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      The cab pulled up to the docks as Sadie sat forward trying to get a look at the boat that would be her home for the next three months. It was bigger than she thought it would be. The base of the ship was black and then split, with white towards the top. On the side in, big purple lettering, was the name Onyx.

      Sadie had signed onto a new cruise line as part of the entertainment. A far cry from where she wanted to be, but sometimes you had to make sacrifices in order to get to your dream.

      She had graduated from a small college in Nebraska, with a degree in voice and opera and a minor in kickboxing and self-defense. As a little girl, she had dreamed of being a singer. She knew New York would be the place for that to happen. Sadie had truly thought that she would be the one person to go there, walk into her first audition, and be hired right on the spot. Remembering back to that first audition, brought bile to the back of her throat as it had that day.

      The position had called for an open audition for the Broadway play, Wicked, at The Majestic Theater on 51st Street. They were filling the position of two back-up singers for the lead roles, with auditions to begin at 9:00 am. Here was the chance she had been waiting for, a lead role in a major play.

      Sadie knew she wasn't the glamorous type of beauty, growing up in suburbia USA and all, but she did think she was attractive, (at least that's what she had been told). She had long, straight, blonde hair, her eyes were the blue you see in a summer sky, and her skin glowed as if she had a permanent tan. Her full chest fit her toned body, with legs like a dancer, and she could sing.

      She figured she would go to the audition, be perfect for the part and get the job. She had gotten a good night's sleep, took a relaxing shower, ate a light breakfast, chose her outfit with care, and was on her way at 8:00 am, looking to be first in line, while thinking to herself, how many people could really be applying for the position? Well, as she rounded the corner of 8th and 51st, she found out. The line, as she approached, was nearly a half-mile long at 8:15 am. What would it be like by nine?

      Stunned into reality, Sadie got in line along with all the other girls, women, and even a few men. She wasn't sure if they were auditioning, or just waiting in line with someone who was. It had taken nearly four hours after they opened the doors for her to finally get up on stage to audition.

      By that time, she had heard all the horror stories of working in a play, as well as finding out what the director was like. She was finally on the stage, the music began to play, and she opened her mouth and sang her heart out. When she finished the last note, she looked up, smiling, and heard, "We'll call. Next!"

      She stood for a moment not knowing what to do until the next singer walked on stage. She grabbed her stuff and walked to the nearest bathroom and proceeded to throw up everything she had eaten that morning.

      After that audition, she realized she needed to find an agent, which, on her budget, wasn't going to happen. Or she needed to toughen up and be better prepared for the next time. But until that time, she needed to find a paying job to help with the bills. She had gotten a part-time job as a waitress at the restaurant around the corner in the evenings and sang part-time in a bar at night.

      She had searched the web every day looking for her dream job, when she finally came across an ad for a new cruise line, offering a three-month contract for all positions on the ship.

      She knew she could give up her apartment without a problem. She was renting on a month-to-month basis, so she had no worries in that department. Both jobs were part-time so she could leave when she wanted.

      Sadie had scanned the ad for the positions listed and finally saw what she needed. "Headliners, Lounge Performers, Piano Bar and back-up singers." Sadie had gotten excited; this could be what she had been waiting for. She looked at the ad a little more closely, Good salary, room and board, meals, medical and a 401K.

      There has to be a catch, she thought. Sadie continued reading the requirements when she saw an important qualification. For any position on this cruise line, you have to be part of the BDSM lifestyle.

      Now, that adds a whole new twist on entertaining, Sadie thought with a smile. When she had first seen the position pop up on the help wanted page, she hesitated before signing onto it. She honestly thought it was a joke, as she was sure other people did as well. The ad ran continually for two months and offered a decent salary. After seeing it there for that long, she finally got up the nerve to inquire more as to what the position entailed.

      She filled out an application online and received a call the next day to set up an interview, as well as the login information to download the necessary forms she would need to complete before the interview.

      She would need a complete physical, as well as some shots; she also needed a form filled out by the doctor indicating she had no STDs. The final papers had to do with hard and soft limits as well as fantasies and triggers.

      Sadie knew how important hard limits where; hers were whips, canes, floggers, and most definitely, the ball gag. She wasn't fond of ropes, either, but they were more of a soft limit.

      When she was in college, she had experimented with the BDSM lifestyle. In the beginning, she enjoyed everything about it. She knew right away she was a submissive. Ryan, the guy she had been seeing at the time, was learning to be a Dom with a husband and wife and he practiced on her.

      During those nights with him, when he would cuff her to the bed with a blindfold over her eyes, she would be wet before he even touched her. He had done some pretty amazing things to her body. She remembered one night, he had her so deep into a scene, she came three times. She had trusted him to keep her safe.

      Then, mid-way through their last semester, something changed in him. He had become belligerent and disagreeable. She had seen Ryan drink himself into blackouts before. She had also learned his triggers and knew one particular night that something was very different.

      Sadie had tried everything to break the blackout he was in, but nothing worked. She had awoken the next morning in a hospital bed with slash marks on her back and legs. Some of the slashes were so deep, it had taken two plastic surgeries to repair the damage. She still had some lingering pain, but it was manageable.

      Sadie moved back home to heal. She talked with a doctor about what happened. She kept telling herself that her mind had blocked a lot, but she didn't know why it happened, and she never heard from Ryan again.

      As she healed, she began doing some reading on her own about Dominants and submissives; she had needed to know if what had happened to her was normal. What she found was that some Dominants could be that abusive, but that's not how they were supposed to be.

      Her aftercare that night had been a trip to the hospital. She hadn't had a relationship since that experience. It had really done a number on her self-confidence, but Sadie felt stronger now and was ready to try again. She hoped that maybe this job was the answer.

      So, that part of the job was covered. She could sing, dance, and act. She still had her dream of being discovered; here on the boat, she would have a captive audience. She also knew the BDSM lifestyle covered a wide variety of career-minded people. They were lawyers, judges, government officials and producers. She just had to hope one might be on the maiden voyage of the Midnight Oasis' Onyx.
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      Sadie had walked into the reception area of the office of Mr. Dimitri Zilkin, CEO and co-founder of Midnight Oasis Cruise Line, on Park Avenue and Seventh, expecting to see what she had seen at the audition. What she found was anything but. There was a receptionist behind a black marble desk. She was wearing a gray pencil skirt with a white blouse, in five-inch gray Jimmy Choo's. Her makeup was done in a smoky gray that made her unique gray eyes stand out. Her red hair was in a twist so tight, it looked painful. She was standing next to the desk, talking on a headset as she waved Sadie to the waiting area.

      After she was done with the call, she walked over to Sadie, who stood as the woman approached. She introduced herself as Melanie, stating that she was Mr. Zilkin's personal assistant. She explained that he would be a few more minutes.

      Melanie requested the paperwork Sadie had filled out and then asked if she could get her anything to drink. Sadie gave her the paperwork and told Melanie she was good and sat back on one of the couches.

      She felt out of place in the office. Everything looked brand new, from the beautiful picture of Central Park in the snow, to the black leather couch she sat on in the waiting area. The floors were a gray marble and looked clean enough to eat off of. The walls were similar in color, with a touch of red here and there. The room still had the smell of new paint.

      She sat waiting about fifteen minutes before she heard the double office doors opening to what she assumed was Mr. Zilkin's office. As she turned on the couch to look, she saw the most stunning woman she had ever seen walk out. Sadie thought she could have been a model.

      The woman was tall, and her hair was the blackest black with purple highlights, cut in a short bob. Sadie could see she came up to the chin of the gentleman escorting her from the office. He had to be at least six foot four or five. The clothes she was wearing looked like they came from Versace and fit her like a glove.

      Everything about this woman oozed class. She leaned into the gentleman, whispering something in his ear. When she turned, she had a wide grin on her face. After she kissed him on both cheeks, she turned and strutted past Sadie, smiling as she went.

      Sadie sat in stunned silence. She had felt like the woman was whispering about her and became even more self-conscious. So much so that she didn't hear her name being called by Melanie, until she was standing right in front of her. Startled, she jumped when Melanie touched her shoulder. "Mr. Zilkin will see you now."

      Sadie got up from the couch, a little unsure, and followed Melanie into the office. Melanie was introducing her to Mr. Zilkin as she walked in front of Sadie. When she got halfway into the huge corner office with floor to ceiling windows, she turned and looked at Sadie, who had taken six steps into the office and stopped dead.

      In front of her, were windows showing the New York area like she had never seen it. In front of them, was a desk the size of her bed, in black marble. She turned to the left and saw a fireplace with two couches in front of it facing each other, with a beautiful gray Persian rug under them.

      She glanced above the fireplace and saw a Peter Max painting with smaller paintings around it. She had taken some modern art classes and knew some artists. There was a bar set up to the right of the fireplace with mirrored glass behind the fully stocked shelves. To the left side of the fireplace, was a door she assumed was to a bathroom.

      As she stood in the middle of the office, she turned to the right and her eyes became as wide as a child on Christmas morning. Not because of the gifts under the tree, but because in Mr. Zilkin's office, there was an entire set up of a BDSM dungeon, from the St. Anthony cross to the kneeling bench, to the chains hanging from the ceiling and anchored to the floor.

      There was another black leather couch and a chest of drawers expanding in size as they went down. There were crops, floggers, and a table with masks, gloves, and condoms.

      Sadie stood in silent awe just looking, until the timbre in Mr. Zilkin's voice broke the silence, "It's a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Sommers, can I get you something to drink?"

      That had her turning her stunned expression to look straight at Mr. Dimitri Zilkin and she replied, "Yes, please."

      He asked, still looking at her, "What can I get you?" He walked towards the bar. "Water, soda, tea, coffee, what would you prefer?"

      "Water, please." Sadie had not moved from her spot. Mr. Zilkin looked at Melanie.

      With the tip of his head, he turned to Melanie, who had a smile on her face and whispered as she passed, "Breathe." She turned, grabbing both door handles, and closed the doors as she left.

      Sadie looked lost as she stood, not knowing what she should do. She was so stunned to see all the equipment in his office, as most people kept these things in the privacy of their home.

      Mr. Zilkin moved from the bar to the couches in front of the fireplace and placed her water on the table in between. He then sat on the couch, indicating that she should take a seat on the opposite couch. He smiled at her and began shuffling through what looked like the paperwork she had handed Melanie.

      Sadie waited for him to start the interview. Taking a sip of her water, she finally looked at Mr. Dimitri Zilkin. She already knew he was tall; his blond hair was in a military style cut, almost like a flat top. His long eyelashes covered hazel eyes. They had a clarity that seemed to look right through her. He had a strong jaw line and when he smiled, the whitest, straightest teeth. (Sadie had a thing for teeth). The only thing marring his perfect face was a scar about two inches from his right eye.

      She looked down farther, at his Armani chocolate-colored suit, which hugged his frame as a custom suit should. From the wide shoulders down to what could only be a rock-hard stomach, to the tips of his Italian leather shoes; he was perfect.

      "So, I see here on your application you went to college for music and theater with a minor in kickboxing?" he questioned her with a raised eyebrow, "Have you been working in any of these fields?" He lifted his eyes towards her, waiting for the answer.

      She looked up the hazel depths as she answered, "I have a part-time waitressing job during the evenings, and I sing at a bar some nights when they need someone to fill in for their regular act."

      "How long have you been in the BDSM lifestyle?" He watched her closely as she answered the question.

      Sadie's eyes went wide at his question. He got right to the point. She knew this was the question that could secure her a job, or end everything right here. She looked down when she answered, "When I was in college, I dated someone who was learning to be a Dom, so I was introduced to it by him. I found I liked it, Sir." With her peripheral vision, she saw his body move ever so slightly. She hoped she sounded convincing.

      "So, to say you are pretty new to it, is a more accurate statement. Correct?"

      "I guess you could say that, Sir," she agreed with her eyes still down.

      He turned to Sadie with that smug smile on his face. Leaning forward and placing his forearms on his knees, he said, "Well, I see you do have some knowledge, but for the rest of this interview, I would like to look at your lovely face." He sat back and relaxed again. "Now, since college, have you had any other experiences?"

      Sadie raised her face, smiling. "No, I really haven't had any 'me time' since graduating, to even try for something committed."

      After Sadie said that out loud, she realized how long it had been since that night. Sadie had focused on her career and tried to build her self-confidence. She had gone to clubs with her friends, but her heart was never in it.

      Dimitri smiled again at her answer. "I see all your paperwork is in order. What made you answer the ad?"

      "I needed a real job. Your ad was very intriguing. I never knew a ship like you described even existed. I've heard of BDSM dungeons as well as clubs, but a ship? My interest was piqued. How long has it been running?"

      "This will be the maiden voyage for the Onyx. I'm very proud of this ship; it has been a long-time dream of ours. We are in the process of building another as we speak. It will run out of San Diego, but it won't be up and running for a while. We need to work out all the kinks and see how well our investment here on the East Coast works out. Now, back to the interview. I want to tell you a little bit about what you would be responsible for. First, you would be part of the entertainment, as in any show or program the Cruise Director needs you to do. We will also be auditioning for three singers to have their own solo time in the three bars on board. We will be doing this as soon as possible to have everything in place before we set sail, which, barring any disasters, should be six months from now. Can you be ready by then?"

      She nodded her head.

      "Also, everyone who works on the ship will be a Master, Dom, Dominatrix, or submissive. So, if you have any questions regarding a scene you might see or a guest relating to the BDSM part of the job, you will have ample people as well as security to ask."

      Sadie looked at Mr. Zilkin with a kind of a "deer-in-the-headlights" look. There was so much running through her head, she didn't know where to start.

      "I know this probably is not what you expected, but I'm a very up-front person and would like to be that kind of a boss. Cameron and I are trying to put together a crew similar to a family, considering we will be spending so much time together at sea. We are not naive in believing everyone will get along, but we're hoping for more friendships and fewer conflicts. I want you to know that your safety, as well as everyone's on this cruise ship, is of the utmost importance. You can come to Cameron, or me, if you have any questions. If at any time, you feel uncomfortable with a crewmember or a guest, per your contract, you are required to report it to one of the twenty-one members of our security team, Cameron, or myself."

      She listened carefully as he went on.

      "Also, in the contract, no employee is required to participate in any scenes he or she does not want to be involved in. However, it is encouraged that if an employee would like to play, they are more than welcome to. Hence, the dungeon set up in my office." Extending his arm towards the equipment on the other side of the office, smiling like a Cheshire cat, he continued, "I interview every employee, and there are times I like to put the employee to the test. Some flock to it like water, others are a little more standoffish. I can tell from looking at your face you are surprised."

      Sadie didn't know what to say. Were they going to do a scene? Did she need to in order to get the job? Did she have a job? She had so many questions. She turned and looked at him, saying, "I'm a pretty to-the-point kind of person also. If I refuse to scene with you now, do I still have a job?" She leaned forward on the couch.

      "That would depend on your reason as to why you wouldn't want to scene with me," he answered, his voice deepening as he looked at her.

      "I think you are a very handsome man, but I know nothing about you. I like to know more about a man before I let him bend me over the spanking bench. Plus, I look at you as my boss and I don't think I could look at you the same way if I did a scene with you, Sir," Sadie blurted out.

      He leaned forward on the couch, placing a packet of papers on the table and sliding it towards her. "Here is a contact for three months. Read it over, make sure you understand it, sign it, and return it to Melanie. She will then put you in touch with Gabriel, he is the producer on the ship. He will fill you in on what you will be doing." Sitting back on the couch, he smiled again at her. "I like you, Sadie. I think we will get along just fine. I'm sorry Cameron wasn't available for your interview, but I will fill him in. I hope to see you on the ship." He rose from the couch and extended his hand.

      She rose with the contract in her hand, the other shaking his. "Thank you for the opportunity. I hope so too."
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      After Sadie left the office, the door by the fireplace opened and Cameron Alexander walked over to Dimitri. "Thank you. Once she's on the ship, I will reveal myself to her, but only once she can't get away." He looked at Dimitri.

      Dimitri smiled at Cameron, saying, "Now I know why you never told me about her. You didn't want to share, did you?" He prodded Cameron on the shoulder like he used to.

      Cameron ducked away. "It was while you were overseas. I walked into this little bar down in the village. I sat there nursing a drink and this incredible voice filled my ears." Raising his hands to his ears, he added, "I'm telling you, she can sing. When I turned around and saw the little package that sound was coming from, I was totally amazed." He remembered how the lights had glowed down on her and how calm he felt as he had sat and listened.

      Her hair had hung past her shoulders, but he couldn't tell what color it was, and as she turned to look out, her eyes had locked with his. It was like she had been singing just to him. Shaking off the thought, he said, "I knew she'd be perfect for our cruise line, but I took a big risk that she could meet all the qualifications." Cameron had felt a connection and knew it was a feeling he had never felt towards another woman.

      "Well, I hope you know what you're doing, because making an unknown the star of our main production is a big risk. You'd better be right!" Dimitri looked Cameron straight in the eye. "And you are telling Olivia; you should have done it in the meeting before."

      "Don't you worry. Once you hear her, you'll be glad I locked in her contract, so no one can steal her away. As for Olivia, we'll let Gabriel tell her."

      He smiled, leaving the office with a wave, saying under his breath, "And after I lock her down with my collar, she won't ever leave."
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      That had been six months ago, the contract was exactly what she had been looking for, room, board, health insurance as well as a respectable salary. She wasn't sure about the sexual harassment clause, but she kind of understood. She really couldn't file a claim of sexual harassment if she working for a business that dealt with sex.

      She paid the cabbie as she got out and picked up her backpack and the handle of her suitcase. She looked up at the Onyx, the ship that would be her home for the next three months, in awe.

      She had found out from Melanie when she met with her to discuss some questions she had, that she would be living in one of the Harem Suites, normally reserved for guests. She didn't understand how she rated a suite with a balcony, but she didn't care, she was actually very happy. This way, if she felt claustrophobic, she could just go out on her balcony.

      She had seen diagrams, blueprints, pictures of staterooms, as well as the shops, but she had not seen the actual ship. Looking at it, she could understand why Dimitri was so proud of her.

      The crew had a ribbon to cut and a bottle of champagne for Dimitri and Cameron, the other co-founder. Cameron Alexander was President of the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line and had been Dimitri's best friend since boarding school. They came from similar backgrounds in the financial end, but that's where it stopped.

      Where Dimitri was easygoing and approachable, Cameron appeared cold and aloof. She had learned through rehearsals that Cameron was the bad boy of the two. He liked fast cars, bikes, and women. He had tattoos and piercings, but she never saw him.

      Sadie thought he had been at one of the rehearsals, but she wasn't sure, and the talk on stage was he kept to himself. But if she ever got to scene with him and he used the shibari technique, the others said it was intense.

      His parents had died in a car accident while he was away at school, leaving him with his open-minded grandmother. When he had left school to go home for the funeral, Dimitri went with him, even knowing he could have gotten kicked out, and to Cameron, who had few friends, that meant everything. They had been the best of friends ever since.

      Neither man wanted to work for their family businesses and tried to do anything that would keep that from happening. They were both Masters, each having their own particular style. While Dimitri mastered the riding crops and floggers, Cameron was a Master with bondage; they had even shared women with both styles together. They had dreamed about owning a BDSM club together, but so many of them seemed to be popping up everywhere. They had wanted something different. After graduating, they had taken a cruise to the Bahamas and that's when it hit them that they could do a cruise line strictly for the BDSM lifestyle.

      Standing there, all Sadie could say was they had done it. She approached the boarding ramp where the crew would board, hours before the passengers were to arrive. She wanted to make sure she didn't miss when the crew did the presentation to Dimitri and Cameron.

      As she entered the lower level of the ship, she handed the security guard her paperwork. He looked at it, at her, at it, and then smiled. "Welcome aboard, Sadie Sommers. I am Caleb Floyd, right hand man to Nicolas Montana, head of security. If you have any problems, please let any one of us know. There are twenty-one of us, total. You'll know us by the arm patches and the side arms." He tilted his huge right shoulder, indicating the circle patch in black with the initials "DP" in purple letters. "Now, depending on how you look at these letters," he said as he stood to his full height of six foot six, coming out of his chair, where Sadie could see the standard M9 on his hip, "to most, it means 'Deck Police,' but I prefer it to mean, 'Dungeon Patrol.' He leaned his incredible body forward over his desk. His deep brown eyes looked into Sadie's, raising his eyebrows up and down as he said to her, "Yup, anything you need, we are here for you. Now, could I get you to move yourself back to the footprints on the floor so I can photograph your beautiful face for your employee ID?" He grinned.

      She looked down to the floor, turning to the left and moving back a few steps to stand on a set of footsteps taped to the floor. When she was ready, she looked to where Caleb had told her to look and smiled. He didn't look up but told her he had what he needed, and she proceeded to move back in front of his desk.

      She watched as he moved to grab what looked like a credit card from a laminator. He reached for her identification and the card. "Here is your identification back, as well as your employee credit card, and your cabin key. It also has all the information needed to access the computer system on board. Every cabin has a computer that has access to every passenger and crewmember's hard and soft limits, triggers, and fantasies. All you have to do is swipe your card in the cabin's computer and your partner will know how to proceed with you. That's what I love about working for them," Caleb announced proudly. "The safety of the passengers and crew are their main priority. That card can give your partner access to your medical history if you wanted. That was why it took so long to get the maiden voyage off. You know the paperwork you filled out to get the job?" Sadie nodded. "Well, every passenger has to go through the same process, they just get a different contract." He was doing the eyebrow thing again.

      "Yes, I get exactly what you mean. I was really surprised when I walked into Dimitri's office. I was so nervous after looking at his set up, but he made me feel so comfortable. I think I'm really going to enjoy working for them."

      "Oh, yeah, and what a set up. I was kind of nervous myself, but then Dimitri explained that the lovely Melanie would be available should I want to try his office equipment, while he stepped out for lunch. That was the best interview I was ever on!"

      Sadie knew she and Caleb were going to get along just fine. She smiled at him, putting her hands over her ears. "Too much information. What time are they supposed to get here? I want to make sure I'm here when they christen the ship."

      "Nick told me everyone was to report aboard by 0600. Besides you, we are waiting for three other crew members, who appear to be arriving right now." She turned to see three guys, who looked to be in their thirties, getting out of a taxi. "As for Dimitri, Cameron, Melanie, and Olivia, they should be arriving shortly. Then we'll have our private crew send-off before they do the one for the media and passengers. Nick said he would have Captain Josh blow the horn twice to let everyone know."

      "Okay, Caleb, I'll see you back here. I'm going to run and put my stuff in my cabin. Catch you later." Sadie turned, found the elevator and pressed the up button. While she waited for the elevator, she could hear Caleb's voice explaining the photo process. The doors opened and she turned and pushed the five button for the Harem Deck. Each deck of the four decks the passengers had access to had different names, the Executive Deck, the Harem Deck, The Fantasy Deck, and the Bondage Deck.

      She met and hung out with the twenty crewmembers involved with the Burlesque Erotica show they had been rehearsing. They were like their own little family. She had met Gabriel and Olivia, the woman from the office, on Sadie's first day at the small warehouse where they were to begin rehearsing.

      The set had been designed for the limited stage space they would have on board and was easily movable. Sadie found out that day that everyone would be auditioning for his or her parts within the show. They wouldn't know what part they had until they arrived at their cabin. So, everyone would know each other's part of the show in case a fill-in was needed.

      There were a few exceptions, such as the part of the show that was to interact with the audience. Dimitri and Cameron had read a lot of the passengers' fantasies requests while screening applications. They thought it would be a novelty if Gabe and the performers could fulfill some of the requests. So, they set it up with Gabriel that the last scene of every show would be a fantasy for a lucky guest.

      Each night at dinner, a name would be selected by the onboard computer and that person's fantasy would be acted out at the end of the show. It was an undertaking Gabriel was proud to say he was prepared for.

      Sadie also knew they were going to have solos in the show and couldn't wait to get to her cabin to find out if she had one. Her other job requirement would be to help out onboard the ship working in other areas; she had the waitressing thing down but was really hoping for one of the bars to sing in during the day. She would find that out too.

      She opened the door to her cabin and was amazed at what she saw. Straight ahead, were the sliding glass doors to the balcony, to her left, was the bathroom with a tub with water jets, and to her right, was the closet. As she walked farther into the cabin, the bed was just on the other side of the bathroom wall with the couch next to it. A coffee table was in front of the couch and as she turned along the opposite wall, there was a desk with a computer on it, a television mounted to the wall, and a vanity.

      Sitting on the coffee table was a gift box with a note and a bouquet of white roses and purple irises, with another note. Sadie, threw her stuff on the bed and ran for the gift box, ripping open the card. It read:

      Welcome aboard, Sadie, we hope you like your accommodations. Cameron and I would like you to know you will be singing in the Master's Lounge for the duration of this cruise. Enjoy. Yours, Dimitri.

      Sadie smiled while opening the gift, which contained a box of Godiva Chocolates. She turned to the flowers and took the card, which read:

      Welcome, Sadie, to what I hope will be the start of a long career aboard the Onyx. The flowers could never compare to your lovely voice, but they will have to do. We look forward to hearing your solo tonight and every night, as Penny, for the duration of this cruise. Enjoy. Yours, Cameron.

      She couldn't believe it; she had gotten the solo and the bar. She couldn't wait to go above, so she could thank both of them. She spun herself in a circle with her arms outstretched, jumped up and down, and then ran and jumped up on the bed doing a little victory dance.

      She fell on her back, looking up at the ceiling and praying this was it. She was finally going to get her dream. She turned her head and saw more papers on the coffee table. She rolled off the bed to grab them and a piece of chocolate. She glanced at the papers and saw one was an explanation of how the computer system onboard worked. It also explained that only the information needed for the purpose of the cruise was used in building every passenger's bio. She was curious to see what they had put in the computer about her. That would have to wait until they cast off. She didn't want to be in the middle of signing on and then have to leave.

      The next paper was the ship activities schedule. There were games by the pool, rules to be explained before the games, as well as tournaments. Who Has the Reddest Ass? Whose Tits Are the Biggest? And the one Sadie couldn't wait to see, Who Has the Biggest Cock? They also had poker tournaments, and as she read the stipulations to play, she realized money wasn't one of them.

      She saw that after the show tonight, they were going to do a crew auction for anyone who wanted to be involved; they would do it on the first night of the cruise. This would give the crewmembers the choice of staying auctioned for the seven-night cruise, or they could just spend the required twenty-four hours with the purchaser. The money also went to a charity of their choice.

      Sadie was considering entering. So far she hadn't made any progress on her own with her love life, so maybe by putting herself out there, she just might find someone who would understand her. The last two pieces of paper were a list of extension numbers for all the cabins on the ship, numbers for all security personal, and a map of the ship.

      She was looking over the lists and glancing at the map when she heard the two long blows of the ship's horn. She grabbed her cabin card and map, figuring there would be time to explore before she had to start working, and headed out the door. She followed the map to the elevator, going down to the staff deck. As the doors closed, Sadie grinned, realizing why she was sleeping in a special cabin. Being the star of the show must come with some special perks. She decided then to enjoy every one of them.
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      She made it outside and found Madison and Isabella, two of the girls who were in the show with her. Madison was taller than Sadie, with long brunette hair and moss green eyes. Isabella was her polar opposite; she was shorter than Sadie, with shoulder-length blonde hair and sky-blue eyes. Everyone had their own nickname for her, some called her Bella, others called her Issy, and then there were those who called her Bell.

      She ran over and gave them each a hug, asking them what parts they got. Madison answered first, "I get to do the strip tease and sing in the Piano Bar during the day."

      "I get to do the guest fantasy for the whole cruise. Since it's never been done, I felt kind of honored. But I have to waitress at dinner every night. What did you get?" she asked Sadie.

      "I get to sing in the Master's Lounge during the day and I get to play Penny. I can't believe Gabe chose me for the part. I haven't been this excited about something in a long time."

      "Who do you think got 'Big Mama?'" Bella asked.

      Sadie and Madison looked at each other and laughed, saying at the same time, "Olivia!" They all laughed together.

      Olivia was the perfect person to play the part of Big Mama. She was the madame of the show and MC'd it. Olivia was a Dominatrix and had done some modeling, earning her the cover of a few magazines. She and Dimitri had grown up together, like brother and sister, as the families spent so much time together.

      The entire crew met the limo, clapping and cheering as it pulled up to the ship. The scaffolding had been set up for the media, but they weren't due until ten. By then, the crew and passengers would already be onboard for the sendoff.

      They got out of the car with Melanie and Olivia and looked at the crew, smiling as they walked towards Captain Joshua standing at the bottom of the stairs. The crew gathered together, looking towards Dimitri and a man Sadie assumed was Cameron. She thought it odd that she had never seen him until now. Even now, she really didn't get a good look at him. While Dimitri frequently attended rehearsals—he made it a point to know everyone who worked for him by name and inquire about their life—she had never seen Cameron. She just figured he was too busy with all the legalities involved with running a cruise ship, while Dimitri was the more "let's get the show on the road" kind of guy.

      Captain Joshua had been nominated to do the presentation. "Dimitri, Cameron, when you first came to me with this idea, I thought you were crazy. I really didn't think you'd be able to pull it off, but just like everything else you put your mind to, you made this happen. We would all like to say thank you for the opportunity to make history as being part of the first BDSM cruise line. As well as putting your trust in me personally to make sure the ship doesn't run aground," he said with a little chuckle. "All kidding aside, we all feel very honored by you putting your trust in us to make this dream a reality for you both. Now, please christen this ship so I can get back to the bridge and get this voyage started."

      Captain Joshua shook hands with both men and handed them the bottle of Dom Perignon and a pair of scissors. They cut the ribbon and climbed the stairs to the top and looked down at the crew. "We would also like to say thank you," Dimitri said, looking at the champagne bottle then at the faces of the crew. "You bought the good stuff." Laughing, he showed it to Cameron, who stood quietly next to him.

      "You have helped make our dream come true, as well as what we hope to be a very profitable venture. We are about to embark on a journey that, for us, is a shot in the dark. We have handpicked each and every one of you and we are very proud of the family we have built. Thank you again." With that, he turned and walked to the end of the scaffolding. Leaning forward, he raised his arm and said, "I now christen thee, Onyx, the first ship for the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line. He brought his arm down as he smashed the bottle against the ship.

      The crew began to clap again as they made their way back down the stairs, greeting Cameron and Dimitri as they made their way past them onto the ship. Sadie had been standing with Madison and Isabella during the ceremony. She smiled from ear to ear listening to Dimitri. She did feel pretty proud. She was a part of this new experience. She just prayed it paid off. Getting a recording contract was what she was hoping for. She could see herself standing on a stage with hundreds of people waiting for her to begin singing. Just thinking about it, sent chills all over her body.

      By the time she came out of her daydream, Dimitri, Cameron, Melanie, and Olivia had all boarded. She ran to catch up with Madison and Isabella. "Did you guys see Cameron? I don't know why but I pictured him kind of like Dimitri. His hair is darker and way longer, and I pictured him without facial hair." From where the girls were standing, it was difficult to look directly at them, but Sadie had seen him as he walked across the scaffolding with Dimitri. He had looked familiar.

      "Don't get me wrong, I wouldn't throw him out of my bed, even if he is my boss. I just pictured something different." Changing the subject, Sadie asked, "Where are your cabins?"

      "We are actually sharing a cabin on the Fantasy Deck. Cabin 405. Where are you?" Bella asked. They had reached the security check and each of them gave Caleb, the security specialist she had previously met, their ID cards to check back on board,
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      When Isabella reached to take her card from Caleb's hand, she jerked back when it didn't release in her hand. She was ready to snap at Caleb until she looked into his eyes. "Is there something wrong with my ID?" she asked, stepping to the side.

      Caleb turned to her, releasing her ID. "I just wanted to tell you that should you enter the auction; you will be spending the rest of this cruise with me," he told her confidently.

      Isabella looked him with those cocoa brown eyes smiling, but the smile didn't reach her eyes, and said, "What if I don't enter the auction?"

      "Then your charity would be missing out on a very hefty donation, because you will still be spending your time on the cruise with me." Caleb knew the minute he saw Isabella that she was his.

      Isabella had a vulnerable look about her, which she tried really hard to hide. He felt a strong need to protect her, and Caleb had learned to follow his instincts.

      Isabella couldn't believe this ruggedly handsome man was staking a claim on her, in front of everyone there. "As long as you can handle me doing the guest fantasies every night, you got a deal." She needed him to know she would not be exclusive to him for this voyage, but that didn't mean it couldn't lean towards that on another.

      Caleb smiled at her, placing a kiss on the palm of her hand. "I'll enjoy watching you perform on stage." He looked her in the eye. "But when you are with me, there will be no performing; I want to know the true you. Deal?" He released her hand.

      "Deal."

      She turned and met up with Madison and Sadie by the elevators. As she approached, she heard Sadie asking, "Are you guys going to do the auction? I think I want to do it but I don't want to do it alone. I've never done something like that. I've never been the model type,"

      Isabella answered, still looking at Caleb. "I will be. I have a homeless shelter from my neighborhood that's going to benefit very well, according to Caleb."  She turned and looked at them. "That man did nothing but hold my hand and talk to me and my panties are soaking wet. This is going to be the best job. Who knew when I signed on that I could meet someone like Caleb?"

      The elevator door opened and they got in. Madison looked between Sadie and Bella and just shook her head. "I guess I'll enter the auction too. I don't want to be left out." They all laughed as the doors closed.
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      Cameron and Dimitri headed straight to their penthouse suites on the Executive Deck. They needed to clean up before the media arrived for the official sendoff. Once they were out of port, he would find Sadie, and introduce himself to her.

      Cameron had the ship's barber, Mario, meet him in the suite and had him cut his wavy black hair to just below his ears, showing off both diamonds in them. He then had him trim his moustache to meet his thin chin beard. He handed Mario a generous tip as he left to return to the salon. After showering, he dressed in a gray Palazzi suit, black silk shirt, and a gray and white tie. He brushed his hair back away from his face and let it dry naturally.

      He and Dimitri met the media on the bridge, where they were to do a short interview explaining how the ship had been designed to their special specifications and introduce Captain Joshua. Next, a tour was given; they started on the Bondage Deck. This was where the dining room, the gift shops, and the Onyx Theater were located. There were also four suites on this deck with windows that were designed strictly for bondage.

      On the Fantasy Deck, one could find Guest Relations, the piano bar with a dance floor, and the casino. The suites on this deck were designed strictly for passenger fantasies and were called the Fantasy Suites.

      The Harem Deck had been totally renovated for this ship, having a sports bar and a pool. This deck had been set-up as an arena dungeon, like Dimitri's office, only with more equipment. Security was also located on this deck. The media took most of their pictures here.

      The top deck was the Executive Deck. Here, there was an exercise room, a spa/salon, hot tub, with a tanning spot, and the Master's Lounge. This deck also had the Executive, Penthouses, and Master Suites.

      After the tour was finished, they went back down to the crew entrance, escorted the media to the scaffolding, and did the official send off. The ship was set to leave port at 1:00 pm. Cameron and Dimitri wanted everything with the launch to go off without a hitch.

      "We would like to thank you all for coming to the maiden voyage of the Onyx. We are confident that this will be the first of many voyages to come. I know some of you are skeptical about our cruise line but let me assure you this is a lifestyle. As much as the public would like to think it's dark and shady, I am asking you to have an open mind as you write your articles. We are trying to let the world know that everything is not black and white. This lifestyle doesn't have to be a dark secret," Dimitri said to all listening. "We would like to thank you for abiding with our strict privacy policy in regards to picture taking. The privacy of our passengers is of the utmost importance to us."

      "Cameron, would you do the honors?" Dimitri handed him the bottle of champagne.

      "I christen thee Onyx!" With that, Cameron raised his arm and smashed the bottle against the ship.

      The cameras were snapping. The guests lining the rails, wearing party masks, all clapped, Cameron and Dimitri descended the stairs, waving to the media as they walked to the crew entrance. As they walked through the door, it closed and sealed. They checked with Nicolas as they entered to make sure everything was in order for them to depart.

      "We're good to go, all crew and passengers have been checked in, and the captain says this baby is primed to leave." Nicolas shook both men's hands then followed them to the elevator.

      When the doors for the elevator opened on the Harem Deck, they went to the railing with all the passengers. They shook hands with passengers as they passed them, receiving congratulations as they went.

      They stood at the railing and heard the horn blow three times as it was escorted from port by the tugboats. Once they were in the New York Harbor passing the Statue of Liberty, they turned with big smiles to each other and said at the same time, "We did it."
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      Sadie, Madison, and Isabella were standing by the railing on the Fantasy Deck,

      "That was an awesome speech. I really hope they got what he was talking about. Well, I'd better get to the Master's Lounge. I think this is the first time ever I'm looking forward to going to work," Sadie said, smiling at the girls.

      "Me too; I'm heading to the Piano Bar. Isabella, what are you going to do until dinner?" Madison asked her.

      "I'm meeting with Gabe to go over possible fantasies for tonight. I want to be prepared for anything. Meet by the dressing rooms before the auction?"

      "Sounds good to me; see you then." With that, Sadie, Madison and Bella went their separate ways.

      Sadie had explored the ship in between christenings; she was trying to make sure she could make her way around the ship without the map. She gave herself two days to have it down.  She headed to the elevator, and as it rose up to the Executive Deck, she could see the passengers already using one of the St. Andrew's crosses and a spanking bench. She wondered if she would be able to be that public when she found her Dom.

      She had changed her clothes before heading up to watch the ship leave port. She was wearing a white corset that pushed her breasts up, with a matching thong, garters and thigh high stockings, under a beautiful white Chanel gown she had found in her closet. There were already several other gowns waiting for her, with matching shoes and bags. To complete the outfit, she'd chosen a pair of Louboutin shoes with five-inch heels. She had put some eyeliner and mascara on, as well as lipstick. Her hair, she had swept to one side, and it cascaded down to her breast. On her ears, she wore her only jewelry, a pair of diamond earrings she had received from her parents as a gift.

      She had looked at herself in the mirror, and for the first time in her life, Sadie had felt beautiful. She held her head high and knew that this was where her life was going to change. Smiling at herself one more time in the mirror, she turned, grabbed her key and bag, and headed to a new beginning.
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      When she arrived, there was no one behind the bar. There was, however, a very large man sitting at the bar. She looked around the room; the carpet was a mix of gray, purple, and black. The bottom part of the walls was made of a dark wood; the upper part was painted in a light wine color. There were frosted sconces on them that gave an intimate lighting to the room.

      The dark cherry bar straight ahead looked similar to the one in Dimitri's office, with the mirrors behind, and LED colored lighting, only on a larger scale. To the right side of the bar, was a swinging set of doors leading to the kitchen area, to the left side, a beautiful white baby grand piano. Opposite of the piano, there was a small dance floor. Tables were covered with gray tablecloths and black napkins and topped with flameless LED candles. Fresh floral arrangements were spread around the room. The dark colors gave a romantic feeling to the room.

      She was nervous, walking straight down the center aisle into the bar, not knowing what to expect. As she walked up to the bar intending to introduce herself to the bartender, the man at the bar turned to her. He leaned his right elbow on the bar, looking at Sadie as if she belonged to him.

      Sadie looked at the man and the arousal that ran through her went straight to her panties. He was absolutely beautiful. He had the brownest eyes that were almost black. His black hair was wavy to just below his ears, showing off his diamond earrings. His beard and goatee gave him a sinister look. Her gaze moved downward, taking in the rest of his body, and she could tell he had his nipples pierced by how the black ribbed tank fit across his chest. A tattoo started just below his left ear and continued down under his shirt onto his chest. A tattoo on his right bicep was of a skull, with a rose running through it. On his left arm, there was what looked like a piece of art. It was a tribal half sleeve; she wondered why he had chosen it.

      Her eyes went down farther, to his black leather pants that fit like a second skin, and Sadie felt her face flush as the bulge in his pants grew to what looked to be very painful.

