fired. The millisecond his weight shifted, she pounced.

"Where do you think you're going?" she hissed, the sound slicing through the steam like a blade.

Before he gained a fraction of an inch, her muddy hands clamped down on his narrow hips. Digging her nails violently into his flesh, she pinned his pelvis to the floor, instantly crushing the rebellion.

"You don't pull off of me until I say you're done. Do you understand?"

To punctuate the venomous command, she drew her hips back and drove the silicone forward with every ounce of force she possessed. The blunt tip slammed into his hypersensitive, post-orgasmic depths.

The strike cracked like a whip through his nervous system. Pain and pleasure collided so brutally that Dante’s body physically launched upward, rearing like a struck horse. His head tore through the surface of the mud with a loud, wet gasp. Dark clay streamed from his nose and lips, he sucked in a desperate, ragged breath of oxygen.

Before he could even blink, Scarlett’s left hand shot into his hair. She seized the heavy roots and jerked his head backward, reestablishing total dominance.

"Now, slowly... you rise with me," she commanded. She straightened her knees, rising smoothly from the slippery floor without withdrawing a single inch of the silicone.

"Don't you dare pull away. Keep it buried to the hilt. Rise."

Yielding to the agonizing pull on his scalp and the unyielding fullness impaling him, Dante forced his trembling legs to push upward. Slimily sheets of gray sludge drained from their torsos as they rose. His muscles screamed in protest. With every inch they ascended, the angle of the silicone shifted inside him, dragging against his sensitive internal walls and drawing deep, broken groans from his throat.

"That's it," leaning her face close to his mud-streaked shoulder. Her voice was dark, raspy and endlessly smug. "See how beautiful it is to let go? Watch how your arrogant body becomes nothing but an obedient toy when I take the reins."

They reached a fully upright, kneeling position in the center of the pit. The boiling mud dropped to their waists, exposing their slick, clay-painted chests to the cool night air. Scarlett stood tall behind him, anchored by the leather belts biting into her hips. Her grip on his hair remained arching his neck backward until the tendons strained.

Beneath the drying gray mask, Dante’s face was angled toward the hazy sky, helpless. His Adam's apple bobbed defenselessly as he swallowed hard. Scarlett leaned forward, looming over his inverted vision.

She crashed her mouth against his in a bruising, punishing kiss. With the thick harness still uniting their bodies, the kiss was a sealing ritual. Their tongues tangled frantically, sliding through the metallic, bitter taste of the earth. She forced the sulfur-laced sludge from her own palate directly down his throat. Dante swallowed it without hesitation, a degrading acceptance of the dark tether binding them.

She broke the seal of their lips, her breath fanning over his face. She stared down into his glazed, fractured eyes.

"Tell me,” She breathed, her voice a serrated whisper.

"Who owns this island? Who makes the rules?"

His brain was a molten ruin. The sheer volume of pain and pleasure had burn out his logic. Yet, deep within the wreckage, a tiny, stubborn ember of his alpha ego flickered.

Through cracked, mud-stained lips, he choked out,

"I... I don't know."

The insolence ignited a wildfire in her chest. She didn't argue. She twisted the hair in her fist, locking his head in place and slammed her hips forward with punishing violence. The silicone ground directly against his overstimulated prostate.

"Fuck!" Dante shrieked, his spine arching into a fierce, involuntary bow as the last ember of his pride was snuffed out.

She twisted the toy inside him, grinding the nerves until the pleasure soured into pure, blinding agony.

"I will ask you one last time," she snarled, the velvet of her voice sharpening into a razor.

"Who rules here?"

The hot tears cut fresh tracks through the dirt on his face. Resistance was dead.

"You are," he groaned, his voice hollowed out. His head fell back in defeat.

"It's you. You are my mistress."

The words rang through her soul like a triumphal march. Her chest swelled, a god-like arrogance flooding her veins. This was the perfect finale. The untouchable boss had bowed to her, the island's darkest secret was sealed.

"Good boy," she murmured, the vicious edge melting into a tenderness. She loosened her grip on his hair and gently stroked his cheek.

"Be my obedient boy."

The ritual was complete. There was no point in torturing a body that had already been reduced to liquid. Bracing her hands on his broad, mud-covered shoulders, she slowly began to pull her hips back.

The withdrawal was severe. The thick silicone dragged out of his tightly gripping muscles' millimeter by millimeter, leaving a cold, aching emptiness in its wake. When the blunt tip finally cleared his entrance, a hollow squelch echoed in the silent steam.

The sleek, black toy had been stained fully matte gray by the earth and his body.

The moment the silicone disconnected, the invisible strings holding Dante upright were severed. A deep, shuddering groan of pure relief tore from his throat. Stripped of his muscular tension and her authoritarian grip, he exhibited zero reflexes. He pitched straight forward like a felled tree. His massive frame crashed face-first into the boiling mud with a monumental, slimily splash, sending gray water spraying into the air. He lay floating in the sludge motionless.

The sight of his dead weight collapse instantly shatters Scarlett's god-complex. The sadistic, untouchable queen vanished, wildly replaced by cold, suffocating terror.

"Dante!" she shrieked, her commanding tone cracking into a desperate sob.

His limp form, half-buried in the boiling pit, made her heart stop. Forgetting the harness still strapped to her hips, she scrambled forward on her knees, throwing herself into the mud beside him. She dug her fingers into his muscular shoulders and hauled with all her might, rolling his big muscular body onto his back.

His arms flopped uselessly into the mire. His face was a horrifying mask of thick gray clay, sealing his eyes and mouth. He wasn't breathing.

"No, no, please... wake up!" Her hands shook furiously as she clawed at his face, frantically wiping the thick sediment away from his nose and lips. Hot tears spilled over her lashes, mixing with the dirt on her own cheeks. "Dante, breathe! Please, hold on!"

Driven by sheer, blinding panic, she leaned down, hovering millimeters above his still lips to feel for a breath, preparing to force air into his lungs.

The moment her face dropped into range, his eyes snapped open.

Before her brain could even register the movement, Dante exhaled with explosive force. He blew the mouthful of muddy water he had been secretly hoarding in his cheeks directly into her face.

Blinded by the sudden, filthy spray, Scarlett shrieked and recoiled, falling backward onto her ass in the shallow mud. She frantically wiped the stinging water from her eyes, a sound ripped through the eerie silence of the jungle.

It was a raspy, exhausted, but booming roar of arrogant laughter.

The absolute surrender. The deadweight collapse. The terrifying stillness. It had all been a calculated, theatrical bluff. A final, wicked middle finger from an alpha ego that refused to die. And she had bought every single second of it, blinded by her own terrifying love for him.

When she finally scrubbed the sludge from her vision, she saw him lying there, chest heaving, wearing a cheeky grin. Her sheer, paralyzing relief instantly mutated into a flash of blinding, homicidal fury.

"You fucking bastard!" she screamed.