      Her eyes shot up to his face and she flushed again because, by the smirk on his face, he knew exactly where her eyes had been.

      Sadie knew just looking at him that he was dangerous, not only physically, but also emotionally. This was the type of guy Sadie had always been attracted to but knew was bad for her.

      He cocked his head to the right and roamed his eyes from her head to her toes. She felt his eyes on every part of her body, as he moved them from her face to her breasts. Her nipples hardened painfully against the corset. Moving down to her stomach then farther down to the junction between her legs, she felt her clit swell as his gaze hit her pussy.

      His eyes retraced her body to arrive back to looking in her eyes, then he grinned at her with a smile. This man could make her come just by looking at her.

      Sadie felt warmth flow through her body, leaving a wetness between her legs, a feeling she had only felt one other time in her life. She remembered a night when she was singing at the bar. She had looked out at the audience and her eyes had made contact with a man sitting by the bar and she had felt the same warmth.

      Feeling self-conscious, Sadie looked away, breaking eye contact. Leaning forward over the bar, she heard a groan from the man. She turned her head from the position she was in and asked, "Have you seen the bartender?"

      "Yes," he said, raising his glass with a shake. "I sent him on an errand. I wanted to speak with you alone. I've been waiting a long time to meet you." He stood to his full six-foot four height; his wide shoulders moved with his hips as he stood from the bar stool and walked towards Sadie.

      When he was standing right in front of her, he extended his hand. "Cameron Alexander, a pleasure to finally meet you, Sadie." His deep voice hummed right through her.

      Sadie turned away from the bar, looking up. So drawn to him, she put her hand in his and it swallowed hers up. He turned it and kissed the inside of her wrist. Sadie could not look away from him. He reluctantly released her hand.

      She finally found her voice. "Nice to meet you also, but have we met before?"

      "No, we have never met before, but I have heard you sing. I did try to meet you that night. I waited for you after you were done with your set, but you never came into the bar like the bartender said you normally did."

      The breath left Sadie. It had to be him. Kenny, the bartender, had let her know that there was a guy at the bar asking a lot of questions about her. He had told her that he didn't get a good vibe from him, and that had been good enough for Sadie to duck out the back door that night. She wondered how long he had waited for her, but he looked so different from the guy in the bar.

      "I went back to the bar for a week after that, but you were never there. I asked for you and was told you were only needed if their regular singer couldn't make it. After listening to her, I couldn't understand why you weren't their regular."

      Sadie smiled at the compliment he had just paid her. "Thank you, I think. I wanted to also say thank you for giving me this opportunity." She pointed at the piano.

      "You earned it. Gabe would not have recommended you for the positions you received if he didn't feel you were right for them. I, however, am extremely happy that you will be singing here. I will be able to listen to you whenever I want." He stroked the side of her face, his body moving forward to touch hers.

      "I would like to get to know you better," he whispered in her ear as he leaned forward.

      A chill ran like electricity through her body. Sadie closed her eyes, leaning her head to the side as he ran his nose down her throat. "I like your scent."

      With that, he moved a step away, and Sadie almost fell forward, but she caught herself. Looking up at him, she said, "I don't think that would be a good idea. You are my boss, Sir."

      Cameron's body tightened with her words. He had known that being her employer was going to be a conflict, but he'd always loved a challenge.

      Dominic, the bartender, came in from the back room. He looked at Cameron, then Sadie, walking behind the bar towards them with a huge smile. "Sadie, you working the piano in here?"

      Sadie turned, still trying to wrap her mind around the fact that this beautiful man standing in front of her was her boss. She smiled at Dominic. "Yup, I take it you're working the bar?" she asked as she tried to compose herself.

      "Yeah, bartending got me through a lot of missed auditions." Dominic turned to Cameron, who hadn't moved. "Cameron, Dimitri says he'll be in the Sports Bar if you need him."

      Cameron had wanted more time with Sadie but knew that now was not the time. He took her hand, leading her to the piano in the corner. "Before I have to leave, I'd like to hear you sing for me."

      Sadie sat at the piano, placing her hands on the smooth keys, looking up into those dark eyes. "What would you like to hear?"

      "You pick." He stood by the piano, watching her intently.

      Sadie had always loved Carole King and began playing Tapestry. As she played, she lost herself in the song, and when she was finished, the room erupted with applause.

      She hadn't realized while she was playing that guests had come in, but when she looked for Cameron, he was nowhere to be found. Dominic walked over with a glass of water for her. "Man, I knew you could sing, but that was great."

      "Where did Cameron go, and where did these people come from?" she whispered to him.

      "They heard you, came in and sat down, and Cameron said he'd see you later," he explained, then walked back to the bar.

      Sadie looked around the room, accepting their applause, but she really didn't feel it. She wondered why Cameron hadn't stayed? She had wanted to please him with her song, but he hadn't stayed. The self-doubt tried to rear its head again, but she was not going to go there again. That was the old Sadie. He was the president of the company; what the hell was she thinking?

      Still, there was just something about Cameron Alexander that drew Sadie to him; she felt it deep in her soul. She wanted to feel those lips all over her body. No, what was she thinking? He was her boss. She needed to put any thoughts of Cameron Alexander out of her mind. How could she continue to work here if things didn't work out?  Well, she wasn't going to take any chances; she would just have to avoid him as much as possible.

      It was a pretty good size ship, so it shouldn't be too hard. With that plan in mind, Sadie got back to work. She played songs she liked and requests, if she knew them, from the audience. Sadie lost herself in her singing and before she knew it, the afternoon had flown by.

      She finished her last set before the bar closed until later in the evening. She walked over to sit and have a drink before leaving. She wasn't much of a drinker but felt it couldn't hurt. In a few hours, she'd be in front of the whole ship, putting herself out there, hoping that someone would bid on her. A glass of wine might help settle the butterflies in her stomach.

      "Are you sure you want that now?" Dominic asked her.

      "Why not, I'm finished and the show doesn't start until 8:00 pm? I'll be fine."

      "Okay, let me have your card," he said, extending his hand.

      "Why do you need my card? I thought drinks were a perk for employees?" she asked, handing her card to him.

      "They are, but there is a three-drink maximum on this ship, per day. It's in every contract. Dimitri and Cameron want to make sure that everyone has a good time, but not too good a time. People can get hurt real bad; that's why they put it in." Sadie's stomach dropped when he said that.

      "For the safety of all passengers and crewmembers, there is a three-drink maximum per day with alcohol," Dominic quoted the contract. "So anytime you have a drink, even though it doesn't cost you, we have to run the card through the computer system."

      "I must have missed that in the contract; thanks for letting me know. Can I take this with me?" She stood, waiting for her glass.

      "Sure, just stay away from the pool area with it; no glass is allowed in that area." He placed her glass of wine in front of her and returned her card. "I'll see you later, and I'm really looking forward to working with you. Especially after hearing you all afternoon. You really have a beautiful voice."

      Sadie retrieved her card and drink and started walking towards the door. When she got there, she turned to Dominic. "Thank you, I wasn't sure how this was going to work out. I was really apprehensive to accept this position, but I have to say, so far, so good. I'll see you later." Smiling as she left, she headed back to her cabin to rest before her performance tonight.

      Sadie was walking down the flight of stairs to the Harem Deck, which would get her to her cabin. She was thinking of what she needed to do when she got there. With her hand still on the railing, she took the last step, her thoughts cleared by the sights and sounds in front of her. While she had been entertaining, the guests had begun making use of all the equipment in the dungeon arena.

      Almost every piece was in use, as if going to the gym, you had to wait your turn. She could see both women and men standing to the side, observing. Sadie walked to the railing that fenced the dungeon equipment. The arena was designed for this open format.

      In front of her, was a woman strapped to spanking bench, with a man by her head, and another behind her holding a riding crop. The woman's ass was a bright red, indicating they had been at this a while. The man behind her grabbed something from the table and proceeded to put lube on it as the man by her head was moving her blonde, damp hair from her face. Sadie looked at the ecstasy on the woman's face, her eyes holding a pleading look as she focused on the man by her head. She knew the woman had reached her sub-space.

      Sadie watched as he stroked her face while the man behind her spread her ass cheeks and inserted a butt plug. She was held in place by the restraints as she pulled on them. When the plug was fully seated in her, she turned her head, opening her mouth for the cock being rubbed on her cheek. He held the back of her head and shoved his hard cock to the back of her throat. At the same time, the guy behind her began to fuck her.

      Sadie's hand gripped the railing, feeling the wetness between her legs. She could see the woman's face and knew she was close to coming. Both men knew as well; the cock was pulled from her mouth, and she whimpered at its loss. "May I come please, Masters?" The men looked at each other with a nod, and then one said to her, "You have been a very good girl, Rayna, taking your punishment, and you have begged for it. We will allow you to come." He put his cock back in her mouth and began pumping into her as the guy behind her started pounding into her.

      Sadie stood transfixed, watching the scene in front of her. She felt like she was going to come just like the woman on the bench. She had never witnessed a public scene. She watched their faces and knew they were all close.

      The man fucking her mouth came first, pushing his cock to the back of her throat and yelling his release. He removed his cock from her mouth, as the woman screamed her release. Finally, the man behind her pumped himself into her two more times, then his body tightened with the strain of his release.

      Sadie watched both men. One began removing her restraints, rubbing the numbness from her limbs while the man, from behind her, gently removed the butt plug, cleaning her ass with the wipes provided. One held a warm blanket open to cradle her; she was carefully placed in it like a porcelain doll. Sadie could feel the love between them, as they each tenderly placed kisses to her temple, smiling at her, while the applause ramped up for them. They turned and left the arena.

      Sadie released the breath she had been holding, not even realizing she held it, as well as the handrail that had turned her knuckles white. She turned away and headed to her cabin. Now, on top of having first night jitters, she was sexually frustrated.

      Sadie wanted what that woman had, well, maybe not two men, but she wanted to feel that special. What she had just witnessed was explosive and exciting, but it was also tender. Who knew, maybe she could find something like that with whoever she was auctioned off to. Until then, she was going to her cabin to get on the computer, and then some rest, and who knows, maybe rub one out if she had time.
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      Although, Sadie had not seen him, Cameron had stayed to hear her finish the song. He knew it would calm the storm that was raging through him.

      He had always had to take care of himself, even before his parents had been killed when he was eighteen. He had always been big for his age and, after he had had his ass handed to him in a four against one fight after school one day, he decided he was going to learn to protect himself. He learned how to box, as well as martial arts. It was the last fight he ever lost.

      His Grandmother Constance had understood his rage. Her daughter, Cameron's mother, and his father had been killed in that car accident, which was anything but an accident, but Constance and Cameron couldn't do a damn thing about it.

      His parents had run the family construction company; the main office was in their hometown of Cambridge, Massachusetts. They had four more locations across the US.

      His grandmother had hired a private investigator after the accident, and he had found that the accident was not an accident. They were told that a private group looking to invest in the business had approached his father, and that those investors were not the type of people you wanted to do business with. It hadn't been more than three weeks after his parents refused their offer, when they had been coming home from dinner, that the accident had occurred. The brake line had been cut while they were at dinner. That's what pissed Cameron off the most, those people were just cowards.

      His grandmother had taken up the reins of running the business, because what these assholes didn't know was that it had been Cameron's grandparents who had started the company. They should have done their homework.

      Although his grandmother had retired, she knew the business inside and out, and there was no way anyone was taking one more thing from her. She knew that if she didn't go back, there would be no company for Cameron. His grandmother was one of a kind, and she would do anything to help put her daughter to rest.

      Recently, accidents had flared up at multiple sites. No lives had been lost, thank God, but at one of the sites, it was a close call for the foreman. He was laid up in the hospital for a week with broken ribs and his leg in traction. One site had tools stolen from it, while another had been destroyed by fire. Cameron knew right away who was doing the damage.

      He had never wanted to run Alexander Construction, even though he had studied construction engineering in college. He had a brilliant mind for business. Sitting behind a desk, or going to corporate meetings, was not what he really wanted to do.

      Grandma Constance had backed him a hundred percent when he had gone to her for advice on the cruise line, but he had also noticed how the light didn't really reach her eyes. By him being involved with the cruise line, it just meant more time she would have to stay on. He knew with the recent accidents, his time was limited before he would have to bite the bullet and take over. He just needed seven days on this cruise to make things right, then he would take over the reins and send his grandmother on a well-needed vacation.

      He also knew he had to tell Dimitri that this would be his last voyage until they launched the San Diego ship. Until then, he would have to be content on land. He hoped the information he had received was accurate, because he had some unfinished business to attend to before he could bring Sadie home with him. When they reached Georgetown, he would put an end to any threat to his family and friends.

      Cameron had finally come up with a plan that was going to end the motherfuckers who were putting people's lives in dangers as well as taking his parents from them.

      He focused his attention back on Sadie, as he stood by the doors of the kitchen. He looked at the people who had come in and sat down just to hear her sing. She seemed to have to the same effect on them as she did on him. He began to relax as her voice hushed the rage that ran through him every time he thought about his parents. The time had come for Cameron to set right a heartbreaking wrong.

      Sadie was finishing the song, and Cameron knew that if he didn't leave now, he would stand there all afternoon, and he had plans to finish before tonight. His cock hardened with just the thought of what he had planned for her. He had waited long enough for tonight and nothing would stand in his way.

      As the applause rose at the completion of the song, Cameron turned and walked through the kitchen, thinking to himself, 'Til tonight, angel.
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      Cameron and Dimitri had handpicked the guest list for this cruise, however, a few passengers were permitted to bring guests outside of their BDSM circle. When the news broke that Midnight Cruise was accepting applications and reservations, both had begun flowing in rapidly.

      They did a thorough screening of all crewmembers and guests. Each had particular contracts, crewmembers, for their positions, length of time, salary, expectations, and security requirements.

      The guests' contract was a little different; because of the caliber of people Cameron and Dimitri had chosen for this cruise, they needed the contracts to reflect that too. Every guest had paid an enormous amount of money, most held prominent positions, and Cameron and Dimitri knew they had to secure their anonymity.

      However, Cameron and Dimitri did have some similar requirements for both crew and guests: A.) It is required that if someone sees anything that they do not feel is right, anything that would put someone at risk, or anything life threatening they are to report it to security. B.) Anyone can refuse to participate by safe wording out, while anyone wearing a red wristband was off limits. C.) There is a three-drink maximum per day. And D.) Formal wear is required in the dining room. Whether a guest or part of the crew, both men agreed they needed at least one thing similar to a regular cruise.

      Cameron thought about these things as he made his way down to the sports bar to talk with Dimitri. He needed to be upfront with his friend; Dimitri was the only person besides Cameron's grandmother and the private investigator who knew the whole story of what happened to his parents.

      Dimitri had wanted to go after the assholes as soon as he had found out, but Cameron had craved so much more. He wanted them ruined. He knew what he needed to do, and he also knew he would need help doing it. He knew that he could count on Dimitri, and they had all waited a long time for retribution.

      Cameron found Dimitri sitting in a booth on the far-left side of the bar. Televisions covered the entire wall to the right of the bar, with more behind it. On every one of them, there was a different sporting event. The Sahara colored counter-top high tables and chairs were in front of a wall of televisions, the bar itself matching. The other side had booths with wine and gray colored seating, with lower tables right in front of the bar.

      Dimitri looked up, smiling, from the paperwork he had spread out in front of him. "I still can't believe that I'm really sitting here on a moving ship that we own. I'll check with Elaine later, to see if she has any insight as to which way the reporters will go. We'll find out tomorrow after the reviews come out, but having a full ship our first time out, I think that says we did it!"

      Cameron couldn't agree more. He hated to bring Dimitri down, so he shelved the original conversation he had initially intended to have and slid into the booth. "I know, I just passed the dungeon ring on my way here and I saw Senator Morgan getting worked over by his Mistress and Unicorn. The man looked wrecked. They had him strapped upside down on the inversion table. One on his face, one sucking his cock, it's amazing what the human body can tolerate. I also caught a look at Judge Martoni and Mason, I don't know what Rayna did, but I doubt she'll be sitting comfortably at dinner tonight."

      "Yeah, I heard the way that Martoni handles a 'Dragon Tail' is above reproach. Have you checked in with Nick? He wanted to go over tonight's schedule with you," Dimitri stated.

      "No, I was headed there after I checked in with you. Have you checked with Marco? Has everything been worked out with the seating?"

      "When I saw him, the head count hadn't been completed yet. There were still a few passengers who hadn't responded to the dinner request." Although the passengers could do any number of activities on board, Cameron and Dimitri had requested, via the computer when they signed on, that every guest attend tonight's dinner. There were only seventy-five passengers, so the dining room would be set according to the responses. No one was required to attend, but they knew that most would be there.

      "Okay, I'll check with Nicolas first, then head down to the dining room and check on Marco, make sure he's got everything under control," Cameron said, sliding from his seat.

      Dimitri looked up at Cameron. "Has she entered yet?"

      Cameron knew Dimitri was talking about Sadie and the charity auction. International water had no bearing on the legalities of such an auction. "When I see Nick, I'll find out then." He grabbed his phone and direct connected to Nicolas. "Hey, Nick, where are you?"

      A deep voice came back, "Up on the bridge with the captain, what's up?"

      "Stay there, I need to talk with both of you. See you in a few."

      "We'll be here."

      Cameron put his phone back. "See you tonight. Any prospects for the charity auction?" he asked, walking towards the exit.

      "I've had my eye on Madison since the first day she came to my office. I wanted her so bad that day, but after hearing what she had been through, I knew I needed to give her time, but time's up!" Dimitri's voice growled, "And I would love to kill the son-of-a-bitch who abused her."

      "You never know; they say karma is a bitch, right?" he said, as a loud cheer rose up from the other side of the bar.

      Cameron was greeted with handshakes and well wishes from passengers as he made his way to the bridge. Nicholas, Captain Joshua, and Logan, the ship's first mate and longtime friend of the captain, were going over charts when Cameron arrived. "Nick, do we have a head count on dinner tonight?" Nicolas handled all the security around the ship.

      "Do you know if Caleb will have the final count by 4:00 pm? That should give Marco more than enough time to have everything in place. He already has responses from more than half of the passengers. We have also stressed to Marco that Senator Morgan's party and Max's should not be seated at the same table. Edward still hasn't gotten over the fact that Rayna left him for Max."

      "That's what happens when you invite a Unicorn into the mix without letting your partner know," Captain Joshua said. "I don't think I have ever seen Rayna that hurt, or that pissed. They were together with Mistress Mandy for a while, right?"

      Cameron answered the captain, "Yeah, the last time I saw her, she and Max had just started talking with each other. Glad it worked out for them, but they cannot all be together in the same proximity." Looking at Nick, he added, "Do you have a few minutes? I need to talk with you."

      Nicholas turned to Captain Joshua. "We all good? I think the course you chose should be smooth sailing. That storm should stay to the east of us."

      "Yes, we're good. I need to go over a few more things with Logan before meeting up for dinner. I'll see you there."

      Nick and Cameron left the bridge and stood watching the water as the ship sliced through it. "Do we need to say anything about the storm?"

      "Not at this time; the captain and I charted us so we should miss it, but you know how the weather is a fickle bitch. We will be keeping a close eye on it. If anything should change with its pattern, I'll let you know right away."

      "If I didn't say it before, I'll say it now, you are everything Josh and Dimitri jacked you up to be. I've never seen anyone fit a job so well."

      "Are you kidding me? This was an opportunity I couldn't pass up, plus Payton is going to show me how appreciative she is tonight. She's been looking forward to this since the first day I came home with the news."

      "I'm glad to hear that, let me know how it works out." Cameron smiled at him. Nicolas and Payton had been together for just about a year now. He had given her his collar about six months ago. There was no one like Payton to Nick. She kept his demons away. Nick was planning to propose on the ship. "Has Caleb positively identified that it is Richard Arcola on the Island?"

      "From all the intel we've collected, everything points to him being holed up in a little town called Rum Point. When are you going to let me know what this asshole did so I can help take him out?"

      "I have a plan, but I think it's best not to involve too many people right now. I have it under control. Tell Caleb I owe him."

      Nick looked at Cameron. "You know you're like a brother to me. I still have no idea why this guy is so important to you. Just don't do anything stupid, okay?"

      "Trust me, I'll tell you when I have everything in place. I've waited too long to have something go wrong now."

      "You got it, boss, I'll have Caleb leave the information in your cabin. We'll be ready when you need us." Nicolas held his hand out to Cameron.

      Cameron shook his hand. "Let Dimitri know about the storm, he'll need updates, and good luck with Payton tonight." Cameron turned and headed towards the elevators. He needed to check in with Marco, and then get to his cabin. Once he confirmed that it was that son-of-bitch Arcola, he could put the finishing touches to his plan.
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      Sadie stood at the entrance to the dining room. She had seen the room earlier when she had explored the ship, but it had been totally transformed. Sitting on top of a raised dais, in the middle of the room, was the Captain's table. A blue tablecloth with silver etchings covered the rectangle table. There were two artfully designed raised centerpieces at each end. The chairs were cloth-covered. The place setting was fine porcelain china, with sterling silver flatware, and crystal stem wear.

      Hanging above the table was a crystal chandelier, bathing the table in a soft light. Above the chandelier, cloth in blues, whites and silvers, draped to the adjacent walls. Round tables surrounded the dais, with similar colors and centerpieces on them.

      Sadie looked straight ahead and saw the band getting ready to play as the guests began to arrive. The blue LED lighting behind the band, as well as around the room, gave a royal feel to the room.

      Several guests had already been seated when she entered. Sadie moved to the podium off to the left of the entrance where Marco, the maître d', was standing. "Marco, this place looks beautiful, so different from what it looked like earlier," Sadie said, smiling at him.

      "I'm so glad someone appreciates my hard work." He came around the podium, put his hands on both of Sadie's shoulders, then leaned in and kissed her on each check. "Now, I can't wait for the meal to be over so I can go back to my cabin, run a bath, and de-stress before the auction tonight. I have my eye on a certain football player, and I know I'll need my strength," he said, fanning himself.

      Sadie laughed with Marco. "Can you tell me where I'm supposed to sit? The invitation only said when to arrive."

      Not even looking at his chart, he said, "Follow me, I will take you to your seat." He walked towards the Captain's table with Sadie following behind. When he got to her chair, he pulled it out for her, indicating she should sit.

      "I don't think this is right; isn't this the Captain's table?"

      "Yes, it is and, no, there is no mistake, this is your seat. You are the first to arrive; the others should be here momentarily. I'll send your waiter over for your drink order." Sadie hesitantly sat in the chair Marco held for her. He leaned forward and whispered in her ear, "Honey, you look smoking in that dress. Who you looking to impress?" He stood up with a sly smile on his handsome face.

      Sadie felt the blush run down her body and straightened in her chair. "I have my eye on someone," she said over her shoulder. "Just not sure I can do it," she said under her breath.

      "Well, baby, I hope he appreciates you! I have to get back to my post, but I'll see you later." Marco sent an air kiss towards her, turned and sashayed back to the podium to greet more guests.

      Sadie sat in the chair feeling like everyone was looking at her, and her self-confidence started to take another hit. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly.

      She felt confident in what she had on. It was a black satin, floor-length gown, a halter-top showing off her ample breast, with a slit up her left leg. She knew she could always dress the part. Most shallow people never saw past the looks. Slap a smile on your face and no one knew how lonely you really were.

      She wore her hair pulled away from her face, leaving little wisps, giving her features a younger look. She normally didn't need makeup, but she always felt better with some on. She'd finished her ensemble with a serpent chain necklace that landed in her cleavage and five-inch, black fuck-me pumps.

      Sadie had learned the hard way if she didn't come off with a confident air about herself, people were going to walk all over her. That was also the reason why most people thought she was a bitch, and always alone. No one saw the vulnerability part.

      The pressure was slowly building in her. She looked at the table where she was sitting and thought to herself, I don't belong here. It's one thing to dress the part, but will I be able to even converse with these people? I need to get a grip. She knew if someone didn't show up soon to the table, she was going to have to go the ladies' room. She could not afford to have a panic attack in the middle of the dining room.

      She was beginning to rise from her chair when she felt a hand brush her back, reaching for her chair. It was nothing more than a graze of her skin, but she knew right away that it was Cameron helping her rise.

      She rose and turned her face right into his chest, the tuxedo he was wearing showing off his incredible body. She went to step back and bumped the table, pushing her body forward, right into Cameron. She put her hands on his chest to catch herself at the same time he grabbed her around the waist, pulling her to him.

      "Are you okay?" he asked her.

      Not raising her face, she said into his chest, "Yes, you can remove your hands now, Sir."

      He stepped back and said to her, "Sadie, look at me." She raised her eyes but not her head. He put his fingers under her chin, raising it. "Are you all right?" Sadie nodded her head yes. "When I ask you a question, I want an answer. Where are you going?"

      "To the ladies' room. I'm sorry for bumping into you, Sir." She waited for him to comment on her clumsiness.

      He didn't say anything, but he moved his hand to cup her face. Leaning down, his voice humming across her skin, he said, "You look stunning tonight."

      Sadie was starting to lean into Cameron, but the arrival of Dimitri and Captain Joshua put a stop to that.

      "Sadie, who knew you cleaned up so well?" Dimitri teased, giving her an appreciative look. He looked at Cameron over her with a knowing nod.

      "Thank you, but if you will excuse me, I'll be right back." She grabbed her clutch and left the dining room.

      All three men watched her leave. Dimitri asked Cameron, "Was it something I said?"

      "No, she was leaving as you arrived." Cameron was still watching Sadie as he said, "I'll be back."

      Sadie made it to the ladies' room and into the stall before she allowed herself to relax. She leaned her head on the door, trying to control her racing heartbeat. Why did she accept the invitation? She should have just said no. She was supposed to be sitting with other crewmembers, not at the Captain's table. Now, she would have to sit at the table with Cameron for an entire meal. How was she going to breathe?

      While Sadie was in the stall trying to relax and getting her breathing under control, two women came into the ladies' room talking. "She must think she'll be his next sub. Did you see that dress? Wal-Mart must have been having a sale," one woman sneered. "She is so beneath him. An actress! Oh sorry, singer; really! The man has more money than some small countries; what could he possibly see in her?"

      "I couldn't see him with the entertainment unless that was part of her contract; she gets to sing and then gets to suck," the other woman said with a laugh.

      "She's not totally lacking, and I heard he's looking for a new sub. I just don't see it. The other subs he's had were like super models."

      Sadie glanced through the slit in the stall door. She saw a blonde-haired woman wearing a purple and white strapless gown applying lip-gloss to her lips, while the redhead wearing a peach-colored corset dress fixed her hair.

      The red-haired woman turned to the blonde. "I just need some time for him to see how much I've changed for him. I need him to realize we belong together." Queenie turned to the mirror, a malevolent look on her face, and through gritted teeth, she continued, "I've been waiting for him for too long, and I refuse to let some wannabe Mariah Carey get in my way." Queenie was like a chameleon; she changed with her circumstances. With Yvonne, she dominated. With Cameron, she would play the submissive.

      Yvonne looked at her like she didn't know her; she had never seen this side of Queenie. "Be careful, Queenie, you know how possessive Cameron can get, and if you hurt his new toy, he has so many connections, he could make your life a living hell."

      "You know me, Yvonne, she'll never see it coming, and no one would suspect me if she just happened to go missing over the side of the ship," Queenie said, fluffing her hair, a smile back on her face. "Let's get back. I'm looking forward to hearing whose fantasy they will be playing out tonight." With that said, they left the ladies' room.

      The tears silently slid down Sadie's face as she listened to the women speak about her; she hadn't done anything to them. She wasn't asking for the attention they thought Cameron was hurling her way. In fact, she had already decided to stay away from Cameron. So, why couldn't people just leave her alone? That, she was used to.

      She opened the door to the stall and walked to the sink, ran some cold water on a cloth and pressed it to her eyes and nose. She put some lipstick on, blew her nose and headed for the door. There was no way she was going back to the dining room. She would head over to the Onyx Theater and start getting ready for the show.

      Cameron watched as Sadie left the ladies' room and headed in the opposite direction from the dining room. He caught up to her as she got to the doors of the theater. "Where are you going?" His voice sounded like a growl.

      Sadie stopped, reaching for the door handle. She stood with her back towards Cameron. "I need to get ready for the show tonight, Sir."

      "Turn around and don't lie to me, Sadie. You knew we were having dinner, and you have more than enough time to get ready for the show after dinner. Now, where are you going?"

      When Sadie turned, Cameron saw the lingering effects from Sadie's tears. She kept her eyes down when she said, "I didn't know we were having dinner. I thought when I answered the invitation, I would be sitting with other crewmembers, not at the Captain's table. Besides, I don't have much of an appetite. I'm having first night jitters and felt my place was here, so I came here."

      Cameron looked at the people who began to loiter around them. He took Sadie by the elbow and escorted her out onto the deck, and walking over to the railing, he caged her between his arms. "What happened, Sadie? When you left the dining room, you were surprised, I could see that, but something else has happened. I want to know what, and I want to know now."

      Sadie looked up at Cameron. The tattoo poking out above his shirt collar could almost make Sadie believe they came from the same upbringing, but the air of dominance that showed in how he carried himself, proved something totally different.

      Sadie knew those women were right, although her dress didn't come from Wal-Mart, but it didn't come from Giorgio Armani, either. She didn't belong in his world. She also knew she couldn't say anything about the ladies' room incident. So, Sadie told him, "I'm fine. I think you're making way too much of me not returning to dinner." Sadie spread her arms, indicating them standing outside.

      Cameron tilted his head to the right, just like he did earlier, crossing his arms over his chest. "You forget who you're talking to. You will address me as Sir or Master. Sadie, I understand you're new to the BDSM lifestyle, but my first rule is trust. Now, why did you leave the dining room?"

      Sadie didn't tell him the real reason because most people didn't get it, so she told him part of it. "I was feeling like the center of attention, like I was on display, and it made me uncomfortable. I know it sounds stupid, considering I sing for a living, but while I sat there, I didn't feel the welcome I get from an audience. So, I left. I thought about going back, but my seat would still be the same, Master."

      He looked at Sadie and the lines around his mouth relaxed. He extended his arm to escort her. "There now, was that so hard?"

      Sadie looked at Cameron like he had two heads. She didn't know what to make of this man. She also knew she had to go back with him. Sadie would put what the women had said out of her mind and try to get through dinner. From now on, she would read her invitations more carefully. She reached up and looped her arm through his and they walked back to the dining room in silence.
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      Returning to the dining room, Cameron escorted her to her seat, just before Dimitri stood by his chair, his black tuxedo showing off his exquisite body. He hushed the band, and the room's attention turned to him. "We would like to welcome you all aboard the maiden voyage of the Onyx. We would also like to thank each of you for showing your enthusiasm, first with the idea of our exclusive cruise ship, and then, for your participation.

      "I saw many of you making use of our unique equipment, while others just enjoyed their time in the sun. We have no idea how this venture is going to turn out, but for now, we are moving forward with plans for a West Coast port for our next ship. We are looking forward to when we can do this again on the West Coast. Now, I would like to introduce you to a few people you might not know. Please put your hands together for the man who piloted a ship through the Bermuda Triangle and survived, Captain Joshua Miller."

      The room surged with applause while the captain rose and took his bow. "Next, my friend and business partner, Master Cameron Alexander." Cameron rose, and the applause continued as he waved to the guests, taking his bow. "To my right, is Master Nicholas Montana, Head of Security; we cannot stress the importance of safety and security for every person on this ship. His office is on the Harem Deck, should you need him or have any other concerns. Across from him, is Caleb, second in command to Nicolas. All of you should have met Caleb already, as he processed all of you onboard. Caleb, take a bow."

      After Caleb sat back down, he went on, "Caleb is also our computer IT person. Please direct all computer issues to him. He will also be the person to process any voting done for ship games. We will let you know the winners of today's contests after dinner. Each winner will be able to choose a prize from 'Kink Haven', our toys and apparel store on the Bondage Deck. Ask for Raven or Skylar.

      "Finally, I'd like to present a newcomer to our community. You will be able to hear her every night, as Penny, in the Burlesque Erotica at the Onyx Theater. Please give a warm welcome to Ms. Sadie Sommers."

      Cameron's hand brushed against Sadie's back as he held her chair. She rose from her chair smiling, giving a wave to her left and then to her right. She caught a glimpse of the women she had heard talking about her earlier and made it a point to wave right at them before she sat.

      Dimitri, still standing, said, "So, please sit back and enjoy this specially prepared dinner, while you listen to The Onyx Theater Band. We have a fully trained staff so if you need anything, please do not hesitate to ask them. They will be happy to service you!"

      Someone from the behind Dimitri shouted, "Does that include blow jobs too?" The room laughed at the question.

      "I suppose it does. We do have a first-class staff of subs, however," Dimitri paused dramatically, "for tonight only, and for good charities, there will be a price for that blow job." Dimitri smiled at the man. "I'm sure you've all heard about the Crew Member Auction, I hope you will all join us right after tonight's performance. Now, enjoy." Dimitri sat and the waiters, dressed in nothing but leather pants and bow ties, began carrying out the first course, while waitresses in French maid outfits began serving.

      Conversation around the table rumbled in Sadie's ears. She was smiling but not really hearing. Now that the introductions had been made, she could only focus on the man beside her. Cameron sat to her left, and she could feel the heat from his body as she tried to pay attention to what Madison had been saying.

      He leaned back to place his napkin in his lap, as a salad was placed in front of him, then Sadie. Sadie followed suit and began cutting her salad. As she was placing the first forkful in her mouth, she almost choked when she felt Cameron's fingers graze her thigh through the slit on her dress, trailing its way slowly down her leg, scraping his nail along, his hand coming to rest on her knee. He then began to pull her leg, so that she was wide open. Sadie tried to hold her leg in place but it was no use, he was determined.

      Cameron leaned into her ear, "I allowed you to run before without punishment, but if you do not leave your leg where I have placed it, angel, I will make sure the punishment fits the crime."

      Sadie moved, looking into his deep brown eyes, trying to see if he was serious. "You are new to this, so I will allow some leeway, but don't think I'm not keeping track of your transgressions." She went to move her leg back, but Cameron held fast, "If you don't leave it, I will bind you to my bed with your legs spread open for my pleasure, until we get to port. Am I making myself clear?"

      Sadie immediately opened her legs to Cameron, and he gave her a satisfied smile, then placed his warm hand high on her leg, with his fingers brushing her mound. Sadie wanted to move away; she didn't want Cameron to know her panties were already wet. She was still trying to concentrate on what was being said around her, but all of her attention was drawn to his hand and how it was making small swirling motions, moving closer to the apex between her legs. Just when Sadie thought Cameron was going to touch her, he moved his hand from her leg and went back to eating.

      Sadie reached for her glass of water with a shaking hand. The water soothed her dry throat. She glanced at Cameron and saw he was listening to what Captain Joshua was saying in reference to the storm. She turned to the rest of the table and watched how they interacted with each other. Sadie could tell these people cared for each other, and deep down she wanted to be a part of it. She just didn't know how. She wished someone had taught her how to interact with other social classes.

      She looked around the room at how some of the other couples were interacting with each other. At a table near the band, she watched as a woman sat in a hunter green gown, the neck of the gown clasped tightly around her neck, giving her a regal look. At her feet, knelt a tuxedo-clad sub with his head resting against her lap, while she ran her fingers soothingly through his hair.

      When their main course was served, she leaned forward and whispered in his ear. Sadie watched as the man rose and sat in the chair next to her. He placed his napkin in his lap then turned to his Mistress, ready to serve her any way he could. Sadie looked at his face. She thought she would see shame; instead, what she saw was a brilliant smile on his face. His eyes glowed with love for his Mistress.

      Sadie's gaze moved to the other end of the room where a sub in a white Donna Karen one-shoulder gown was sitting on her Dom's lap as he fed her dinner. Again, just looking at them, Sadie knew these people had something she had only dreamt about but seeing that it was possible, gave her hope.

      Sadie turned her attention back towards the table and the man sitting next to her. She had done to him exactly what people did to her, judged him on his looks. Looking past the tattoos and piercings, Cameron had an air of authority about him, but Sadie didn't feel intimidated by him. She felt kind of safe. Throughout the entire meal, Cameron had touched her in some way. She had also kept her legs in the position Cameron had placed them in at the beginning of dinner. She had done it to please him, not because he had threatened her. Sadie kept reminding herself that this was her boss; she could not let anything happen with him, she needed to focus on the upcoming show.

      Sadie was pulled from her thoughts as, once again, Dimitri stood to speak to the room. "I hope you're enjoying yourselves so far. I've been told the chef has prepared a special dessert to commemorate our first night at sea." As Dimitri was talking, two waiters were wheeling a covered table towards him, with Master Chef Isaac following behind. They stopped right in front of Dimitri.

      Chef Isaac came around and stood in front of the covered table.  He looked at Dimitri and then Cameron. "I was going to make a cake with a boat on it, then I was going to do a chocolate fountain with fruits, then another thought hit me, maybe cupcakes on a tower. But each of these didn't feel special enough on their own. Then it came to me. I would make them all. So I did." With that said, the waiters began removing the cover.

      As the cloth was removed, it revealed two of the most sensual looking women Sadie had ever seen. Both women were naked, placed with their heads to opposite ends of the table. Their bodies were covered in all of the desserts Chef Isaac had just described, only bite-sized. With chocolate drizzled all over them and the desserts, neither of the women moving, they were like mannequins.

      Chef Isaac looked at Dimitri and Cameron. "I hope you enjoy it, but not as much as I am going to enjoy them when we are finished," he said, smiling at them. "Please, join me in the first tastes." Dimitri and Cameron stepped off the dais and went to the table. Chef Isaac leaned over the woman in front of him, licking some chocolate syrup, and then covering the chocolate covered strawberry on her right breast, he sucked her breast as he took the fruit in his mouth.

      Dimitri was next. He locked his gaze with Madison, her eyes following him as he leaned in and licked a piece of cake from above the woman's belly button, then stuck his tongue in and cleaned the syrup out. He stood with a knowing smile towards her.

      Cameron walked around inspecting the desserts, and when he got to the end of the table, he stopped. Looking at the woman lying with one of her legs straight out, displaying desserts along it, desserts also ran along her other leg in a bent position, leaving her open on display, syrup dripping down between her slit. He watched Sadie from where he was, his eyes never leaving hers as he bent over and took the miniature cupcake balanced right on top of her shaved pussy. Knowing she was watching him, he stood licking his lips.

      He turned to Chef Isaac. "You could not have picked a more amazing display for these tasteful desserts. You have out done yourself, Isaac."

      Dimitri shook Isaac's hand. "I couldn't agree more." He said to the room, "I hope you enjoy it as much as we did." The room gave Chef Isaac a standing ovation for his unique presentation. When the room quieted, Cameron and Dimitri returned to their seats, and the waiters began moving the table around for the passengers to enjoy.

      Cameron sat back in his chair and reached his hand under the table, stroking up Sadie's leg again, turning his head, a knowing smile on his face. She had pleased him; she was exposed for his touch in the position he had put her in.

      He had a look of satisfaction, and Sadie wasn't sure if it was because of her, or if it was due to his chocolate dessert. Watching his tongue lick the small cake off the model had sent butterflies to her stomach. Sadie was so drawn to this man, she wanted to please him, but she just didn't know if she could. Memories of Ryan flashed through her mind.

      Cameron watched the color drain from Sadie's face and he squeezed her leg to draw her attention back to him. "What's wrong?"

      Sadie blinked her attention back to him. She was about to lie and say nothing, when their attention was once again turned to Dimitri, as he tapped his glass.

      Dimitri stood, gaining the room's attention one more time.  "Now, for what you've all been waiting for, whose fantasy will be added to the end of tonight's performance?" He turned. "Caleb, can I please have the envelope?" Caleb handed it to him and he opened it, reading the name written. He looked up, glancing around the room, his eyes trying to locate the lucky winner. Dimitri's eyes locked with Tyler Bowman.