She drew her hand back and let it fly. The slap cracked across his mud-streaked cheek, a sharp, stinging gunshot that echoed over the bubbling water. It did nothing to erase his savage grin.

"You bastard, I will fuck you!" she scolded, though the venom instantly dissolved as a breathless, tearful laugh broke past her lips. Her weak fists hammered against his chest, but the fight bled out of her in seconds. She collapsed against his warm, unyielding torso. Even with his cheek flaming from the strike, Dante’s laughter rumbled deep in his chest. His bulky arms banded around her waist, anchoring her flush against him. The high-stakes psychological warfare they had just waged evaporated, leaving behind a profound devotion forged in the shadows.

Pushing up slightly on her knees, Scarlett framed his jaw. Her touch was tender, yet her mud-slicked fingers gripped him with a lingering threat. She stared into his eyes, watching his pupils dilate with amusement and a dangerously affectionate smile curved her lips.

"I am going to ruin you," she said, her voice scraped from exhaustion. She squeezed his chin.

"Just wait. I will break that arrogant spine of yours. I’ll crush this endless cheekiness until you forget your own name. You are a menace."

Despite the lethal promise in her grip, his grin only widened.

"But you love it, my Queen," he rasped, his words carrying the heavy, slurred cadence of a man totally wrecked by pleasure.

"You love having me helpless in the dirt just as much as you love the defiance."

He was right. She was addicted to the contradictions within him. That final, adrenaline-spiking prank had only cemented their twisted dynamic. Their power struggles, the violent pendulum of dominance and submission, were the truest language they spoke. But right now, their bodies were staging a total rebellion. The catastrophic, prolonged detonations of his climax, the relentless aching in her own thighs and the narcotic pull of the sulfurous water all crashed down on them at once, turning their brains to static. They lacked the strength to inflict another punishment or trade another barb. The blinding ecstasy had drained every ounce of their life force, leaving behind nothing but a massive, narcotic peace.

"I'm done..." Dante muttered, his thick lashes fluttering shut as if weighed down by lead.

Moving sluggishly, he waded toward the shallow, rocky lip of the pool. He let his broad back slide down against the warm, volcanic basalt, tilting his head to bare his throat to the humid sky. His chest rose and fell in a slow, hypnotic rhythm.

"Just... give me five minutes. I'm shutting down."

Scarlett was drowning in the same paralytic exhaustion. The hard silicone harness still bit into her hips, but the mere thought of working the stiff silver buckles felt like climbing a mountain. Crawling through the thick slurry, she moved between his sprawling, muscular thighs. With a soft sigh, she let the dense mud cushion her descent as she settled heavily into his lap. The rigid toy pressed awkwardly against his stomach, but Dante was too far gone to care. Guided by pure instinct, his arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her flush against his chest.

She rested her cheek in the crook of his shoulder, breathing in the dark, stimulating scent of sulfur and male sweat. This wasn't the Queen and her submissive anymore. This was a man and a woman, stripped bare, hiding from the world in the belly of the earth.

They surrendered to the warm, womb-like embrace of the gray clay. Nature’s primitive bath acted as a scalding salve on their trembling, overtaxed muscles. The jungle grew quiet around them, the distant calls of macaws fading beneath the rhythmic, slow blup-blup of the burping mud. Their breathing synchronized. Within seconds, they slipped into a profound, dreamless coma, breathing life into the island's darkest secrets as they slept like petrified statues.

Time dissolved in that gray cradle. The sun had long since dragged its fiery arc across the jungle canopy. When their internal clocks finally forced their eyes open hours later, the stifling heat of the day was breaking and their reality had shifted.

Dante breached consciousness first.

As his mind crawled out of the dark, a choking, unnatural tightness gripped his face. He tried to blink, but his eyelashes felt cemented together. When he attempted to yawn, a literal armor resisted the movement. The skin of his forehead, cheeks and lips was locked in a painful vise. Forcing his eyes open, he raised a hand to his face and the grim reality set in.

During their comatose nap, the thick volcanic slurry coating their exposed upper bodies had baked in the tropical heat. The creamy, soothing clay was gone, replaced by a rigid, cracking mask of gray stone. It pulled painfully at his pores with every microscopic twitch of his muscles. His dark hair had calcified into a solid, concrete helmet.

"Christ..." he grunted, the dried crust on his cheeks snapping and flaking with tiny crack sounds when he spoke. Even turning his neck required a calculated effort.

He looked down at Scarlett, still dead to the world in his lap. A rough chuckle vibrated in his chest. Her flawless, delicate features were entombed in the same gray porcelain. But the real casualty was her hair. Her long, luxurious strands had dried into a massive, unyielding block of sedimentary rock hanging off her scalp. It looked like a solid slab of concrete draped over her shoulders. He lifted a stiff, stone-coated finger and tapped the solid mass of her hair.

"Sweetheart," she whispered.

"Wake up, baby. We’ve turned into gargoyles."

Scarlett groaned, her brow twitching against the painful resistance of the baked clay. She tried to pry her eyes open, the same claustrophobic panic hit her. She attempted to lift her head from his chest, but the sheer, excruciating weight of her petrified hair nearly snapped her neck. Her hands flew up, her fingers colliding with the rough, jagged boulder that used to be her hair.

"What..." she mumbled, her voice thick with sleep and confusion.

Her eyes snapped wide open. She stared at Dante’s cracked, gray face and the dark, sadistic mistress fully evaporated. The blinding fog of lust had cleared, leaving behind the meticulous, high-maintenance, image-obsessed woman who never stepped out of line.

"Are you kidding me?!" she shrieked, her hands slapping frantically against the solid slab of her hair.

"Did we seriously sleep in this? Dante, look at my hair! It's destroyed! How am I supposed to comb a literal brick? They practically poured cement on my head!"

Dante bit the inside of his cheek to suppress a laugh, thoroughly entertained by the whiplash. The ruthless goddess who had just waterboarded him in boiling mud was now having a meltdown over split ends.

"Come on, babe," he coaxed, his joints popping loudly as he forced his petrified body to stand.

"We need to hit the trail. The camp shower is calling. This crust is flaying me alive."

"Absolutely not," she snapped, trying to scowl a feat made nearly impossible by her rigid forehead.

"I am not walking into camp looking like a swamp monster. I can barely hold my head up. We are going to the hot springs first. I have to melt this off."

He couldn't hide his smirk. Whether she was holding a whip or a hairbrush, the woman refused to relinquish control.

"It's on the way," he conceded, offering his hand.

"Let's get out of this pit."

They hauled themselves out of the warm sludge and onto the jagged basalt. The moment the humid breeze hit them, the remaining wet mud flash-dried, turning them into walking, naked statues. They began clawing at their skin, peeling away thick, painful flakes of clay that ripped at their body hair. But the volcanic ash had seeped too deep into their pores, bare hands couldn't break the armor.

Scarlett finally wrestled the harness off her hips. The silver buckles were choked with dull gray silt. The instrument of Dante's ruin the very weapon that had reduced the untouchable dominant man to trembling tears now looked like a dirty, forgotten relic. She didn't bother rinsing it, moving to shove it into her waterproof pack.

But as she bent over, she paused.

Dante had his back to her, bent at the waist, cursing under his breath as he aggressively scraped a thick crust of mud from his thighs.

The ghost of her dominance flared to life. Staring at his broad, totally exposed backside the territory she had conquered, a wicked, vengeful spark ignited in her blood. Payback for the mouthful of mud he had spat in her face.

A slow wild smile curved her cracked lips. Instead of dropping the harness, she gripped the slick, hard silicone shaft. Moving with silence, she stalked up behind him. Without a word of warning, she drove the cold, blunt tip directly against his tight, hyper-sensitive entrance.

Dante reacted as if he'd been struck by lightning. His overstimulated nervous system hijacked his brain. "Fuck!" he roared, his knees instantly liquefying. Panic flashed across his face as his boots slipped on the wet rock. His arms windmilled wildly, his heavy frame pitching backward toward the boiling sludge.

Scarlett’s melodic laughter pierced the air as she lunged, her lightning-fast reflexes catching his forearm. Bracing her stance, she hauled his massive weight forward, saving him from a scalding dive. Dante spun around, his chest heaving, his heart hammering against his ribs. Scarlett stood doubled over, tears of pure mirth cutting clean tracks through the mud on her face, the black toy dangling casually from her fingers.

"Are you trying to kill me?" he gasped, his pride stinging from the ambush. He scowled, hating the breathless vulnerability she could still pull from him.

"I almost went back into the pit! I just scraped that shit off my legs!"

Scarlett sauntered closer, trailing the dirty silicone lightly up the side of his thigh. Her voice dropped into a sultry, mocking purr.

"What's wrong, my love?" she said, her eyes dancing with malice.

"Does that ravenous little body of yours miss this already? One touch and you fall to pieces. If you're that desperate, I don't have to pack it. You can carry it inside you on the hike back. It's much safer tucked away in the dark, don't you think?"

Dante’s jaw tightened. The irritation melted away, eclipsed by a dark heat. Her relentless provocation always woke the beast. A slow, knowing smirk touched his lips.

"You're swimming in deep waters, Scarlett," he warned, his voice dropping an octave as his hands clamped onto her waist, dragging her flush against him. The dried clay ground between their bodies. He leaned down, his lips grazing her ear.

"But remember the rules. What happens in the mud, stays in the mud. Put the toy away. Because when we get back to our tent, I'm going to show you what the real nightmares on this island look like."

The shift thrilled her. His seamless transition from broken submissive back to a lethal, challenging alpha was the core of their addiction.

"We'll see about that," she said, tossing the rig into the bag and yanking the zipper shut.

Encased in their cracking carapaces, they began the hike toward the hidden valley. Every step shed flakes of gray dust onto the jungle floor. Desperate to cling to her refinement, Scarlett carried the waterproof bag pinched between two fingers, holding it at arm's length to avoid touching her own soiled skin. Dante watched her comical defiance from ahead, a fond smile breaking through his mask.

But as the hike progressed, a far more insidious torment took hold.

The real agony wasn't the external crust, it was the internal shift. With every jarring step along the uneven trail, gravity went to work. For Dante, whose deepest limits had been mercilessly stretched, the sensation was fucking insane. The warm, dense slurry trapped inside his core began to slowly seep out. The slick, slow glide of the fluid escaping his body and tracing down his inner thighs felt intensely illicit, a narcotic reminder of his complete submission.

Behind him, Scarlett fought a parallel war. The slick mixture of mud and her own arousal shifted heavily within her. A filthy, beautiful leakage that stripped away every last shred of civilized restraint, making her hyper-aware of her own throbbing pulse.

Dante paused, casting a dark glance over his shoulder. His eyes burned right through his gray mask.

"You feel it, don't you?" Dante sound scraping against the humid air.

"You feel the weight of it slipping out. The friction with every step. We're walking through this jungle like wild animals, ruined by our own filth. Don't forget who put you in that state."

Scarlett’s breath caught as a sharp contraction rippled through her.

"God, Dante," she told.

"It's maddening. I look at you, seeing what’s leaking from your thighs and I still can't comprehend how thoroughly I broke you. We are drowning in the sins of this island."

The hike became a grueling march of sensory overload, but the promise of the hot springs pushed them forward. However, the moment they broke through the tree line, their hopes were crushed.

The gentle, romantic veil of mist that usually blanketed the spring had mutated into a blinding, roaring wall of white steam. Eager to wash, Dante stepped forward and plunged his hand into the water.

A harsh, ragged curse tore from his throat. He forcibly wrenched his arm back, stumbling onto the dirt and clutching his reddened wrist.

"Stop!" he yelled, throwing his good hand up to block her path.

"Don't touch it. The subterranean veins must have shifted. The water is literally boiling. It'll peel the flesh off our bones."

Scarlett stared at the lethal steam. The reality froze her blood, instantly triggering an elitist meltdown.

"You have got to be kidding me," she wailed, her hands flying up to grip the concrete block on her head. "The beach is a thirty-minute hike! Under the blazing sun! Dante, I am carrying a boulder on my neck! Not even the Pacific Ocean is going to dissolve this!"

Recognizing the genuine panic bleeding through her exhaustion, Dante stepped into her space, his protective instincts surging. He wrapped his arms tightly around her rigid, trembling frame.

"Hey, look at me," he said, pressing his lips to her dusty forehead.

"Stop pulling at it, you'll rip it out of the roots. Trust me. This silt is pure volcanic mineral. Once the saltwater breaks down, your skin is going to feel like silk. Just breathe."

Anchored by his steady, booming heartbeat, the panic slowly drained from her spine.

"I hate you," she said into his chest, though she didn't pull away.

As they adjusted their route toward the coast, embarking on the brutal trek fully naked in their stone armor, Scarlett noticed something eerie.

"Dante," she murmured, glancing at the thick foliage.

"On the way here, the mosquitoes were eating us alive. Now... there's nothing."

He smirked, pushing a massive fern out of their path. "Sulfur," he replied.

"The island protects its own. We aren't tourists anymore, Scarlett. We wear the jungle's armor."

Finally, the dense canopy broke, revealing the blinding turquoise expanse of the cove. The smell of salt air promised salvation. Dante shoved a final palm frond aside, ready to step onto the sand.

But the moment he cleared the brush, his heart slammed into his throat.

A large, twin-deck commercial catamaran had dropped anchor directly in the center of their private bay. The decks were swarming with tourists, cameras and phones gleaming in the afternoon sun. One more step and they would be immortalized on the internet as two naked, muddy savages.

Pure instinct took the wheel. Dante spun, his left arm hooking around Scarlett’s waist like a vice. His right hand clamped over her mouth, choking her gasp. He lifted her off the ground and dragged her ferociously backwards, slamming her spine against the thick trunk of a big palm tree hidden deep in the shadows.