      Tyler was an independent pilot many people in the room had hired at one time or another. His submissive, Raven, had contracted with the ship and ran the specialty store, so while Raven was working, Tyler was taking a much-needed vacation.

      "Congratulation to Tyler Bowman, he is the first of hopefully many to come. Tyler's fantasy is to 'get caught in the act.' Now, I would like to introduce you all to Isabella," he said, searching the room for her.

      Isabella made her way over to Dimitri, wearing the French maid outfit. She stood by him, her hands behind her back, her legs spread shoulder-length apart, and her head was tilted down while Dimitri explained how the fantasy would work. "Isabella will be working with all participants; she is a talented actress as well as a trained submissive. It will be Isabella's decision how she will be involved in the fantasy. No questions, she has final say." Dimitri wanted everyone to understand that it would be up to Isabella how she participated in the scene.

      "She will meet with everyone involved while the performance is going on, to explain how the scene will work. But nothing will actually happen until the scene is moved to the stage for everyone to enjoy. I hope to see you all later at the auction. Ten pm for those of you not attending the show, until then, enjoy all the amenities the ship has to offer." Everyone again applauded.

      He held his hand up to quiet them. "One more thing before you all leave. I'm sure you all noticed the red wristbands in your cabins." Dimitri paused, looking around the room. "I would like to take the time to remind you all; anyone wearing a red wristband is a hard limit. I expect you all to respect the safeguards we have put in place."

      The color had returned to Sadie's face, and she knew she needed to get away from Cameron before he demanded an answer.  She knew she couldn't just leave, but if she had to go get ready, he would have to let her go. With that thought, she turned to Cameron, his hand still possessively on her leg. "Sir, may I leave to go prepare for my performance?"

      "You go nowhere until you answer my question. What was wrong?"

      If she thought he had forgotten, she was terribly mistaken, and he needed to know what had caused it. Earlier, he had asked her for his trust, and she got the strong impression that he wasn't going to let up, and deep down knew if she couldn't be with him, at least they could be friends, and friends don't lie to each other. Sadie leaned in towards Cameron. "It's a long story, not something I like to talk about, but if we're going to be friends, I will trust you, but it has to be later."

      Cameron growled in her ear, "You get a reprieve for now, but we will continue this conversation later." If she thought they were just going to be friends, he was doing something wrong, but now was not the time to correct her.

      Cameron stood to hold Sadie's chair. "I look forward to hearing your beautiful voice tonight. Have a good show, angel. I will see you after." He glided his hand down her arm to her waist, pulling her to him. "I have plans for us for later, but don't forget, Sadie, we will talk." He moved away from her, saying, "I'll meet you after the auction."

      Anticipation ran through Sadie. How she wanted to be with this man. She knew she could fall for Cameron and fall hard. She also knew the hurt that fall could cause. What she didn't know was if after she told him her story, would he look at her differently?

      She also knew she had to tell him that nothing could happen between them while she worked for him, but right now, she had to come back to Earth and get ready to hit the stage. As for the auction, she could only hope that someone would at least bid on her. She didn't think her self-esteem could take another hit.
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      Sadie sat at the vanity table backstage removing her make-up. The show had been a huge hit; she had lost count of the curtain calls for her performance. Gabriel had hugged her so hard, her ribs felt bruised.

      Sitting on one side of her vanity, was a single red rose, with a note saying, "The beauty of this rose cannot compare to your beautiful voice. Congratulations, on a successful beginning. Cameron." On the other side, sat a vase containing thirteen purple, pink, and coral roses. The card on those read, "I knew your voice would take you places. See you at the auction. Your Secret Admirer."

      Sadie had an uneasy feeling reading the card. Most people would feel special having a secret admirer, but the way the card was written, it made Sadie wonder if she should drop out of the auction.

      She was still trying to make up her mind about the auction when both Madison and Isabella glided over to her dramatically. "Oh, Ms. Sommers, can we have your autograph?" The laughed as they asked, holding out a napkin and pen.

      "Cut it out, you guys," Sadie said, looking at them in the mirror. "Do you know if they posted the auction list yet?" Anyone who had volunteered for the auction had until the list was posted on the computer to back out. Once the list was posted, there was no changing it.

      "Yeah, it was. I saw Caleb hand it to Gabriel as we were coming to get you. Having second thoughts?" Isabella asked.

      "I was thinking about it, but since the list is up, I guess I have to do it," Sadie said, sounding defeated.

      Madison looked at the roses on the vanity. "Who are the roses from? They're beautiful." She leaned over, smelling then.

      "Thank you, the red one is from Cameron, and the vase is from a secret admirer, and before you ask, I have no idea who it could be."

      "You never know, he might bid on you at the auction, but after your performance tonight, I bet a lot of people will bid on you. So, you still might not know who they are from," Madison said, grabbing Sadie's blush brush to touch up her make-up.

      Sadie stood up from the vanity table, wearing a skirt and a peasant blouse. She let her hair fall about her shoulders, and she wore only mascara and lipstick. Isabella and Madison both wore robes; they looked at Sadie and then at each other with confused looks on their faces. "What are you wearing?" Madison asked her.

      Sadie looked down at her outfit. "Why? What's wrong with what I have on?"

      Both girls took their robes off at the same time. Madison wore a black bra connected to a pair of boy shorts, with what looked like a tic-tac-toe design connecting the two. Isabella wore a wine and black colored bra and crotchless panties connected with a crisscross design by her neck and across her stomach. Both women had on garter belts, stockings, and heels.

      Sadie's mouth dropped open. The idea of standing in front of a room full of strangers in her undergarments had never entered her mind. She had done some shopping for new lingerie before leaving port and was very glad right now that she had. She just didn't think she had the time to get to her cabin and change before the auction started. "What am I going to do? I can't go out there dressed like this." Sadie was starting to hyperventilate. What had she been thinking when she said yes to this?

      The girls looked between themselves, smiling. "Relax, we got this. We had a feeling you might not be as prepared as you thought."

      Isabella went over to a closet that contained costumes for the show. She removed a hanger with a sheer black floor length robe, a rhinestone studded bra and panties set, garter belt, black sheer thigh high stockings with the line running up the back, and a pair of four-inch black marabou slippers.

      Sadie looked at the sexy costume Isabella carried over to her. "This is beautiful, where did you get it?"

      Earlier in the day, Cameron had brought the outfit to Gabriel and requested that he get Sadie to wear it at the auction tonight. Gabe had told the girls about it, knowing they would be the ones to get Sadie in it. "Gabe found it in a little shop and thought we could use it in the show maybe, but you need something now. So, stop drooling over it and go get changed, we'll wait for you," Madison told Sadie.

      Sadie grabbed the hanger and slippers and moved behind the changing screen set up in the corner. Sticking her head out the side of the screen, she asked, "Can you tell me what I'm in for, so I have no more surprises?" She threw the skirt and shirt on top of the screen.

      Madison's voice rose. "Don't look at me. I've only heard of them, some not so good, but I'm not too worried about tonight. First off, the screening everyone went through says it's safe, and secondly," she paused, taking an excited breath, "I think I know who's going to bid on me." She grinned and clapped her hands like a little girl.

      "Who?" Sadie said from behind the screen.

      "I'm pretty sure Dimitri is going to be my bidder. All through dinner he was, I don't know, he was very attentive. He seemed really interested in me, not just my body." She waved her hands up into a statue pose, showing off all of her curves.

      "That's kind of how Caleb was with me." Bella turned to Madison, a surprised expression on her face. "We had lunch together, and he actually commented about things I was talking about, he didn't just nod and agree like every other guy I dated. He asked me how I became interested in the BDSM lifestyle. I thought it was a trick question."

      Madison gave a quizzical look. "Madison, think of what his job is? He can find out anything he wants about anyone, but when he first asked the question, I thought he was testing me, but as I told him, he listened. It kind of shocked me. After that, I kind of relaxed and enjoyed lunch. Now I'm looking forward to my dessert." Bella's face turned a lovely shade of pink when her thoughts turned to Caleb. Her gaze turned back to Madison.

      "Anyway, about how it works," Isabella started. "I was working at a club out in California the first time I ever saw a charity auction. Anyone participating was chained together with their hands cuffed in front of them. They all lined the stage behind the auctioneer; each one was released from the chain gang, moving forward to the front of the stage, to once again be chained to the floor. Their names were read out, then a brief description, their age, weight, and height as well as limits were read off. Then they started bidding. Just thinking about it, has my nipples hard," she said, rubbing her breast.

      Sadie came out from behind the screen feeling shy and exposed. The bra just fit her good-sized chest, her boobs seemed to be struggling to stay in, the panties were a perfect fit, but there just wasn't a lot of material covering her. She made sure the lines in the stockings were running straight down her legs. She looked up at both women, waiting for them to say something.

      "Girl, some person is going to be spending a lot of money tonight, you look so exotic. The glow of your skin, the rhinestones glittering in the light, you look amazing," Madison complimented her.

      Sadie walked to the full-view mirror, Madison and Bella moving behind her. Madison was right; everything fell into place like it was made for her. She did a half turn to see the cage back panties with a small bow in the middle. She turned to look at the other side and saw how the rhinestones caught the light, which drew a person's eyes right to them.

      With a grateful sigh, Sadie turned and pulled both women into a hug. "I don't know what I would do without you guys. I feel like a newborn just seeing the world for the first time." She released them from the hug, "It's been a while since I've had any interest in a Dom, but this job has brought it all back to the surface."

      Sadie stopped talking when she heard Gabe announce that they were ready to begin.

      "We'd better get going," Isabella mentioned.

      Sadie had wanted to ask Madison how she felt about Dimitri being her boss, but what she really wanted to know was how it was okay with Madison, to date her boss? She was looking for something or someone to say she would be okay with Cameron, and he wouldn't treat her like crap after she put everything out there. Her gut told her he would be different, but time would tell.
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      The list had been posted just before the stage entrance. The twenty-five crewmembers stood in order, waiting for the auction to begin. A program had been given to the audience, revealing the order in which they would enter, with some information on the subs charity. Once Caleb had the final list, it was easy to transfer the info from their bios to the program.

      Sadie, Madison and Bella, were all near the end. Gabe figured they would be the ones people would really bid on, so he wanted to save the best for last. Dominic and Marco were among a few of the male subs on-board; they were in between the women in line.

      Sadie figured she had the chance now to ask Madison her question. "Hey, Madison, can I ask you a question? You mentioned before that you thought Dimitri was going to be the person who bid on you, right?" Madison gave her head a nod. "And you're okay with him being your boss?"

      Madison gave Sadie a look that said everything; she was already in love with him. "If you're lucky, you find that one person in life who makes you crazy, happy, angry, cared for, jealous, secure, and downright insane at times. But deep down, no matter what, you know that person loves you unconditionally. I want that, and I wouldn't care if that person has the smelliest, dirtiest, disgusting, job on the Earth, or even if he was my boss." Her eyes were lit with the love she was talking about. "I would fight with everything I had to make it work."

      Marco listening to them talking, and turned to comment, the words stuck in his mouth, "Holy crap, Sadie, I thought your dinner dress was a knockout. This outfit blows that away." He started making a twirling motion. "Okay, turn around."

      Sadie smiled at Marco. "You always know what to say, don't you?"

      Still twirling his finger, he replied, "Again, gay, but I know an attractive woman."

      Sadie's heart dropped to her stomach. Just this once, she wished she could be stunning, or priceless, or who knew, just beautiful. She started blinking tears that formed, and then Marco said, "But, baby, you look unbelievably hot! Now, turn around."

      Her good feeling came rushing back; Sadie then did the half turn, then another half turn, thinking to herself, hot, he said I was hot. He's gay, but he does have style.

      "All the way around and stop." He kicked his hip out and put his hands on his hips.

      Sadie blushed a pretty pink and turned around, looking at him over her shoulder.

      "Just as good from behind. Honey, you're beautiful." He leaned in and air kissed both of Sadie's cheeks when she turned back.

      Marco turned to Madison, opening his arms. "Where's my hug? You look good enough to eat. How have you been?"

      Madison had met Marco when he took her to her first BDSM club in L.A. They had become instant friends. "I've been good, and we need to hit the spa for some girl time, to catch up." Madison owed Marco a debt she didn't think she'd ever be able to repay. "What's your opinion on fate?" Madison asked.

      "When something is meant to happen," he stated, "when it comes to fate and love, that's a little different. Sometimes you meet someone and you think to yourself 'this is the one,' and then you find out they really aren't. When that happens over and over, you kind of lose faith in fate.  However, when you finally find the person fate has picked for you, I'd like to think that fate would make it obvious, but no, we always think we know what's best for us, when sometimes letting go and accepting fate is all we need to do! Sometimes you push away the answer you've been waiting for before you've given it a chance."

      Marco had been looking for that fated person when he found Jace. He had always had a thing for football players, even though it had been taboo to be gay in any sport. But he always seemed to find one.

      It was at another charity function. Marco had been a waiter at the time, and Jace had been sitting at his table. He had felt the tension building between them, making him so clumsy, he had knocked a glass of water over, with it landing in Jace's lap. Marco had offered to help get his clothes dry, and Jace had followed him to the laundry room.

      No one had been working there that night, and when they reached the room, Jace's Dom came out in full force. "Go lock the door," he ground out through gritted teeth. Marco moved and bolted the door. When he turned around, Jace was right behind him.

      He placed both hands on Marco's face, leaning in to kiss him aggressively on his mouth. Marco's inhale opened his mouth, allowing Jace to swipe his tongue in, deepening the kiss. He moved his hands through Marco's hair, tilting his head, giving him more control of Marco's head. Jace pulled back from the kiss, looking into Marco's eyes as he leaned his forehead on his. "I have wanted to do that all night, and you taste better than anything on the menu. Now, take my pants off, get them in the dryer, and we will continue."

      Marco moved his fingers to the button on Jace's tuxedo pants, releasing it, moving his zipper down and feeling Jace's unbelievably swollen cock. Marco's hands slid inside his pants and his boxers, taking then down at the same time. Jace stepped out of them, then he watched Marco throw them in the dryer and turn it on.

      "Come here, Marco."

      He stood in front of Jace again. Jace trailed his fingers down Marco's face. "I have been looking for you for a long time; I knew I would recognize you when we met. Do you feel it too?"

      Marco felt it all right, and not because of his throbbing dick, but because he knew exactly what Jace was talking about. They didn't even know each other, and he knew he could trust this man. He nodded. "Sir," Marco asked, "may I taste you?"

      Jace moaned at the submission Marco gave so freely. "You will not come, but you will swallow every drop of mine," Jace commanded.

      Marco trailed his hands down Jace's incredible body, going down to his knees and taking Jace's pulsing cock in his mouth, then licking the underside down to his perfect balls. His scent was intoxicating, and Marco didn't know how long he would be able to hold off.

      Marco took his hand and began stroking Jace's shaft as his first taste of Jace exploded in his mouth; he relaxed his throat to take him farther in his mouth. Feeling him hit the back of his throat, Marco moaned and felt Jace shudder. He licked and sucked, losing himself to the pleasure pulsing through him.

      He could feel Jace was close, as his cock began to swell for his release. A small amount of cum dripped from his slit, and Marco started sucking harder on his cock, then Jace pulled free.

      He reached down and pulled Marco to his feet. "I want inside you; turn and face the wall, put your hands above your head, and don't move them." Marco did as he was told, and Jace reached around, placing his palms on Marco's chest, hugging his back to Jace's front. Reaching farther down, he released Marco from his pants and his erection sprang free.

      Jace rubbed his thumb over Marco, spreading the precum he was releasing. "I want to taste you, but not tonight. I have a need to be in you now." He pushed Marco forward, reaching into his jacket's inside pocket and pulling a small tube of lube out. Jace leaned over Marco, licking his ear and saying, "I knew I would get your ass tonight, so I came prepared." He nipped and then sucked his lobe in his mouth. "Now, I want you to move over and lie across the dryer, spread your legs wide, and reach behind and spread your ass for me.

      Marco did exactly as Jace described, a jolt running down to his cock. Jace uncapped the tube and squeezed a generous amount, running it down between Marco's cheeks. He then took his index finger, starting at the top, and sliding it slowly down, teasing Marco until he reached his puckered hole.

      Jace started twirling his finger like a screw widening as he pushed forward past the rim, in as far as Marco could take it. He did the same motion when removing it. He added his middle finger and then ring finger, continuing the motion with steady strokes.

      Marco didn't know how much more he could take. "Sir, please, I'm begging you, I need you inside me," Marco pleaded.

      Jace grabbed his hair, turning his head so he could look Marco in the eyes. "I would love to continue teasing you, but we are short on time. You will make it up to me, though, when we have more time."

      Jace then rolled the condom on his throbbing cock, stroked some lube up and down, while savoring the view before him. He grabbed his cock, rimmed Marco then began pushing in. Marco's grip on him felt like a velvet glove, the fit was made for Jace; he groaned as he sunk further into Marco. He pulled almost all the way out, and then surged forward, impaling Marco. He had kept his pace at a steady rhythm at first, and then he was pushing into Marco, a need driving him like he had never felt.

      Marco was glad he had moved to the dryer because it was holding him up right now. "Please, Sir, I need to come," he pleaded, the strain to keep his cock from exploding beginning to take its toll. "I don't think I can hold off much longer. Please, Sir, I need to please you."

      "You have, Marco, more then you know." Jace moved his hands to Marco's hips and began pounding into him. Five strokes later, they exploded together.

      Jace's pants were dry by the time they were cleaned up, with both men dressed and ready to return to the party. Jace reached for Marco's hand and pulled him into his arms. "I don't know where you came from, but I do know where you are going to end up. When I get back from this road trip, you will be moving in with me, and we will begin our life." That had been three years ago, and their relationship had only grown stronger since that night.

      Coming back from his thoughts, Marco looked at Madison. They had stayed in touch and when Jace's team played in N.Y, he had always stopped in to see her. When he had found out that Jace was being picked up by the N.Y. Outlaws, he was thrilled they would be living in the same city again.

      Marco looked from Sadie to Madison and said, "If those two boys are what you are looking for, put your big girl panties on, and take a chance. It could hurt, but if it's right," he turned his gaze and found Jace's eyes on him from his seat in the audience, and his cock hardened, "it could be the best thing in the world."
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      They were getting closer to the stage as the subs were being rapidly auctioned off. Sadie took a deep breath, held it, and let it out slowly. Dominic had brought a tray of bottled water that sat close to the stairs leading to the stage. Sadie needed a minute to gather her thoughts. She offered to bring some water back. Dominic had been the only one to take her up on the offer.

      She moved to the tray and glanced through the curtain at the audience. She found Cameron sitting in the fifth-row dead center; he was talking quietly to Dimitri while the auction was in progress. Sadie looked at the lines of his profile, his straight nose, his thick lips, oh, those lips. She could feel them nipping their way up her throat to her ear. Sadie moaned at the thought, and that's when he turned and locked eyes with her. That man was so hot!

      Sadie knew if she could get past the boss stuff, she would give it a try, and then she remembered the bathroom conversation she'd overheard. Sadie knew better than to think she could compete with that redhead. She didn't have a shot in hell with him, but it was nice to dream. With that thought, her gaze dropped and she turned away, bringing the water with her.

      They were the last five names on the list; the order was Dominic, Isabella, Marco, Madison, and then Sadie. She had butterflies in her stomach and hoped she didn't make a fool of herself when it was her turn to go up on the stage.

      Sadie looked around at how the couples were sprouting up all around her. She didn't want to be alone, but she didn't know if she could just fuck someone, either. She needed more; she wanted more.

      She silently prayed that someone would at least bid on her. What had she been thinking? This had to be the worst decision she had ever made. At least she would never have to do it again, once would be all Sadie would need to know this wasn't for her.

      Dominic was being escorted to the stage for auction. Olivia, who had been the auctioneer, gave the reins over to Gabe, so she could bid. The bidding began at five hundred dollars and quickly grew to fifteen hundred, by two Dommes. When they reached five thousand, Gabe banged the hammer and said, "Going once, going twice."

      "Ten thousand dollars," Olivia's voice rang out, finally making her bid. The two women who had been bidding on Dominic looked at her. She smiled that 'he's mine' smile to both of them. Gabe banged the hammer. "Going once, going twice, sold to Mistress Olivia. Congratulations."

      Olivia walked back up on the stage, right up to Dominic, grabbed his chin, squeezing his cheeks, bringing him close to her. "You really belong to me now, bought and paid for!" She released his face and leaned in and softly placed her lips to his, whispering, "I will be at the cabin in an hour, have everything prepared," and then swiped her tongue along his bottom lip, opening him for her kiss.

      Isabella was next. She was brought up on stage, and as the bidding began, Sadie turned to Marco. "Can I ask you a question? If Dominic is already with Olivia, and you're already with Jace, why did you enter the auction?"

      "It adds a thrill to the scene that normally follows. When the bidding starts, the excitement that I feel, I really can't explain it. Having other Dommes and Doms bid on you, knowing they only want some time with you builds the excitement, and then your Master or Mistress out bids them all, because they will never let any of them have you, no matter what the cost. Makes you feel so incredibly special. Plus, my charity benefits. Jace would give me the money if I asked, but this is way more fun," he said teasingly.

      It cost Caleb a pretty penny to get Bella. It seemed her part as "the other women" in the fantasy had spurred a lot of interest for her. But like Marco said, it wouldn't matter how high the bidding got; Isabella would be leaving with Caleb.

      "My turn; if I don't see you gals at the after party, I hear it's 'Western' theme, and that so works for my auction outfit," he said as he chuckled. "I'll see you tomorrow. Remember what I said, you have to try, or you'll never know."

      With that said, Marco turned and climbed the stairs to the stage, as the audience clapped encouragingly. He looked like he was on a New York Fashion runway. Sadie smiled; she loved how free Marco seemed. He got to the center of the stage, stopped, and dropped his robe. Underneath, Marco had on a sleeveless plaid pastel button up shirt, open to the middle of his chest. On his feet, he wore cowboy boots and finished with a pair of chaps.

      Sadie's eyes went no farther after that. She looked at Madison. "Are you nervous?"

      "Now, I have butterflies, but no matter what happens, I'll still have fun. If you have no expectations, you can't get hurt." Madison shrugged her shoulders. "Let's just say, I've had a hard time finding a decent Dom, and with each one, it gets a little harder. Now, I just want to have some fun and raise some money for my charity. If it happens that Dimitri has the highest bid, it wouldn't hurt me in the least." She had that knowing grin on her face.

      "Who knows, maybe Marco has a point. When it's time to find the right one, you'll just know it. Maybe Dimitri is your fate. Don't pass it up, right? That's what you told me," Sadie questioned her.

      "Trust me, if he is the highest bidder, I'll be renting my cabin out to another crewmember, because I'll be in his cabin for the rest of the cruise."

      Sadie and Madison turned when they heard Olivia say, "Going once, going twice, sold to Jace Montgomery for fifty thousand dollars." They looked at each other with open mouths.

      Melanie, Cameron and Dimitri's assistant, had organized the auction and she waved Madison over.

      Madison hugged Sadie. "I have to go, Melanie's waving. Don't worry; you'll be great. Try to have fun."

      "I will; if not for anything else, I can say I did it. Right?"

      Sadie moved over to where Melanie was, standing just off stage. The bidding was just starting, again at five hundred. It grew steadily to thirty thousand. It was now between a gentleman in the back of the room and Dimitri. Both seemed determined, when Dimitri said, "Fifty thousand dollars."

      Olivia started the count down, "Going once," she paused, "going twice," she paused again, looking to the back of the room. "Sold to Dimitri Zilkin, for fifty thousand dollars." Madison left the stage, and Olivia began reading off Sadie's tributes as she took the stage.

      As with the other crewmembers before Sadie, Melanie wrapped the standard white cotton robe around her shoulders, hiding the ensemble she would be auctioned off in.  Now, standing in the middle of the stage, Sadie did exactly what everyone before her had done, she dropped the robe. Sadie then took on a stance like Isabella had in the dining room, except she didn't look down.

      Sadie stood for a moment, looking out at the audience, then she glanced at Olivia. No one said a word. Sadie cleared her throat and got Olivia's attention.

      "You have to forgive me," Olivia said to the audience. "For a minute there, I thought about bidding myself," she added, laughing. "Now, let's start the bidding off at one thousand?"

      The bidding for Sadie went quick and grew fast, with the man in the back of the room out bidding everyone. It seemed like since he didn't get Madison, he was fighting harder for Sadie. She glanced to where she had seen Cameron before. When she spotted him, she couldn't help noticing his relaxed position; he almost looked like he was bored. Her gaze wandered up to his face, but all she saw were shadows.

      She then realized, with all the bidding going on, that not once had Cameron made a bid. She didn't know why she even cared, but she had built the fantasy in her head, and she had wanted it to happen.

      Right then, Sadie shut down that part of her thinking. She figured if he wasn't interested, then it really didn't matter who she went to. The bidding was up near forty thousand when from his seat, Cameron yelled, "One hundred thousand."

      Sadie looked at him like he was a crazy person, and she heard Olivia saying, "Sadie, turn around and let them see that tight little ass of yours; oh, what I could do to that! Yum."

      Sadie started turning and the man in the back yelled, "One hundred fifty thousand." Sadie tried to see who the person was, but the lights glaring on her made it impossible.

      Olivia was beginning to do the countdown when Cameron called out, "Two hundred fifty thousand dollars." Olivia looked to the back of the room and saw a shadow walking out. She started the count down, "Going once, going twice, sold to Cameron Alexander for two hundred fifty thousand dollars, our highest bidder tonight. I would like to thank everyone for his or her generosity tonight. Each charity will benefit from it in many ways. I would also like to thank all the crewmembers for donating their time. I hope you all enjoyed yourselves and look forward to seeing you at the after party. Remember, dress in your favorite 'Western' gear. Congratulations to all, and good night, everyone."
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      Outside the doors of the theater, a man stood waiting for people to leave, his phone vibrating in his pocket. Already knowing who was calling, he picked up, the voice on the other end interceding his greeting, "Have you got her?"

      "Well, hello to you to you, Uncle, no, I do not have her, that son of a bitch out bid me."

      "Why didn't you bid higher? You know we need her for this plan to work. I knew I should have done this myself; you are such an incompetent idiot."

      "You are calling me incompetent? You're the one who gave me a limit on bidding, plus, I was already drawing attention. Stop worrying, I will get her in Jamaica. That will still give us more than enough time to put the plan in motion."

      "You had better not screw this up; everything we own is riding on it, you got me? Just so we are crystal clear, if you do screw this up, I will kill you, nephew or not, do you understand?"

      "Oh, I understand." A shiver ran through his body, knowing that if he didn't get her, he would die. He had plans of his own once he got ahold of her, so he would bide his time. As much as it killed him to wait, he would.

      "Call me when you have her!" With that said, the call ended.

      He looked at the phone in his hand, thinking to himself, once I have Sadie, I will have everything I need to destroy you, Uncle. He turned when he saw Queenie leaving the theater. But until we get to Jamaica, I will have to make do with what's available. He put his phone away and began following her.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Olivia came around behind Sadie, who hadn't moved, still standing in stunned silence. What just happened? she thought to herself.

      Olivia put the robe back on Sadie's shoulder. "I will say this just once to you. Do not hurt him; he and Dimitri are very special to me. Cameron acts different with you; we've all seen it, which makes you dangerous to him. I like you, Sadie, and I don't know what you expect to happen between the two of you but let me warn you. If you hurt him, I will hurt you. That being said, let's get all wrapped up like a pretty present for our boy," She said to her with a fake smile plastered on her face.  Olivia pulled the lapels on the robe, closing Sadie within it. She then took the belt, twisted it closed, and with a tug that pulled tight on Sadie's stomach, she leaned into her. "Do we understand each other?" she whispered.

      Sadie was too nervous to answer so she just nodded.

      "Good, now go enjoy the rest of your night, and remember what I said." She finished just as Cameron came walking up. Smiling to him, she turned, leaning in to kiss his cheek, she then whispered to him, "I pray you know what you're doing."

      "Only time will tell." He hugged Olivia.

      Releasing him, she looked at the both of them. "Well then, I have an expensive present in my cabin to unwrap, if you will excuse me. Will you be at the after party?"

      Cameron turned to Sadie, saying to Olivia, "Don't expect us," his eyes not leaving Sadie's who still stood trying to get a grip on what had just happened.

      "Okay, then I'm outta here; see you tomorrow." Olivia waved as she left them on the stage.

      Sadie looked up at him and the words were out of her mouth before she could stop them, "I didn't think you were going to bid at all."

      "You were worried? I thought I made myself clear this afternoon when I said I wanted to get to know you. I also told you I would see you after the auction." Cameron stroked his knuckles down her cheek.

      "I can't believe you did that." Sadie had a dazed look about her.

      "Sadie, I would have bid even higher, to spend one night with you."

      And there it was, the reality shot Sadie needed; she really needed to get her head out of her ass. He didn't want her, he just wanted a night. Her head dropped, looking at herself in the ridiculous outfit. Never again, she thought, I never have to do this again.

      Cameron saw the change come over Sadie. He didn't know what had just happened, but the temperature between them dropped twenty degrees. "What's wrong, angel?"

      "Not a damn thing," Sadie ground out.

      "Watch your tongue, Sadie, you still have a punishment coming from dinner, do you want to add to it?" Cameron didn't understand why she seemed so upset.

      "It's just one night, how much damage can you do?" Sadie knew she was letting her emotions get the better of her. She didn't like it, but she couldn't help herself. She needed to reel herself in, and like Madison said, just have some fun.

      As long as she kept in mind, that this was just for tonight, she would be okay. So she pasted a smile on her face and looked up at Cameron. "Are you ready to go? I have to work tomorrow." She started to walk past him, and she couldn't help herself, snipping as she passed him, "Your cabin or mine?"

      Cameron reached out, grabbing her arm as she tried to walk past him. "Sadie, nothing will happen that you don't want to happen." Her mention of the word damage worried Cameron. He knew from her bio, she had had a bad experience with a former Dom, and he didn't want to do anything that would frighten her.

      "Thank you, Sir, your cabin or mine?" she corrected her question to him.

      "Mine," he growled out.

      "I will meet you there. I need to gather a few things from my cabin and then we can begin."

      "You are not leaving my side; whatever you need, I can provide for you. Now, I'm through having this conversation here. Let's go."

      Sadie started walking with Cameron, his fingers still gripping her arm. They walked to the elevator in silence. As they waited, he glanced down at her. She could feel his eyes boring into her, and she refused to look at him. The elevator arrived and they got in.

      Sadie couldn't help herself, as Cameron leaned over to push the button for his deck; she moved her eyes over his body. She couldn't stop the thought that in a few minutes she was going to be in his cabin, alone, for the night. Her brain said, "Don't think too much into it," and her girlie parts were saying, "The possibilities are endless."

      They arrived at the Executive Deck, turning down the walkway to Cameron's penthouse suite. He swiped his card and held the door for her to enter. Sadie walked to the middle of the cabin and stopped. His cabin was so different from hers. She had seen rooms like these in magazines, but never in her life had she been in a room so manly, yet elegant.

      Sadie was standing in front of a king-sized bed with a purple quilt, with a half a dozen throw pillows in purple, gray and black. The rug she stood on was black in color and so plush, her feet would sink into it. The bed was positioned in the middle of the windows to the balcony. To the left of the bed, there was a paned window showing the hot tub just outside; on the right side, were open French doors leading to the balcony. The open doors let in the gentle ocean breeze, making the closed curtain in front of them waver.

      In front of the paned window, was a recliner, which could be turned to look out at the ocean view. Farther to the left, was a desk with a laptop on it. Above that, was a wall of blank computer screens.

      Sadie was now facing Cameron as he leaned on the wall by the mirrored dresser slash entertainment unit, just watching her intently. Behind him, was the entrance to the bathroom. She then turned farther to her left in a complete circle, seeing the leather couch and a curtained off area.

      She startled when he came up behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders. He leaned his head on her shoulder, reaching his hands to wrap around to the knot of the white robe. "I'm sure you have questions," he started, as he began unknotting the belt, "and we will get to them, but first, I want you out of this robe." He dropped the two ends of the belt and it fell open. His hands then traveled up her arms, and he stepped back, helping her shrug the robe off, sliding it to the floor.

      Sadie heard Cameron's breath hitch as she stood, immobilized. "Sadie, turn around and remove that sheer covering you call a robe," he hissed.

      Sadie was trying not to think too much of Cameron's actions, but it was getting harder and harder. The feel of him pressed up against her, his warmth surrounding her, was nothing she had ever experienced. She was losing the battle with herself; try as she might, he was breaking down her defenses. She felt such a strong urge to do everything he commanded her to do, to trust he wouldn't hurt her.

      She turned, removing the black sheer covering, and sliding it down her arms to the floor. Never losing eye contact, Cameron bent and picked up both robes and tossed them onto the couch. "Present yourself to me, angel," Cameron said as he stood fighting the hard-on just looking at her created.

      Sadie positioned herself head down, arms laced with fingers interlocked behind her back, pushing her breasts up and out for his inspection, her legs spread at least shoulder length apart.

      "You are so beautiful like that. Look at me, Sadie." She raised her head, her eyes locking with his. "I know it's been a while since your last Dom, so we will take things slow, slower than I would like," he said, still trying to control himself. "Now, I have a surprise to show you, then I'm going to blindfold you."

      Sadie had always loved surprises; she just wasn't sure what kind of a surprise Cameron was going to spring on her. He went to a dresser with different sized drawers. Opening the top one, he removed a black blindfold.

      Walking over to stand by the curtain, he said, "Come here to me." Sadie did as he commanded. He reached up, grabbing the curtain and pulling it away, revealing a miniature white baby grand piano behind it. "You can play with the blindfold on, correct?" he questioned.

      The piano was flawlessly radiant. It added brightness to the dark room. She ran her hand along the top, walking around to sit on the bench in front of the keys. "I have always fantasized about owning a piano. My father taught me to play. He always told me, 'Singing doesn't always put food on the table, but if you can play an instrument, you have a better chance.'" Sadie looked up from the keys. "He was right too."

      Sadie didn't know why she had just told him that, and she looked back at the keys. "What would you like to hear?"

      Cameron walked behind her, moving her hair off her shoulders so it ran down her back. As his hand glided down, she flinched, and Cameron drew his hand back, asking, "Are you hurt?"

      "No, Sir, I just didn't expect it. It's an old injury, and as long as I'm prepared, I usually don't flinch." Although her back showed no evidence of her injuries, there were still areas that were sensitive even to a gentle touch.

      Cameron studied her back, looking for any scars. Not seeing any, he asked her, "Tell me, where you are sensitive?" He watched as she pointed out the center and just above her tailbone. Kissing each spot, his rough voice ground out, "Then we will avoid those areas." He placed the blindfold over her eyes. "Can you play any Stevie?"

      "A little old school, but I think I can manage one or two," she said, teasing him about his choice. She began to play Ribbon in the Sky. She didn't sing, but she did hum along.

      Cameron walked through the French doors onto the balcony, listening as he went to the railing, his breathing calming. He turned and looked back at the exquisite sight before him; Sadie was finally here in his cabin. He needed to be near her. Moving back in, standing behind her, he inhaled deeply. The ocean breeze mixed with her perfume and her arousal created an aphrodisiac. His cock became instantly hard in his slacks.

      Sadie could feel his presence behind her as she finished the song, resting her hands on the keys. The anticipation was killing her, and then he touched her. He placed a kiss on the top of her head. "That was lovely. Thank you. Now, come with me."

      Sadie was led to the end of the bed. Cameron couldn't wait any longer, he needed to be inside her, but he still needed to take things slow. He bent his head, placing a gentle kiss on her lips, reaching around and releasing her top. Her breasts falling free, her nipples were hard, begging for his touch.

      He bit gently on her lip, opening her mouth for his tongue, deepening the kiss, as he wrapped his arms around her. He pulled her close so their bodies were finally touching; the contact sending a need through him, his shaft straining against his zipper.

      He trailed kisses down her throat. She moved her hands up to touch him, and he grabbed her hands, bringing them behind her back and locking them together in one of his. "You will get your turn touching later. Right now, I touch you," he said, licking his way towards her staining nub, sucking it in his mouth, then nipping with just enough pain to send a jolt through her, dampening her already wet panties.

      Cameron continued his downward trail, licking, nipping and biting at times. He released her hands and hooked his fingers on both sides of her panties, dragging them down her incredible legs. He helped her step out of them.

      He left her standing there, and she heard the pillows being removed from the bed and the covers being pulled down. She heard him moving around the cabin. Music began playing in the cabin, a soft instrumental sound. He touched her shoulder. "I'm going to lay you on the bed." He picked her up in his arms; she could feel he had removed his shirt and thought about what his tattoo looked like. He placed her in the middle of the bed and rested her head on the pillows. "Place your hands above your head."

      Sadie reached her hands up. Cameron took her left wrist in his hands and locked a soft leather cuff around it. He then trailed a path of kisses down her arm, sending shivers down to her toes, then back up to her ear, licking around then sucking her lobe in his mouth. "How does that feel? Not too tight, is it?"

      Sadie could barely breathe and he wanted her to talk. "No, Sir, not too tight." A knot of excitement was building in her stomach. Where he touched her, vibrated straight to her weeping pussy. She didn't have much experience, but that didn't stop it from happening. She groaned as Cameron shifted his position, now kneeling over her chest. Sometime in between moving her to the bed and now, he had finished undressing.

      She felt his warm skin on hers, as he pressed his knees against her sides, reaching above her for her right wrist, She could sense how close his cock was to her mouth. She could smell his musky scent mixed with the ocean breeze. She opened her mouth, lifting her head, her tongue just grazing the tip as he ripped it away, getting off the bed on the other side. "Tasting is the same as touching. Patience, Sadie, or you will get nothing, angel."

      His rough voice brought her back; she needed to listen, just one night, but it was so hard when he was making her body hum to life. She also needed this to let her know she'd be okay.

      Cameron watched as Sadie drew in a deep breath and released it slowly. He took her right foot in his hand, massaging it before placing the same soft cuff on it. Doing the same with her left, when he was finished, she was spread eagle, blindfolded, and wet beyond belief, but she wasn't afraid.

      Cameron made her feel so safe, like she could let go and he'd be there to catch her; she could feel his eyes wandering over her exposed body. She should feel self-conscious about her body being on display to him, but she didn't.

      Cameron couldn't believe the beautiful sight before him. He couldn't wait another minute to taste her.

      She felt the bed shift as he crawled on the bed up between her legs. Pausing, he swiped his tongue up her shaved wet folds. Her legs tried to pull together but the cuffs held her in place. "You taste like honey, just like I knew you would. What is your safe word?" He swiped his tongue around her already aching nipples, climbing up her body.

      "Song," she whispered.

      He moved up her until his breath was by her cheek, his arms holding him above her, not touching. "You will not come until I say," Cameron ground out on a hiss.

      "Sir, that's just setting me up for failure," Sadie said in a hushed tone. She bit her bottom lip, waiting for his response.

      "Clarify yourself?" he asked with a smile forming on his face. He knew exactly what she meant, he just wanted to hear her say it.

      Sadie considered the ways she could answer this, but being straightforward, she just said, "I am so aroused right now that if you licked, sucked or even poked me, I would explode. So, as I said, I would fail, unless that is your goal?" She paused, a frown forming on her face. Before Cameron could respond, she continued. "Could you give me a chance to try to show you I can be a good sub, put that stipulation on my next orgasm?" she bartered with him, biting her lip again, waiting.

      Cameron thought about what she had said. He knew she was right. He knew by how heated her body was how close she was. She was looking for his approval, and he wanted to give it, but she had to earn it. "Okay, I will alter the command this once, to show my trust in you. You will come by the fifth swipe of my tongue, or tomorrow night, your ass will be strapped to the spanking bench until the count of twenty."