Crushed between the rough bark and his iron chest, Scarlett’s eyes went wide with sheer terror. Her heart hammered against his ribs, she thought they were being attacked by a jaguar. Dante held her gaze, pressed a mud-crusted finger to his lips and slowly released her mouth.

"Look," he breathed into her ear, "But don't move a muscle."

She peeked around the edge of the trunk. Her stomach dropped into an icy abyss. The white boat was crawling with people pointing lenses directly at the beach they were about to cross. A nuclear wave of shame crashed over her. She imagined the scandal, the viral photos, the total destruction of her pristine, high-society life.

"Oh my god," she choked out, her hands clawing into his chest.

"Did they see us? Dante, if they catch us like this, we're soo fucked. Everything is over."

Dante looked down at her trembling frame. The stark contrast between her paralyzing societal fears and the filthy reality of what they had just done in the mud fueled a dark, consuming possessiveness in him.

"Shh... they didn't see a damn thing," his arms wrapping around her, cocooning her in the dark.

"You're safe. But look at you... shaking at the thought of the world finding out you belong to me in the dirt. Let them look. The world doesn't get to see the monster you are. No one gets to see this body but me."

Sinking into his territorial heat, the cold spike of panic melted into a deep submission.

"What if they don't leave?" she asked, her voice dropping into a docile, trusting whisper.

Dante glanced up at the bleeding red hues of the late afternoon sun piercing the canopy. His eyes narrowed in calculation.

"They're a day tour," he said, his tone radiating absolute authority.

"Tuka isn't picking us up for a few hours. These boats blast some music, snap their pictures and chase the sunset back to the harbor. We wait them out. Then we take our ocean."

Left at the mercy of the tide and fifty strangers with cameras, they sank to the jungle floor. Dante leaned his broad back against the rough palm trunk, stretching his legs out over the pine needles. Shedding the last remnants of her polished anxiety, Scarlett curled securely between his thighs, pressing her spine against his chest. His arms locked around her.

Hidden in the shadows, totally naked and encased in drying earth, the agonizing delay morphed into a profound sanctuary. The suffocating threat of the outside world only forged their isolation into iron.

"You know," she said, tilting her head back to rest against his jaw.

"When I saw that boat, I thought our lives were over. But the moment you dragged me into the dark... the rest of the world just vanished. I'm safe here. No matter how deep into the darkness we go, I wouldn't trade this for anything."

Dante rested his chin on her shoulder, breathing in the sharp, sulfur-laced scent of her skin. "We built our own sanctuary here, my love," he said. The deep rumble of his baritone blended with the distant crashing surf.

"That world of masks and corporate obligations... it can't comprehend the reality we found at the bottom of that pit. We faced our darkest corners. Only this jungle knows your sovereign power and only this island knows how. And I surrendered to it. I love you a million times more like this ruined and tucked against my chest than I ever could at some glittering reception."

Tears stung Scarlett's eyes. She lifted his slimily, mud-caked hand and pressed a gentle kiss to his knuckles. But Dante, ever the provocateur, refused to let the heavy solemnity settle. Shifting his weight, he deliberately dropped the full expanse of his skull against the petrified, monolithic slab of her hair. The concrete block didn't yield a millimeter.

"Hmm," he grunted, a thick sound of exaggerated relief. "I had no idea volcanic ash was so practical. Your hair is basically an orthopedic pillow. It's doing wonders for my cervical spine. We should bag some of this sludge and take it home, sleeping on a concrete slab every night sounds like a goddamn dream."

The delicate spell shattered.

"You idiot," Scarlett spluttered, her fierce, fighting spirit surging back to life. She twisted, swinging her arm to deliver a resounding, if harmless, slap to his crusted forehead.

"I am pouring my soul out to you and you're mocking my messy hair! Get off me, you giant bear, you're crushing me."

Dante’s deep, chest-rattling laughter vibrated against her spine. Ignoring the strike, he merely tightened his arms around her waist, trapping her flush against his warmth. But as the minutes dragged on, the looming presence of the tourist boat forced the mainland back into her mind.

"I wonder what's happening out there," she murmured, her gaze fixed on the sliver of horizon visible through the palms.

"We haven't looked at a screen in three days. There could be a dozen critical emails from the company. A crisis at the airline. We were off the grid."

Dante’s hand slid flat against her bare midriff, his searing, steady heat grounding her instantly.

"Let it wait," he commanded softly, brushing the rising tide of anxiety away with a single touch.

"The contracts, the flights, the corporate chaos... that's a problem for the Scarlett and Dante of tomorrow. Right now, there is only this tree, this ocean and us. Stay here with me."

Their luck held. Within an hour, the tinny, distant music from the catamaran faded. The slow thrum of diesel engines vibrated through the air and the vessel churned the turquoise water, finally slipping away toward the open sea.

When utter desolation reclaimed the cove, they pushed themselves off the jungle floor. Their gray armor flaked and cracked with a sickening dryness at every joint. Dante gripped her hand, his signature, challenging smirk cutting through the dirt on his face.

"Purification time, my Queen."

"God, yes," she breathed, her eyes locked on the inviting, vast expanse of blue.

"Give me my skin back."

They broke into a synchronized sprint. Two gray, petrified statues tearing across the pristine golden sand under the bleeding, crimson light of the late afternoon sun. Hitting the shoreline, they launched themselves into the frothy surf with a breathless leap. The shocking impact of the icy brine against their overheated, cracked bodies tore a simultaneous gasp of pure, unfiltered liberation from their lungs.

Diving beneath the crest of a wave, the crystal-clear turquoise instantly billowed into thick, smoky gray clouds. The ocean went to work, wildly dismantling the primal garment nature had locked them in. Dante’s large, calloused hands swept over her shoulders and hips, roughly yet tenderly massaging away the stubborn, abrasive crust. Beneath the saltwater, the solid stone walls of her hair began to dissolve, separating back into strands of silk. As the mire washed away into the tide, their true, vibrant skin emerged warm, golden and fiercely alive under the fading sun. The Pacific could scrub the silt from their flesh, but the dark, beautiful atrocities they had committed in that pool were permanently inked into their blood.

"My hair," she groaned, surfacing and throwing her hands up to the bulky, monolithic block clinging to her scalp.

"I feel like this is never going to break apart."

"Let me," he murmured, stepping into her space. Plunging his hands deep into the briny water, he worked his fingers directly into her petrified roots. The ocean’s natural salt and minerals were already reacting with the sulfurous sludge, softening the grip of the earth. With agonizing patience, like a master craftsman handling the world’s most delicate silk, he began to massage the knots, working the mud out strand by strand. As each chunk of clay dissolved and her hair broke free, the blinding tension on her scalp gave way to a monumental, weeping relief.

They wrestled together in the waves, a messy, desperate fight against the ocean as they scrubbed the thick mud from every hidden inch of their bodies. Her hands moved frantically over his chest and stomach, scraping away the gray residue. He did the same, his large palms sliding down her back, cleaning the last gritty traces from between her thighs and the curve of her ass. The sea quietly swallowed it all, taking the island’s dirty secrets with it.

After nearly half an hour of constant scrubbing, the last bits of volcanic mud finally washed away. The sun was sinking toward the horizon, painting the water in deep gold and blood-red.

Scarlett stood up slowly in the waist-deep surf, breathing hard. Her hair, concrete-like mess, now fell in wet, dark waves down her back. She ran her hands over her arms, then her breasts and stomach… and froze.

Her eyes widened.

She had expected her skin to be raw, scratched, and exhausted after days in the sun, jungle, and boiling mud. But what she felt was something else entirely. Her skin was impossibly soft, smooth, and almost glowing. She ran her palms over her body again, stunned. It felt brand new.

Caught in the crimson rays of the dying sun, her wet body literally glowed with a pearlescent, inner radiance. The angry red welts on her thighs and the microscopic thorn scratches from the forest had vanished. Wiped clean. The lethal concentration of sulfur and rare minerals in the magma pit hadn't just exfoliated her, it had practically rebuilt her cellular structure from the ground up.

"My God..." she breathed, staring down at her gleaming arms. In her entire life, backed by limitless wealth, she had never achieved a result like this. Not even after hours of treatments in the most exclusive Parisian spas.

Her head snapped up. Dante stood a few feet away, the surf crashing against his muscular waist. His arms were casually crossed over his broad chest and he was watching her shock with that familiar, devastatingly cocky alpha smirk. Purged of the gray ash, his deeply tanned skin gleamed with the same flawless, vibrant health. He looked like a dark, pagan war god rising from the sea, radiating a lethal, magnetic aura.

Driven by a massive, blinding surge of exhilaration and gratitude, Scarlett lunged. She tore through the water, sending golden spray flying and threw her arms tightly around his thick neck. Locking her legs securely around his waist, she crushed her body against his.

"You were right!" she sounds of pure, unadulterated joy, pressing her mouth against the salty pulse of his neck.

"I can't believe my eyes. My skin... it's softer and brighter than it's ever been. I feel reborn!"

She pulled back just enough to look deep into his eyes. Those profound, all-knowing dark irises stared back, anchoring her. Her gaze swam with overwhelming love and total, willing submission.

"I'm so sorry I complained about the mud," she said fervently.

"For whining about my hair. You always know exactly what I need. Always."

The sweet, unconditional surrender in her voice stroked the very core of his dominant pride. His large hands clamped onto her slick, pearlescent hips, holding her steady against the crashing tide. He didn't drop the arrogant, I-told-you-so mask. Shrugging one broad shoulder, he let his deep baritone slide over the roar of the surf, casual yet dripping with dark promise.

"It's nothing," he said.

"I told you to trust me. When you play by my rules, under my hands, you always win in the end. Besides..." He brought a wet hand up to trace the line of her jaw, his fingers tangling in the silken ends of her hair.

"You haven't seen anything yet, my Queen. Wait until dries and catch the wind. Then you'll see the real crown the volcano gave you."

That supreme, unbreakable self-confidence his effortless authority over her melted her from the inside out. Every remaining defense of the meticulous, elite executive shattered into dust. Her heart drummed wildly against his chest and unquenchable spike of desire flared in her blood.

Unable to hold back any longer, she tangled her fingers in his wet hair, pulled him down, and pressed her lips to his.

This wasn't the fierce, relentless clash they had shared in the mud pit. This kiss carried something entirely different. It was relief, gratitude, and something deeper neither of them could put into words. Salt lingered on their lips as they kissed, celebrating not victory, but survival.

Dante met her with the same intensity. They held each other close while the ocean surged around them, the rhythm of the waves blending with their own. Water crashed against their waists, but neither seemed to notice. For a few stolen moments, the world beyond the shoreline simply disappeared.

By the time they finally emerged from the surf and collapsed onto the sand, exhaustion caught up with them. They lay there for several minutes, breathing hard, letting the warmth of the beach soak into their tired bodies. Their legs trembled from fatigue, and every muscle protested after everything they had endured in the jungle.

Eventually, they pushed themselves to their feet and started the familiar walk back toward their hidden camp, following the narrow path between the palms.

A quiet gravity settled between them.

Despite his exhaustion, Dante instinctively took the lead, maintaining his protective stride. Scarlett followed a step behind, her gaze drifting across the broad lines of his back as droplets of seawater glimmered on his sun-bronzed skin.

Neither spoke.

They didn't need to.

Look at this man, she thought, the realization settling deep in her bones. He tore me to shreds on this island. He dragged me face-first into my darkest fears, forged a literal hell in my deepest passages... and yet, he made me the safest woman on earth. Her body ached brutally. Her core throbbed with a dull, strong heat and her muscles were screaming in failure. But her soul felt weightless. To be so conquered, to be loved with such ruthless, psychotic devotion... the volcanic mud wasn't a miracle. The miracle was him.

Ahead of her, Dante's jaw tightened with quiet, monumental satisfaction. It's done, the beast in his chest purred. The island's rules end here. He had broken her down to her foundations, painted her in the earth and pushed her terrifyingly far past her own limits. The woman walking silently in his shadow was no longer the arrogant, untouchable Scarlett who had stepped off the boat three days ago. She was his Queen. Carved by his hands, sealed by his commands, her soul yielded to his keeping. The subtle tremor in her thighs, the tingle radiating from her core that was his permanent signature. She would never, for the rest of her life, forget what he had done to her here.

When they finally pushed through the dense foliage and stepped into the sheltered clearing of their campsite, the sight waiting for them made them freeze.

Whether by sheer luck or the island's uncanny, supernatural timing, their native guide, Tuka, had arrived. He sat silently at the bow of his small motorized skiff, which bobbed gently in the calm shallows of the inlet. Yet, just like that mysterious, fog-choked morning when he had first delivered them, Tuka was seated with his back entirely to the beach. He stared out at the vast, darkening sea. It was a silent respectful pact, an acknowledgment by the locals of the island. He knew they were naked. He had no desire to intrude on their feral state. He was merely the ferryman, waiting to carry them back to the realm of the living.

"He's here," Dante said, his voice dropping low.

"Let's move."

Ignoring the screaming protest of their muscles, they moved with military efficiency. They quickly struck the tent, rolled the sleeping bags and stuffed their scattered belongings, including the hard, black silicone harness, deep into the waterproof duffels.

Bags slung over his muscular shoulders, Dante extended a hand. Scarlett gripped his calloused palm, the contact sending a final, reassuring jolt through her system. They walked together into the knee-deep water, the ocean lapping at their bare thighs. Dante caught her easily by the waist, lifting her over the gunwale and setting her gently onto the wooden deck before hauling his own heavy frame aboard. Both were unapologetically naked, seawater still beading on their flawless skin.