      Without any warning, Sadie felt him lap his unbelievably long tongue straight over her clit. Her hands pulled on the restraints, her back arching, with the sudden intake of her breath. Before her body could release itself, he placed his tongue at her entrance, gripping her hips as he pushed forward, holding her in place to devour her.

      They say third time's a charm, and they were right. As Cameron stroked his tongue back up to Sadie's clit, he could feel the pulsing from her release. Moving back down, he lapped up every drop. Sadie released back onto the bed, a sigh of relief coming from her. Cameron wasn't sure if it was because she had just had the quickest orgasm he had ever seen, or if it was because she wouldn't be strapped to the spanking bench.

      "I've never seen that before." When he looked at Sadie now, he saw a totally different expression.

      She was trying not to smile, so she bit her lip, but she couldn't help herself. "Thank you, Sir, for trusting me," Sadie panted quietly.

      "We are far from finished, angel." Cameron wrapped his hand around his shaft, then rubbed his thick, painfully hard cock against her wet core, pushing through until he hit her cervix. She was unbelievably tight as she pulsed around him.

      Sadie had been unprepared for his intrusion, her muscles clenching from her release. She wished she could see him. She could feel his hard pecs with his piercings rubbing against her breasts, his breath on her neck as he pulled back and rammed back into her.

      She felt him filling her; his cock was thick and long, like his maddening tongue. She wanted to see them joined, but she knew it would put her over again and she needed to wait for Cameron this time.

      He was so turned on, he didn't know how much longer he could hold out. He hadn't been this out of control over a woman since he'd become a Dom. Even the bitch never made him feel like this, and the only word that came to his mind was, "Mine."

      He was grinding into her, her arms and legs straining, and then he stopped, still inside her. His weight became heavy on her chest, as she felt him reach for the blindfold. "When you come this time, I want you to see who is giving it to you."

      Sadie blinked her eyes open and looked up at Cameron's black eyes, rivulets of sweat running from his temples, his jaw locked tight, straining to hold his position. Even a sweaty mess, he was gorgeous.

      She locked eyes with him and he began to move at a maddening pace, slow at first, then faster, bringing her to the edge then backing off. Feeling him swell getting ready for his release, she pleaded, "Sir, may I come?" She was still looking at him.

      He rammed into her. "Now," he commanded. His load shot so hard, it felt like the tip of his dick was going to explode. He roared his release.

      Sadie clenched and bucked, meeting his thrusts and finding her own release, but this time with the feel of him pushing between her legs, opening them wider to accommodate his wide frame. When she came again, he had her seeing stars, moisture leaking from her eyes as she drooped, exhausted. These had been the best orgasms of her life, and that was her last thought as she dozed off.
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      Still restrained to the bed, Sadie had fallen asleep. Cameron couldn't believe she had done that. He began removing the restraints gently, rubbing any marks that they had left. He rolled the covers up, placing her between them, as he went to fill the tub. He stared at her. She looked so peaceful, her hair fanned out on his pillow, her breast peeking out of the cover. He groaned, getting hard again. He turned away, walking to the bathroom.

      While the tub filled, the scent of coconut filled the air; he also lit the candles around the room. Cameron checked his laptop for any emails from his grandmother. Seeing one there, he opened it.

      Cameron, I just wanted to give you a quick update. Things here are quiet, almost too quiet. I trust you know what you are doing. Also, the bank informed me of a large withdrawal for an elementary school in some Midwestern state. Know anything about that? I hope she's worth it! I love you; behave yourself, and I'll see you when you get back. Love, Grandma.

      He closed the email and laptop, a smile on his face as he thought of his grandma. He'd tell her about Sadie when it was safe. Shutting the water off for the tub, he went back into the cabin and glanced at the folder Caleb had left. As important as it was, looking towards the bed, Sadie was more important. He walked to the bed and lifted a sleeping Sadie from the bed, carrying her to the tub.

      As her feet hit the water, she jolted awake and almost fell from Cameron's arms to the floor.

      "Hold on, I got you." He guided her into the bear claw tub, big enough for two. "You fell asleep so fast, I didn't have time to tell you. I like to spoil myself, and one way I like to do that is sinking into a steamy hot bath. If you ever tell anyone, I will have to kill you," he teasingly said. "I was going to ask you to join me, but you took that option away." He climbed in, facing her from the other end. Sliding under the water, wetting his hair, then rising up, he slicked it back and faced her with a smile.

      Sadie couldn't look away if the room was on fire. With his hair off his face, he had the look of a hit man, and if she had not just had the best orgasms of her life from this man, she would be afraid of him. His skin glowed in the candlelight, his tribal tattoo, a work of art, and all she wanted to do was climb right back onto his lap.

      "I apologize for falling asleep. Trust me, it wasn't the company; it's just been a really long day, and you wore me out." She looked around the room for a clock. She only saw the glow of the candles lighting the room. If she didn't know better, she could almost say it was a very romantic setting.

      "Stop looking for the time; there is no time tonight. You are all mine, and I intend to use my time well." Cameron took Sadie's foot in his hand, rubbing little circles up and down, watching as her eyes closed when she relaxed against the back of the tub. "No sleeping, it's question and answer time." He pulled her foot, and her body slid down under the water.

      Sadie came up wiping her face, sputtering bubbles. "Why did you do that? I was awake. My eyes were just closed. You said we had all night." She glared at him. "Do you know how long it takes to dry this hair? My arms are still tingling," she groaned. "It will take even longer now."

      "Turn around and sit between my legs." Sadie did as she was told. She could feel his erection against her back as she slid home between his legs. Cameron began gently rubbing her shoulder and arms. "I will dry your hair later. Now that we have that settled, I have some questions for you. I've read your bio, and I want know what it doesn't say."

      Sadie sat between his legs, feeling more comfortable than she should have, but he was so easy to talk to. "There's not much to tell. I grew up in a small town in Nebraska. My mom taught music at the middle school, my dad sold cars. No brothers or sisters." Sadie groaned and tilted her neck as Cameron hit a sore spot. "You really have magical hands, but you knew that already." She turned, looking at him.

      He turned her around. "Continue."

      "I went to a small college for voice and opera, with a minor in kickboxing and self-defense. Thought I would be a big hit in New York. That was six years ago. I've gotten some parts, but they never lasted." Sadie shifted forward a little. "My turn, what does your tattoo stand for?"

      "It started out as just a tribal tattoo, but then it turned into a hobby. Whenever I had some down time, I would just have my tattoo artist add to it. The one on my back is a tribute to my parents. Other than singing, what do you like to do?"

      "I like all kinds of things, reading, watching sports, kickboxing, and traveling. That played a big role in me taking this job. I wanted to go to different places, but on my salary, that wasn't going to happen. Why do you call me Angel?"

      "Because of your voice. To me, it sounds like what an angel should sound like." Cameron picked the sponge up off the shelf and pushed it beneath the water as he leaned Sadie back against his chest. Pulling it up, he put it on Sadie's chest, letting the water slide down between her breasts. "What happened with your last Dom?"

      Sadie knew this question was coming; she pulled away from him, wrapped her arms around her legs, and rested her chin on her knees.

      Cameron waited patiently; he put his hands on her shoulder and spun her around to face him. He pressed his hands between her knees, prying her legs open. Taking a foot in each hand, he pulled her forward so she sat on his lap with her legs wrapped around him, his long, thick erection wedged between them. "I like this position much better," he said, adjusting her position on his lap, "you were saying?" He put his fingers under her chin, raising her face up to look at him. "Nothing you say will leave this cabin, but I need you to tell me. I want you to trust me. It will not change how I feel about you."

      Sadie started trailing her fingers up and down his tattoo. She needed to touch him.  Her eyes focused on the design. "I try hard to forget, but some nights it plays out as a nightmare. I don't remember it all because I passed out at one point. I'll tell you what I do." She paused and raised her eyes to see him watching her intently. Sadie had never told anyone everything that had happened that night; they would have never understood.

      "We had just gotten home from meeting his 'Trainers,'" Sadie put her fingers in quotation marks. "I wanted to leave that house the minute I stepped into it. The sight before me sickened me.

      "In the middle of the living room, they had a girl strapped to a whipping post. The woman behind her looked to be pounding into her, while the man was jerking off, licking the blood from the girl's bleeding back. I asked him if we could leave, that I was uncomfortable, and he told me I was being rude." Sadie looked down at her fingers rubbing on his chest.

      "He wasn't himself; he was edgy. I remember he went and made himself a drink. He normally drank beer, but that night it was bourbon. I knew that wasn't a good thing, and when I told him that, he had turned to me with such malice in his voice and told me to sit on the couch and to shut up before I looked like the girl on the post. I had no idea who this person in front of me was. He had never treated me this way. I did as I was told and sat on the couch.

      "When we got home, he had a few more drinks. I didn't care, I was just glad we were out of that house and I was still intact. The phone rang. It was for him, so I went up to the bedroom. I threw some clothes in a bag; I was going to go to a friend's place for the night. When I came out, he was waiting for me.

      "He grabbed my arm and dragged me to the St. Andrew's cross in his room. He stripped my clothes from me and strapped me to it. He kept repeating that I was 'being rude.' I told him to stop, and he wouldn't listen. I used my safe word, and he put a ball gag in my mouth." Sadie's tears leaked from her eyes and Cameron's jaw tightened.

      "There was no way for me to tell him to stop." The tears were sliding down her cheeks now. Cameron reached out and wiped them away. "He must have had a black out or something from the alcohol, because he had never acted that way before. When I woke up, I was in a hospital bed, lying on my stomach, with my back shredded. That's how the doctor described it."

      "Is the bastard in jail?"

      "No. He disappeared. The police couldn't find him."

      "Why the hell not?" Cameron was almost shouting.

      "Everything about him was fake. His name, his school records. I don't even think he was learning to be a Dom. He told me about his parents and an uncle, but that was probably a lie too.

      "I was unconscious for five days, and when I woke up, my parents were there. I tried to tell them what happened, but I couldn't get the words out. They would never have understood. I told them I didn't remember anything. They told the police, but since I couldn't remember what had happened," she paused and looked back down, idly playing with his nipple rings, "they did go to his apartment, but when they got there, it was totally cleaned out. When I went back to finish school, I drove by the house he had taken me to. I wanted to see if his car was there, and I found the same thing at the house. It looked like no one had lived there in a while."

      Sadie pushed off of Cameron and stood up to get out of the tub.

      "Where are you going, we're not finished here."

      She stepped out of the tub and grabbed two towels. Putting one on her hair, she wrapped herself in the other one. "I need to dry my hair and get going. Plus, the water was getting cold."

      "You don't listen very well, do you?" he asked, barely containing his anger at what she had endured. "I will dry your hair, but you are going nowhere. I paid a lot of money for this night and I intend for it to be all night," Cameron stressed to her. "Have I made myself clear this time, or do I need to spank your ass as a reminder?" He wrapped a towel around his waist.

      "That reminds me, why did you pay so much money? And as comfortable as your bed is, I have one of my own in my cabin. So, if you'll answer the question?" Sadie sat at the vanity and started to brush out her hair.

      Cameron came up behind her; her eyes followed his tattoo leading a trail down below his towel, his nipple piercings worked into the design. He removed the brush from her hand.

      "You just earned yourself five smacks when we are finished here. You will address me in this cabin as Sir or Master." Cameron's gaze met Sadie's in the mirror when her head snapped up, a satisfied smile on his face. "Do you believe in fate?"

      The surprised look on Sadie's face was priceless; she needed to pay attention, otherwise she wouldn't be able to sit down. She thought about his question. Funny how just before the auction, she'd been talking to Madison and Bella about fate. She really did want to believe, but reality always won out. "Hey, it was my question!" Her face pouted at him, and she quickly added, "Sir."

      "Good girl, you're learning," he said, his smile showing off his beautiful teeth, "and I'm getting to your question." He continued brushing her hair, making sure to avoid the center of her back.

      "The first time I saw you in that little bar, I felt a calm like I haven't felt since my parents died. It was the anniversary, and I was just looking to drown myself in alcohol. I ordered the drink and stared at it for about ten minutes, and then they announced your name. I grabbed the drink in my hand and turned the barstool around. I almost dropped the drink.

      "I couldn't tell what color your eyes were, hell I couldn't even make out the color of your hair, but when your eyes locked with mine, I felt an electric shock go through my body. I had to meet you. You were all I could think of. Like I said earlier, I went back, but you were never there." He stroked the brush down, pulling knots out as he went, thinking to himself, "that's when I asked Caleb to find out everything he could on her." He knew he should tell her, but he needed her to trust him. He just prayed that when he told her, she would understand.

      He had known that night that fate had put him in that bar to hear her; his brain had repeated over and over, "Mine." He finished brushing her hair, picked up the dryer and began drying it.

      Sadie had felt something in her chest that night also, but she had judged him by his looks and had gotten scared. What would have happened had she stayed and met him then? She watched as he paid close attention to what he was doing, making sure the dryer never stayed in one spot for too long.

      His fingers combed through, separating strands of hair. His attention was so focused, Sadie smiled as she studied his face; he was concentrating so hard, his tongue was peeking out between his lips.

      She enjoyed when someone did her hair because it meant she didn't have to. Closing her eyes and enjoying the feel of his fingers massaging her scalp, a tingling feeling ran straight to her nipples. Just as her body began to relax back against the chair, he shut the blower dryer off.

      He began separating her hair to braid it. "When your application came across my desk, I wasn't sure if you were the same Sadie until I saw your head shot, and I knew it was fate." He finished the braid, his black eyes looking at her with a hunger. "How are you feeling?"

      "Honestly, sleepy; someone interrupted my nap."

      "Go in the other room. I'll be in after I put out the candles."

      Sadie walked through the cabin. The curtains were moving with the gentle breeze from the open doors. She walked out onto the balcony, wrapped in the towel, then walked to the railing, leaning over and looking at how brilliant the stars looked.

      Cameron silently came up behind her, folded her in his arms, leaning his head on her shoulder. "I would have paid so much more to have you here in my arms," he breathed in her ear.

      The warmth of his breath sent tingles straight to her core. She couldn't believe this sublime man wanted her. The warmth of his body surrounded her, and she leaned back against him. "I've never seen so many stars, and they're so bright." Sadie knew she was going to ruin this moment with her question, but what's fair is fair. He'd asked her first.

      "Sir, will you tell me about the woman who hurt you? Did you meet her at a club or an auction? Was she your first sub?" Sadie asked, not sure if she wanted to know. After what Olivia had said, she was a little nervous about his answer. She knew he had been a Dom a long time.

      Moving his hands up and removing her towel, he turned her in his arms. He went to move her back against the rail, then changed positions with her, remembering her pain area.

      "She was your typical gold digger. After my parents died, I went to her apartment to tell her. She wasn't there, but her roommate let me in.

      "In her room, I found a whole file on my family and me. It had profiles of each family member, as well as our net worth. I left before she came back; you would think that was the worst! But when I got back to school after the funeral, I found out she had slept with half the guys I went to school with. When she came to see me at school, I told her we were done, and she didn't take the news well." Gently cupping her face in his hands, he moved her face to look at him.

      "That night, Dimitri took me to my first BDSM club, and I knew from that night on, I had found a lifestyle I wanted to be a part of." He paused, thinking about that night. "I want you to stay with me for the cruise? Will you do that?"

      "How do you know I'm not a gold digger?"

      "Answer my question first."

      Sadie pulled out of his hands and moved away from him, back into the cabin. He came in after her, turning her to face him, pulling her against him. "Sadie, I think we were fated to be together, but I can be patient as long as you stay with me. Get to know me! I listened to what you said, I know your hard limits."

      Her eyes looked pleadingly at him. "I can't go through that again, and I hardly know you."

      "That's what this is all about. You will stay here as my sub. I will teach you what you didn't learn from that prick, and I can prove to you what I already know." He leaned in, taking her lips in a gentle kiss. "You are mine."

      Sadie wanted to believe him; he was backing her up towards the bed. "Cameron, I work for you, we come from different backgrounds. This was fun, however, I need to get up early."

      He liked hearing his name from her lips. He gently pushed on her shoulders. With the bed behind her knees, she fell backwards, losing her balance. He pounced on her before she could scramble off the bed. "I will not take no for an answer. You will stay here with me, and you will see exactly what I already know. I have never done this; no woman has made me feel this way." He stroked his knuckles down her face. "I want to make love to you. Say you will stay."

      Sadie looked up at him with adoring eyes. She couldn't understand what this incredible man saw in her, but she was willing to try. "I will stay with you so you can teach me. I will need to get some things from my cabin. But, if for any reason I feel uncomfortable, I'm out of here."

      "I love the way my name sounds when you say it. However, my first rule is: only when I make love to you are you to use it, otherwise, as I explained before, you will call me Sir or Master. My Second rule: you will stay right here. I had your things moved while the show was going on."

      "Pretty sure of yourself, huh, Master?"

      "I go after what I want, and right now that is you. You owe me five smacks," he said, pulling her across his lap at the end of the bed. "I want you to count after each smack. You will do this any time I punish you, rule number three," he said as his hand slapped solidly across her ass.
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      "One," Sadie shouted surprisingly as she lay across Cameron's lap. The sting from his hand was quickly rubbed away as he moved his hand over each globe, warmth following its path. As a child, Sadie had never been spanked, but this feeling was a far cry from what she would have felt as a child.

      "Two," she cried out, again not prepared for the hiss of pain, and again his hand trailed over where it had landed, this time rubbing along the back of her thighs. She felt the wetness between her legs; she couldn't understand how this could be so arousing.

      "Three." She anticipated this one better; she parted her legs slightly as Cameron rubbed his fingers through her cheeks. Sadie was so wet now, moisture was sliding down her leg.

      "Four."

      He wiped the fluid off her legs and brought it to his mouth, moaning from the taste.

      "Five." Everything with this man ignited her. She was on fire for him.

      He lifted her up and placed her knees on either side of his, so she could ride him, positioning her above his incredibly hard shaft. Never, had he been this hard after spanking a sub. He brought her down, impaling her on him. A groan of satisfaction sounded as he hit home. He didn't know if the sound came from her or him.

      He gripped her hips in his palms and began moving her up and down at a demanding pace. "Come when you need," Cameron said, knowing how close he was to losing it. Sadie rose up on her knees and held that pose just at the brink of Cameron coming out of her; sweat dripping from his forehead.

      She brought her knees down, screaming when he hit her base, feeling his balls hit her ass, and she came hard, convulsing around him. He pumped her up and down, feeling her muscles clenching at him as he found his own release. She sagged forward onto his chest, her head in the crook of his neck. "That was incredible, but I don't think I can move another muscle."

      Cameron lifted her from him. With her still wrapped around him, he moved to the side of the bed and laid her down, her legs dangling over the edge. He went to the bathroom and came back with a damp cloth. She hadn't moved. He gently cleaned her off, tossing the cloth aside, then placed her in the bed.

      He climbed in behind her, pulling her back against him and spooning with her. He had never had a woman stay the night in his bed, and he found he liked the way she tucked perfectly into his frame. They lay together quietly, his hand brushing along her body, loving the softness of her skin.

      "If you keep doing that, I will never fall asleep," she purred.

      "I don't think I will ever get enough of you, but you are right. It has been a long day; try to get some sleep," he paused, rubbing her body, "I'm pleased you stayed." He moved his hand across her chest. Tucking her left breast in his hand, he squeezed it, licking her ear at the same time. "A perfect fit." They fell asleep in that position.
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      Sadie woke with a start, disoriented. She felt warm breath on her neck. She was cocooned within his body. Freeing herself from Cameron, she headed to the bathroom. After relieving herself and brushing her teeth, she moved back into the cabin. Cameron's hand lay where her body had been.

      Sadie watched as his face went from peaceful to grimacing, like he was having a bad dream. She reached out and feathered her fingers through his hair, and his face returned to the peaceful look again. She stood staring down at him, the light of the new day starting to filter into the cabin.

      The covers were bunched around his waist, giving her a lovely view of his upper body. If she had thought the tattoo on his chest was a work of art, it didn't even come close to what he had on his back. Sadie's gaze traveled over his whole back, taking in the scene.

      Cameron had an angel tattooed in the middle of his back with the wings expanding up and over to his shoulders. The detail in the feathers of the wings, with bits of color added to highlight areas, had to have taken hours to do. Above it was written "In Memory of." And underneath it was written on each side of the angel's feet, "Mom" on one side and "Dad" on the other. If this had been a painting, it would have been in a museum. Sadie had never thought much about tattoos, but looking at Cameron's, she could see the art behind it. She could see now why so many people had them.

      She grabbed Cameron's shirt and held it to her nose, smelling his cologne still lingering on it. Putting it on, she headed out the open balcony doors to watch the sun rise. Sadie couldn't remember the last time she had seen a sunrise.

      She moved to the railing, getting comfortable. The sea air was a little chilled, but in another two hours, with the sun up, the temperature would rise also. Sadie looked to the horizon as the huge orange ball of the sun began to make its appearance.

      Just like last night as Sadie stood by the railing, a naked Cameron came up and wrapped himself around her, nuzzling his nose in her neck and inhaling her scent. "I woke up and you weren't there. To say I was disappointed, would have been an understatement. Then I got out of bed and saw a masterpiece right on my balcony."

      "This used to be my favorite time of day when everything is quiet and just waking up. I used to make a cup of coffee and watch the sun rise before going to classes. When I came to New York, that all stopped. Mainly because I couldn't find the sunrise around all the tall buildings, but mostly because I slept through it."

      They stood tangled together watching as the sun fully rose in the distance. "What are you plans for today?" Cameron asked her, kissing his way from her ear to her mouth. Turning her in his arm, his tongue trailed a path across her mouth until she opened and he plunged right in, taking possession.

      Sadie wrapped her arms around his neck, leaning into his body as he deepened the kiss. She placed her hands on his shoulders and slowly moved them down to tug on his piercings, saying, "You know exactly what I'm doing today. I'll be singing in the lounge until the show, but I think after tonight's show, I might just get some sleep. Someone kept me awake most of last night."

      "You know you could just stay here all day and rest; I could get Isabella or maybe Brooklyn to cover for you today."

      She gave him a look like he was crazy. "I just got on the boat yesterday and you want me to abandon my job today? I don't think my boss would look too kindly at that." Sadie was teasing with him, something no woman had ever done.

      "Didn't I tell you? I have an in with management. I could make it happen," he said, pulling her back against him as she tried to skirt around him. "Come back to bed with me. It's still early; you have plenty of time to get ready." He picked Sadie up in his arms, carrying her back into the cabin and putting her on the bed. She tried to scramble off the other side, but her grabbed her ankle. "I could always tie you to the bed and you wouldn't be able to leave."

      "Yes, you could, but people would notice I was missing, plus I would need to eat, and I hate crumbs in the bed." Sadie smiled up at him as he lay on top of her.

      "Fine, if you insist on going to work, I will allow you to go, however, when you are done, you are to meet me back here. Now that I think of it, I'll meet you in the lounge. There are still some things we need to discuss that we didn't talk about last night. Understand?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      Cameron began removing his shirt from her body. "Let's go get you cleaned up, and I'll dry your hair again. I enjoyed playing with it last night. It's so thick and long, I can understand why it takes so long to dry. Don't ever cut it!"

      "I can cut it if I want, it's my hair, Sir."

      Cameron picked her up and threw her over his shoulder, smacking her ass hard. "No, you won't, you belong to me. That means your entire body, and if I say don't cut it, you won't."

      He carried her into the bathroom and placed her on the counter while he went to start the shower. Sadie sat and watched him move around the bathroom. His body didn't have an ounce of fat on it. He didn't have a six-pack set of abs, his was more like an eight pack, and most women would kill to have an ass as tight as his. She wondered how often he worked out.

      He came back, opened her legs and moved forward, sliding his hands under her ass cheeks and picking her up. Sadie wrapped her legs around his waist. His black eyes pinned to hers as he carried her into the shower, watching her lean her head back, a steady stream of water sliding through her hair and cascading down her back. She raised her head and the water began to slip down her chest, drops of water dripping from her sensitive nipples.

      Cameron dipped his head down, his tongue darting out to lick the water, teasing her. She pushed her chest forward trying to get him to take her hard nub in his mouth. "You need to learn patience, angel,"

      Turning so the water was hitting him in the back, Cameron pushed Sadie up against the wall, his hips thrusting forward, slamming into her. He held her in place as he brought his hands up to push her nipples together so he could lick them at the same time. He sucked each one in, laving his tongue around and making them even harder, then Sadie felt a shooting pain straight to her core as he bit down.

      He felt her clench around his cock, buried in her. He rocked his hips back, and when he bit down again, he surged up her channel creating the same feeling. Sadie screamed at the sensation he was creating in her.

      Cameron kissed and sucked his way back up to Sadie's lips. Pushing in, he wrapped his tongue around hers, sucking as he began bucking into her.

      Sadie was close and she knew if she came without permission, she would be in trouble. She nuzzled her mouth up to his ear and through gritted teeth she whispered to him, "Cameron, may I come?"

      He stopped moving and Sadie pulled back. "Did I do something wrong?" she questioned him.

      Cameron's eyes blazed with desire. He had always enjoyed making his subs beg, but when Sadie had asked using his name instead of his Dom title, something shattered inside him. He knew this woman could destroy him. "No, Sadie, you did everything right." He placed his lips to her mouth, kissing tenderly. "Yes, you may come."

      He started moving, gripping her hips, holding her in place, then raising her up. Slamming her down hard, the friction built and he could feel her tensing around him.

      Sadie was so close. She pulled back from Cameron's kiss, her breathing ragged. She felt him swelling inside her, growing larger than he already was. When he leaned down and bit hard on her nipple, she came instantly, screaming. He followed her with his own growl.
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      He called room service and had coffee and danishes delivered while Sadie was in the shower. Cameron dried Sadie's hair and then lay down, reclining in the bed, a cup of coffee in his hand, watching her get ready. While she had done her make-up, Cameron had chosen what she would wear that day. He had picked a royal blue with black lace overlay, strapless Vera Wang mermaid gown. He knew the blue would bring out the color in Sadie's eyes.

      She came out of the bathroom dressed and did a pirouette for his inspection. She had pulled the front pieces of hair away from her face, clasping them so they ran down her back with the rest of her hair, leaving wispy tendrils by her face. The only jewelry she wore was a pair of dangling earrings. She finished off the outfit with a pair of black four-inch heels, which brought her to just below Cameron's chin.

      Sadie took a bite of a cheese danish, fixing her coffee. "Do you know who picked out the dresses I found in my closet?" Sadie looked at him knowingly.

      "I had Melanie—"

      Sadie interrupted him, "I knew it."

      With raised eyebrows, Cameron glared at her. "That was very rude." He started to stalk towards her.

      Warning bells were going off in Sadie's head. She stood frozen in place, her head hanging in submission, dropping the pastry. Cameron walked up to her. All she could see were his feet. When he reached out to raise her head, she flinched, as if he had burned her.

      When her eyes were raised to his, he could see the fear it them, her face white as a ghost. His features softened, compassion showing in his eyes. "Sadie, what's wrong?"

      She tried to turn away, but Cameron wouldn't let her. "Tell me!"

      "I remember him saying that over and over. I thought you were going to punish me. I'm sorry, I know you're not him, but it still frightened me. Bad memory."

      Cameron cradled her face gently. "I will make sure I do not use that word in your presence again. You have nothing to fear from me, you understand that, don't you?" Sadie nodded her head. "Lesson number four, you will always speak your answers to me."

      "I know I have nothing to fear from you. I just didn't expect that phrase to bring the memory the way it did. What were you going to say about Melanie?" Sadie asked, changing the subject.

      "I was saying," Cameron began, turning and walking to the bed, "I had Melanie arrange for a personal shopper to bring a wide variety of dresses and gowns for me to choose which ones I," he stressed to her, "wanted you to wear." Cameron knew what she was doing, he didn't like it, but he understood.

      It was Sadie's turn to have a shocked look on her face. "Now, for your punishment." Sadie's face fell again. "Come to me, Sadie," Cameron was sitting on the edge of the bed.

      Sadie walked cautiously to Cameron. Her hips were aligned with his face and he pulled her closer. He began raising the gown up her legs. When he had it up around her hips, he commanded, "Hold this up." While Sadie held onto both sides, Cameron hooked his fingers in her thong and lowered it down her legs, making her step out of it.

      Cameron raised them to his face and inhaled deeply. "I'm beginning to crave your scent. I will keep these for the day," he said, tucking them behind him. "Now, when I ask you a question, I expect you to answer me. Next time, I will take the bra too." He lowered her dress.

      Sadie felt very naughty; she had never gone out in public without panties, and it was very arousing. She could feel the dampness between her legs.

      Cameron stood in front of her. "I will see you when you're finished. I will bring you back here to get changed for dinner."

      Sadie really didn't want to sit through another dinner. "Do you mind if I just eat in the cabin tonight? I really wanted to just relax, maybe go to the after party. I have the cutest pirate outfit," Sadie teased Cameron.

      "I will approve what you wear tonight, and if you prefer to eat here tonight, that's fine, but make sure you eat." He kissed her on the cheek. "Now, get to work before I don't let you leave." He smacked her on the ass when she turned to leave.

      "Yes, Master."
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      Cameron watched Sadie walk out the door. He jumped out of the bed, walking to the laptop on the desk. He fired it up and all the screens came to life. He watched Sadie turn into the lounge. He stood shaking his head; he still couldn't believe that she was finally here with him. He couldn't screw this up. He still needed to finalize the details of the deal before they got to Jamaica.

      He picked up the file Caleb had left, thumbing through the papers and photos which detailed the history of Richard Arcola, financial profile, and last known location. He had rented a house by a pretty popular tourist attraction in Sting Ray City.

      He checked his emails; that bastard Arcola was taking his sweet time in replying to the contract Cameron proposed. Once that was signed and in the hands of his lawyer, his fate would be sealed. If things went the way he planned, by the end of this cruise, Cameron would have the perfect sub, and his parents would be able to rest in peace. However, if they didn't go as planned; he would be left with nothing. He closed the folder and put it away in a drawer.

      He looked at the camera screens and saw Dimitri heading into the gym. He needed to tell him what he had set in motion, but not until he had the signed document, which included any conditions and final terms Arcola had. He needed that in his hands. He also needed to keep it to himself a little while longer. Knowing Dimitri, he would just try to talk him out of it.

      Cameron powered down the computer and screens, grabbed his gym bag from the closet, and headed to the gym. He had missed the last two days of training. Harley was going to be pissed, and that meant a torturing workout for Cameron.

      Harley was Cameron's boxing coach. He was retired but had agreed to train with him under the premise he would supervise the gym for just this cruise. Cameron had told Dimitri that Harley was using this cruise as a test drive, to see if he might want the position permanently.

      Cameron hesitated by the doors of the Master's Lounge, listening to Sadie sing. He knew if he looked in, he would see her lost in the song. She finished and the crowd began clapping. Cameron turned and continued on to the gym at the other end of the deck.

      It was early afternoon, and the gym wasn't that busy. Cameron found Dimitri right away on the universal. Harley was spotting Nicolas on the bench. When he saw Cameron, he leaned down to Nick.

      Cameron couldn't hear what he was saying, but figured it had to be along the lines that they were done. Nick didn't seem to mind. He put the barbell in the catch and sat up, taking the towel from Harley's hand. While wiping his face, he looked to Cameron and stood. "You can have him; he kicked my ass today!"

      "Great! You warmed him up for me. I'll remember that, Nick," Cameron teased, shaking Nick's extended hand. "Any more news on the storm?"

      "No, I was waiting for Josh to show up, but things must be hairy up on the bridge. Hey, Payton said you paid a lot of money for a new sub last night at the charity. Was she worth it? You don't normally need to pay for them."

      "Sadie is different, and don't make it sound so cheap," Cameron said to Nick. "She was everything I knew she would be."

      Dimitri came walking over. "Any news on the weather?"

      "No, we were just waiting to hear from Joshua," Nick answered. "Heard you spent a good penny last night too!"

      Cameron was about to jump down Nick's throat, when the captain walked into the gym. "We're going to have to miss Haiti tomorrow. The storm's not moving as fast as I'd like, and I don't want to take any chances," Captain Joshua stated.

      "I'm sure the passengers will understand. We can make the announcement during dinner, and I'll also have Caleb put a bulletin in the computer to come up on all screens." Dimitri continued, "We knew it was a possibility. I'll let Gabriel know so he can keep the passengers entertained tomorrow."

      "That would be a good idea. I've already set our course for Jamaica. Now I'm going to work out some of this stress. See you all at dinner." Captain Joshua turned and headed for the locker room.

      "I never understood why you wanted to go to Haiti in the first place," Nick blurted out.

      "What bug crawled up your ass today, Payton cut you off or something?" Cameron grunted at Nick.

      Nick hung his head. "You guys have no clue; she has been so moody lately, and no punishment I give her works. She just gets weepy. I never know which way is up and which is down. I didn't mean to rag on you guys, I just wish I knew what was up with her lately. I was going to pop the question last night, but she was already sleeping when I got back to the cabin."

      "She seemed fine at dinner last night. She knew you would be working, and that this wasn't a pleasure cruise for you, didn't she?" Dimitri asked him.

      "I explained all that to her, but she still thought I would have more time for her, but with us out running the storm, I've spent a lot of time on the bridge."

      "Is she pregnant?" Cameron questioned.

      Dimitri and Nick looked at Cameron like he was crazy. "What? I've heard women get moody when they get pregnant."

      The color drained from Nicolas's face, he staggered to the bench and sat down, bewildered. He wiped his hands down his face. "It's possible, but we've been careful." He glanced up at then with hooded eyes. "I'd be a good dad. Wow! I could be a dad." He stood from the bench. "Why didn't she tell me?"

      "Dude, slow down, it was just a joke. I was just teasing you," Cameron exclaimed, holding his hands up in a stopping motion.

      "Yeah, but it could be true. I need to find her. I'll talk to you guys tonight." Nick practically ran out of the gym.

      "What the fuck just happened? He went from getting married, to wanting to be a dad, in zero seconds. Maybe it's not Payton, maybe it's him," Dimitri said, laughing.

      Cameron thought about what Nick had said. He would like to be a dad someday. Right now, though, he had to focus on helping Sadie realize she was his and finishing Arcola.

      "I won't be at dinner. I'm planning something special for Sadie tonight. I'll try to be at the after party but I'm not promising anything."

      "I have to admit I was a little skeptical in hiring your latest sub for our headliner, but you were right, she is pretty awesome. Hey, who was the ass in the back last night trying to outbid us? I didn't get a good look at him, did you?" Dimitri asked.

      "No, I was wondering the same thing. Ask Caleb to see if he can pull up last night's footage. I'd like to get a closer look at him. Things went well with Madison last night, I presume?"

      Dimitri was headed for the treadmill. "Things started out well, but then she kind of had a meltdown. I had her take today and rest. I just left her sleeping. Isabella replaced her today in the Piano Bar; she'll also do the strip tease in tonight's performance. I might need Marco later if she doesn't snap out of it."

      "Have a good work out, I'll check in with you later. Maybe I'll have Sadie stop in to check on her when she's done in the lounge." Cameron turned and headed over to where Harley was waiting for him.

      "You've missed two days. If you were my sub, you'd be on your knees begging for mercy, but since you are not, we'll start with a hundred push-ups. You have three days before we get to Grand Cayman. You should be making every second count," Harley blasted Cameron. "Have you told Dimitri what you are planning to do?"

      "No, I will as soon as I have the signed contract from that cheating bastard." Cameron had told Harley what his plan was only because Harley wouldn't train him without knowing the details.

      "When do you expect to have that? I would like to fine tune your training."

      Cameron was down in the push up position. "I should have all the details by later today. His deadline is 10:00 tonight." He began doing the push-ups, his focus now on his training and nothing else.
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      Cameron was physically exhausted; he had spent most of the afternoon training with Harley. Back in the cabin, he called Chef Isaac to arrange a private dinner on the balcony, then jumped in the shower. He looked at his reflection in the mirror, his hair curling just under his ears. His beard was trimmed tight to his chin, his goatee trimmed to his mouth.

      The high collar of his royal blue shirt looked tight on his neck. His black jacket cut perfect over his shoulders, down to his trim waist. His slacks ran the length of his legs, down to his black wing tip shoes. He jerked the lapels of his jacket and headed for the door. Looking at the cabin before he left, he hoped Sadie liked the changes he had made.

      He arrived at the doors to the lounge just as a redhead and blonde were leaving; he held the door for them. He was passing to go in when the redhead stepped in his way, stopping him short. "Hi, Cameron, I've been looking to introduce myself. I'm Queenie, this is Yvonne," she said, throwing her thumb over her shoulder.

      "Nice to meet you, if you will excuse me, I have some place to be," he replied, trying again to get around her. He heard the applause from inside the room and knew Sadie would be looking for him.

      Queenie placed her hand in the middle of Cameron's chest. "Maybe we could meet later for a night cap?"

      Cameron looked down at the hand in the middle of his chest, and then raised his eyes to hers. Her voice sounded familiar, but he didn't recognize her face. "Remove your hand now, sub!" Cameron's voice was traced with anger.

      Queenie removed her hand and lowered her eyes. "Sorry, Sir, I just wanted a chance to let you know how much we're enjoying ourselves."

      "You could have written a comment in the suggestion area on the ship's computer. Do not touch me again without permission. Now excuse me." Cameron walked past them into the lounge, anger rolling off him.

      He stood inside the doorway as his eyes searched for Sadie. She was standing at the end of the piano, talking with a group of people. She looked very focused on whatever the woman in the red dress was saying. She then raised her head, scanning the room, until her eyes locked on his.

      She smiled at him and began excusing herself. Cameron returned her smile, the anger melting away. His eyes locked on her as he moved into the lounge, meeting her at the bar. She couldn't take her eyes off him, and neither could half the women in the room, but Cameron only saw Sadie.

      "Hello, you are finished for the day here? Yes?"

      "Yes."

      Still smiling at her, he asked, "Are you ready to leave?"

      Sadie turned, looking over her shoulder at the group she had just left, turning back to Cameron with a grin on her face as she answered, "Yes."

      Cameron looked around Sadie. There were still a few people lingering around the piano. He noticed Todd Phillips, a music producer, among the few. He looked back down at Sadie. "You're sure?"

      "Ready when you are, Sir." She lowered her head, waiting for him.

      He gazed around the room, Doms nodding their heads in approval, and subs craving to be Sadie. He moved so he could place his hand at the small of her back and moved her towards the door.
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      Neither of them noticed the man sitting at the end of the bar; he watched the exchange between Sadie and Cameron. He also watched as Queenie, who had walked back in after Cameron, ripped apart the napkin she had been holding.

      Her eyes followed them as they left. He watched her face go from hopeful to hateful, in no time flat. An idea began to form in his head. If she is into that "asshole," she might be persuaded into helping him get what he wanted, and in return, she could have what remained of the "asshole." She had a dark look to her and appeared to be his type, plus with that anger, she'd be easy to persuade.

      If he played his cards right, he'd get to fuck her and use her as the decoy in his plan. It would be so easy, he thought as he made his way over to her. He would begin her training right away. He had a grin on his face when he arrived right behind her. He sidled up to her and whispered in her ear, "You should really hide your disdain for someone until they've left the room."

      Queenie whipped her head around to see who was talking to her, and what she found was very pleasant to look at. He was tall, with Italian features. "I'm normally much better at it." She looked into eyes that mirrored her hate and felt a moment of fear, but shook it off.

      "Are you with a Mistress or a Dom? I see no collar." She shook her head no. "Let's go to the bar and you can tell me all about it."

      Queenie thought for a minute. She wasn't making any progress with Cameron on her own, maybe this could work. She turned her head and watched Cameron escort Sadie from the lounge. Through gritted teeth, she seethed, "Yes, let's go and have a drink."

      Facing him again and reaching her hand out, she said, "Hi, I'm Queenie, I'd like to hear your story also." Putting a fake smile on her face, she added, "I have feeling we are going to be a great team."