When the boots hit the deck, Dante dropped the bags. He immediately unzipped a dry pack and pulled out two large, plush white towels. While Scarlett stood trembling slightly in the evening breeze, he snapped the first towel open. Stepping close, he draped the thick cotton over her shoulders, meticulously and gently cocooning her bare breasts, her spine and her hips. He pulled the edges together over her cleavage, the rough pads of his fingers brushed against the newly minted, impossible silk of her skin. Scarlett shivered, her eyes fluttering shut.

Satisfied she was warm, Dante took the second towel and snapped it around his own narrow waist, securely covering his powerful thighs and groin.

He cleared his throat, his deep voice carrying over the water to the guide, whose back was still rigidly turned.

"We're ready, Tuka. Take us back."

Tuka gave a slow, solemn nod. The loud, rhythmic sound of the outboard motor tore through the deep silence of the jungle. The skiff surged forward, its hull slicing cleanly through the dark waves. As the boat picked up speed, heading toward the glittering lights of the mainland, the island of mud and dirty secrets slowly faded into the shadows behind them.

***
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CHAPTER SIX: The Return

The boat’s engine roared, tearing through the dark ocean swells. Night had swallowed the sky, replacing the suffocating tropical heat with a biting, relentless chill that whipped seawater against their skin. The second the wind hit them, Dante moved. He pulled her flush against his chest, his arms locking around her like iron, a human shield against the cold. She buried her face in the crook of his neck, breathing in the familiar scent of salt and male heat.

But something else was clawing at her focus, distracting her from the cold. The towel. After days on that desolate island where the absolute ban on clothing had forced them to exist entirely stripped down to their most primal state. The soft cotton felt like sandpaper. It scraped against her breasts, dragging over her flushed skin and the aching, swollen center between her thighs. Her body was wired, hyper-aware of every thread.

She leaned up, pressing her lips to his ear to be heard over the engine. "Dante..." she breathed, the wind snatching her words.

"This towel. It feels so wrong."

"Wrong?" he said, there was a dark amusement threading through voice.

"It’s scraping me. It feels like I’m wearing a straightjacket. Living out there naked... with no barriers between nature, you and me. This was easier. Now I just feel trapped."

She suppressed a shiver, dreading the inevitable reality of squeezing her newly sensitized body back into her rigid flight attendant uniform, into underwire bras and pantyhose. I want to rip this off. I want to feel the wind again. How am I supposed to go back to being civilized?

Dante pressed a hard, wet kiss to her salty shoulder. "I know," he rasped, the dark promise in his tone sending a jolt straight to her core. "After owning every inch of you out there, watching you hide behind fabric feels like a goddamn insult. But hold out for me. The second we lock the door to that lodge, I’m stripping you bare. Clothes are for the rest of the world, Scarlett. For me, you stay naked."

The promise left a throbbing tingle between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together, riding the boat's rhythm and the dark fantasy all the way to the mainland.

The engine cut and they drifted to a small, dimly lit pier. Dante vaulted onto the sand, his hand extended. She took it, her legs trembling slightly as she stepped onto solid ground. His Jeep Wrangler sat waiting at the edge of the tree lining a hulking piece of machinery that looked like an alien artifact on the island. Dante tossed his tactical bag into the back, then pulled a thick wad of cash from the glovebox. He walked over to their guide, Tuka.

The local man looked down, shame-faced.

"Sir. The storm that first night... the ocean was too dangerous. I could not come. I cannot take your money."

Dante’s lips twitched. He clamped a hand on the man's shoulder. If Tuka had shown up, the mud, the cave, her shattered submission, none of it would have happened. That storm was the violent catalyst they had needed.

"Take it," Dante commanded, his voice leaving no room for debate. He shoved the cash against the man's chest. "You not showing up was the best damn thing that could have happened to us. We're even."

Tuka nodded, overwhelmed, and fired up his boat, disappearing into the dark. Scarlett ducked behind the open door of the Jeep, dropped the towel, and wrestled herself into a sleek black bikini. The elastic dug into her hips. The strings tied tight around her neck felt like a chokehold. It was uncomfortable as hell, but necessary. Dante pulled on a pair of dark shorts and got into the driver’s seat.

As the headlights cut through the dense jungle road, silence filled the Jeep. They weren’t the same people who had driven this road days ago. All the polite distance, the civilized boundaries, everything they used to be had burned away in that volcanic mud. They had drowned in each other, traded pain for pleasure, and torn down every wall until nothing remained but raw need. Dante took his right hand off the wheel and rested it heavily on her bare thigh. Scarlett immediately covered it with both of hers, lacing their fingers together. No words were needed.

The lodge smelled of cold air conditioning and fake civilization. The moment the heavy wooden door clicked shut behind them, they dropped their bags. Without speaking, they walked straight into the master bathroom and stepped into the glass shower.

Dante yanked his shorts off and kicked them aside. Scarlett wrestled with the bikini strings, ripping the wet fabric from her body it was choking her. She tossed it into the corner and exhaled deeply as the cool air finally touched her bare skin.

Dante turned the handle. Hot water poured down from the shower head. They stepped under the stream together, both gasping as the scalding spray began washing away the salt, the sand and the heavy exhaustion.

Then everything broke.

Three days of survival, fear, raw pleasure, and total surrender crashed over Scarlett at once. A sob tore from her throat, tears mixing with the water running down her face. This wasn’t sadness. This was pure release the breaking point after being pushed too far. Dante saw her shoulders shaking and pulled her hard against his chest. She wrapped her arms around his neck, desperate to disappear into him. He gripped her waist, lifted her off the tiles, and she locked her legs around his hips. In the thick steam, their mouths crashed together.

This kiss wasn’t wild or angry. It felt desperate and grateful. They kissed like two people who had barely survived hell tasting salt, tears, and each other, reminding themselves they were still alive.

When her breathing finally steadied, Dante gently set her down. Time to clean what remained. The ocean had taken most of the mud, but the island had left its marks in her hair, under his nails, and in the tender, swollen places between her legs. Dante squeezed a big handful of citrus body wash into his palms, worked it into a lather, and started washing her. His touch stayed careful, almost gentle, but the dark possession that had owned her in the mud still lingered beneath it. His large hands moved over her shoulders, down her back, and across the pale, bruised skin he had claimed so thoroughly.

"You’re beautiful," his voice echoed in the jungle.

"Your skin is like silk. But I know the wild little thing hiding underneath. I know exactly how you beg."

Scarlett tilted her head back, closing her eyes as his soapy fingers slipped lower, meticulously washing away the stubborn traces of gray silt between her thighs, soothing the ache left by his relentless demands. He cleansed her, but even in his care, he was dominating her. She returned the favor. Taking the soap, she gently washed his broad, scarred chest, running her hands down the thick corded muscles of his arms, attending to the lingering soreness of his own body. They didn't stop until every physical trace of their dirty sins washed down the drain.

Stepping out of the steam, the massive exhaustion had morphed into a floating, narcotic numbness. Dante wrapped her in a plush white robe, tying a towel around his own waist.