      "I believe you may be right, now let's just see how far you're willing to take it." Shaking her hand, he added, "You can call me Master!" He moved aside so she could walk in front of him to the bar. Her ass drew his eyes as she passed; he had always loved a nice firm ass. Thinking to himself, a grin on his face, a little pleasure along with some pain, a few suggestions, and I'll have my answer.
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      Sadie walked next to Cameron back to the cabin. They didn't have far to go, and she wondered why he had come to the lounge to get her. Not that she was complaining; in fact, she liked it. A lot!

      While she had been in the lounge talking, she had seen the redhead talking to Cameron. Thinking back to the conversation she had overheard last night, it seemed like she had known him. Sadie wondered if he knew her also. "I saw you talking to a red headed woman before you came into the lounge." She paused, looking up at him. "Do you know her?"

      Cameron cocked his head to the right. "Jealous?"

      Sadie's shoe stuttered on the carpet, making her teeter. Cameron wrapped his arms around her, pulling to his body. "Are you all right?"

      Saying, "Yes," Sadie tried to pull away from Cameron, but he held her tight. "And, no, I'm not jealous. I hardly know you, just curious as to who she was. That's all. You can let go now. We're here."

      Cameron hadn't realized they were right in front of the cabin. He put his key in the lock and held the door for Sadie. She walked in and stopped. Before her, was a table set for dinner, surrounded with candlelight. It was the most elegant setting, music playing in the background, silver dome covers, crystal glasses, and a floral centerpiece.

      Cameron closed and locked the door.

      She gave him a confused look. He was so captivating in his navy-colored suit and light blue button-down shirt, she felt the wetness drip down her thighs. She shifted her legs.

      Cameron watched as Sadie's skin color flushed in the candlelight. "If I reached beneath your dress right now, would I find you wet for me?"

      She was surprised at how easily he knew what had just happened. She bowed her head, and he had his answer.

      Withdrawing her thong from his pocket, he asked, "Did you think of me today, knowing I had these in my possession all day?" He swung them in front of her. She went to grab them and he snatched them away. "No, you don't, I think I will hold on to these." He tucked them back in his pocket. "I wanted to have an early dinner together, but then I had a better idea. I talked with Gabriel and told him to get your understudy ready for tonight's performance." He could see her getting ready to disagree with him. "Before you voice your opinion, I have something very special planned for you tonight, and I need you relaxed and not worried about time." He moved to her, bending. He placed his warm lips near her ear as he began to unzip her dress. "Sometimes I love woman's clothing. One closure is all it takes to hold it together. Step out."

      Sadie was going to voice her opinion; she didn't like how he could just make these plans for her. "Sadie, I know you're using this job to further your career, and I want you to succeed just as much as you do. I can help make that happen, but right now I need my sub."

      There was something in Cameron's tone, almost like a desperation, that pulled at her. She didn't know why, but she found herself saying, "Are we going to play, Sir?" She would let him know her opinion later; right now it was time to play. She did hesitate for a moment; she couldn't help thinking about what the redhead had said last night.

      Then she thought, but I'm here and she's not. I'm going to enjoy this. Plus, Todd Phillips has already approached me about working with him when my contact is up.

      She stepped out of her dress and was about to remove her shoes, when he said, "Leave the shoes." Cameron moved his right hand up and unhooked her bra, tossing both off to the side. She stood before him in all her glory; reaching to the back of her hair, he took the clip out, releasing her hair.

      She had noticed the piano was no longer in the cabin, and in its place was a spanking bench and a ring hanging from the ceiling, the rope connected to a hook on the wall. "I want you to go sit on the bed and place both hands behind you."

      Cameron removed his jacket, placing it over a chair. He began unbuttoning his shirt as Sadie watched from the bed. He removed his shirt as she moved her arms behind herself. Cameron removed one of the silver domes from the table, revealing two shibari ropes in different colors.

      When Sadie first saw the ropes, she paled, knowing that this was what pleased Cameron the most. She also knew he wanted her trust. First lesson, she thought; she just didn't know if she was going to freak out on him when he started.

      "Cameron, you know what I went through. I'm being real honest. I don't know how I will react when you start putting those ropes on me. I'm going to trust you, I truly want to try what pleases you, Sir."

      Cameron looked at her sitting on the bed. "Sadie, I will stop the minute you are not okay with this. I would like to make you more at ease with being wrapped in 'my' ropes. We will take it slow, but if you can relax and trust me, I know the pleasure that I can give you."

      She had thought all day about the pleasures she had received last night; she also thought about how she had ended up with said pleasures. Her boss had purchased her! She had gone from not going near her boss, to practically living together.

      "You will feed me when we're done, right?" Sadie smiled. "I really thought there was food under those domes."

      Cameron's smile was a knockout. "Yes, I will feed you."

      Cameron climbed on the bed behind her with the ropes; he braided her hair so it would not interfere. Looking into the mirror on the opposite wall at Sadie's eyes, ropes in his hands, he said, "Ready?"

      "Ready, Sir."

      He started by looping her upper arms together and continued looping and knotting as he moved the ropes down to her wrists. Each rope that slid across her arms was like a caress, creating warmth that headed straight to her core. When he was finished with her arms, he kept going, wrapping more ropes above and below her breasts, pushing them up and out.

      Cameron looked at the lovely piece of work he had created on Sadie. He adjusted his hard-on so he could finish his masterpiece.

      He went to the other domed dish, removing the cover. Cameron turned back with another ring, like the one hanging from the ceiling, and more roping. "You look exquisite, just as you are, but I'm going to push your limits now."

      She moaned in anticipation.

      He moved back to the bed, leaning in to take her mouth in a gentle kiss. "Just a few more, and I will ease that ache you have right here." He reached between her legs and slid his fingers through her wet lips. Removing them and sucking them into his mouth, he added, "Mmm, I could taste you all day long."

      Cameron stepped back, his hands going to the button on his slacks. As he unzipped his pants, his huge shaft fell free. Sadie's eyes dilated with the arousal running through her body. He removed her shoes, running his finger up each foot and tickling them.

      She so badly wanted to taste him but knew she had to wait until he was ready. "Patience." That's what he had said she needed. With just what he had already done, she didn't know how much more she would be able to handle.

      Cameron slid the rope around, looping the ring through as he went. He wrapped another shorter rope around her abdomen then connected the ring to the rope. Adding two more ropes to the ring, he split them. He then began to twist and turn them in an intricate design, leaving enough to slide behind her knees.

      Sadie watched Cameron's face as he worked his ropes. She could see his concentration, as well as his desire. With the ropes positioned around Sadie's knees, he then attached the ends to the center ring.

      This position left Sadie's legs wider than she had remembered ever having them spread, yet she wasn't panicking. In fact, the complete opposite was happening. She was dripping wet.

      He picked her up and moved her to the rope hanging from the ceiling, attaching the rings together, her back arched, her head hanging towards the floor, her legs spread open.

      Sadie was hanging from the ceiling. Cameron stood by her head, his cock aligned with her mouth. He squatted down, running his hands along the ropes holding her arm. "I knew you would look beautiful in my ropes, how are you feeling?"

      "Amazing," was all Sadie could reply.

      He ran his hands along the ropes holding her arms, moving them up to cup the back of her head and tilting it up so she could look at herself. "Look how my ropes hold you in place just for me. I have imagined you here, dreamt of what I would do to you." He slowly lowered her head, standing.

      He walked to the wall where the main rope was connected. He released it and hauled Sadie up higher in the air. He secured the rope and returned to her. Her head was now almost chest level to him standing. He rotated her body, bringing her core to his mouth.

      Sadie didn't think she could arch her back any more, but when Cameron's tongue lashed out, licking her from top to bottom, her whole body arched.

      He placed both hands on the inside of her thighs, moving them forward to pull her folds apart, his thumb circling around her entrance. This time when he bit on her swollen clit, he pushed his thumb in her, hitting that perfect spot. Liquid flowed from her into his mouth.

      "Holy crap," was all Sadie could say. Breathlessly, she asked him, "What the hell did you just do to me? I've never felt anything like that. That was amazing!" The sensation that he had created and the amount of fluid gave Sadie an uneasy feeling.

      She wasn't sure if she peed a little because that's almost what it had felt like. Sadie was not into anything like that. In fact, it was on her hard limit list, but her body seemed to just flow like the ropes she hung by. She felt free, like she was floating, and not just her body.

      "That was a reward, for putting your trust in your Master. How do you feel?"

      "Like Jell-O, I couldn't stand on my legs if I needed to. Did you just make me squirt?" she asked breathlessly.

      "Yes, I did, and I intend to do it again and again." Cameron kissed Sadie's lips, then moved away and retrieved a clit vibrator from the set of drawers.

      Sadie heard the hum of the vibrator and when Cameron touched it to her already sensitive clit, she nearly came on the spot. He moved it up and down, spreading her own lubricant around. He made her squirt three more times before he released the rope, moving her back down.

      Still suspended by the ceiling rope, Cameron again stopped her at the perfect height for him to plunge into her. "You look perfect, my angel." He grabbed Sadie's hips and pulled her forward, pushing into her tight, wet heat. Cameron held his position, letting her body adjust to him. He reached forward, rubbing his fingers around her erect nipples, pulling a moan from Sadie.

      Sadie didn't think she could take much more. "Please, Sir."

      "I love hearing my angel beg." Cameron pulled back almost all the way out of her then thrust forward, pulling her to him at the same time.

      "Yes, yes, yes," Sadie was just about screaming. Not being able to see Cameron or touch him bothered her, even if he was making her body experience things it had never done before.

      He started surging into her, sweat dripping off his brow. He felt Sadie's walls grip him tighter and knew she was going to come. "Come for me now, Sadie!" Cameron pushed the words out as he pumped into her.

      Sadie exploded with the most mind-blowing orgasm. Cameron followed her, hitting that sweet spot one final time. He collapsed forward, resting his head on her.

      "You have surpassed any dream I have ever had." Cameron kissed her stomach and moved away from her.

      She felt Cameron slide from her body. Moving to the wall, he once again released the main rope holding her. He swung her so he could support her head as he lowered her to the ground.

      The blood rushed to Sadie's head when Cameron tilted her forward. Her butt landed on the carpeted floor, and he pushed her into a sitting position. He knelt behind her, removing the ropes, starting with the ones wrapped around the ring.

      Sadie pulled her knees to her chest and rested her cheek on them while Cameron worked. "I had no idea how wonderful being encased within ropes could transport me to another place, but, Sir?" She turned her head as far as she could to look at him. "Could we not tie my arms next time? They could use a little rest."

      "I like my angel tied up, but I'd be willing to negotiate with you." Wrapping her in a blanket, he carried her out onto the balcony to the hot tub. He set her on a lounge chair. He moved to the hot tub and began playing with the settings. The water began rippling as the jets came on.

      Sadie sat on the lounge. Her breathing was almost back to normal, but the rest of her body tingled all over. Who would have thought being tied up could be so mind blowing?

      Sadie felt like she was still suspended from the ceiling, and even though her arms had been tied behind her for so long, she had never lost the feeling in her hands. Her shoulders were achy, but it wasn't anything she couldn't handle.

      Cameron came back, unwrapped her from the blanket, and carried her to the hot tub. Cradling her to his body, he climbed in, settling her on his lap.

      Sadie lay with her head on his shoulder, her body lying across Cameron's. She raised her head to look at him. His eyes were so focused on her, as she whispered to him, "I would say ropes are no longer a soft limit for me." Cameron smiled down at her. "Only if they are your ropes," she added.

      "We'll leave them there for a while longer to be sure. You're sure you're good?"

      "Good." She sat up and rolled her shoulders.

      Cameron shifted her body so she sat on his lap with her back to him. "Wrap your ankles around my calves and keep them there." He shifted behind her, adjusting her so he could reach her shoulders, while opening her legs simultaneously.

      He began rubbing out the ache in her neck and shoulder. Sadie tilted her head left, and then right, as his magical fingers eased the tension. "Will you tell me about yourself tonight?" she asked.

      "What do you want to know?"

      "Will you tell me about your parents? I've read some bios on you, but I wonder how much of what's written is true?"

      "My parents were great, they supported me in everything I did. They even put up with my "Save the Pet Stage." She turned to look at him curiously. "Every time I found an animal that needed a home, I'd give it to them. My parents made a pet room for me in the basement."

      Cameron turned her head and started unbraiding her hair; he felt the thickness of her silky strands. When he finished, he massaged her scalp from her brow to the base of her skull. Sadie started to melt off his lap into the hot tub.

      "That feels incredible," Sadie mumbled, dropping her head to her chest. He continued to work his fingers through her hair, releasing any knots he found.

      "My mom bought me my first real motorcycle. It's a silver gray and black Road King. I still have it; I just haven't had time to ride lately.

      Sadie stood, turned around and wrapped her legs around his waist, facing him. She smiled. "I've never ridden on a motorcycle. My parents always said they were too dangerous. What kind of animals did you bring home?" she asked, changing the subject.

      He moved her so her back was massaged by one of the jets, and her head rested on the cushioned headrest. "I brought home the normal animals, cats, dogs, frogs. I'll never forget the one time I brought home a snake. That was my mom's breaking point."

      "What did she do?"

      "She made me take it to the pet store, and I had to promise I would never bring another one home. I had no idea she was so afraid of them. It was funny; my dad and I watched her dance around the kitchen. She couldn't get out of the kitchen fast enough." Cameron smiled at the thought.

      "Just so you know, I'm not too fond of them myself." She grinned at him.

      He leaned in and kissed her gently. As he started to deepen the kiss, Sadie pulled back. "Stop trying to distract me."

      "Fine, what else? Okay, well, I lived with my grandmother after my parents died. She is great, you'll love her. She picked up right where my parents left off. She made sure I finished school and totally encouraged me to invest with Dimitri."

      "She knows about your lifestyle?" she exclaimed.

      "Yup, I had to tell her. She became very protective after they died. First, she tried setting me up with her friends' granddaughters, then she hired a team of private investigators and they followed me everywhere. I figured she would find out anyway, so I sat her down one night and told her. She surprised the hell out of me when she told me she once had her own Dom, but never looked for another after my grandfather passed."

      "I never got to meet my grandparents."

      He placed each hand on her cheeks. "When you meet my grandmother, she will adopt you, just like she has Dimitri."

      Sadie furrowed her brow. What does he mean, "When I meet her?"

      "You may still have reservations about us, Sadie. But, I know what I want and what I feel when I'm with you. You're mine; you will soon understand just how much." He leaned forward, kissing her.

      His tongue tangled with hers. An unfamiliar feeling ran through Sadie as their kiss went deeper. Sadie wasn't sure what it was. The butterflies began in her stomach and worked their way down, and she felt his erection jump against her thigh. He eased out of the kiss, leaning his forehead on hers. "If we don't stop now, we will look like prunes by the time we get out." He stood with the water glistening on his body in the moonlight.

      He climbed out of the hot tub then turned to help Sadie out. He again wrapped her in a bath sheet, then wrapped one about his waist. Guiding her back into the cabin, he left her in the room and moved to the bathroom. Sticking the blow dryer out the door, he asked, "Do the ends need to be dry?"

      Amazed that he would even think of her hair right now left her stunned. No one had ever paid that much attention to her. Emotions Sadie couldn't explain bubbled inside her. Tears formed in her eyes; she squeaked out, "Yes, please, Sir." If she wasn't careful, this man could do some major damage to her.

      She went to move into the bathroom, but Cameron was heading her way. "Sit on the bed," he said, walking back towards her. She sat back on the bed and waited to see where he went, then turned to sit with her back towards him.

      This time, as he dried her hair, he used the brush to get the knots out. He turned the dryer off, then started to braid it again.

      She raised her hands to stop him. "Could you not braid it? I prefer to sleep with it unbound."

      He took the brush and combed it through, straightening it.

      "I think we missed the after party."

      "Are you disappointed?"

      "No, I quite enjoyed my evening. You?" Smiling, she turned to look at him, the bath towel falling to her waist.

      He dropped his towel. "So did I. You have the day off tomorrow, correct?" he asked, climbing on the bed, reaching for her as he crawled up. He pulled the towel from her and tossed it on the floor.

      Sadie tried to get off the bed before he got to her, but she didn't move quick enough. He wrestled her to the bed, holding her arms above her head and kissing his way up her body until he got to her mouth.

      "You promised me dinner when we were finished. I'm not complaining," Sadie was saying as her stomach made a loud growling sound. She looked down towards her stomach. "I swear I was just kidding; my stomach did that all on its own."

      "You stay here. I will have Marco send dinner." Cameron kissed her on the nose and rolled off the bed. He reached the phone and told Marco to send dinner.

      Sadie moved up on the bed getting under the covers and propping herself up on the pillows, watching Cameron throw on a pair of sweat shorts to answer the door.

      She didn't know what to make of this man. As he moved about the cabin, Sadie observed him. His shoulders to his waist formed a perfect V. The angel tattoo moved as if it were flying with him. Even in his shorts, she could see that hard, tight ass. She wanted to be able to sink her nails into it the first chance she got. This was the first opportunity she had to see his legs; hair lightly covered his thick thighs and runner-like calves. He had an incredible body.

      The rattling of dishes drew Sadie from her thoughts. Cameron had traded tables with the waiter at the door, moving it to the side of the bed. "Would you like to stay there or eat at the balcony table?"

      "I think I need to get up. If I get too comfortable, I may just fall asleep in my salad. There is salad, right?"

      "Yes, there is salad." Cameron moved the cart outside to the table and transferred the contents, creating a similar setting of the original table. After putting the cart by the door, he brought a single candle with him, setting it in the center of the table. "What's eating outside without a little ambience?"

      Sadie threw a silk robe on and moved outside. Cameron held a chair for her to sit; he then pulled the other chair over to sit next to her. She removed the covers as Cameron sat to eat. She hadn't realized how hungry she was until the wonderful aroma hit her. She smiled as her stomach growled again.

      "You need to start eating better, you've hardly eaten anything that I've seen since we boarded. Rule 5: You must eat three times a day, and fruit in between. They don't have to be big meals. I see you already panicking, but you must eat something. Now, taste this."

      He held his fork out for her to taste what looked like steak, but what exploded in her mouth was a world of flavor. Sadie savored the flavors while rolling her eyes in appreciation. "What is that? I'm not normally into spicing my food too much, but that was delicious."

      "It's Isaac's special blend. He'll die with the secret," he said, smiling at her and holding up another bite for her.

      "Do you normally feed your subs?" The words were out of her mouth before she could take them back. "I'm sorry, Sir, that was a rude question to ask." Sadie looked at her hands in her lap. "I sometimes voice my thoughts. It's a bad habit from living alone."

      "You are my first." He put his fingers under her chin, raising it to look in her eyes. "Don't hide from me. You didn't do anything wrong. When we sit like this, I want you to be open with me, always." His lips touched hers gently.

      Pulling away from him, her eyes misted. "Thank you. Most people don't appreciate when you put them on the spot like that." Sadie went back to eating her dinner.

      They finished eating in silence, Cameron feeding her, then Sadie feeding him when they were done. Cameron took the lid off the last dish. Under it, was a chocolate brownie smothered in hot fudge, a cold dish of vanilla ice cream, a can of whipped cream, and finishing off the plate, a bowl of cherries.

      "I like to make my own brownie. I thought you might like to help. But, no whipped cream anywhere except on the brownie. I have plans after dinner, and they don't include cleaning up a mess. When we play with food, it will not be in our bed."

      Sadie looked up at him and how easily he had said "our." It sounded nice, but she wasn't ready to really believe this man before her was real. Cameron put the ice cream on, she twirled the whipped cream, and they each put a cherry on top. Before dipping his spoon in, he held a cherry for her to eat.

      She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, closing her lips around the cherry; then sucked it off the stem, smiling as she chewed, licking her lips and catching the juice that escaped.

      He watched her, mesmerized. How something so simple could be so erotic. He leaned forward, capturing her lips, tasting the cherry. He didn't think he would ever get enough of her. Backing away, he reached for his spoon, and slicing it through their masterpiece, he held it to her mouth.

      The fudge dripped from the spoon and Sadie moved to catch it with her tongue as Cameron scooped the spoon into her mouth. Her face told the story; she closed her eyes and savored the flavors, how the ice cream melted with the texture of the brownie and whipped cream. She moaned, swallowing. She opened her eyes and licked the lingering sweets from her lips, looking at Cameron.

      "Oh my God, that is heavenly. I've had this as a dessert before, but this one blows the rest away. Thank you for sharing."

      "Another one of Isaac's secrets." They ate until it was gone.

      When they were finished, Cameron scooped Sadie up and carried her back inside, placing her on the bed. "Take your robe off and get under the covers," he said as he moved back out onto the balcony. Within minutes he was moving the cart through the cabin and out the door. He went back, closed the balcony doors, and climbed into bed with Sadie, pulling her tight against him.

      She snuggled close to him. She had never shared a bed before and thought it would be impossible to sleep, but she found the opposite to be true. Curling into the warmth of his body, she fell fast asleep.
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      Cameron listened to her breathing and knew she had fallen asleep. He really couldn't blame her; exhaustion was setting in on him as well. He moved a piece of hair that had fallen over her face. He leaned back, relaxing on his pillows, and held her as the peacefulness she always made him feel settled over him.

      He waited until he knew Sadie was in a deep sleep, then got out of bed to retrieve his computer. Cameron got back into bed, readjusting her so she lay curled into him. He opened the email that he had been waiting for and began to read.
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      The storm the crew had been tracking had kept them from their scheduled first stop of Haiti, so they had continued on. It was still, however, Sadie's day off, and she had things planned to do today.

      She had awoken to find Cameron already gone. He had closed all the curtains in the cabin, so when Sadie had rolled over and saw it was past eleven, she jumped out of bed and headed to the shower. When she came back in the room towel drying her hair, she found the note he had left for her.

      I know today is your day off; I figured I'd let you sleep in. I went to the gym to get my workout done and out of the way. When I get back, we can figure out the rest of the day, till then,

      Cameron

      Sadie reread the note, and then tossed it on the desk. Moving to the set of drawers holding her clothes, she pulled out her swimsuit and a pair of shorts. After she dressed, she rounded up all her dirty clothes in a laundry bag and tossed it by the door. She went back to the desk, found the notepaper and pen and left Cameron her own note.

      It was very thoughtful of you to let me sleep in, but I had things I needed to do before noon. Although I don't want to, I feel the need to tell you what I will be doing today. The list goes as follows: laundry, lunch, (I already missed breakfast), tanning, massage, dinner, and casino. I'm sure you have things you need to do so please feel free to go about your day, and don't worry about me. I'm sure we will run into each other at some point today. Enjoy,

      Sadie

      She then gathered her tanning bag, put her sunglasses on, grabbed the laundry bag and headed for the door. When she got there, she realized she didn't have a key to get back in. She found one on the desk, and snatching it up, she headed out the door once again. First stop, the laundry room. If she remembered her map right, it was on the second deck. Then to the Harem Deck to the sports bar for a quick bite and find out how her teams were doing.

      She also needed to check in with the girls. She needed to find out if Gabriel was really mad or not. She also wanted to hear about their nights after the auction. Cameron had manipulated her all day yesterday. She never had a chance to talk to them. Not that she minded; she also had a lot to tell. She smiled as she pressed for the elevator.
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      Cameron grabbed the towel tossed to him by Harley. "Did you get the signed contract last night?" Cameron nodded while drinking his water. "And you read it carefully, there are no loops he can slip through, he didn't change something and you missed it? You'd better be prepared for anything with this asshole." Harley was like an uncle to Cameron. He had been there for him for as long as he could remember.

      "Yes, I reread the whole thing. Nothing was changed. So, now we can begin the final phase of my training." As he had reread the contract last night while holding Sadie, he knew he was doing the right thing.

      "No more playing, that's the first rule. There will be more than enough time for that after you take that asshole down. You will be here twice a day. You decide when; I'll be available." He looked Cameron in the eye, adding, "Fun time is over!"

      "I understand what's at stake. I'll be here, don't worry."

      "Just make sure your mind follows your body. You have to be here, Cameron, no distractions."

      Cameron gave Harley a defeated look, knowing he was right. If he was going to put everything he and his family had worked for on the line, he needed to be totally dedicated. "I'll let Sadie know tonight that she'll have to move back to her cabin. There is no way I can have her in my bed and not touch her."

      Harley gave him a satisfied smile. "Now that break time is over, why don't you go for a nice hour-long jog on the treadmill, clear your brain, or better yet, focus your brain on the upcoming challenge?"

      All Cameron could think about was how Sadie was going to feel when he moved all of her things back to her cabin. But it would only be for a few days. After he took Richard Arcola down, and he meant that literally, he would move her back.

      He finished his run and grabbed a quick shower before going in search of Dimitri. Now was the time; he needed to tell him what was going on in case anything happened to him. Dimitri would be able to explain it to his grandmother.

      He found Dimitri on the bridge with Nicolas, Caleb, Logan, and Captain Joshua. "I'm glad you're all here. There is something I need to tell you." They all turned to Cameron as he entered the cabin. "Why are all of you here together?" he asked when it registered where they were.

      "Everything is great," Dimitri volunteered. "We've missed the storm and should be docking in Jamaica earlier than expected. What's up?"

      Cameron looked around the room at these men he considered his friends. He hoped after he told them what he had done, they would still look at him the same way. "Before you say anything, please listen to everything I have to say. Then, if you have something that will help, I will gladly listen."

      They all seemed to get comfortable as Cameron began laying out the plan he had set in motion to bring Richard Arcola and Arcola Construction to an end. When he was finished, he waited for it all to sink in and then asked, "Any questions?"

      "I have one," stated Dimitri as he stood and walked towards Cameron. "If you put all you owned on the line, does that include your shares in Midnight Oasis too?" Dimitri was almost shouting by the time he was finished asking.

      "No, the cruise line was not part of the deal. I did commit to turning those shares over to my grandmother should anything happen to me."

      Dimitri's eyes grew so large, Cameron thought they were going to pop out of his head. "You what? Does your grandmother even know what you're about to do? I suspect she doesn't or she would have already put a stop to this insanity. Somebody please try to talk some reason into him," Dimitri said as he walked to the other side of the cabin, trying to cool down.

      "Are you sure you know what you're doing?" Nicolas asked as Cameron nodded his head. "Well, then how can we help?"

      "I need anyone you trust on the ground who can get to the Grand Caymans. I need them to keep an eye on that bastard for me. I can't afford any surprises. Do you have anyone who would be available on such short notice?"

      "You bet I do, and he owes me," Nicolas said, turning to Caleb. "You know who I'm thinking of don't you?"

      "Yup, Jungle Jim."

      "Hunt him down, explain what we need him to do, and get him on the next plane to the Caymans. If he's not available, I think Mad Dog will be… hell, see if they can both get there."

      "You got it, Nick, I'm on it." Caleb left the bridge to begin his search.

      Dimitri had calmed down some and moved back towards Cameron. "How do you know he'll follow through on his side when you win?"

      "We have a signed contract, as well as Maximillian and his lawyer. There are enough people who know about the deal, so he'll have to abide by it. It feels right, what I'm doing. There's no other way to explain why I did it. I will be able to put him out of business, as well as guarantee the safety of my family. I need one more favor." Cameron paused, not wanting to ask his next favor, but it was an important one.

      "Harley doesn't want me to be distracted from my goal, so I'm moving Sadie back into her cabin. I'm sure she is going to be confused, but when it's all over I'll explain everything to her. What I need from you guys is to make sure she's safe, when I'm not around, and away from anyone looking for a new sub. Make sure they know she may not be collared now, but she soon will be."

      Dimitri walked up to Cameron and put his hand on his shoulder. "No worries, we'll take care of her for you. You just make sure I don't have to partner with your grandmother. I love the lady as if she were my own grandmother. But it would be a little uncomfortable discussing vibrators and floggers with her. When are you telling Sadie what's going on?"

      "I wasn't planning on telling her. She doesn't really need to know what I got myself into until it's over with. Then I'll move her back in permanently."

      "Let me go on record right now; I think that's a mistake. She's an intelligent woman, but she won't like being kept in the dark. Plus, you would have moved her twice within the span of one cruise."

      "I have to focus, Dimitri."

      "Fine, I won't say anything," he said, holding his hands up in a surrendering pose, "although I still think you're wrong."

      "I'm going back to my cabin now to meet with the moving crew. I want to have them put Sadie's stuff back where they took it from originally. Then, I have to figure a way to tell her it's only temporary and hope she believes me."

      The crew needed at least an hour before they could meet with Cameron, so with some time to kill, he went up to the pool to swim some laps. That would put him back in Harley's good graces.
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      Sadie had finished her laundry and returned it to the cabin; Cameron was still nowhere in sight, so she left to go find Bella and Madison to see if they were available for lunch.

      She found them both sitting in a booth at the sports bar. She walked in and stood beside the table. "I was just looking for the both of you; may I join you?"

      Isabella slid over to make room for her. "Of course, what's up?"

      Sadie slid into the seat and looked at Bella. "Thank you for covering for me last night. Cameron planned this incredible night, but I had no idea I would be missing work until he got me back to the cabin. I thought we were just having dinner, but it went a little further."

      Isabella waved her apology away. "Anytime. I never realized the difference between rehearsal and live. I have to say it's real nice hearing the applause. I'm there anytime you need me to step in," Isabella said, smiling at her. "Now, tell us what he planned. I want details."

      Madison had been very quiet through their exchange. Sadie turned to her. "Are you okay? You don't seem your usual self."

      Isabella answered for her, "We were just getting into that when you walked in." Both of them now faced Madison.

      "It's so embarrassing. I've been doing this for years. I don't know what triggered me, but I freaked on Master Dimitri last night. It was so bad, he almost called Marco; I don't remember much of what happened, but when I came out of it, Dimitri was holding me from behind, sitting on the floor. He held my arms across my body so I couldn't hurt myself and was gently rocking me."

      Both women had surprised looks on their faces. "And this has happened before?" Bella asked, reaching for her hand.

      Madison looked down at table. "I had a really bad childhood. My dad hit my mom, and then she would hit us. She was drunk one night, picking my brother and sister up from his basketball game. I was sleeping over at a friend's house that night, otherwise I would have been in the car too.

      "They said she lost control of the car and drove it off the road into a tree. My brother died on impact. My sister died a few hours later at the hospital." Madison looked up at Sadie and Bella with tears in her eyes. "She walked away with a broken arm. She's now serving twenty-five years to life without parole."

      There was quiet at the table when the waitress Jackie, one of their fellow actors from the show, brought their order.

      "My dad remarried a few years into her sentence, and it was like Deja-vu," Madison continued. "I had one more month of school before I graduated, and I was going to be free of the both of them. I had a trust fund that my grandmother had set up for us. Since both my siblings were gone, the trust went solely to me. The only requirement was we had to graduate high school. I never made it. One of the lawyers from my grandmother's estate called the house one afternoon to set up a meeting to transfer the funds when I graduated high school. Grandma knew we would need the money for college and to help us build our lives away from our abusive parents. She always regretted not knowing until it was too late.  She didn't realize I would be the only one collecting. They, however, did. The moron lawyer told my stepmom everything. Right down to the penny how much I would receive. I was on the other extension and heard the whole conversation.

      "That night I overheard them plotting and I took off. I never looked back and I never saw them again. They were going to have me committed to an asylum."

      "Not to sound insensitive, but what happened to the inheritance?" Bella asked, placing her napkin on her plate,

      "As far as I know, it's still with the lawyers. I'm the only one who can access it."

      They quieted down again when Jackie came to collect the dishes and ask about drinks and dessert. When she left, Madison continued. "I was on the streets at seventeen, and a bunch of street women took me in. They kept me alive, and in return, I turned tricks. Madame took very good care of her girls. Her escort business grew, and she branched out. She had locations on both coasts. I had always wanted to go to California, so I volunteered to go. I fell in love the minute I walked off the plane. I was there for a few weeks when I saw an ad for help with a local play. I figured what the hell, I liked it in school and I was pretty good. So, I signed up as a volunteer and learned how to dance and act by watching from the sidelines." Madison took a sip of water.

      "Why didn't you take some college courses?" Sadie asked, regretting the question as it left her mouth. "I'm such as idiot; without your diploma or a GED, you can't go to college, right?"

      "Right." She paused, looking at Sadie. "Well, getting back to my breakdown. I had met Marco at a club in L.A. and we became instant friends. After talking with Marco, I became very interested in the lifestyle. I read everything I could on the topic. I knew I was a submissive and wanted to try out my new lifestyle. Marco offered for me to go to with him as his guest to the club. Once we were inside, he went his way and I went to the bar. That night changed both of our lives. I still can't talk about it, but needless to say, I now seem to have these panic attacks that incapacitate me. Marco is good to have around if I have one. He got used to them. After the incident, he felt so guilty for leaving and not checking up on me, he moved in with me."

      Madison lowered her head again, looking at her hands on the table. "I'm afraid I blew things with Master Dimitri. He was gone before I got up, and there was no note telling me what I was supposed to do." She took a drink of her water. "Any ideas?"

      Isabella had some idea of what Madison was experiencing. "If it were me, first thing I'd do is make sure the money is still held with the law firm. Next, I would get my GED." Madison's face had gone very pale.

      "Then, I'd think about talking to a professional. I've heard it can really help." Isabella didn't need to tell them she had firsthand knowledge. "And, as far as Master Dimitri, wait on that one until you talk to him. Don't make any rash decisions. The fact that he held you to keep you safe says a lot."

      A nervous look was on Madison's face when she looked at Isabella. "I feel like the lowest insect. All my life, I was always strong enough to handle what was happening. Now, when I want someone as badly as I want him, my emotions blow apart so I can't even deal. It just doesn't make any sense to me."

      "How often do you have panic attacks?" questioned Sadie.

      "For a while, they came very frequently after the club incident, but they tapered off…" Madison trailed off like she was going to say something but stopped.

      Sadie let that go and asked instead, "Do you know what triggers them? That might help to get them under control."

      Madison sat a little straighter in the booth. "It's never been anything specific, but my hard limit list is extensive and specific, because of some of my attacks." She smiled then at both women. "I think that is enough about me." Changing the subject, she looked towards Sadie. "How was your night, what was so special?"

      Sadie told them about her night but held back telling them how hard she was falling for him. She just didn't trust him totally yet.
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      Sadie left the girls and headed up to the Sun Deck, on the Executive Deck, but just for tanning. Thinking of the conversation with Madison and Isabella, she realized she had more in common with them than they knew.

      She found a deck chair close to the railing. From here, she could see the pool. She rubbed some sunscreen on carefully in some areas that were still a little tender after last night.

      She found her book in her bag, as well as a bottle of water, and got comfortable. The sun felt so good, caressing her skin. If she wasn't careful, she could fall asleep and get really sunburned. She didn't think Cameron would like that.

      At that thought, he appeared in what looked like shorts but were really swim trunks. He had on a white muscle tank and a towel wrapped around his neck. His hair was pulled back in a rubber band. When he threw the towel on a chair, she saw the goggles around his neck.

      He removed the shirt, tossing it with his towel. Sadie's mouth began watering looking at what she assumed was Cameron stretching, how his tattoo moved with his muscles. He pulled his arm across his chest and held it, then did the same to the other one. When he reached down, touching the floor, legs spread, ass in the air, Sadie found she was holding her breath.

      When he stood up, he turned and jumped into the pool, adjusting the goggles before he began doing laps. He sliced through the water with sure, sleek strokes. Reaching the other side, he flipped over, pushing off the wall. There were not a lot of people in the pool at the time so Cameron could swim without any interruptions. Sadie wondered how many laps he could swim.

      She relaxed back in the chair. She had been reading for a while when she noticed Cameron getting out of the pool. The water was running down his body, sliding down all the spots she would like to lick. Her daydream was torn apart when she saw Queenie holding his towel open for him.

      He turned and she wrapped the corners around his broad shoulders. Sadie watched again as they conversed but didn't know what they were saying. She couldn't see Cameron's face, but she could see Queenie's, and her smile was radiant. A pit began to open in Sadie's stomach, and then she saw Queenie drop to her knees in a perfect submissive position.

      Cameron walked around her, as if he was inspecting Queenie, looking for flaws. When he was standing back in front of her, she raised her face to him, and he helped her up to her feet. Sadie was about to get up and go down and confront them. She rose from her chair, bending to pick up her bag. When she looked back at them, they were leaving the area, with Cameron guiding her towards his cabin, with his hand at the small of her back.

      Sadie slumped back into the lounge chair. "What just happened?" she thought. After the night they had spent together and all that he had said, how, over and over, he told her she was his. Maybe that meant something different to Cameron; maybe to him she was his for just last night.

      That was it; Sadie was doing it again to herself. She was seeing things in her mind that were just not real. She was bought for his pleasure, and now he was finished. Why couldn't she remember that—because she really didn't want to believe he was finished with her? He was everything she had dreamed she'd find in a Dom and then some. He truly seemed interested in her, but that must have been just to fill the time.

      She got up from the chair with her bag and headed to Cameron's cabin to find out what was going on. She tried not to make up her own scenario and was trying to keep an open mind. She got to the door and put the key in, but it didn't open the door. She tried three more times and the same thing happened every time.

      Giving up, she headed down to guest relations to get a new cabin key. Christy was working behind the desk when Sadie arrived. "Hey, Christy, how's it going? Could you give me another card for Cameron's cabin, mine doesn't seem to want to work anymore?"

      Christy got a sour look on her face before she looked at Sadie, saying, "Sorry, Sadie, Cameron had the cabin keys changed on purpose." She handed her a different key. "I was told to tell you your old cabin is all ready for you again."

      "Oh, okay, thank you for the information." Sadie plastered a smile on her face; she was barely holding it together. "He just didn't mention anything to me. Have a good day." She grabbed the key and made her way to the elevator, holding in the tears that wanted to escape.

      She made it to her cabin without running into anyone. Leaning on the door as it closed, the tears flowed from her eyes. She walked into her cabin and found all her stuff back as well. More tears flowed; she had been right all along. It really sucked to be right. She threw her bag on the couch, stomping into the bathroom for a tissue. She wiped her eyes and blew her nose. She threw the tissue in the trashcan, getting madder as she went. She stomped back into her cabin, and by the time she was standing on her balcony, she was enraged.

      Her brain took over; she had to be logical now, not emotional. That was very hard to do when what she had seen put things into perspective. Her belongings being in her cabin only finalized it for her.

      It was fun while it lasted, she thought. She took several deep breaths of the sea air. Shaking her entire body as if she had a chill, she thought to herself, "Okay, I can do this. I wasn't expecting to do anything but sing, so I need to get back in that mindset. I need to avoid Cameron as much as possible."

      She pushed away from the railing, checking the time. Her appointment for her massage was set for 5:00 pm, and the clock on the desk read 4:45. Sadie picked up her new cabin key, gathered some clothes, and was off again.

      She took the stairs this time, passing the pool as she made her way to the spa. She was slowly walking past a couple sitting by the pool when her ears perked up to what they were saying when she heard Cameron's name.

      "You're sure Cameron hasn't realized what you were doing?"

      "No, Master, he believes everything I tell him. I have a plan for tonight that should put me right back in his bed for good."

      "Very nice, my pet. Now with Sadie out of the way, he will be attainable again. I have fulfilled my part of the bargain." Sadie could hear the disdain in his voice for Cameron.

      Sadie wanted to stay and hear what they were talking about, but just then they both started to rise from their chairs "We will continue this conversation in my suite. Too many people around now, meet me there in fifteen minutes."

      Sadie ducked behind an open door as they walked past. She rushed around the door and continued on to the spa. "What the hell was that all about? And who were they? The woman looked like Queenie, but Sadie had just seen her, she wouldn't have had time to be sitting there, and who was 'The Master' she was talking to?"

      That comment brought up another question. Why did the man hate Cameron? There was also something familiar about his voice. Should I say anything to Cameron, but then what could I really say? I heard two people talking about him. There's nothing suspicious about that."