While she stood at the vanity, pointing a hairdryer at her damp locks, Dante disappeared into the kitchen. The deeply ingrained protector in him found a fierce satisfaction in providing for her. He brewed a pot of Earl Grey tea and carefully sliced strawberries, bananas and kiwi on a cutting board. After days of hunting and surviving, this simple, quiet domesticity felt like heaven.

In the bathroom mirror, Scarlett watched the steam clear. Dante was right: The volcanic mud had acted like a spa treatment. Her dark hair, once a matted nightmare, now fell in thick, glossy waves. Her skin glowed with a flushed, supernatural vitality, the scratches and exhaustion replaced by a velvety softness that appeased the beauty-worshipping woman inside her. But looking at her own eyes, she saw the truth. She wasn't the polished, untouchable flight attendant anymore. She was the Queen he had broken and rebuilt in the dirt.

She untied the sash of her robe. She couldn't stand the fabric against her hypersensitive skin. Letting it pool at her feet, she walked out of the bathroom fully bare.

The smell of bergamot hit her first. She paused in the hallway, watching him. Dante stood at the kitchen island, his broad, tanned back to her. The same ruthless hands that had pinned her into the mud and relentlessly wrecked her were now delicately arranging fruit on a porcelain plate. The contrast hit her so hard her knees went weak. The most dangerous alpha she had ever known, entirely domesticated for her.

Moving silently, she stepped up behind him and pressed her naked breasts against his warm back, wrapping her arms tight around his waist. She inhaled the clean, masculine scent of his skin.

"Mmm," Dante rumbled, continuing his work. He leaned back slightly into her touch.

"Hair's dry. I don't feel any concrete against my spine."

"You're a sorcerer," she said, pressing open-mouthed kisses along his shoulder blade.

"I feel like a goddess. Look at what you're making for me. How can you tear me apart like that and then treat me like glass?"

He placed the last strawberry on the plate, braced his hands on the counter and turned around. His gaze dropped, sweeping over her naked, gleaming body and the wild cascade of her dark hair. The hunger flared in his eyes, laced with deep, territorial pride. He picked up a strawberry and held it to her mouth.

"Because you're my Queen," his voice vibrated with dark sincerity. He brushed the fruit over her bottom lip until she parted with him, biting down, the sweet juice bursting on her tongue. " Queens deserve offerings. Sometimes mine is claiming you in the dirt. Sometimes it's just fruit. Now, grab your tea. Let's get to the couch before my legs give out."

They moved to the oversized, charcoal-gray sectional in the living room. Rejecting the throw blankets, they lay down bare skin to bare skin. Scarlett settled her back flush against his chest, while Dante’s bulky arm wrapped around her waist, locking her in place. Tangled together, feeling the steady thump of his heart against her spine and the firm heat of his groin resting against her hips, she closed her eyes. The hot tea slid down her throat, melting away the last of the chill. Dante’s hand stroked lazily over her bare stomach.

"I guess," he said, his chin resting on the top of her head, "It's time to face reality. We’ve been off the grid for days. The hangar has probably burned down."

She laughed softly. "Let it burn. They probably think we drowned."

Dante reached out, snagging their dead phones from the coffee table. He plugged them both into the charging station. As the screens lit up with a harsh, artificial glow, the magical bubble protecting them began to fracture.

The silence shattered.

Ding. Buzz. Chime.

A relentless, violent machine-gun fire of notifications. The phones vibrated against the wood. Scarlett sat up, staring at her screen in dread. Dozens of missed calls. A barrage of automated texts from the airline's crew scheduling department, her purser and her mother. Dante’s screen was a mirrored nightmare of emails and urgent texts.

"Fuck," Dante growled. In an instant, the tender lover vanished, replaced by the sharp, calculating lead aircraft engineer.

Scarlett opened her messages, her blood running cold. The drowsy warmth evaporated.

"Dante," she said, her voice cracking.

"Crew scheduling. There’s a massive surge in the European routes. They're short-staffed. I've been drafted for the first flight out tomorrow morning. If I don't show... they'll pull my wings. I'll lose my flight attendant position."

Dante was already reading a block of red text on his own screen, his eyes narrowed. "Same here," he said grimly. "Critical hydraulic failure on a wide-body jet in the fleet. It’s sitting in my hangar. They need my signature to clear it for service. The whole technical department is looking for me."

They sat frozen on the couch, naked, gripping their phones. The harsh reality of civilization had kicked the door down. Tomorrow, he had to go back to the grease and high-stakes pressure of the hangar and she had to pour herself back into a stiff uniform, painting on a fake smile to walk the aisles of an aluminum tube.

"This isn't fair," she choked out, tossing the phone onto the cushion. Tears stung her eyes. She pulled her knees to her chest, turning to face him.

"We just got cleansed. We just found our way back to each other. I don't want to leave this room. I don't want to get on that plane."

Seeing her break, Dante threw his phone down. He reached out, hauling her across the cushions and securely into his lap. He crushed her against his chest, one hand buried into her hair.

"Hey. Look at me," he commanded, his voice a low, steady anchor.

"This is just the real world. We put the masks back on, we do our jobs. But the island? What did I do to you? What are we now? That doesn't end."

He grabbed his phone with his free hand, swiftly opening the airline's employee portal. His thumb flew across the screen.

"Booking two business class seats side-by-side for the first flight out," he muttered, his eyes tracking the loading bar. "Done."

He powered the phone off and tossed it onto the table.

"The tickets are handled," Dante said. He hooked a finger under her chin, forcing her gaze up at his dark, unyielding eyes.

"Tomorrow morning, we will get on that plane. But right now? The world doesn't exist. This couch is ours. Forget the leaks, forget the flights, forget the pursers. Let them wait. Come here, Scarlett."

Faced with the grounding reality of his logic, she let out a slow breath. The panic constricting her chest began to uncoil, anchored by his calm. He was right. Tomorrow was inevitable, but tonight was still theirs and she refused to taint it with dread.

A faint, bittersweet smile curved her lips. She picked up a slice of kiwi from the platter resting on the coffee table and held it to his mouth.

"Alright," she said.

"If we have to clock back into the real world tomorrow... let's have a debriefing, Mr. Engineer. Let's do an after-action report." Her thumb grazed his lower lip.

"But no masks. No ego. Complete honesty."

He took the fruit from her fingers, his teeth grazing her skin. A wicked smile hitched the corner of his mouth, the smile of a man who knew exactly what they had done in the dirt. Shifting against the plush armrest, he pulled her back flush against his chest, letting her drape her bare leg over his thick thighs.

"Debriefing starts now, Madam Flight Attendant," he rumbled, his large hand idly stroking the smooth curve of her shoulder. "You first walked me through the island. The cave. The mud. What broke you the best? What was the exact moment your mind completely snapped? No limits, Scarlett."

She stared up at the dim ceiling lights. Behind her eyelids, the boundary-shattering reel of the last three days began to play. The heat from his skin seeped into her back. Her breathing hitched, chest rising and falling against his arm as her fingers traced the planes of his stomach.

"Most of all..." she whispered, the words coated in a hazy, lingering power. "I loved watching a man who commands rooms, who commands me, drop to his knees in the dirt. I loved seeing the exact moment your control snapped. My whole life, I’ve had to maintain total composure in the air. But stripping off your armor, dismantling you piece by piece in that swamp? That was a high I’ve never touched."

She turned her head, tracing the sharp cut of his jawline as she met his dark eyes.

"Tying you up in that glowing cave… watching all that lethal muscle go completely still, knowing you were totally mine… that was something else. But the moment that really broke me?" She swallowed hard, the memory hitting her like fire.

"It was in the mud pool. When you held me under that thick sludge, suffocating me, dragging me so deep I thought I was going to drown… then pulled me up just to breathe your own air into my lungs. That wasn’t just oxygen. It felt like you were forcing your life, your control, straight into me. And the fact that the same man who just saved me… the same man who owned me… let me flip him over and destroy him in that same dirt a minute later? That contrast destroyed me."

Scarlett’s eyes darkened. Her voice dropped into a low, raw rasp.

"I loved the sounds you made. Trapped under all that earth, pinned beneath my hips while I fucked you. Feeling your pride shatter with every thrust. Watching you fall apart while I whispered filthy shit in your ear…"

She shifted, grinding her bare hip against his hardening cock.

"That was my masterpiece. Hearing you moan, completely helpless… that was the peak for me."

Dante’s breath caught. Heat surged straight to his groin, the memory of his own ruin still burning inside him. She had started by tying him in the glowing cave and finished by shoving his face into the volcanic mud. Being reduced to nothing but her toy, writhing under her while she took him apart… it hadn’t just cracked his ego. It had burned the whole thing to the ground. The dominant part of him didn’t just surrender she gutted it completely.

"And the downside?" he asked, voice thick.

"What did you hate? What should I fix?"

She held his gaze.

"It wasn’t the pain. The paranoia afterward was worse. When we hid behind the trees and I saw that tourist boat… the sudden panic that someone might see us. See you covered in mud, broken by me, completely exposed. I hated how fast the real world tried to shame us. It felt like they were poisoning everything we had." Her fingers tightened in the hair on his chest.

"Next time… if we’re going to destroy each other like that, I want to be somewhere so isolated that civilization doesn’t even exist. No tourists. No cameras. Just you and me, pushing as far as we can go."

Dante listened in silence, taking in every word. He understood her fear of being judged, of the world seeing them like that. He gave a single, firm nod.

"Your turn," she murmured. Her hand slid lower, fingers tracing down his abdomen until they brushed the coarse hair beneath his towel.

"For a man who controls the big planes, what did it feel like to be completely helpless on the ground?" she asked.

He dragged in a sharp breath. His eyes darkened as the memories flooded back the sulfur smell, the glowing cave, the boiling mud.

"The best part," he said, voice low and rough,

"Was the cave. When you tied me up. I’ve spent my whole life controlling everything around me. Being forced into complete stillness, paralyzed by your ropes… that cracked something open in me. It was looking up at you in that blue light that cracked something open. Listening to every filthy thing you said, the way you degraded me… You stripped my ego raw with just your voice. That was the moment I stopped thinking and just gave in."

His hands gripped her naked hips, pulling her closer so he could look straight into her eyes.

"And the mud… fuck, the mud. When you shoved my face into it and climbed on my back. The panic mixed with pure relief of having no choice. When you finally pushed inside me, stretching me open, tearing down the last wall I had… you unmade me. But the real peak?"

He let out a harsh breath.

"Feeling you hammer my prostate over and over. You edged me until I lost my mind. The orgasm you forced out of me wasn’t normal. It destroyed me. You kept riding me through it, calling me yours, turning me into nothing but a toy for your pleasure. I loved it, Scarlett. Every second of you breaking me."

Scarlett swallowed hard. His raw confession hit her deep, sending a strong rush of dark pride through her body. His honesty wasn’t just turning her on it was binding them together in a way nothing else could.

"And the downside?" she said, her nails lightly scoring his chest.

"What did you hate?"

The dangerous hunger in his eyes vanished, replaced by a flash of genuine, chilling anxiety.

"I was terrified," he admitted flatly.

"When we went back to the hot spring, you were lingering behind, fixing your hair and I tested the water. The second that boiling heat touched my hand... my heart stopped. I had a split-second flash of you stepping in blind. Of your skin blistering, of you screaming." His jaw locked.

"I hated that. In the world I've built for us, nothing touches you unless I allow it. No pain touches you unless I allow it. The fact that an unpredictable element of nature almost maimed you drove me insane. You want to know what changes next time?" His grip on her hips tightened until it bordered on painful.

"Next time, I calculated the perimeter down to an inch. I sweep the area the way I run diagnostics on a turbine. When I drag you into the dark, I will be certain that the only thing allowed to break you is me."

The confession wrecked her. The sheer, obsessive protection beneath his sadism, the terrifying tenderness of a monster who only wanted to be a monster for her, destroyed her final defenses. A hot tear slipped down her cheek, splashing against his collarbone. He had locked her inside a gilded cage, swallowed the key and dared the world to try and take her.

She shifted, rising up to fully straddle his hips, her knees bracketing his waist. Under the soft ambient light of the modern lodge, they were bare physically and psychologically. She cupped his face, her thumbs brushing over the hard, shadowed angle of his cheekbones. The flight tomorrow, the hangar, the uniforms, the crises they all burned away. There was only Dante and the beautifully corrupted reality they had forged together.

"With you," she said, breathing the words directly against his lips, "I would walk blindfolded into hell. The phones, the flights, the schedules... they could have us tomorrow. We’ll put the suits back on. But you and I? What did we do out there?" She pressed her forehead against his.

"We carry that in our bones now. Whenever I feel like I'm suffocating in that cabin, whenever you're buried under a crisis in the hangar... we just close our eyes. We remember what we are."

His hands gripped her thighs, dragging her hips flush against his hardened arousal with effortless authority. "Promise me, Queen," he demanded softly, that dark, insatiable hunger curving his mouth.

"I promise, Dante."

He dragged her down, claiming her mouth in a bruising kiss. This was a seal. A vow. Defying the encroaching dawn and the demands of the real world, they surrendered to each other, losing themselves in the dark silence of the room until the night finally bled away.

***
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If you loved Dirty Island Secrets, the story began in SLICK SUBMISSION, the night that started everything.


Click Here to Read the First Book of the Series on Amazon! 

To Be Continued... 

***

A Quick Favor...

As an independent author, your reviews are my absolute lifeblood. If you enjoyed Dante and Scarlett's dark, thrilling island journey, please take a minute to leave a short review on Amazon. Every single review helps me survive in the publishing world and allows me to keep writing the intense, messy, and dark romances you love!

Leave a Review on Amazon US

Leave a Review on Amazon UK
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