      Sadie made her way into the salon and left all the questions at the door. It was none of her concern. Cameron had made that perfectly clear. She walked up to the desk. "Hi, I have a five o'clock massage appointment, it should be under Sadie?"

      "Have a seat, Lucas will be right with you," Yasmine said to Sadie, "he's just finishing with his last appointment."

      "Okay, thank you." Sadie took a seat in the waiting room. Looking around, it was a calming area, with candles burning, and soothing music playing in the background.

      Sadie was just getting comfortable when a huge Norwegian man came through the door. Sadie had never met Lucas, but she could tell just from his stance he was a Dom and from his appearance, a very stern one. She cringed a little.

      A smile forming on his beautiful face, he walked toward her. "Sadie, a pleasure to meet you, why don't you come on back?" He stood to the side and held the door for her.

      Sadie looked at Lucas, thinking, this might be just what I need to take my mind off Cameron. She looked up at him and smiled as she passed him.
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      The massage had been heavenly, and afterwards she had gone to the salon feeling relaxed. She had a full makeover done, hair, nails, and makeup. Sadie had never felt so pretty. She felt like a new person. She had found out rather quickly that Lucas was not a possibility. As they had talked, he had mentioned his sub of ten years.

      Although Sadie had considered playing head games with Cameron when she had first seen Lucas, after talking with him, she realized games were not the way to go. If he truly had moved on, then nothing she did would get him back.  Keeping that in mind as she dressed to go to the casino, she dressed to entice.

      She had never been to a casino; they didn't have very many of them where she came from. She did know if she was going to find someone just for her like Lucas, she needed to put herself out there. Some of the crew had made comments on her appearance during dinner. The spa had done wonders. That gave her more confidence as she changed into her attire for a night of fun.

      She stood at the entrance of the casino, feeling self-conscious again. One would think that on a BDSM cruise, anything that someone wore would not draw the kind of attention Sadie was drawing with her ensemble.

      She had chosen to dress gangster, not like the music, but like the 1920s gangster, with a little 21st century added. Her blonde hair had been swept to the side and she wore a fedora tilted to the other side. She wore a white shirt collar with a red tie around her neck. Her strapless, skintight black dress had a swoop of material that came down behind her knees. Buttons ran along each side down to mid-thigh. Fishnet stockings with red bows started just below the dress hem. Her four-inch heels were red patent leather with ankle straps. To finish the outfit, she wore an Eisenhower jacket closed in the front.

      She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, expanding her chest, and said a silent prayer. She released her breath, plastered a smile on her face, opened her eyes, and made her way down the few steps to the casino floor.

      The casino was having a Texas Hold'em tournament, so that part of the casino was very crowded. Sadie knew how to play blackjack, but only from watching. The roulette and craps tables looked fun, but again she had never gambled. She wandered through the video slot machines. Sadie wondered how people understood the machines with three lines and drawings connecting different payout winnings. They were very confusing.

      She rounded the corner and found a machine with one line across. There were jackpot pictures with black and crystal diamonds. The name on the machine said, "Black Diamond” and if you got three black diamonds in a row, you won. This seems easy enough, Sadie thought as she sat down.

      She got comfortable on the chair, crossing her long legs, took twenty dollars, and fed it to the machine. She watched the credits appear; she reached for the lever on the side and pulled. The symbols rolled around, stopping in order of left to right.

      The first few times, Sadie lost, then she pulled the lever and she won what she had lost. Feeling better, she continued to play. The machine teased Sadie for just about an hour, and she was almost out of credits as she realized how long she had been playing. She pulled the lever one last time, figuring this would just end her twenty bucks. Now she knew how people got addicted to it. The symbols began to stop, one black diamond, two black diamonds, and finally, the third. The machine began to flash as the screen on the very top kept flashing a number over and over.

      Sadie had no idea what was happening. Did she break the machine? People were looking at her with surprised expressions. A man in a suit with a nametag was walking towards her with two other men trailing behind him. They stopped at her machine and smiled at her, saying, "Congratulations, you just won the progressive pot. How would you like your payout?"

      She looked up at him. "I'm sorry, I don't understand what just happened."

      "You won the progressive pot." He pointed to the top of the machine with the flashing number. "That is what you just won."

      Sadie felt faint; in all her life, she could never have imagined this happening to her. "You're serious?" She was trying hard to breathe.

      "You bet I am. Now, would you come with me so I can get some information from you?" He held his hand out for Sadie. She rose, accepting his help, as she was a little unsteady on her feet. His eyes ran the length of her, taking in her outfit.  "I don't think we've met yet. I'm Grayson, the pit boss, Master Grayson, to be more specific."

      "I'm Sadie, nice to meet you." She shook her head, turning towards the machine. "I really won all that money?"

      "You really did. Now, if you would follow me, we can get this settled. You can come back and gamble some more, unless I can entice you to come to my cabin for some celebrating." His voice was light, but Sadie had a feeling he was also serious about that.

      "I've never gambled before, so I think I will come back and try something different." She smiled as she started to follow him.

      "Beginner's luck. Be careful with that. You start out winning, and then, somehow, you have gambled your life away."

      Sadie heard something in how Grayson made that comment. Did he have first-hand experience with it, and that's how he knew that, or had he been in the business long enough to see it happen repeatedly?
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      Cameron stood scanning the crowd in the casino, looking for Sadie. "Christy had told him how stunned Sadie had looked when she had given her her old cabin key. Ever since then, he had been trying to get to her and explain as much as he could. But other things kept that from happening.

      After his swim, Yvonne had met him by the pool and requested his help. She had said she was part of the treasure hunt, one of the onboard games scheduled for entertaining the passengers.

      She had told him that she needed to have a Master approve her submissive position, and she needed proof. He had agreed to help her, commanding her to her knees right there on the deck where other people could see her to back up her claim. He then offered to video her on his phone for further proof, but his phone had been in his cabin. She had followed him there. "Thank you for helping me, I wasn't going to ask after what happened the other day with Queenie," she had said as they arrived at his cabin.

      "That's already forgotten, some subs just forget their places, nothing to hold against them. Now, let's get that video so you can finish your hunt, shall we?"

      He had done the video, sent her on her way, and gotten into the shower. He had needed to be at dinner as Dimitri needed some time with Madison.

      Sadie had not been at dinner as her note had read. He wondered if she had eaten at all. When dinner had ended, Harley had called him to the gym to discuss some new training techniques. This was his first free moment since then and he needed to find Sadie.

      The casino was the last thing on her to-do list for the day. He hoped he had not missed her. He heard the crowd cheer by the Hold 'em tournament, so he glanced that way looking for her. The machines were ringing to his right as he approached the tables on the left. Another cheer came from the roulette table, but this time when the crowd shifted, he saw her.

      She was standing next to the croupier. He was collecting the bets that had just lost, and from the expression on her face, she had not been one of them.

      He made his way over to her as the croupier was calling out, "No more bets." He then released the ball in the opposite direction of the wheel. Cameron arrived behind Sadie as the number thirteen black was called out. The crowd erupted as Sadie won again, as well as a few other passengers trusting in her choice.

      He moved behind her and whispered in her ear, "I see you have found winning very exciting. There are other more exciting things we could do. I could be your Clyde to my Bonnie?"

      He placed his hands on her waist and felt her stiffen up like a board. She had just placed her bet and was awaiting the ball dropping. Her stomach dropped as well. She didn't move until she heard her number called again. She collected her winnings and heard a groan from the crowd.

      Looking at the croupier, handing him some chips, she said, "Thank you, you are a wonderful teacher, and I had a lot of fun, but I must leave now." She turned away with her rack of chips, heading to the cashier, as if she never heard or felt Cameron.

      He watched her leave, knowing that he should just let her leave, but he couldn't; he had to try to make her understand.

      Sadie was walking towards the exit on the other side of the casino. Cameron was trying to get through the crowd that had just finished at the Hold 'em tournament. By the time he reached the exit, she was nowhere in sight.

      He thought about following her, but Master Grayson approached him. "Lucky lady," he commented.

      "Who?" Cameron asked, turning to look at him

      "Sadie."

      "What do you mean?"

      "She hit the progressive Black Diamond slot machine and never stopped winning. Anything she played, she won. She told me she's never gambled. Looking at her tonight, I would have never guessed that."

      Cameron's face showed he was surprised. He would not have thought her to be the gambling type. "How much did she win?"

      "Oh, somewhere in the six digits, I'd say." Grayson smiled.

      "Wow, what else did she play beside slots and roulette?"

      "Nothing, I kept an eye on her after she won the progressive. She really has no clue how to gamble." Grayson continued, "She's my type of woman, though, she knew it was time to quit and she did." He glared at Cameron with a knowing look.

      Grayson started to walk away before Cameron could comment on his statement. The way Grayson dropped his comment and left didn't sit well with Cameron. However, Grayson was involved with one of the teams being formed to make sure the contract was upheld in the Caymans.

      Cameron knew he should explain to him why he had moved her out of his cabin, but too many people knew as it was. They all thought that Cameron had ended things with Sadie, but to Cameron, it was only temporary. He would get her back after he took down Arcola.

      "Any news from Jungle Jim and Mad Dog?" Cameron called to him.

      Grayson stopped to answer him. "They are on the ground. They've done some recon on the place, but so far, no sightings of Arcola."

      "Thanks for your help. I'll explain everything when I can."

      "No worries, mon," he said, changing his voice to sound Jamaican, "we be good." Grayson extended his hand.

      Cameron smiled, shaking the hand. "We'll be there soon enough, and Josh said we could be docked in a few hours. I think I'm going to head back to my cabin, it's been a long day. Night."

      As much as Cameron wanted to see Sadie, he knew she would ask questions that he couldn't answer. At least not yet. But as soon as this was over, there would be no stopping him. He had known he had feelings for Sadie, but what he felt right now, the loss of her, knowing that he hurt her, made him feel like the worst Dom ever. He also knew that feeling meant he loved her. He had for a while.
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      The Master watched as they went separate ways, a smile on his face. Things couldn't have worked out any better if he had planned it himself. Oh, wait. He had planned it. Tomorrow, in Jamaica, he would make his move.

      A few more hours, that's all he had to wait. Queenie would do her part with the help of her little friend Yvonne. Maybe he would have her join him and Queenie; threesomes were fun. But if you have a sub doing your bidding, and her wannabe girlfriend together in bed, things could get very difficult.

      I wonder if Queenie even knows how Yvonne feels about her, or is she too wrapped up in Cameron to even realize? I have to keep an eye on Yvonne; she could become a loaded gun if I'm not careful, the Master thought while watching them.
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      The passengers woke to find the ship had docked in Jamaica. Sadie, Madison, and Isabella had made plans to get together early and tour the island. They all needed to get back to work later that night.

      They each had things that they wanted to do, but all three knew they wanted to end up at Margaritaville. It was close to the dock. This way they could just walk back down the dock to get to the ship.

      After Sadie had something quick to eat, she put together what she wanted to take with her in her bag. She had a lot more money after last night to do some souvenir shopping. She also wanted to get a special piece of jewelry to remember her first time in Jamaica. She added more money to what she already had.

      She grabbed two bottles of water, just in case. She wore her bikini under her sundress, sandals on her feet, sunglasses, baseball cap, and sunscreen. Sadie did her checklist and cabin key in her hand, she headed for the door.

      She didn't want to be standing around too long in case Cameron walked by. She had done a good job of avoiding him yesterday and hoped to continue on that same track today.

      She stood by the railing, smiling at the sight before her. The island of Jamaica, she couldn't believe she was here. The beautiful blue water, the colorful buildings, and the white, sandy beaches. She couldn't wait to get off the ship and go exploring.

      They agreed to meet at guest relations at 9:00 am. Sadie was the first to arrive. Christy was again behind the desk. "Morning, Sadie, how's it going? I'm really sorry about yesterday. That was pretty shitty to do that and not tell you."

      "Trust me, Christy, I'm over it. I just met him. What do I really know about him anyway?" She was trying to believe the lie she was spewing, but it was really hard.

      "He did look upset when I told him how you reacted, though. Maybe he'll change his mind. Have you tried to talk to him?"

      "What's there to talk about? He bought me at the auction, taught me a few things, and then moved on to his next student. Isn't that what Doms do unless they're really into you? They teach, you learn, simple. Besides, he's my boss anyway, things could have been so much more complicated." The lies just kept building. There was nothing simple about how Sadie had fallen fast for Cameron. On top of that fact, she was scanning the area to make sure she didn't run into him.

      "I guess. He really seemed concerned, maybe you affected him more than you know," Christy remarked excitedly.

      "I would love to live that fantasy, but I'd rather live today. This is my first time here and I intend to enjoy, and I can do that, because I have no Dom." If she said it enough, she might be able to convince herself it was true. But Sadie knew in her heart that Cameron would be her only Dom.

      Christy was about to say something else when Madison and Isabella walked up. "I'll talk to you later, Christy, have a good day." Sadie walked over to meet them.

      "You guys ready to have some fun?" Sadie asked.

      "Have you ever been here?" Isabella questioned them.

      They answered in the negative at the same time. They had not. "So we're all island virgins; this should be great. Anyone know where we get the bus that's going into town?" Sadie inquired.

      Madison spoke then. "Yes, Dimitri told me the bus or taxi should be waiting at the end of the dock. He also said the ride shouldn't take longer than twenty minutes."

      "Caleb did some research for me and mapped out how we should go to end up at Margaritaville." Bella did a little happy dance. "We can also walk through the craft market on our way back."

      "Well then, let's get going. I'm excited to see our first port." Sadie started heading towards the elevator.

      They exited the elevator and got in line with the passengers disembarking. Everyone needed to swipe his or her cabin key cards through the scanning machine before leaving the ship. This was to tell who had left the ship; they would also swipe it when they came back. Everyone was told what time it was and what time he or she needed to be back on the ship. They were also told if they were not on the ship by the appointed time of 11:00 pm, the ship would leave without them when it departed at 11:59.

      They found a cab pretty quickly. Most of the passengers had already left for land excursions. A few stragglers were heading into the shopping areas, while others just went to the beach.

      They had listened to a couple as they walked behind them. Sadie knew eavesdropping was wrong, but they were just so comfortable with themselves, like they were a part of each other.

      They had made their plans as they walked. One of the places she wanted to go was the leather store. She said that they had horses here, so she hoped to find a new riding crop that would leave his ass so red, he would give a fire truck a run for its money.

      He pulled her close, saying, "For you, Mistress, anything."

      They all knew what he was feeling, but only two of them would still know that feeling later. Sadie had somehow lost hers. She turned to Madison, and then to Isabella. "I don't know if you guys know what happened with Cameron and me."

      Both women shook their heads no, and then Madison asked, "Why, what happened?"

      They had reached the cab and climbed in and giving the driver the location they wanted, they were on their way.

      The ride really was less than twenty minutes, as Dimitri had said. They paid the cabby and started their shopping excursion as Sadie continued her story. "Well, to be honest, I'm not really sure what happened. He left the cabin before me, leaving a note saying he was going to the gym and that we would figure the day out when he got back. I guess he figured the day out all by himself because when I went back to his cabin, my key wouldn't work. I went to guest relations to get another one and found that he had all my stuff moved back to my cabin."

      The stunned look on both women's faces said everything. "But you want to know the kicker? I think he's already moved on. I saw him with Queenie by the pool, and he took her back to his cabin."

      "That doesn't sound like the Cameron we know." Madison waved her hand between her and Bella. "He has always been quiet, letting Dimitri take the lead. But he is a Master, and they don't just push people away without some explanation. Did you talk to him?"

      "Why does everyone keep asking me that? No, I didn't talk to him. Moving out all my stuff kind of said it all. What I don't get is why he moved it in the first place?"

      "What happened the night before?"

      "That's what's so confusing, it was incredible. He used his shibari ropes; I was suspended from the ceiling. I never thought in a million years I would have been able to relax and trust anyone the way I trusted Cameron."

      Both women looked at her, not understanding her. "I had a real bad experience being tied up. It's one of my hard limits." They both nodded their heads then in understanding.

      "Yesterday started out normal, I guess. I went and did laundry, lay in the sun, saw Cameron go off with Queenie. I tried my key. It didn't work so I got a new key. I then had my massage, ate dinner with the crew, and won a boatload of money in the casino. Went back to my cabin and went to sleep. That's how the day went."

      They had reached the jewelry store. "You need to talk to him," Madison said, holding the door open for them.

      Sadie browsed around the store, not looking for anything special, but she would know it when she found it. They browsed through three more stores before she found what she was looking for. Her grandmother had always worn brooches; so seeing them brought her grandmother to mind. However, the one she held in her hand did not remind her of her grandmother. This one had Cameron written all over it.

      She held a pin that was made like angel wings, with the wings expanded. The detailed work done to the wings had to have taken hours to do. It was encrusted with black and white diamonds.

      "How much?" Sadie asked the clerk.

      "Very expensive, one thousand American dollars," the clerk responded.

      Sadie looked at the clerk. "I'll give you five-hundred."

      "The lowest I can go is eight."

      "Done. Can you send it to the ship I'm on?"

      "Of course, we have a courier who runs to the pier every hour. Cash or charge?"

      "Cash."

      Madison and Isabella looked at Sadie. "Pretty expensive pin. Any special reason you picked this one?" Isabella teased her.

      "I won a lot of money last night and this caught my eye, nothing more, nothing less. Don't make more of it than it is." Sadie couldn't help herself. She was lying through her teeth again. She paid for her purchase and gave the clerk the ship information they required. They would deliver it and Sadie would pick it up when they checked back in.

      They wandered through a few more stores, then headed over to another set of shops. Sadie had seen the Harley store when they pulled into the parking lot, just another reminder.

      Isabella, however, wanted to go into that store, so they headed there first. She bought Caleb a shirt and a thong for herself. "Not that he'll ever let me wear these, but they could earn me a spanking or two?" She held them up, laughing.

      Sadie couldn't help herself; she bought a shirt also, her intentions totally selfish. She could always use another nightshirt, she thought. If it just happened to bring Cameron to mind, so be it. No one but herself would know anyway.

      They finally made it to the craft market, their last stop before having a few drinks at Margaritaville and getting back to the ship.

      "Sadie, are you sure there isn't some other reason Cameron moved your things out of his cabin? That's just not normal behavior from a Dom. They're normally up front about what they want. It just doesn't make any sense." Madison was back to the subject Sadie wished she'd really just drop.

      "I can't answer your question, Madison. I can only go by what happened. He made no attempt to find me and talk to me, and the one time I did see him, he was with another sub. Can we please not talk about this anymore? I'm okay with it," Sadie stressed to her.

      "Well, when we get back to the ship, I'm going to find out what the hell is going on!" Madison huffed.

      "I really wish you would leave things alone. I don't think I can handle being rejected again." The tears were now forming in Sadie's eyes.

      "Madison, enough, this was supposed to be a fun trip, look what you're doing to her with your constant questions."

      "I'm sorry, Sadie, I'll stop. I just can't seem to wrap my head around it, though."
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      Throughout the entire day, the women did not realize that two others were shadowing them. Queenie and a redheaded Yvonne followed at a safe distance the whole day, listening to them go on and on about what Cameron had done to Sadie. Queenie wished they would just shut up and leave things alone.

      Soon she would be out of the way completely and Queenie would get what she had wanted all those years ago, Cameron and a whole lot of money.

      The outside may have changed, but on the inside, she was still that girl he had met in college years ago. The girl who had grown up so poor that she would do anything for food and money.

      Most of the money she had earned was on her back. She had slept her way through college with anyone who would pay for her credits, but she quickly learned how to turn what she earned into more. She had a great mind for investing. She never let anyone see that side of her, but in her mind she never had enough.

      She had done her research on Cameron. She knew exactly how much he was worth, and when his grandmother died, he'd have that much more. It didn't hurt that his body fascinated her; it was like poetry in motion. She used to love watching him box. He never lost.

      Queenie's plan was to use this cruise to get Cameron's attention, but then he had bought that cabaret singer at the auction. If only she had gotten to Cameron before the auction, but there had been no time.

      Yvonne wasn't ready to leave when Queenie met her in her cabin before dinner that first night. Otherwise, she would have been seated next to Cameron at dinner.

      But none of that mattered now, and Yvonne's usefulness was coming to an end. Queenie knew how Yvonne felt about her. Not that Queenie didn't mind swinging both ways, but Yvonne was only a means to an end.

      The night Queenie had planned her meeting with Yvonne, it had worked perfectly. Yvonne came from another sickly wealthy family. Her father was a highly renowned plastic surgeon, and no one was allowed to know anything about her BDSM lifestyle.

      Thinking back to the first night Queenie had intentionally bumped into Yvonne at a nightclub, it had changed both their lives. Queenie had bought her a drink to apologize for bumping into her, and that was all it took. They started talking and Yvonne needed to go to the ladies' room, Queenie told her she would hold their seats and watch her drink. By the time Yvonne had gotten back to her seat, Queenie had roofied her drink. Just enough to get her talking freely.

      Yvonne had told her that she had always wanted to go to a BDSM club, but she was scared that if her family ever found out they would disown her. That was all it took for Queenie to put her plan in motion to turn Yvonne into her own ATM machine, as well as a new face that Cameron would never recognize.

      They had exchanged numbers and had talked all week about getting together over the upcoming weekend. Queenie had reserved a room at the BDSM club where she was a member. When she had learned that Cameron had become a Master, Queenie had found out everything she could about the lifestyle.

      She had Yvonne tell her parents she was going away for the weekend with her and met her at her apartment. When Yvonne got there, Queenie told her what they were going to do.

      "I have a surprise for you. I found a BSDM club that we can go to if you want." Everything had to be Yvonne's decision.

      Yvonne turned to look at Queenie. "What are you talking about? I don't want to go to a BDSM club!" She tried to sound angry, but Queenie also heard a hint of excitement.

      "Yes, you do. You told me the first night we met. I've put a lot of effort into making this happen, but if you don't want to." Queenie reached for her phone.

      Yvonne rushed to her, stopping her from picking up the phone. "Wait a minute, what are you talking about? I don't remember telling you that."

      "Does it really matter how I found out? The real question is do you want to go? I think it could be fun, but I won't go if you don't want to."

      "Would we be able to watch other people?" she asked, breathy excitement building in her.

      Queenie walked towards her, trailing her finger along her jawline. "You can watch, you can play, and the best part is no one but you and I will know." She tightened her hand on Yvonne's jaw, turning her head and sealing her lips to Yvonne's. Queenie's tongue darted out, licking along the seam of her lips, pushing her way into her mouth.

      Their tongues dueled for dominance, but in the end, Queenie won. She reached for the hem of Yvonne's skirt, deepening the kiss, sliding up her thigh and reaching the apex between her legs to find Yvonne dripping wet.

      "You are so wet for me, I wonder what you would taste like," she whispered in her ear. "Would you like to go so I can find out?"

      Queenie pulled away and Yvonne staggered, trying to stay standing, a dreamy look on her face. "Yes, I would like to go."

      Queenie turned to her. "Beg on your knees before me," she demanded.

      Yvonne fell to her knees, spreading them as wide as they would go, bowing her head in submission. "Please, Mistress, will you take me to the club, for your pleasure?"

      Queenie had been surprised how well it had worked. She had never commanded anyone before, yet Yvonne knew exactly what was expected of her with her command. She put her hand on Yvonne's head. "You have pleased me, and you look beautiful kneeling for me. I will take you to the club, but no one can know that we are doing this. Can you keep my secret?"

      Yvonne took the bait, hook, line, and sinker. "Yes, Mistress, this will be our secret."

      Queenie already knew Yvonne didn't want anyone to know; what she didn't realize was Queenie didn't care who knew who she fucked.

      They entered the club and Queenie could see the look of amazement on Yvonne's face. Everywhere she looked, some form of scene was going on—a woman on a St. Andrew's cross, a man on another, people being spanked, or caned, men receiving blow jobs while conversing with friends.

      They headed towards the bar, to sit, observe and get another drink into Yvonne, before taking her to the room. Queenie ordered champagne; she had said they were celebrating Yvonne's liberation, and as soon as her concentration was on the scene in front of her on the stage, Queenie went into action. Another roofie to guarantee Yvonne went along with her plan.

      Yvonne had sipped her champagne until it was finished. She was going to order another one when Queenie told her that the scene was ending and she should watch, then she would show her one of the private rooms the club offered.

      Yvonne's attention went back to the stage, where a woman was handcuffed to a bondage bed. She had had a cock shoved down her throat and an anal plug in her ass, as a vibrator played along her clit. Her Masters had told her if she climaxed, they would punish her. She had done what they had asked, and now she would receive her reward for being a good submissive.

      Yvonne watched the end of the scene, as both men plunged their cocks into her, pumping. When they told her she could come, Yvonne felt like she would come as well, she was so turned on. The woman came apart in their arms.

      Yvonne didn't have a chance to see the aftercare part of the scene because Queenie was guiding her towards a hallway full of doors. She opened one and directed Yvonne in.

      Yvonne stood in the middle of the room. "Present yourself to me," Queenie demanded.

      The effects of the drug were taking over, making Yvonne pliable. She fell to her knees, hands on her thighs as she spread them wide, bowing her head.

      Queenie had put her phone on the only table in the room, facing it towards the bed with the video running. "You have pleased your Mistress, now take off your clothes and get on the bed."

      Yvonne did as she was told. Queenie opened Yvonne's legs wide as she climbed on the bed between her legs, kissing her way up Yvonne's legs and finding her already wet.

      When Queenie finally licked her, Yvonne almost shot off the bed. "Do I need to strap you to the bed, or are you going to be a good girl and maintain your position?"

      "I'll behave, Mistress, I'm here for your pleasure only."

      "You have pleased me very much, Yvonne. For that, I will allow you to come." She got off the bed and unwrapped a long and thick vibrator. After applying lube to it and Yvonne's ass, she began working it into Yvonne.

      When it was in as far as Queenie could get it, she turned it on. Queenie could feel it as she pushed two fingers in and began to devour Yvonne's pussy.

      Yvonne grabbed for Queenie's head to hold her in place when the orgasm hit her. Queenie removed the vibrator, kissing her way up, stopping to suck on her breasts as she made her way to Yvonne's mouth.

      "You taste incredible, now your Mistress wants the same attention. Make me come, Yvonne," Queenie demanded, then lay back on the bed.

      "Mistress, I have never done this before, would you tell me how to please you?"

      Queenie could not believe her luck. Not only would she get the surgery she needed, but she would also have her own sub to train to please her. "I will guide you at first, but then it will be your responsibility to know what it is your Mistress wants. Do you understand? You will be punished when I feel it is necessary, and you will take the punishment. Do you understand?"

      "Yes, Mistress, I will learn everything that pleases you."

      "Right now, I want you to get on your knees and you're not to stop. I want you to work that tongue in and out of me, I want you to plunge your fingers into my wet pussy and make me come all over your face."

      "Yes, Mistress, it will be as you command."

      Queenie was getting wet just thinking of how Yvonne had brought her to orgasm, over and over. She knew how to use her tongue.

      Things had changed about three months later, when Yvonne found out that Queenie was going to her father for plastic surgery. Up until then, Yvonne had learned everything that Queenie liked in the bedroom, going so far as being fucked by two men for Queenie's pleasure. She had no idea the whole time they were getting together, Queenie had videotaped every session, every single one of them.

      Queenie had gone to Yvonne's father for a consultation. She explained that she wanted to become a new woman, and he was going to do it pro bono, or Yvonne's sexual escapades would be downloaded to the web, and his career would be history. She did have one very important condition. Yvonne was never to know.

      When Yvonne had found out what Queenie was having done, she became suspicious about their friendship. She immediately felt used by Queenie. "I like how you look now, why do you want to change your face? You have a nice nose, your eyes are not too far apart, and your tits are the perfect size for me."

      "They are the perfect size for you, but yours are not the ones I want to fit. My nose is not too big and, yes, my eyes are where they should be, but Cameron knows what this face looks like, and the next time I see him, it will be a totally different face he sees."

      Yvonne was very confused. "Who is Cameron, and why are you doing this? We are so good together. Aren't you happy?"

      "Oh, Yvonne, I'll be very happy in approximately four weeks. I will be a new woman and able to hunt Cameron Alexander down and reunite with him as it should have been in college."

      "You used me; you planned this whole thing, didn't you?"

      "You were so easy. I do care for you, but you are not the one I will be spending the rest of my life with."

      "I'll go to my father, tell him he can't do the surgery, then you'll have to stay with me."

      "No, you won't. Because then I would have to do what I told your father I would do. Every video I have of you licking, sucking, and fucking will go live on the web. You wouldn't want to ruin your father's practice, would you? How would your mother feel to know you fucked the gardener?"

      The color drained from Yvonne's face. Queenie went on, "You had no idea that when you were tied to the bed and blindfolded, I let a few extra players into the room. I could show you if you like; you looked so pleasured in all of them. Now, here is how the plan is going to work. You will help me heal after my surgery, and then you are going to get us booked on the maiden voyage of the Onyx. I don't care how you do it, just make sure it happens. You will help me get Cameron back into my bed, and after that is accomplished and my bank account has six digits, I will give you all of the recordings. Except the first one. I want it to remember our first time together. You really have a beautiful tongue."

      Yvonne had balked about it at first, but after the surgery, she had helped Queenie. Yvonne really felt like it was all a bluff by Queenie, but she couldn't take any chances with her parents. Yvonne had gotten an invite to join the club and had secretly become a member. Queenie had also helped her with that.

      Looking at the three women she had been following all day, Queenie thought it had all been worth it. Now, as long as the Master held up his end of the deal, by tonight, she could be back in Cameron's bed.

      Queenie and Yvonne had been instructed to follow the women and text the Master their location every half hour. Queenie grabbed her phone and informed him the women were getting ready to leave the market. Her phone rang. It was him.

      "You have done well, return to the ship and claim your prize. We will not see each other again, and you will not remember us meeting. Goodbye, Queenie." The phone went dead.

      Queenie looked from the phone, then to Yvonne. "Why is your hair red? You look just like me! When did you do that?"

      Yvonne spun towards Queenie. "You told me to color my hair and have it cut to your style the other night. What the hell is wrong with you?" Yvonne was so frustrated with Queenie. It seemed like she was a totally different person. "You said if I didn't do it, a video would be played during dinner, as it streams on the web."

      "I'm not feeling too good." Queenie rubbed her temples, feeling the effects of a headache coming on. "Let's get back to the ship. I need to lie down."

      Yvonne threw her hands up in the air as she began to follow her. "We have been following those three bitches all day, ducking behind things and staying out of sight, and now you just want to go back to the ship. Sorry to say this, but you're fucked up. I don't give a shit who you show those videos to anymore. I give up. I really do. I loved the fact that you had those videos. It meant that you had something to hold over me. To me," she emphasized, "it meant more time with you."

      She pulled Queenie to a stop. "I know you have a thing for Cameron. I don't care. I love you. I've loved you since you bumped into me, but you can't see it, and I can't be a doormat anymore. When all this blows up in your face, you know where to find me." With that said, she walked away from Queenie and back to the ship.

      Queenie was stunned silent by this admission from Yvonne. No one had ever said that to her, and until that moment, it had never mattered. She still wanted Cameron, but with Yvonne's trust fund, what the hell was she thinking? She couldn't top from the bottom anymore. No, Cameron would have total control, and Queenie now knew she needed to be in control, she loved being a Dominatrix.

      Queenie knew Yvonne needed to calm down.  The ache she had started feeling in her head was a dull throb. Looking towards Margaritaville, she figured a drink could only help numb the pain. She would find Yvonne and fix things when she got back to the ship.
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      "Okay, ladies, we need to get moving if we want a drink before going back to the ship," Sadie announced as they came to the end of the market.

      "Sounds great to me, my feet are killing me." Isabella grabbed the bag she had been waiting for from the clerk. Then they headed towards the exit to the market area.

      "I'm looking forward to a nice cold margarita, with lots of salt. What about, um—" Madison's voice cut off.

      Sadie looked at Isabella's face being covered with a white rag at the same time one was pressed against hers. She threw her elbow back, landing a hard blow to the rib section, dislodging the rag for a brief moment before it was shoved against her nose by another set of hands. That was Sadie's last sight before she blacked out, but what she saw sent cold chills down her back.

      Queenie watched as the men hoisted the women over their shoulders and dumped them into a van that raced down towards the pier. She knew she should say something to somebody, but she couldn't remember who.

      Her drink arrived and every other thought went away. She focused on the DJ and the dancers on the floor.
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      Cameron had paused to watch Sadie walk along the pier with Madison and Isabella. He would talk to her tonight. They would be in the Grand Caymans tomorrow and everything would finally be decided.

      "Enough star gazing, get moving," Harley yelled as he came up behind Cameron. "If I beat you back to the gym, you owe me a hundred crunches, holding the medicine ball." Harley took off running.

      Cameron took one more look then turned and took off in the opposite direction towards the gym.

      He arrived two steps before Harley. "You're pretty fast for an old guy," he said, holding the door open.

      "You forget who's training you, young man. One hundred crunches with the medicine ball."

      "But I beat you. That was the bet!"

      "Yes, it was, but then you called me old. My bet, my rules."

      "Honest opinion, am I ready?" Cameron asked, changing the subject.

      "I would have liked a few more days but, yes, I believe you're ready. You have the skill and the ambition. You're fighting for something, so your determination is more focused. Just keep your head clear and your fists up, and I predict you'll be the one standing in the end."

      "Thanks, Harley, what do you think my chances are of Sadie being so understanding?"

      "That one's a little harder. Feelings of the heart are different from physical pain. They last longer in the memory. I hope you get lucky and she does see the error of your ways. She's one of the good ones. If you do get your second chance, don't blow it, or I'll hunt you down and beat your ass myself."

      "I won't. I'll be locking her down as soon as we're back on the ship."
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      For the rest of the day, Cameron looked forward to seeing Sadie. He was going to sit her down and tell her what was going on. Gabe had let him know that the girls had texted they were having a good time at Margaritaville. They had said they would do double shifts tomorrow. Cameron told Taylor, the night guard, to notify him as soon as they returned to the ship. He looked at his watch for the hundredth time. Where the hell were they? They should have been back hours ago.

      He was on his way to find Nicolas when he ran into Dimitri. "Have you heard from Madison?"

      "I was just coming to ask you the same thing about Sadie."

      "She texted Gabe earlier to say they would be back late. Didn't he tell you?"

      "Yes, but I still thought they'd be back by now. Where were you heading?"

      "To find Nicolas, something's not right." Cameron headed toward the security desk. Dimitri followed behind.

      "Where is Nicolas?" Cameron demanded when he reached the desk.

      "He went to check on Payton, she wasn't feeling well."

      "Kyle, get him on the radio now. Tell him to meet us on the bridge, Caleb too." Dimitri commanded as he and Cameron hurried to the bridge.

      They entered and were about to let Joshua know that they might need to delay departing until they could find the women, when Nicolas entered the cabin.

      "What's going on? Kyle said it sounded important."

      Caleb burst through the door, waving a piece of paper in his hand, walking right up to Cameron. "This is for you; the stakes just got a lot higher." He shoved the paper at him.

      "What the hell does it say?" Dimitri ranted.

      There were only the sounds from the instruments in the room, and then Cameron read:

      "We have recovered a few of your crew members; they seemed to have jumped ship. (They have now become part of the package.) They will be kept safe provided they cooperate; however, their ultimate salvation relies solely on you, Cameron.

      You know what's at stake. Should you decide to be a hero, we will begin taking them apart, one body part at a time. They will, however, be returned (hopefully) in one piece after the final bell.

      Oh, and one last thing, win or lose, Sadie will never be yours. She has always been mine and always will be."

      The Master

      "You were absolutely right; the stakes did just get higher." Cameron turned towards Nicolas. "Get in touch with your men on the ground, Arcola is involved in this some way. Have them watch the water. They'll have to get them to the Caymans. That's the route I'd take."

      "I'm on it. If you need me, I'll keep a line clear." Nicolas looked at Caleb. "Is there any way you can track their phones? That might be our best shot at pinpointing their location."

      Caleb picked his head up and looked right at Cameron. "We are going to do everything we can to make sure all three of them are safe before you have to face that bastard. If, and that's a big if, we can't locate them by that time, what are you going to do?"

      Cameron's eyes traveled around the room, looking at each of the men who had become a part of his life, his friends. They were still willing to help him, even after he was an idiot and hadn't trusted them with this deal.

      "There is no if," Cameron growled. "I will make sure nothing happens to any of them. They will be back on this ship for the trip home, I swear on my life."

      Dimitri glanced at the captain. "We stay on schedule, and we need to keep it together. Those of us who have things planned; let's get to it. I want everyone checking in every hour, until we know exactly what's going on. Nicolas, I want your security team notified of the situation. They are to let you know if they see anything that doesn't look right. Someone had to have seen something."

      "Caleb, check and see if everyone has returned to the ship. As long as all the other passengers are boarded, we can leave early. I'll get things ready. You know where to find me. I'm going to check with Melanie and see if she's heard anything. I'll be back." Captain Joshua left the bridge, leaving Logan in charge.

      "I'm going to the computer room and see if I can ping Isabella's phone. Then I'm going to see if there's some video footage that shows what we're dealing with here." Caleb headed towards the door but paused. "I was pissed at you when I first saw that message. You put a lot of people in danger. I know you didn't intend for any of this to happen. But I hope you know you have friends who will stand with you."

      "Caleb, I am sorry. I will make this right."

      "No worries, you have the best team backing you up. They won't know what hit them. Now, go find Harley; we'll take care of locating the girls. You need to get your shit together and have your head in the right place. You get my meaning?"

      "Loud and clear, thanks again, Caleb. I owe you." Cameron started to follow Caleb out the door. He swung around to Dimitri. "I'll be in the gym with Harley, send me an update when you hear anything."

      Dimitri looked at Logan. "Whoever took Madison, Isabella, and Sadie, better pray Cameron doesn't find him." Dimitri paused by the door. "Because I've seen what he can do when he's pissed, and let me tell you it's not a pretty sight." Dimitri shook his head. "I'm going to the after-party to see if anyone saw anything unusual while on shore today."

      "We have no idea what kind of a head start they have on us, but with the captain at the helm, he'll make sure we're not too far behind them. I'll let Nick know where you are."

      As Dimitri left the bridge, all his thoughts turned to Madison. What was happening to her? What would happen to her if she had a panic attack? He had to find her; it was his responsibility to keep her safe, and he was failing miserably.
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      Cameron walked into the gym. Harley was already waiting for him. "I need to keep my mind occupied, and I need you to keep me from going overboard. They have to be all right. It will be all my fault if anything happens to them."

      "Look at me, Cameron. There was no way you could have known this was going to happen. But someone on this ship played a role in it."

      "Why do you say that?"

      "Sadie is the only sub you have shown any real interest in. Someone saw that and used it against you. They had to be watching you, waiting for an opening. She was it."

      "How did that bastard get someone on this ship? We handpicked all the passengers for this cruise. They'd better pray Sadie's not hurt in any way, because if she is, I'm going to kill the son of a bitch."

      "I'd lay odds that when you check the passenger manifest, at least one other will be missing from it. That's the Master."

      Cameron stopped in his tracks. "I never thought of that."

      He turned to leave the gym, but Harley stopped him. "Where the hell do you think you're going?"

      "I'm going to check the manifest."

      "No, you're going to start working out on the bag. I'll have Caleb check with Taylor and find out if everyone else is boarded." He walked over to the phone, while Cameron started pounding the shit out of the heavy bag.

      "Caleb, has anyone checked the manifest yet? I think Arcola might have planted someone on the ship to watch Cameron." Harley hung up the phone.

      "What did he say?"

      "He'll check it out and let me know. Let's go for a run, I think the night air will do us some good."

      "Nothing I do will be good until Sadie's safe." With that said, Cameron and Harley left the gym.
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      Caleb looked at the clock on the wall of the security room. It was just past 11:00 pm. Everyone had been accounted for, except Isabella, Madison, Sadie, and one other male passenger.

      Caleb did a web search on him, just to see what kind of psycho they were dealing with. What he found out was going to blow everyone's mind.

      Caleb called up to the bridge looking for Dimitri. Captain Joshua told him where he could be found. Caleb also suggested the captain start planning their departure, because if he was right, no one else was getting back on board tonight.

      Dimitri was at the head of a toga clad dance line trailing behind him when Caleb walked into the after party, tonight's theme "TOGA." He disengaged from the line the minute he saw Caleb walk in.

      "Did you find something?" Dimitri led Caleb back out onto the deck.

      "Harley suggested I check the manifest to see if anyone else was missing besides the girls, and I found a Dr. Ryan Romeo, aka Ryan Romero Arcola. He's Arcola's nephew. Ain't that some shit?"

      "How the hell did he get on this ship? We screened everyone," Dimitri demanded.

      "He slipped by my radar. Boss, Tyler Bowman vouched for him. His background check didn't raise any red flags. In fact, I had to do some pretty impressive hacking to get this information. They set his profile up perfectly. I'll make it up to Cameron and Sadie when this is all finished.

      "I'll have some making up to do with Isabella too. I feel like the biggest ass for missing this one vital piece of information and look how many lives I've put in danger. I would understand if you want me off your ship." Caleb hung his head.

      "No, Caleb, I don't want you off the ship, you need to get back down to security and find them. There has to be some trace of them. Find it! I'm going to find Tyler and ask him how the hell he got mixed up with Arcola. But first, I'm going to get out of this ridiculous toga."

      Caleb wasn't sure if it was a good time to joke, but he couldn't help himself. "But, boss, it shows off your toned legs." The grin on his face had Dimitri punching him on the arm.

      "Damn right I got toned legs, I work them out enough. Now, get back to work." Caleb walked around Dimitri rubbing his shoulder. "Caleb." He stopped and turned around. "Good job." Dimitri then proceeded to leave a laughing Caleb behind as he pulled the toga up and mooned him as he walked away.
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      Yvonne had been hearing the talk all night about the three missing crewmembers. Some said they got so drunk they missed the ship. Others said they decided to stay in Jamaica and fly home. A few had heard a rumor that they were kidnapped and being held by a drug lord, and he wanted Cameron and Dimitri to smuggle drugs on the cruise ship.

      After re-boarding the ship earlier, Yvonne had avoided Queenie. She had hoped that Queenie would have come banging on her door pleading for forgiveness and pledging to be her Mistress, but that didn't happen.

      Maybe it was time to move on, but there was a reason why Queenie had wanted to trail those three today, and she was going to find out why. She knocked on Queenie's door and waited.

      Queenie looked through the in-door viewer and saw Yvonne. She opened the door tentatively and let her in.

      Yvonne moved into the cabin and sat in the chair by the window. "I'm going to get right to the point. What do you know about the three missing women? What did you get me into now?"

      "After you left me today, I ended up in Margaritaville. I remember seeing them get taken in the van, but like now, just like then, I saw no reason to let anyone know. I wanted to. I just couldn't."

      Yvonne stood from the chair. "Are you telling me you saw them get taken and thrown in a van? Did you see where they went?" Queenie nodded her head. "And you didn't tell anyone but me. Why?"

      "I have tried since I found out they were missing. As much as I talk a big game, I really didn't want anything to happen to Sadie. Every time I opened my mouth to tell someone, nothing came out. I could talk, I just couldn't remember what I wanted to tell them."

      "Then how come you could tell me?" Yvonne's face looked as confused as Queenie's.

      "I think because you came to me, I didn't go to you. You get what I'm saying. It's weird, right? But now that you know, you can tell Cameron what happened." Queenie approached Yvonne. "I also thought about what you said, and you were right. I just didn't realize. I was just so consumed with the thought of having Cameron that I never looked any further. I was willing to surpass what I really am. That's a Mistress, and I haven't been a good Mistress to you, but I would like the chance to change that. I have been very selfish, but I never put you in any danger. I don't know if you can forgive me, but I'd like the chance to make this right."

      "I still don't understand why you can't tell anyone what you saw. But, we are going to get to the bottom of this. Let's go. You're coming with me. I need to see this for myself. You're going to tell Cameron what you know."

      "I swear, I will try." Queenie followed her out the door in search of Cameron.

      They found Cameron at the Master's Lounge. He was sitting at the bar, a defeated look on his face.

      They approached him carefully. "Cameron," Yvonne said, gaining his attention. "Queenie here has something to tell you." She turned to Queenie. "You're up."

      Queenie stepped forward. "What were we talking about? I can't seem to keep my thoughts straight."

      "You were going to tell Cameron what you saw in Jamaica."

      "Oh, it's a beautiful island. I wished we had more time there," she paused, a glassy look in her eyes, "I was supposed to tell Cameron something, wasn't I?" She glanced at Yvonne.

      Cameron looked at Yvonne as well. "I really don't have time for this nonsense. I'm dealing with missing passengers," Cameron continued under his breath, "and an asshole who won't go away."

      "We understand that. Queenie told me she saw the women earlier. They were put into a van."

      Cameron got off the barstool and stood in front of Queenie. "Tell me everything you saw."

      "Oh thank God, you finally asked!"

      "What the hell does that mean? I had no idea you had any useful information. Hell, I don't even know who you are. Why would I come looking to ask you anything?" Cameron was starting to lose his temper.

      Queenie looked pleadingly at Yvonne before saying, "You're right. You don't know me. I think that might be why he chose me." This got Cameron's attention.

      "I saw four men put rags over the girls' faces. A van pulled up, they put the women in and drove off towards the pier. All of them were unconscious when they were put in the van. Sadie did get a shot in on her captor, but the Master put another rag on her face, and then she was out."

      "The Master sent me a note earlier tonight. You must be able to identify him, right? I'll have Caleb set you up with a computer so you can point him out to us."

      Yvonne hesitantly said to Cameron. "That might be a problem; she doesn't remember what he looks like."

      "How is that possible? She just said she saw him earlier. That must mean she can pick his picture out."

      "She really might not be able to do that, Cameron." Dimitri came walking in with Nicolas, Caleb, Tyler, Grayson, and Harley.

      Yvonne came forward. "I wonder? She didn't remember telling me to dye my hair. Could that be related to this situation?"

      Spinning back to the bar, Cameron demanded, "Dominic, I need a shot right now!"

      "Line em' up, I think I can safely say, we are all due." Dimitri smacked his hand on Cameron's shoulder. "Wait until you hear what that motherfucker has been up to."
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      Sadie woke when the women were being transferred onto what looked like a miniature cruise ship. If she didn't think she was going to die on this boat, she would have found it absolutely gorgeous. She tried to scream for help when she had been removed from the van. But before the sound left her mouth, she felt pain erupting as the punch hit the side of her face, and she was out again.

      Sadie stirred. Pain shot straight to her head. Carefully opening her eyes, she took in the room. She seemed to be lying face down on a couch. There didn't seem to be anyone else in the room. She tested her arms, to find them tied, as well as her ankles.

      She looked for Madison and Isabella but didn't see them, so she closed her eyes again. She focused on the sounds around her, the engine hum, voices in another room, but she didn't hear either of the girls. She prayed they were all right.

      Sadie glanced around the spacious room. Looking straight in front of her, she could see the layout of the deck. Sections separated the space. What looked like a dining area, with a wall separating the kitchen? There was a hole in the middle of the wall between the two rooms for serving. On either side of the sections, there were walkways going farther back, with staircases on either side spiraling to both the upper and lower decks.

      Sadie closed her eyes. The voices coming from behind her were drawing closer. "Why hasn't she woken up yet? How hard did Dwayne hit her?" The woman's voice held a hard tone to it, laced with anger.

      "Hard enough to knock her back out, but she should be waking soon. I'm looking forward to seeing how much she has learned. She was always eager to please."

      Sadie's body reacted to that voice. Now she knew she hadn't been hallucinating. He was really here. The fear Sadie had once felt flooded her. Her eyes flew open. The woman looked familiar, but the other voice was exactly who Sadie knew it would be.

      "Hello, Sadie, it's been a while. I am so looking forward to getting reacquainted."

      The color drained from her face. "I'm sure you'll remember Tia. You will see my uncle again when we get to the island."

      Sadie looked at the olive complexion of the Asian women standing in front of her. Her jet-black hair with pink tips hung to her waist, her deep brown eyes were almond shaped, and her make up gave them a feline effect. Her petite nose fit with her plump lips.

      The sundress she wore over what looked like a bikini top barely covered her enormous chest. She smiled at Sadie with white, straight teeth. "Hello again."

      Sadie thought back to the night she had been taken to meet the trainers. Could these be the same people? She really hadn't gotten a good look at the woman from the front, and the man had been wearing a full leather mask.

      Sadie tried moving her hands and feet again, the zip ties digging into her skin. He came over and sat her up on the couch.

      "The last time we met was just an initiation. We weren't allowed to touch. This time, however, we are going to get better acquainted." Tia moved closer to Sadie.

      "Shut up, Tia. She is still off limits till Cameron complies with our demands."

      "He really doesn't matter. We can still play with our new toy. He'll still do what we want, but for now…" Tia ran her fingernail down the side of Sadie's face skimming the color of the bruise forming on her face. Sadie jerked her head away. "He doesn't want to run that company. Why doesn't he just sell it?" Tia asked.

      "Who knows? Something about loyalty to his family." Looking at Sadie, he said, "He hasn't shown interest in any one sub for years, until you came along. You will make the perfect pawn in uncle's game of chess, and then we will all have our reward." He glanced back at Tia.

      "Did you ever have that tight ass when you were together?" Tia was practically drooling.

      "No, my uncle moved up my initiation once he saw Sadie," he said, looking at Tia. "It's funny how life works. He knew I wouldn't have been able to walk away from her. Look at her." They were both staring at her as if she'd just sprouted a third boob.

      "Your uncle has always known what was good for you. That's why you are with us and not in prison or a ward somewhere. He promised his brother he would take care of you no matter what, and your uncle never breaks a promise. No matter what."

      "I have come a long way since my initiation into the family business." Sitting down on the other side of Sadie, leaning into her, he said, "I have also learned a few new things from my uncle that will make what happened the last time we were together seem like a walk in the park." Ryan continued, "I knew you would be the perfect submissive. You don't know how bad I wanted to keep you, but Uncle had a plan, and you never go against Uncle."

      Sadie had stayed quiet up to this point, listening to the two of them ramble on about something that was never, ever, going to happen. They, however, didn't know that. She needed to get them to untie her if she could catch them off guard. But then where would she go, she wondered.

      She knew that instigating a situation was not going to help her. She needed to play along, but if she gave in too quickly, they would know something wasn't right. She would have to keep calm and wait for the perfect opportunity.

      She turned her head to Ryan. "Why am I here?"

      "You are here because my uncle wanted the woman Cameron Alexander bought at the auction. He knew if Cameron would spend that kind of money for a sub, then he would pretty much do anything to keep her safe."

      "Well, that is where you are wrong. We aren't together anymore. He moved me out of his cabin before we docked in Jamaica. In fact, he has already moved on to his next sub. So all of this was a waste of time. I bet your uncle isn't going to be too happy once he finds out that I'm useless to him."

      "That's where you're wrong, Sadie," Tia's silky voice purred. "There are two other women in the back bedrooms, as well as you, who will guarantee that Cameron concedes to everything demanded of him." She leaned in on Sadie's right side and licked her tongue up Sadie's neck. "And if that's the case, then you're fair game, like spoils of a war." She looked over at Ryan. "I thought you said she tasted like strawberries. I taste coconut."

      "That will have to change. I hate coconut, it makes me vomit."

      Sadie sat between the two of them trying to think of something to say to get them to untie her but not sound too eager. She also needed to know what happened to Madison and Isabella, so when she made her break, she could get to them too.

      "Are Madison and Isabella all right? You didn't hurt them, did you? Dead things can't be bartered."

      "They are just fine." Ryan looked down at his watch. "I'd say they should be stirring right about now. I'll go check on them; you go and check in with Dwayne. See if he's heard from my uncle. I want to know what his next move is."

      Tia leaned back on the couch next to Sadie. She skimmed her nails up her thigh, moving her sundress up as she went. "He's not going to tell me anything. We had an incident a couple of months ago, so now he's my watchdog. Like I told your uncle, it was a total accident but you know how he feels about accidents." They both said at the same time, "There are no coincidences, and nothing happens by accident."

      "Ask him anyway. I'm sure my uncle will share her; he'll want her well used before we send her back." The smile that Ryan had on his face scared the crap out of her. "However, if you are okay with dealing with him when he realizes that someone has played with his prize before him, you go right ahead. Me, I'm going to check on the other two."

      Tia grabbed Sadie by the chin and turned her head, prying her lips open, and kissed her, shoving her tongue so far into Sadie's mouth, it felt like she was brushing it against her tonsils.

      "Until later, Sadie girl, just remember you could have had me first." Tia whirled around, heading in the opposite direction of Ryan. When he voiced a question, she wished he had not. "Hey, did the brunette look familiar to you? I bid on her at the auction for myself. She reminded me of Amber."

      Tia stopped where she was, slowly turning to face Ryan. "Another time," she growled back at him.

      Ryan put his hands up in a surrender pose. "Sorry, I didn't know you were still sensitive about her."

      "I will always be sensitive about her." Tia spun on her heels and left the cabin.

      Somehow, Tia knew Madison and it wasn't a good experience Sadie thought to herself. But right now that wasn't important, getting free was important.

      "Um, ah, Ryan, do you think you could take the zip ties off? They're digging in, and, really, where could I go anyway?"

      "I know what you're trying to do." He started walking towards her. "I went to school with you, Sadie. I know what you're capable of. Your restraints stay on. Besides, pain lets you know you're still alive."

      "Then leave the ankle restraints, but could you please take off the wrists?" Sadie watched Ryan's eyes dilate.

      She had always known how he liked it when she pleaded. "I didn't want to hurt you." He stepped up to her, forcing her head to look up at him. "Uncle said if I didn't do it, I would be disinherited. I would have lost my family, and I need my family.

      "You and I had only been dating. This was my family," he stressed the word. "You understand, right?"

      "No, I really don't, but that doesn't matter. I would prefer not talking about it, but if it will get you to remove these…" She held her wrists up.

      "I'll think about it. Right now, I'm going to check on your friends. By the way, you might not know them as well as you think." He smirked at her and headed back in the direction he had previously been going, laughing as he went.

      Sadie was left alone sitting on the couch. This couldn't be happening again. She had to find a way to get away from them. She couldn't go through another beating like the last time.

      She had trained for this; she glanced around, looking to see if she could find something to cut the zip ties. The clock on the wall said 5:45 am. She tried to remember the itinerary. If they left Jamaica at midnight and docked in the Caymans at 8:00 am, that meant she had two hours to figure out a way to get all of them out of here.

      She listened for Tia as she moved to the arm of the couch, hoping it would give her some leverage to help her stand up. She got to the edge of the seat and leaned over, looking in the direction she had last seen Tia go.

      Sadie was looking at the back of the boat; it had another bar area, which led to an outer deck, with deck chairs and a table. Beyond that, Sadie couldn't see. It was still too dark.

      She started to wonder what Cameron was doing right now. She thought to herself, he's probably sleeping, not even worrying about me. Now, let's get your shit together and save yourself.

      Looking around again, Sadie looked towards the kitchen area, judging the distance. If either one of them came back when she was attempting to hop across the room, that would not be a good thing.

      She looked back over the couch to the bar. Maybe she could find something there. She started to push herself off the couch when she heard Ryan come back to the room.

      She moved as fast as she could to get back to where she was on the couch, just as he entered the room. At the same time, another man entered the room from where Tia had gone.

      He looked like a walking rock, the light reflecting off his bald head. He wore a black muscle shirt that honored every muscle on his body, from his shoulders down to his rock-hard abs. He was wearing black cargo pants, and Sadie was sure that under those pants, his fit body continued.  A shoulder holster sported a very large gun. His deep voice boomed through the quiet room, "Are the other two awake?"

      "They were, but I gave them a shot. They should be asleep for the rest of the trip. What do you want, Dwayne?"

      "What about this one? Why is she awake, and not locked in one of the rooms? Isn't this the one your uncle wanted?"

      Ryan sat back down on the couch next to Sadie again. "Yes, she is, but she and I are old friends. Aren't we, Sadie?"

      "I don't recommend you renewing your friendship. If she's for your uncle, he won't be pleased with that. You know what he's like when he's not happy." Dwayne focused his eyes on Ryan.

      "Yes, I know, Tia and I already talked about it earlier. It's okay; I'll wait my turn. She's worth the wait."

      "I still think she shouldn't be here. We have things to discuss, as in the next part of your uncle's plan."

      Sadie prayed that this would be the time Ryan stood his ground. They all turned as Tia came back into the cabin. "I understand this one is off limits, but what about the other two? If what Ryan thinks is true, I have a score to settle with one of them."

      "No one is touching anyone. We have two hours before we dock and you both need to be prepared. Now," Dwayne said as he gestured towards Sadie, "can we get this one out of here and get down to business?"

      "You may have a point. I'll move her to my uncle's cabin."

      When Ryan leaned down to help Sadie stand, she waited until he was close enough and then rammed her head upwards, connecting with his nose.

      "You bitch!" he yelled, grabbing his nose as blood began to pour from it. He reacted by slapping her across the face on the opposite side of Dwayne's punch.

      The slapped stunned Sadie, but when Tia moved to grab her, she reared back on the couch and kicked her in the stomach, sending her toppling over the other end of the couch.

      Dwayne had had enough. Moving the table out of the way, he approached Sadie. When she tried to kick him, he slapped her feet out of the way and hauled her up over his shoulder, carrying her down to one of the empty cabins. He dropped her in the center of the bed.

      Before he turned to leave the room, she had already rolled off the bed to the floor. She kicked her feet out, catching him behind the knees, knocking him forward. He kept his balance and swung for her head, knocking her unconscious again.
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      "What the hell are you talking about?" Cameron questioned Dimitri.

      "Tyler went to Dr. Ryan Romero to get some help with sleeping. He's a hypnotherapist. He's also Richard Arcola's nephew."

      Tyler looked at Cameron with pleading eyes. "I swear I had no idea who he was."

      "Anyway, Tyler went to him and, apparently, that was a set up too. One of his passengers had suggested Romero to him after one of his flights."

      Tyler spoke up, "I didn't even ask for the information. This Vietnamese woman just suggested him, for no good reason. After she mentioned it, I thought it couldn't hurt. I hadn't been sleeping."

      "What does any of this have to do with Sadie?" Cameron demanded.

      "I'm getting to that. While under hypnosis, Tyler answered any questions asked to him, that's the only way Ryan could have found out the information on the cruise. He must have placed a suggestion that when Romero asked him to vouch for him as a passenger for the cruise, he did. That's how we missed him."

      "So, let me see if I have this right," Cameron hesitated, looking at each of them. "Unbeknownst to Tyler, he went to Romero, aka Ryan Arcola, nephew to Richard Arcola. He hypnotized him to say that he could vouch for him in the BDSM lifestyle. Then, while on the ship, he befriends Queenie, hypnotizes her to help him track Sadie's moves while in Jamaica so he could kidnap her. Now, they are holding her until after the fight. If I win, I keep my company and all things attached to it, but they will kill Sadie, and I'm sure Madison and Isabella as well. However, if I lose the fight, Arcola gets the company and Midnight Oasis now, but I get Sadie back." Cameron began pacing. "There's nothing to decide, I throw the fight. I can't take the chance that they'll hurt any one of them." Cameron stopped pacing, shoulders slumping in defeat.

      No one said anything for the moment, all of them coming to terms with what needed to be done. Harley was the first to voice his idea. "I think you should think on this decision longer than mere seconds. There are still options out there that you aren't even thinking of."

      Grayson voiced his view, "I agree with Harley, there has to be another way. One where everyone is safe, but you're not the loser, either."

      "Caleb was able to ping Isabella's phone. We know for sure they are on another boat heading straight to the Caymans just as you said. We do have two men on the ground there. We could put our own kidnapping plan together," Nicholas suggested.

      "They are going to have to dock somewhere close to Rum Point, that's where the fight is supposed to take place, correct?" Cameron nodded. "So, we get Mad Dog and Jungle Jim to head down to the docks. Arcola's not going anywhere. He's already got what he wanted, so you know he'll stay put." Joshua brought that up as he came into the room.

      "You have a point. They'll be watching for us to arrive and just might let their guard down," Cameron spun, saying.

      Joshua continued, "They can patrol the area where they will most likely dock, scout the territory, and learn it, so that by the time we arrive, everything will be in place to snatch them back."

      "This has the makings of a good plan, but a lot relies on whether they can find the boat." Cameron began pacing again.

      Caleb spoke up. "But we can." Cameron stopped pacing. His head snapped to Caleb who explained, "I can send the signal to Jim's computer, and they'll know exactly where they are docked."

      "Now you're talking." Dimitri walked over to Cameron and placed his hand on his shoulder. "I know you want to be a part of this, but I know you too well. You are still going to get in that ring with that son of a bitch, one way or the other. You need to get some rest. We will be docking soon, and I think I speak for all of us when I say you need to beat this fucker until he doesn't know his own name."

      "I agree with Dimitri," Harley added. "Let's go. I could use some shut eye too."

      "I can't leave until I know what you're all planning," Cameron protested,

      "You can, and you will. They know what they're doing. They won't allow Sadie or either one of those girls to get hurt. There will be more than enough time for them to tell you the plan tomorrow. Personally, I think you shouldn't know what the plan is anyway. That way, you can focus on just knocking that wicked smirk off Arcola's ugly face," Harley huffed.

      Cameron started heading to the door with Harley. He stopped and turned around. "I don't know how I'll do it, but I will repay each and every one of you for helping me and Sadie." With that said, he left the bar and headed to his cabin, not knowing how he was ever going to get any rest.
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      Sadie awoke restrained to the bed Dwayne had thrown her on. Her head felt like a bass drum was playing in it. One eye didn't seem to want to open. She could only imagine what she looked like.

      She twisted her head from side to side, to see that leather cuffs held her arms. Another set held her ankles. She could see the sun had risen out the doors to the balcony. She figured they had docked since they weren't moving anymore. She tried to see what time it was and wondered if the Onyx had docked yet.

      She lay on the bed looking at the ceiling. How the hell did this happen? All I wanted to do was try to launch a music career for myself. Instead, I met and fell for a guy who played with his toy until he was done then moved on to his new one. Now, I'm caught up in an even bigger problem.

      From what Sadie had gathered, they were going to try to use her to get Cameron to do something. The way these things usually worked in the crime shows was he would do something for the bad guys and then Sadie would be set free. She wondered what Cameron would have to do, but then again, why would he do anything for her? He made his intention very clear when he moved her out.

      Then to top it all off, she had to deal with what Ryan had said about his uncle. If she had thought Ryan's treatment of women was bad, what would his uncle's be like?

      That was Sadie's reality. She couldn't count on anyone but herself to get out of this mess. She tried squeezing her wrists out of the cuffs but they wouldn't budge. She twisted her ankles and got the same results. She flopped her body on the bed. At least she was still dressed.

      Sadie resigned herself to the fact that this experience would probably kill her. The tears fell silently from the corners of her eyes.

      There was no way she was going to give herself to anyone unless it was someone she chose. Anything else would be considered rape, and Sadie didn't know if she would be able to live with herself if that happened, beyond the fact that she might not even live through any scene Ryan's uncle put her through.

      Sadie closed her eyes and tried not to feel too sorry for herself. Nothing had happened yet, so anything could be possible. She heard the door opening slowly. Sadie slit her working eyelid to see who had entered.

      Isabella stuck her head in the door cautiously. When she spotted Sadie on the bed, she rushed in and shut the door. "What the hell is going on?" she asked as she started to undo Sadie's restraints. "And did you get the name of the train that did that to your face?"

      She had one hand free when she said, "Yes, his name is Dwayne, and he's more like a rock." Sadie helped Isabella with the rest of the cuffs. "Have you found Madison?"

      "No, I just got myself out of the zip ties and this was the first door I tried. Do you know where we are? Because it doesn't look like Jamaica."

      "I think we are in the Caymans, just not in Georgetown. I think this has something to do with Cameron and some deal he made."

      Isabella stopped dead in her tracks, frozen. She rotated her body around as if she was a mannequin. "What did you hear?"

      Isabella knew what was going on, Sadie knew it in her heart. "They said that they knew if they took me, Cameron would do anything they wanted. Because if he would spend that kind of money for a sub, she had to be special. Little did they know that Cameron had already moved on. I guess what they say is true. Spending money on something doesn't always make it priceless."

      "They don't say that."

      "Well, you know what I mean," Sadie angrily whispered. "Then they said that it didn't matter anyway because they had you two. Do you know what deal they were talking about?"

      "I have an idea. I overheard Caleb talking with Nick the other night. They said something about Cameron signing over his company to some guy named Arcola if he loses a fight. But if he wins, this guy Arcola is out of business and out of Cameron and his grandmother's life for good."

      "So, these guys are holding us to blackmail Cameron into throwing a fight? This is crazy. We need to get to wherever they are fighting so we can let him know we're safe. He needs to beat the shit out of whoever did this." Sadie was moving towards the door when she heard something just outside.

      She held her finger up to her lips. She yanked a statue off one of the shelves and moved behind the slowly opening door. Sadie brought the statue down with all her might, only to have it caught midway towards the top of the intruder's head.

      Sadie tried to wrestle it from his hands, but he held it firmly. "Sadie, stop! It's me, Grayson." Sadie stopped struggling and wrapped her arms around him, hugging him.

      "How did you find us?" Sadie asked as she pulled back to look at him. Then she scrambled out of his arms, moving back a step. She really didn't know who she could trust.

      "Sorry it took so long; we had to wait until they left for the fight. We knew they would leave a skeletal crew. There was no other way to board without them seeing us."

      "You're really serious. He's fighting someone right now?"

      Grayson looked at his watch. "I would have to say yes, it was to start at 2:00 pm, but it's not too far from here. We need to get you out of here and over there so he can see you're safe. Who did this to your face?"

      Sadie was stunned. She remembered Cameron saying how he had learned to fight when he was younger and that he had never lost. Would he really lose just to keep her safe?

      Grayson started to move them to the door when Caleb burst in. He paused long enough to scan the room. When he saw Isabella, he pushed his way past and wrapped her so close to him, Sadie wondered if she could breathe.

      "Let's go, lover boy, we need to get Sadie to the arena, and we don't have much time. The fight could be over by the time we get there." Grayson gently steered Sadie towards the door. "We need to get some ice on that eye."

      Caleb gathered Isabella in his arms.

      "What are you doing? I can walk."

      "I'm sure you can. Are you questioning your Master? Have you lost all your manners in a day? You should be grateful I came to find you."

      "No, Sir, I was just stating a fact, and I can think of many ways to show you how grateful I really am. Can it wait until later, though, so I can properly thank you?"

      "I believe that can be arranged. Let's get moving; a lot is riding on us getting there in time."

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Cameron had gotten little sleep. When he had arrived back at his cabin, he had checked his emails. Arcola had confirmed what everyone had been guessing. He had the girls. It also laid out the new terms, as Arcola now felt he was in the driver's seat, but Cameron was determined to beat Arcola at his own game. Dimitri had come to his cabin and, over coffee, had explained the plan.

      "He really thinks you're just going to lie down in the ring? He must be scared of losing his undefeated title. You're probably the only person who could do that."

      "I could if my hands weren't tied. That was the whole point of this deal. It put us both on the same playing field. Now with Sadie in his clutches, I can't do a damn thing. Dimitri, I trust you with my life, make sure she gets back to this ship, no matter what."

      Cameron bowed his head when he spoke again. "The first night we were together, Sadie told me what that bastard Ryan had done to her. She was terrified of him; he had almost killed her. I can't even imagine what he's doing to her now. He has the ability to trigger her thinking." He looked at the bed he had shared with Sadie.

      "She's stronger than she was then, you saw that. She didn't fall apart when you told her what was happening, so I think she'll be all right. She played her role perfectly, she avoided you while she was on the ship." Cameron didn't turn to Dimitri.

      "You did tell her about the deal you made with Arcola, didn't you?" Cameron was still silent. "Do you mean to tell me that you allowed her to think you didn't want her anymore? My God, Cameron, what kind of a Dom are you? Trust. It's the fabric of our lifestyle. How do you ever expect her to trust you again?"

      "I meant to tell her. I-I was going to tell her," Cameron was stuttering. "Nothing I say makes any of this right. I have so much to do to make this up to her, I just hope I get the chance to do that."

      "Listen." Dimitri moved over to his friend. "We will make sure she is safe; you concentrate on keeping your ass alive. I don't trust that asshole; he probably also has a contingency plan in place." Dimitri moved to the door. "I'll let you know as soon as I hear anything. Right now, you need to find Harley and get going. You'll need some time to drive to Rum Point. There should be a car waiting for you on the pier. I'll be there before it starts. They could have someone watching the boat, and if I come with you. It could send up some red flags. We need the element of surprise with us."

      "You're a true friend, Dimitri, you always have been. I'll see you there."

      Dimitri left Cameron to gather his gear and find Harley. He had a fight to win, and a whole lot of explaining to do when it was over. Cameron headed down the hall to find Harley and get the show on the road. Within the next two hours, his life was going to change forever.
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      It took about an hour for Cameron and Harley to get to Rum Point. The driver pulled into a gated driveway. After a few moments, the gates were opened and they moved forward down the long palm tree covered driveway. They were at the home of Judge Lorenzo Martoni's brother, Vito Martoni.

      Both Cameron and Arcola had agreed on the location, as both parties had had previous dealings with Vito and he had been a fair businessman. Not to mention that his home could accommodate not only the ring, but an audience as well. Vito had agreed to the use of his house, as long as he could make money on it.

      They approached a tan stucco mansion. This house could fit three football fields in it. Three steps lined the entire front of the building, four white columns towering three stories high held the cover to the entrance. To Cameron's right, he saw two octagonal open terraces, one above the other. Farther off to the side, appeared to be another building, possibly a pool house or garage. To the left, was more of the house with different heights of the rooflines, ending with a view of the ocean in the distance.

      The driver opened the door and Harley whistled as he got out. "This place must have cost a pretty penny. I wonder how many bathrooms it has?"

      Cameron gave Harley a look then said, "That's what you're worried about?"

      "What? I'm just trying to lighten the mood. Relax! There's still time, trust them, Cameron, they won't let you down."

      "I swear, Harley, if they did anything to her—"

      Harley cut him off, "You will take care of her. Focus. You can't go in there with anger, you need to keep your head. He is going to taunt you and poke you and do anything else to get under your skin. You can't let him. You'll lose if you give him that opening."

      Harley stopped Cameron just as they got to the door. "You toy with him until we have the girls, then you let loose. Don't hold back. This man has caused enough heartache to this family. No one deserves this beating more than him; he's just a bully."

      "So, you finally feel like part of this family?" Cameron smiled for the first time in days.

      "I watched them band together like a well-trained unit, they didn't hesitate or think of themselves in anyway. That's a family I would be proud to call mine."

      "Yeah, me too. Now, let's get in there before he thinks I've forfeited."

      The door opened as they approached it. Getting the direction they needed from the doorman, they headed down to Cameron's designated locker room.
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      "It's time to go, and you haven't heard anything yet? Are you sure your phone is on?" Cameron paced in his dressing room.

      Harley pulled his phone out to show Cameron that it was, in fact, turned on, and that he had received no messages. "Let's go. You follow my directions. Hang back as much as you can, and don't let the bastard get any lucky shots in, while we wait."

      They reached the end of the tunnel; this was Cameron's first look at the cage he would be locked in with the man he hated more than anything else in the world. Five rounds, five minutes each, that's all the time he needed.

      Everywhere Cameron looked, he saw people. He had no idea the crowd would be so big. As he started to walk through the sea of people, he tried to focus on the approaching fight, but he began to recognize faces of passengers from the Onyx.

      Harley sidled up to him. "Caleb put out a bulletin on the computer, inviting everyone to support you and win some easy money. Almost all complied; he even let Martoni know what he did so that additional seating could be arranged."

      "What did Martoni want for it?"

      "Ten percent of the winnings. He wanted twenty-five, but Caleb chewed him down. He'll make a killing, either way."

      They climbed the three steps and met the referee at the gate. His mouthpiece and cup were checked. His gloves had already been checked in the locker room. Cameron got into the ring, moving to the far side, throwing short jabs as he went.

      The crowd began cheering again as Richard Arcola made his way to the cage. Once Cameron spotted him, his eyes locked on and never left, following him onto the mat.

      Cameron stood, his entire body shifting, preparing for the onslaught he knew was coming his way. His focus became the cage that surrounded them, measuring the distance in his mind, calculating the height, and then he shut out everything around him.

      With the noise from the crowd, the offside betting, even the music wailing in the background, his thinking shifted to survivor mode. He needed to hold back until he was sure they had Sadie, and then all bets were off.

      He walked to the center of the ring, face to face with Arcola for the first time in his life. Cameron knew he should be feeling some kind of humanity right now but staring him in the eye, all he felt was anger and disgust. This piece of shit had been walking this Earth and no one had called him on any of his shit.

      "You both have come to this ring with the understanding that only one of you will walk out. The only reason I'm here is to call the rounds and check consciousness. If after the fifth round, you're both standing, a new weapon will be introduced every fifth round. Do you both now agree to these terms?"

      Both fighters nodded in agreement, neither one looking away. "All right, let's get fighting. Touch gloves and come out fighting at the bell."

      Cameron held his gloves for the touch. Arcola brought his hands down with a hard force, sending Cameron's gloves down fast. Leaning forward, growling so only Cameron could hear, "Good luck, boy, you've waited a long time for this chance, ever since you found out about your parents' accident.

      Cameron was lunging for him as the ref stepped between them. "Wait for the bell," the ref shouted.

      "I'm going to rip your heart out, you sick son of a bitch."

      "Temper, temper, Cameron, what would Sadie think?"

      "I knew you were behind that too, sending your perverted nephew after her. You do know what he did to her, don't you?"

      "Of course, I do, who do you think taught him? Once this fight is over and your watchdogs are gone, I intend to do the same if not more to Sadie girl. Tia, my mate, has been itching for her nice round ass since the first night they met."

      "Even if I don't step out of this ring, my friends will never allow you to do that to her. I promise you will never lay a finger on her."

      That was the end of talking as the bell was rung. Moving towards the center of the ring, both fighters began to take each other's measure.

      "You may think you have the advantage of age, boy," Arcola stressed the word. "But I definitely have more experience." He lunged forward, landing a right to Cameron's ribs.

      Buckling under the blow to his ribs, Cameron moved to throw an upper cut, protecting his side. Through the first, second, third, and fourth rounds, Cameron was on the defensive, protecting what he now felt were broken ribs and trying to keep his eye from shutting. He was starting to wonder why Sadie wasn't there yet.

      Arcola wasn't faring any better, and although Cameron was holding back, what he did dish out hit its mark.

      The bell rang for the fifth round to begin, and both fighters met in the middle of the ring to touch gloves again. "Will you be taking the dive, or would you rather wait until round one of the weapons round?" Arcola spat blood out of his mouth.

      "I'll take my chances with the weapons."

      As Cameron began to focus on Arcola, he started to tune out the crowd when he heard Harley say, "They're here."

      Cameron looked to where Harley was pointing. Walking from the tunnel Cameron had used, were Madison, Dimitri, Caleb carrying Isabella, Captain Josh, Logan, Tyler, Nicolas, Dominic, two guys Cameron didn't know, and Grayson pulling up the rear carrying Sadie.

      He took one look at Sadie's face and felt the rage go through his aching body. "Your handiwork, Arcola?" Richard Arcola stood and watched the procession close in around the cage. "As you can see, the roles have changed." Cameron spit blood from his mouth, before it formed a wicked smile. "I've had enough fun playing with your sorry ass. I'm ready to end this."

      With that, Cameron let loose, throwing blow after blow, to the body, to the head, anywhere his fist could land. He was fighting like a man possessed, pounding Arcola until he was lying on the mat unconscious or dead. Cameron didn't know which one as he made his way over to where Grayson now supported a wobbly Sadie.

      "Are you okay?" Cameron needed to hear her say she was going to be fine.

      "Yes, just a little dizzy."

      The bell rang, signaling the end to the fight. The ref came to Cameron and dragged him back to the center of the ring to declare him the winner, raising his arm for all to see. The crowd that had been watching began chanting his name.

      Arcola lay on his side. His corner was trying to revive him with an ammonia pack. As much as Cameron would have liked to have killed him, sending him to prison for kidnapping seemed more appealing.

      He was starting to come around when Cameron walked over to him. "This is over. Keep your syndicate business and your trafficking, but Arcola Construction is done. Besides, you might need Junior to run the business for, oh, the next ten years, while your ass is in prison. But you'll probably enjoy it. It's full of sick assholes just like you."

      Arcola went to reply to Cameron, but Cameron didn't give him the chance. He threw his last punch and knocked him out again.

      Cameron moved to the opening of the cage, his sole purpose to get to Sadie. He jumped from the top step, and a shot rang out. Total chaos erupted, with people diving for the floor.

      Nicolas, Caleb and Grayson all took off after the shooter, while Sadie and Dimitri crawled to Cameron. Harley was already applying pressure to the wound in his shoulder, although he didn't feel it, being unconscious as he was.

      Martoni got the crowd under control and then made his way over to Cameron. "How can we help?"

      "We need to get him back to the ship, any of your guests have a helicopter handy? Would you mind taking care of that piece of shit? He kidnapped these three women." Dimitri pointed to the women in question. "Would you have any connections on the island to put him away? We don't know if we can trust the police here."

      "I will let you use my helicopter. Tell the boy when he wakes, if he ever wants to go a couple rounds again, I would be happy to host it. He is a moneymaker. I knew him as a child, hasn't changed a bit. We know how to deal with scum like Richard. Leave it to me." Vito walked away, yelling in Italian and scattering people out of his way.

      Two of the guards who had maintained the perimeter came forward, carrying a board to put Cameron on. Harley had used gauze from the medical box to try to pack the wound until they got back to Doc.

      They heard the helicopter landing out the back doors of the auditorium. Picking Cameron up, they moved quickly. Running into Nicolas, Caleb and Grayson, they pushed the two guards out of the way and replaced them, taking the pace up another notch.

      Dimitri, Caleb, Sadie, Isabella, Madison and Harley all traveled back with Cameron in the helicopter. The rest would travel back by boat, Jungle Jim and Mad Dog included.
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      Cameron opened his eyes to a white ceiling and a hospital smell. He could feel the slight rock of the ship and knew he was back on board, but what the hell had happened? One minute, he was on his way to Sadie, the next, he was here. He turned his head to the side; Doc Ashberry was sitting at his desk. Cameron wondered how long he had been here.

      "Doc," Cameron barely croaked out, his throat dry.

      Doc looked up and swiveled in his chair, gaining his feet. "Well, it's about damn time. I thought we might be docked back in New York before you woke up." He held Cameron's head up, giving him some water.

      Doc had been a friend of his grandmother's who had always loved the water but didn't want to take care of a boat. He had retired a few years ago and was tired of not doing anything.

      When Cameron had come to him with a three-month trial contract, he jumped on it. Medicine and water, this was how he had dreamed retirement would be, to have it on BDSM cruise ship, only added to the new chapter in his life.

      Cameron choked and began coughing, reaching for his broken ribs. "How long have I been here?"

      This time Doc understood every word. "They brought you in yesterday about 3:00 pm, and it's 11:00 pm now. I sent everyone back to his or her cabin. This is the first time since they brought you on board you've been alone."

      "What happened?"

      "Seems someone didn't like the fact that you beat Arcola to a pulp, so I'm told. They took a shot at you. Had you not been jumping down, the shot would have hit you dead in the middle of your back. You were very lucky. Because of the blood loss and your body already feeling the effects of the fight, it took a little longer than we expected for you to wake."

      "Who's we?" Carmon reached for more water, testing the wound in his shoulder. He pulled back immediately, pain shooting in every direction around it.

      "You'll need to wear a sling for a few days; it was a clean shot, but it tore through some flesh. Like I said, very lucky."

      "Who was here, Doc?" He needed to know if Sadie had been to see him.

      "Well, let's see. There was Dimitri, Madison, oh, and Issy, I like her. She's so sweet. Um, Nicolas, Caleb."

      "Stop stalling, Doc, you know what I want to hear, was she here?"

      "She was in the beginning." Doc pulled a chair over and sat next to Cameron. "She was in pretty bad shape too, bruising all over her face, dehydrated, exhausted. I treated her, then sent her back to her cabin with Madison and Issy."

      Cameron started to sit up, but the doc pushed him back down. "No, you don't. Not yet, at least."

      "I need to tell her what happened."

      "No, you need to earn her trust again. All you had to do was tell her. None of this might have happened. From what I hear, she's pretty tough. She could have been more aware of her surroundings. By not telling her, you left the door open for Arcola."

      Cameron laid his head back on the pillow, a defeated look on his bruised face. His lip was swollen, his cheek was a nice shade of purple, which led up to his just about swollen-closed eye. He wasn't a pretty sight.

      "I thought I was protecting her; that's a Dom's job too. How do you know when to choose one over the other?"

      "Trust is always first. That is how you protect her. Without it, there can be nothing serious between you. She needs to know that no matter what comes out of your mouth, it's the truth."

      "Do I have a shot at fixing this?" He let his head fall back to look at Doc.

      "I think you do, but it won't be easy. Once you hurt a sub, they tend to wear it like a shield. You care about this one, don't you?"

      "I think I might even love her. I just know I need to be with her. I'm better when I am. I have no baggage now; I've cleared my past."

      "That man must've scrambled your brains if you think you're clear of your baggage. Everyone has baggage, all different shapes and sizes, but baggage none the same. Just because you dumped part of yours, doesn't make you baggage-less."

      "I understand what you mean. I will file that bit of information. Thanks, Doc. Now, can you get someone down here? I need some help getting up to my cabin. I'd rather recoup in my bed, nothing personal, Doc."

      "None taken, I'll call Dimitri. Let me get that sling, then I'll help you sit up." Doc headed for the cabinets next to his desk. Picking up the phone, he called Dimitri and requested his assistance with transporting Cameron to his cabin.

      He then found the sling and a wheelchair. "I'm not going to need that, Doc," Cameron told him.

      "You will if I say you will. I'm not going to have you rip the stitches out I worked so hard on. Now, pick you head up so I can work this on you, then we'll get you sitting up."

      By the time Dimitri walked into the sickbay, Cameron was in the wheelchair ready to go.

      "You weren't kidding when you said he was up and ready to go, huh, Doc?"

      "Thanks again, Doc, for the stitches and the advice."

      "Let's go. I'm sure your back is killing you from that metal bed and foam mattress."

      "Hey, you're the one who designed it, not me," Doc yelled back at Dimitri.

      "You have a point, Doc, I'll bring it up at the next meeting," Dimitri said, laughing as he pushed Cameron past him.
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      They reached Cameron's cabin and Dimitri helped him into bed.

      "When are you going to tell me what happened?"

      Dimitri turned from the bar with two glass of Cameron's finest whiskey. "I figured you might need this." He gathered both glasses in one hand and wrapped his fingers around the neck of the bottle, bringing it with him.

      "Stop stalling and get to it; what took them so long to get the women?"

      Dimitri handed Cameron his glass, then sat in the chair opposite the bed with the table. He put down the bottle then downed his shot. Refilling his glass, he began telling what had happened. "Jim and Mad Dog found the yacht that the women were on, but there were too many guards on board for them to handle and keep the girls safe. They needed to wait until our teams got there. Once we arrived, they had already determined a plan of attack. Still, we needed to wait. We knew that half of them would leave with Ryan and his entourage. That would leave only four guarding the girls. Those were better odds."

      Dimitri took another drink. "We could only board from the dock side of the yacht, as they had traps set on the water side. Jim and Mad Dog watched as they set them. The two of them took out the two upper guards, while Grayson and Caleb took care of two inside. Then they found the women. No one knew about the fifth guard. He got ahold of Madison and threatened to slit her throat. Dominic was able to sneak behind him. A knife slicing along his neck had him seeing things our way."

      "I didn't even ask. Were Madison and Isabella all right? Doc said they came to see me," Cameron said.

      "They were fine. Sadie, however, well, you saw. She tried to yell for help when they transferred the women from the van to the yacht. Dwayne gave her the first shiner. Then while they were on board, she broke Ryan's nose. That earned her another slap, and the final blow to the other side of her face was Dwayne again."

      Dimitri leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. "Isabella had released Sadie from the bondage cuffs attached to the bed. They were getting ready to leave when Grayson stuck his head in the room. Thank God he has good reflexes. Sadie almost took his head off with a statue."

      "Is it wrong for me to say I'm proud of her?" Cameron asked. "I never meant for this to happen. I was trying to avoid it. What did they do with Arcola? Tell me he'll be in prison until the day he dies."

      "Yes, you should be proud of her. She didn't let fear take over. That's why she craves being a submissive, to surrender herself to her Dom completely. She can leave all the decisions in his hands, to turn her entire body over to someone who will master it, and bring it to life, like no one else."

      "I had that, and I want it back. What do you think? Will she submit to me, as she did before? Or will she hold back?"

      "You won't know until you ask her. And with that said, I'm going back to Madison. She was acting strangely. I'm afraid of what this experience has done to her."

      "Hey! You never told me who shot me and why?"

      "We're thinking it was Ryan. Tia, Dwayne and he were the only ones not accounted for after the shooting. Martoni has people looking for them. Seems they ruined his event or some bullshit like that."

      "I hope Madison's okay. I'll see you tomorrow. Thanks for the drink." Cameron downed the rest of his glass.

      Dimitri put them both on the table. "Get some rest. You still have her confined for one more night," Dimitri commented as he left the room.

      Cameron lay back on his pillows, closing his eyes and smelling Sadie with every breath he took. He craved to have her by his side, just to have her close. He fell asleep with that thought in his mind.
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      Madison had called Sadie's cabin when Dimitri left. They knew that Dimitri would get the call from Doc, letting him know when Cameron was awake.

      Sadie had pretty much stayed to herself in her cabin after seeing what her face had looked like. The swelling had gone down, but the array of different colors could scare someone.  It did come in handy, though. She had gone to see Christy at guest relations again, requesting a key to Cameron's cabin. One look at her face, and she just handed it over. So now, she just needed Dimitri to leave so she could get some answers. She had pretty much figured things out, but she needed to hear it from him.

      The door opened, and Dimitri left, heading to his cabin next door. Sadie went to Cameron's door and froze. Should she do this or wait for him to come to her? Everyone had told her he had moved her to protect her. That still didn't explain Queenie going to his cabin.

      "Oh, what the hell!" She put the key in the slot and twisted the handle, pushing the door in as she quietly entered. The cabin was dark, the moonlight reflected on the bed from the windows. The soft light fell across Cameron, quietly snoring in his bed. The sheet rested at his waist when Sadie sat on the edge of the bed. His head was turned to the left side; she could see how his eye was a similar color to hers. She reached out and touched the hair that had fallen across his brow, moving it back in place.

      "Sadie?" Cameron murmured in his sleep.

      "I'm right here, Sir," she whispered by his ear.

      "Will you be there still when I wake?"

      Sadie wasn't sure if he was asleep or not. "I would like to be, Sir. I'm just not sure."

      Sadie moved around the bed and climbed on, trying not to move it too much. She slid as close to Cameron as she could, facing him and just watching him sleep.

      "I really thought we were different." She traced his bruised knuckles. "I think I fell in love with you the first time I met you in the lounge. You kind of scared me a little too, but it excited the hell out of me. I couldn't believe someone who looked as good as you could ever be serious about someone like me. I'm just that ordinary girl in the back of the class who everyone knows about but doesn't know at all. It really hurt, the feeling of being tossed aside without any explanation. It can really do a number on someone's self-esteem."

      Sadie traced the sling holding his shoulder. "You didn't deserve this. You fought a great fight. I wish we had gotten there sooner, at least then you might not have had as many bruises. Dimitri told me you were holding back, that you needed to know I was safe before you would really fight back. You could have lost everything! You could have died."

      Sadie started to roll gently off the bed. "I just wish you could have trusted me. Maybe I could have helped or stayed out of the way. But I would have been following my Dom's commands. You know the day we were in Jamaica, I bought a pin because it reminded me of my two favorite people, my grandma and you, but I'm going to leave it with you and maybe it will remind you of me." She leaned over him and kissed his brow before she left him to sleep.

      His eyes opened when he heard the click of the door closing. He looked down on his chest to see the angel wing pin encrusted with black and white diamonds.

      "Yes, it will remind me of you," Cameron whispered. "But I won't need it because I will get you back." Cameron closed his eyes and went back to sleep.
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      "You have to come, Sadie, you've been holed up in this cabin since we got back on the ship. This is the last after party; it's the Black and White Masquerade. I can only imagine some of the costumes people will wear tonight."

      "Thank you, guys. I'm not ready to face the rest of the ship. I'm sure by now every passenger and crewmember knows what happened or at least some version of it. Plus, look at my face." The swelling had gone down, but it still looked bad.

      Madison and Isabella had been checking in on Sadie throughout the prior day and night. She refused to leave her cabin, but they were determined to get her to the party.

      "You need to get out of the cabin, and it's a masquerade. Your face will be covered." Madison looked around the cabin.

      "No, I don't. If I want to go outside, I walk through those doors." Sadie pointed to the balcony. "If I need to eat, I call room service. Dimitri gave me the rest of the cruise off, and I'm quite content to stay right here."

      "Well, I would suggest you forget that kind of thinking tonight." Isabella pulled open the garment bag she had put on the hook when she arrived.

      "We weren't sure if you would want to go elegant submissive or alluring," Madison said as she helped Isabella get the costumes out of the bag.

      Sadie watched as they pulled out a bunch of outfits. One after the other, each had its own uniqueness. One was a full-length gown of white with a black lace overlay from the shoulder across the chest, ending at the apex. Stopping there, the lace picked up again just behind the knee, moving around the bottom and over a small train.

      Another was all white, spandex material, with a black trim about two inches wide, running along the bottom and the collar that clasped up the neck area. The one that caught Sadie's eye, however, was a long-sleeved, V-neck as well as a V down the back, all black lace. She picked it up, holding it to her body, and looked in the mirror.

      "This is beautiful, simple but elegant, slutty but alluring. This would be the one if I were going." Sadie stopped talking at the knock to her door.

      She looked to see who it was, then turned back, making a face at the two women, changing said face as she opened the door with a big smile. "Derek, nice to see you, what are you doing here?"

      Pushing past her to get into the cabin, which was starting to get crowded, he said, "I was summoned to be here at this time, to work my magic on that not so lovely face." He set his make-up case down on the couch. "So, where do I set up?"

      Sadie loved Derek; the man worked make-up like an artist paints a picture. Everyone wondered where Derek's sexuality lay, because it didn't matter the sex, if he was invited to join a scene, he did. On top of that, no one ever saw him with anyone but saw him with everyone. He was just one of those guys.

      Isabella spoke up. "I think the bathroom will have the best light."

      "Bathroom it is." Derek headed that way.

      "Wait a minute, I didn't say I was going—" Sadie protested.

      Another knock at the door brought what she was going to say to an end, as she answering this time without even looking. In the doorway, stood Skylar, the hairstylist for the show. She also helped Raven in Kink Haven.

      "Hey, Sadie, how you feeling? Madison and Bella said you could use a little pick-me-up. So here I am, ready to help." She gave Sadie a sad face that brightened to a smile when she waved her into the cabin.

      Holding the door open, Sadie looked in the cabin and said, "Anyone else I should leave the door open for, you know, like Chuck from lighting or Owen from set design. No, no, Asher, to set the background music?"

      "Oh, hey, Sadie, I didn't expect you to be holding the door," Ivy, the manicurist from the salon, said as she walked in the cabin. "Oh, hello, everyone, am I late?"

      "No, you're right on time." Isabella held up the black lace dress. "This is what we are working with. Sadie, which mask? I like this one for this dress."

      Isabella held up a silver mask that had cat eye cut outs and covered the upper half of her face, from the tweak nose to above her forehead. It had swirl etchings with diamonds placed throughout the designs. What made the mask so stunning, was the cluster of feathers intricately woven through a metal swirled design, with pearls and diamonds delicately placed. The silver and black feathers peeked out above the metal approximately five inches above her head on the right-hand side.

      Sadie's mouth dropped open when she looked at the mask. It had a sensual as well as a mysterious look to it, but it also called to the daring side of a person.

      Madison announced to the others, "I think we have a winner. Let's get started, people, we have two hours." Then all mayhem broke out in her cabin, each one of the stylists pulling her in a different direction.

      Madison and Isabella also used the stylist to help them get ready. Madison had chosen the long gown while Bella chose the spandex dress. Madison's mask was held in her hand with a short stick. It was white with black flowing feathers trimming the top and around the side, while Bella's had a strap like Sadie's, its design matching her dress. Where the dress was white with black trim; the mask was black with white trim.

      "Are you guys almost done? We have fifteen minutes and I don't feel like running to be on time. Dimitri hates when I'm not on time."

      The door to the bathroom opened at the end of Madison's comment. Derek, Skylar, and Ivy all came walking out with Sadie following at a slower pace.

      It was Madison and Bella's turn to drop their jaws. Sadie looked like a delicate flower. The lacy dress allowed her cleavage to show but kept the nipples just covered, teasing those who looked. The front V ended just above her belly button, the back one just above her ass. The hem ended at the apex of the thighs and just covered her butt. There would be no bending over to pick anything up tonight because she wore nothing underneath it.

      Skylar had piled her hair on top of her head, and Derek accentuated her eyes that showed through the cat eyeholes in a smoky color, while Ivy had painted her nails and toenails in a black and white design that peeked out the toe hole of her four-inch black heels.

      "Wow, you can't see any bruising, and that dress, it's like it was made for you," Isabella's voice praised her.

      "I agree; Cameron won't know what hit him when he sees you tonight," Madison blurted out.

      Sadie's posture changed at Madison's statement. "Cameron will be there?"

      Isabella smacked Madison in the arm. "You and your big mouth," she whispered to her. "I would think he would be since it's the last night of the cruise. I would think everyone will be there. That's why you have to come, and besides, you're already dressed. Would you want their hard work to go to waste?" Isabella waved her hand at the crew heading for the door.

      Sadie turned to all of them as she held the door for them. "Thank you, I'm very grateful for all of your help. At least I feel a little more like myself now. Will you all be at the party?"

      "You'll see us there, a few modifications, and we'll be there in no time." Derek picked up Sadie's hand and kissed her palm. "I offer myself to you for the night, because if I'm right, it will be hard to get you alone later. You are going to draw every unattached Dom to you like a moth to a flame." Dropping her hand, he turned and left.

      "That was the point." Madison came up behind Sadie, leaning her chin on her shoulder. "You need to get back on the horse, or the spanking bench, whichever your Dom prefers." Smiling, she stood up. "Now let's get going, I've been looking forward to this. It's going to be a night we will all remember."

      Isabella handed Sadie her bag and cabin key, looped her arm through hers and headed to the door. Madison brought up the rear. "We are going to have some fun tonight, and if it feels right, don't fight it. Don't let anything stand in your way. He knows he was wrong, and we all make mistakes." Sadie started to interrupt her, but she cut her off. "No, you know what I mean, trust is earned, let him earn it again. You two belong together."

      Sadie kept quiet as she let Isabella drag her along, thinking to herself, I want to trust him, but I want him to trust me more. She just wasn't sure if that was possible. She shut down her mind. Tonight was about fun so that's what she was going to do, have some fun.
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      "Do you think she'll be here tonight? She hasn't left her cabin since we got back, thanks to you giving her the rest of the cruise off," Cameron railed at Dimitri.

      "Hey, don't pull that crap on me. You know as well as I do, not one of them deserved what happened to them. It's the least we could do for them and, yes, Sadie should be here if Madison and Issy have anything to do with it. You know you have to tell her everything, right?" Dimitri countered.

      "I know you're right, but how do I tell her that on top of putting her life in danger, I had Caleb hack into her computer?"

      "You'll figure it out. Is she worth it? That's the question you have to ask yourself."

      "Yes, she is."

      They were standing on the edge of the equipment ring. Since it was the last party of the cruise, this after party was being held on the Harem Deck, so the equipment could be used. Marco and the staff had put white lighting around the rails. Tables that were randomly scattered around held black and white flower arrangements. White and black lace swag ran along the hand railing of the stairs and also along the railing, with the lights peeking through it, giving the area a seductive look.

      Dimitri was dressed in a full tux while Cameron wore black leather pants and a black ribbed tank. It was the easiest shirt to wear with the sling, which could come off tomorrow, according to Doc. Both wore the same black domino masks over their eyes and noses.

      They stood greeting guests as they arrived, Dimitri waiting for Madison, Cameron hoping Sadie showed as well. Captain Joshua to Dimitri's left and Harley to Cameron's right, stood with them in similar attire. They had been standing there for about twenty minutes when Cameron's grandmother Constance approached them. Kissing Dimitri, she said, "You were supposed to look out for him!" She smacked him on his arm.

      "I tried, but you know how he is," Dimitri tattled on Cameron.

      Holding Cameron's hands and kissing him on both cheeks when she pulled him forward, she asked, "Is she here yet? I want to meet her."

      "Grandma, I have to talk to her first. You said you would be good. I could've put you right back on that helicopter that brought you, now behave yourself. If the opportunity arises, I will introduce you. However, let me introduce Captain Joshua Miller, and you remember Harley, my training coach."

      "Nice to meet you," she greeted the captain. She turned a cotton candy shade of pink when she greeted Harley. "Yes, I do remember Mr. Ericks, it's been a while, though." She smiled seductively at him. According to Cameron, Harley wasn't much younger than his grandmother, and as far as she was concerned, age didn't matter.

      Just then Dimitri's voice announced, "I think you're going to get the chance for introductions right now. Holy shit, dude, if I didn't think Madison was the sub for me, I'd sure as hell be pushing you out of the way to get to Sadie."

      "Whew, you're not kidding." Harley whistled as they came closer.

      Cameron looked up from his grandmother and saw his angel gliding down the stairs; her bruises were covered with the mask she wore. He could see the dark color of her areola through the lace of her dress that barely covered them.

      The V left her entire chest exposed, the small patch of hair between her legs covered by one of the strategically placed flower designs on the lace. As she drew closer, he could see the apprehension in her eyes covered by the mask he had sent with the women. He knew that whatever she wore, the mask would only enhance it.

      Dimitri greeted the women and introduced Cameron's grandmother.

      "It's a pleasure to meet you all. I understand the three of you were used as pawns in that sick bastard's game. I'm very happy to see you all safe and sound. I also want to say thank you, you all helped my Cameron hold onto his parents' legacy, as well as gain the competition's business. If there is anything I can ever do to help you, all you need to do is ask," Constance announced.

      Caleb walked up to the group from the other side, his eyes never leaving Isabella. "Good evening, all. If you don't mind, I'm going to steal my Isabella. I'm told Asher is about to start spinning the dance music, and I want my first to be with her."

      He started to guide her to the spot on the deck designated for dancing just as the music sounded through the speakers. "It was nice to meet you," Isabella yelled over her shoulder as he tugged her along, with her trying to keep up with him.

      Captain Joshua was the next to leave the group. "Enjoy your evening, everyone. I believe my entertainment for the night just walked in." He headed in Melanie's direction.

      Harley offered his arm to Constance. "Would you like to give it a whirl?" He took her hand and twirled her into his arms, then held her while looking into her eyes. "I'm very demanding when I want something, so be prepared."

      He looked over to Cameron. "You all right with that?"

      Cameron watched and listened to the play between his trainer and his grandmother. Although he would have never put the two together, he had to admit, if they made each other happy, what the hell. "I'm good, don't hurt her," he blatantly said.

      "Oh, I plan to hurt her, and she'll be begging me for more." He held her with his arm on her lower back. "Now, if you will excuse us, I'd like to get to know this woman better than I already do." Harley guided Constance to the dance floor.

      Cameron didn't want to think of Harley with his grandmother, but if they made each other happy, who the hell was he to say anything? Right now, he just needed to get Sadie to listen to him.

      Dimitri kissed Madison's hand as she approached him. "I'm sorry, Sir, but I don't think my dress will allow me to kneel for you."

      "Well then, we'll just have to lose the dress, now won't we?"

      "I think that can be arranged," Madison purred close to his ear. "I would prefer your cabin, instead of public tonight." She moved closer to his ear, "More intimate please, Sir."

      "How can I deny such a pleasurable request? We will not scene tonight, until I have you in the confines of my cabin. So in the meantime, let's go dance so I can hold you close."

      "I've come to care for you in this short trip, but there's still a lot you need to know about me." Madison bowed her head. "Some of it is not good."

      Dimitri lifted her face with his fingers under her chin. "Another night. Tonight, we celebrate our successful voyage of the Onyx, as well as Cameron's win over Arcola. Let's go dance."

      Dimitri leaned into Sadie. "Keep an open mind, and you'll understand." He started twirling Madison toward the dance floor before Sadie could question what he meant.

      That left Cameron and Sadie standing looking at one another. "I've tried to talk to you," Cameron said, at the same time Sadie said, "How is your shoulder?"

      "Sadie, I'm sorry, I didn't trust you with what I was planning. If it's any consolation, Dimitri didn't know until we were on the cruise."

      "No, it's really not, but I get the Dom thing about protection, although voicing those fears do not make you weak." Sadie started to turn away from Cameron.  He took a giant step and blocked her from leaving. "Cameron, this is not the place for this conversation. This is a celebration, I'm not in a celebrating mood, but I came because the girls put so much into getting me ready." She tried to step around him again.

      He held his hand out. "One dance?"

      Sadie looked at his outstretched hand, then to his eyes, and she could see his need there. "One dance." She couldn't deny him or herself. To be in Cameron's arms just one more time, she could imprint the moment in her brain. His touch, his scent, and the way he surrounded her with his steel arms.

      When they reached the dance floor, Sadie turned her focus to Cameron. Moving his injured arm out of the way, he pulled her close to him, her breasts crushed into his chest. His long hard erection pushed against her stomach.  He whispered in her ear, "I never meant for anything to happen to you."

      Sadie continued following him as they danced to the seductive music Archer was pumping out. Just listening to what he said, she wasn't sure if he knew she was hearing it, or if he was practicing what he would say when she could hear him.

      He continued on, "I put you in further danger by not knowing the bastard who hurt you not only physically, but mentally, was, in fact, a passenger on my ship."

      A chill went through Sadie's body at that thought. Cameron stepped back to look in her eyes, to see if she was hearing what he was saying, but the mask covered just enough of her eyes that it left him unsure.

      Sadie began tracing his tattoo with her newly manicured nails, while Cameron's silent confession went on. "Then Harley convinced me that if I showed any attachment to you, it could put you into further danger, and that's exactly what happened. I became selfish. I began thinking that as long as you didn't know about the deal, then you would be safe. I can only hope in time, the pain I've caused will ease. I love you, Sadie, I have for a long time. If given a second chance, I know we could be good together." He squeezed her so tight to his chest, she couldn't breathe.

      She smacked him on his arm with her free hand to get his attention. When he let go, she backed up, taking huge gulps of air into her lungs.  The song ended as her breathing came back to normal. Cameron escorted her to the bar, Dominic poured a half glass of whiskey for Cameron, and Sadie ordered a Long Island Iced Tea.

      It was quieter by the bar, so they moved off to the side to sit at a table. Sadie took a long sip of her drink, hoping it would give her the courage she would need not to let on she had already forgiven him. She did need to hear the whole story, though, and that was another reason. She finished the drink on the next sip.

      "You look exquisite tonight. I can see your beautifully puckered nipples, just begging me to take them in my mouth."

      Sadie stood from the cushioned seat. Cameron stood as well, looking around to see what had startled her. When he saw nothing out of the ordinary, he turned his questioning eyes on her. The red flush stole over Sadie's body and had his cock jumping to attention. She sat back down, but towards the front of the seat.

      He leaned his head into her. "What just happened?"

      "Well, Sir, when you mentioned sucking on my nipple," Sadie hesitated, looking even more embarrassed, "you see, I'm not wearing anything under this dress, and, uh." Sadie finally spit it out, "Well, I could feel myself getting wet, and I didn't want it to show on the cushion."

      Cameron almost burst out laughing but caught himself. He did, however, get the biggest grin on his face. "I'm happy to hear you say that. Sadie, I would like to try again. I would like to be the Dom you deserve, and I know I can do that now." He reached across the table to clutch her hands, kissing each one. "Will you consider continuing our bargain that we struck the night of the auction? Will you spend the night with me? It's a simple yes, no question. No thinking."

      "Yes!" The word was out of her mouth before she could contain it. She looked across at him, his body visibly relaxed with her one-word answer. A smile formed on his lips as he rose from his chair, guiding her up as he went.

      "Let's go back to my cabin. Nothing will happen that you don't want to happen. I would like to tell you everything," Cameron promised.

      "I need to stop at the ladies' room, I don't think I'll make to your cabin." She stumbled when she got out of her chair. Cameron caught her by the arm, and she began to giggle, like a little girl.

      "Is my angel a little drunk?" His eyebrows were raised with the question.

      She stopped giggling, but still had a big grin on her face, "I would have to say you are correct, Sir."

      Cameron saw Olivia and waved her over. "It seems my Sadie can't hold her liquor; would you see to helping her to the ladies' room. I'll follow in a moment to take her off your hands. I need to see someone and then pick something up from security. I shouldn't be long."

      Olivia guided Sadie to the public restroom on the opposite side of the deck.

      Cameron had seen Queenie and Yvonne come in and sit, and not long after, Jim and Mad Dog joined them. He approached the table. "I hope I'm not interrupting, but I'd like to say thank you for your help with getting the women back and to offer you two tickets for the launch of our West Coast ship, the Sapphire? Anyone interested?"

      "You gentlemen will have to fill out the paperwork and obtain the proof for the required tests," he said, looking at Queenie and Yvonne. "That goes for anyone you should bring who hasn't already gone through the screening, but if all comes back negative, you should be good to go."

      "Give me whatever you need to be filled out. I could really get into a sweet gig like this for a while. Do you need help with security on your new ship? I'm sure there are a few people who could vouch for my credentials." Mad Dog placed his drink on the table. "What do you say, Jim, want to work security for a month, give it a try?" Mad Dog asked.

      "We haven't discussed the hiring timeframe yet, but when we do, I'll let Dimitri know I hired you and Mad Dog." He stopped talking and looked at Mad Dog. "You have to have a given name that I can call you. I just can't bring myself to calling you just Mad or Dog," Cameron stressed to him.

      "You can call me Wyatt, and that's Cooper. We do deep cover so it's better to stick with code names."

      Cameron extended his hand to Wyatt. "Pleasure to meet you, Wyatt, and welcome to Midnight Oasis Cruise Line. Before you get off the ship, see Melanie, she'll get you everything you'll need."

      He gazed landed on the ladies at the table. "This is a little awkward for me, but when you ran into me that night, I really thought you were coming on to me, but seeing you with Yvonne, I must have been mistaken."

      Queenie's face blushed. "Well, I kind of was," she said sheepishly. "Yelp!" Queenie jumped as Yvonne kicked her under the table.

      "She was trying to make me jealous, and it worked, so could we please not talk about it?" Yvonne spoke up, before Queenie could tell Cameron who she really was.

      "Well, as long as everything is good, I have a few more people to thank, as well as invites to extend. Enjoy your evening."

      When Cameron walked away, Queenie turned to Yvonne, confusion on her face. "There is no reason for you to bring up a dead person, because as of now, she no longer exists. You are only Queenie. Any history you have starts with me. Understand?"

      "Don't forget who your Mistress is." Queenie leaned in and kissed Yvonne, gently nipping." I believe you earned a reward for your bravery in this situation." She sat back in her chair. "Don't you think, gentlemen?"

      Yvonne's eyes went wide. "Are you going to film me again, to use it against me?" Anger laced her question, and she started to rise from the table.

      "Sit down right now!" Queenie lowered her voice. "Your Mistress did not give you permission to leave." Yvonne sat back in the chair. "Anything we film from now on will be for our pleasure only."

      "Thank you," she whispered to her. To Wyatt and Cooper, she said, "If you're up for it, we're trusting you to be clean, but would you like to scene with us in our suite?"

      "We need to get our toy bags. We'll meet you at your cabin," Wyatt said as they stood to leave, realizing they needed her cabin information before they left.

      They were exchanging cabin information when Queenie looked toward the ladies' room; her face went white with what she saw. In the doorway, stood Dr. Ryan Romero, aka Arcola, with an unconscious Sadie hanging over his shoulder.
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      When Olivia and Sadie walked into the bathroom, Sadie had found an empty stall quickly. Olivia was fixing her hair and asked, "Do you remember the day I saw you in Master Dimitri's office?"

      Sadie had wobbled into the stall. "Yes, I thought you were so beautiful," she slurred from behind the door.

      "Why, thank you for that compliment, but back to my question? Do you remember seeing me whisper something in his ear?"

      Sadie was quiet for a moment, an expression of concentration on her face, and then she picked her head up. "I do, that's when I noticed how tall you were. You are very tall, by the way."

      "Sadie, focus," Mistress Olivia said, bringing Sadie back to the conversation.

      "I told him, if that girl sitting on the couch is the one Cameron has been drooling over the past couple of months, I think she'll be the one to either break his heart completely or make his life complete. I'm voting for complete."

      Sadie came out of the stall with her mouth hanging open. "You really said that about me?"

      "I knew just by looking at you, you were a true submissive. The way you looked away when we made eye contact even made me wet. He had told us how he saw you singing. You touched something in him and he couldn't let it go."

      "Olivia, he moved me out of his cabin."

      Olivia stood face to face with Sadie. "The night of the auction, I knew there was no way he would ever let you go. What I'm getting at is, just listen to him. Really listen to your Master. You won't regret it. I promise you."

      She turned back to the mirror. "And if you repeat anything I just said to you, I will deny it, and it will probably earn you a really good spanking!"

      Olivia turned at Sadie's intake of breath. Sadie's face had gone white as if she were seeing a ghost. "Master Ryan, you're in the wrong restroom, the men's room is on the opposite side of the deck." Olivia looked at Sadie. "Apparently, Sadie's never experienced a man walking into a ladies' room. Are you okay, Sadie? You look like you're going to pass out." Olivia was trying to buy them some time by playing dumb.

      "Well, if I put the right amount in, that's about what she should be doing, right about now." Ryan watched as Sadie crumbled to the floor.

      "You, however, were unexpected. I have nothing against you, Olivia, but one way or another, Sadie is leaving here with me. I would prefer not to have to kill you." Ryan was pulling a gun from his pocket as he spoke.

      "What the hell are you doing? I'll have Dimitri and Cameron throw you off this boat. Put that fucking gun away," Olivia demanded as she kneeled down to check on Sadie, then looked up at him. "What did you do to her?"

      "She's fine, she'll just have a wicked headache when she wakes up, and so will you." Olivia didn't even have time to lift her arms to protect herself from the gun that Ryan brought down on her head, knocking her unconscious.

      Ryan then picked her up under her arms and dragged her into the stall, locking it. He propped her in a sitting position, then crawled out from under the stall. He hauled Sadie over his shoulder and headed for the door.
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      Queenie stood up from her chair, knocking it over. "Yvonne, that's the Master, and he has Sadie on his shoulder."

      Both Wyatt and Cooper whirled around to see who Queenie was talking about. "Cameron," Wyatt yelled over the music, then pointed to what they were looking at.

      As the three men began moving in the direction Ryan was headed, Dimitri and Caleb also joined them. Other members of the rescue teams noticed the parade of people following an unconscious Sadie slung over the shoulder of none other than Dr. Ryan Arcola.

      He was headed towards the bow of the ship. When he reached the farthest point he could go, he turned, with Sadie hanging over his left shoulder and a gun in his right pointed at Cameron." That's as far as you go, boy," he said, using the slur his uncle had used.

      "What are you going to do now? There is no place for you to go?" Cameron was inching closer, his arms spread wide.

      "Stay where you are, boy, otherwise, instead of Sadie accompanying me in the boat that should be arriving shortly, she will go for a midnight swim."

      Cameron stopped where he was. The crowd behind him spread out, boxing Ryan in.

      "What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Dimitri demanded.

      "I never wanted to give her up, she was all I thought about. My uncle was jealous of my feelings for her. I never wanted to hurt her, but I had to," Ryan said, as if to explain everything.

      Wyatt then said, "Well, I don't see him here now, so why don't you just put Sadie down so we can talk about it?"

      "No, she will come with me like it was supposed to be. And if any of you try anything, I don't want to hurt her, but I will!" Ryan was shouting now.

      Wyatt whispered to Cameron, "Keep him talking, Cooper is carrying. He's going to higher ground; he'll need time to get there."

      "Ryan, I have to ask, how did you get back on the ship?" Cameron appealed to how Ryan had outsmarted them all.

      "Oh, that was just a little trick, a suggestion here, a demand there, and before you know it, you have part of the security team in your pocket." He looked directly at Kyle.

      All eyes turned to Kyle. "I have no idea what he's talking about, I swear it." He held his hands up in defense.

      Ryan was laughing now. "Of course, you wouldn't remember. You aren't supposed to; that's the glorious part." Sadie's body twitched hanging over his shoulder, as Ryan readjusted her.

      Cameron was worried that Sadie would wake in the middle of this debate. How much longer until Cooper was set up? "So you hypnotized him as well? Who else have you done it to on this ship?"

      Cameron stopped talking and waved his hand in Tyler's direction. "We know about Tyler, but that was way before the cruise. Then there's Queenie, now Kyle, anyone else we should worry about killing us in our sleep?"

      "You might want to have someone taste your food from now on," Ryan countered with a tilt of his head. "I did try to get her back, you just out bid me. When that happened, I had to go to plan B."

      He looked Queenie's way. "You were so eager to have what you knew you really didn't want. It was all just a sorry game for you, but I see you have finally figured out what I knew. You hated submitting to me. I felt it every time my cock was in your mouth."

      Queenie was trying to pull out of Yvonne's arms, but Yvonne held her against her body. "Oh, you are so right there. It took you using me as a pawn in your sick game. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn't stop myself."

      Yvonne whispered to Queenie, "Keep his attention on you, no matter what."

      Word had spread amongst them as to what Cooper was in the process of doing.

      "Queenie, you were so desperate for Cameron, you denied your true self." His eyes focused on Yvonne. "Not woman enough for her?"

      It was Yvonne's turn to be held back by Queenie. "You're a sick fuck; they should lock you up for the rest of your life. Playing with people's heads as if they were your own puppets. Manipulating people for your own sick games. Who gave you a license to practice that?"

      "Oh, that definitely came from some online college that's probably not even a real school!" Dimitri drew Ryan's attention to him.

      Very calmly, Ryan responded, "It's a real school somewhere in Arizona. We moved around a lot. I took a lot of courses, in a lot of different colleges. It was my job to bring women to the house for my uncle and Tia. That's how I met, what is she calling herself now? Madison? That was before Sadie." He adjusted her on his shoulder again.

      Dimitri reared up. "What are you talking about? What did that twisted bastard do to her?" Cameron and Caleb were both restraining him.

      "I knew she looked familiar at the auction." Ryan's tone lightened. "I tried to get her also, but then you stepped in. She would have been a better distraction then Queenie, Madison is a very well trained submissive. You might want to ask her who Amber is." He grinned at Dimitri. The sound of an approaching boat sounded off the starboard side of the ship.

      "Well, it sounds like my ride has arrived. It's been fun reminiscing, but we have to be on our way. I suggest you don't try anything stupid, Cameron." Ryan pointed the gun straight at Cameron's head as he took a step towards Sadie and Ryan.

      Wyatt grabbed him by the arm, pulling him back. "Stay where you are, otherwise, you'll be in Cooper's line of sight."

      Ryan was moving to the railing when Cameron shouted out, "She doesn't want you! What makes you think you will be able to keep her? Let her go and we'll drop this whole thing. We won't try to stop you or report this to the authorities. You don't have to take her!"

      "I do, if for no other reason than to finish the job my uncle started. He hates your family. Did you really think when you won that fight, it would be the end of the family rivalry? That is never going to happen!"

      "We have a signed contract!" Cameron's voice rose.

      "Big fucking deal, you still have no idea why he hates you so much, do you?" Ryan laughed. He continued, "Well, I'll let you in on the big secret. Your mother was supposed to be his, and then she met your father, and that was the end of things for Uncle Richard. Every time he looks at you, he sees what should have been his."

      "Are you there?" a whispered shout came from below.

      Ryan leaned towards the railing. "Yes, be ready I'm going to lower her to you." He turned back to crowd in front of him. "This has been entertaining and very informative, but we will have to make our departure now, before any of you decides to be a hero."

      Ryan laid a stirring Sadie on a lounge chair to pick up the rope he had hidden there earlier.

      Sadie grabbed her head as her eyes opened. "What the hell did I drink? Because I'm never having another one." Then she looked up into the face of her worst nightmare. "You were in the bathroom; how did I get out here?" she said, looking around, taking in the scenario before her.

      "We are going to go for a little boat ride, you and me. You're going to be a good little Sadie, or I'm going to start shooting all your friends, one at a time, until you comply with my command. Do you understand?" He held the harness in his hands.

      Sadie didn't want any of her friends to get hurt. This time, no one could blame Cameron, she thought. This time, it was her fault that Ryan was doing this. She started to lift her arms for him to connect the harness around her when a shot rang out in the silent dark night.

      Blood started spreading across Ryan's chest. He looked down at his shirt where the bullet had ripped through it. Grabbing his chest, he staggered towards the railing, his glazed eyes locked on Sadie. "Don't think this will stop me; you will be with me again."

      He turned and fell over the railing into the dark blue water. Everyone rushed forward at once, most of them to the railing, but Cameron went to Sadie.

      "Are you okay?" he asked, wrapping her up in his arms.

      "I feel like I'm going to get sick." She wrapped her arms around her mid-section.

      "Take deep breaths and release them slowly." Cameron was moving her forward to the side of the chair as he knelt before her. "Put your head down and try to relax."

      "Cameron, what happened? I don't remember anything but Olivia and me talking in the bathroom. Oh my God, is Olivia all right?" She tried to get up, but Cameron pushed her back down to the lounge.

      "She'll be fine, a monster headache, but she's fine," Dominic said, walking forward carrying a red-faced Olivia.

      "Sadie, are you all right? I had no idea that imposter Ryan was the one behind everything. Dominic just told me everything. No wonder you looked like you had seen a ghost. I hope he rots in hell." Olivia raised her hand to hold her head. "Let's go, Dominic, take me back to my cabin. I believe you're just what I need for this ache I have." She smiled up at him.

      "Yes, Mistress, I do believe I have exactly what you need for your ache." He leaned down, taking her lips in a promising kiss. "We'll see you all tomorrow." Dominic smiled as he walked away with Olivia.

      The crew had tried to keep the excitement contained, however, a few passengers had spilled out, hearing the commotion. Constance and Harley were amongst them.

      As Constance approached Cameron, he rose to his full height. "Did you hear what he stated about my mother and his uncle?" At her confirmation, he continued, "Was she involved with him?"

      "It was at a trade show before she met your dad. They were together maybe three months when your mom started coming home with bruises. It took me another three to finally get her away from him." She lowered her head. "She knew I was a submissive, I never hid that from her. She had thought that what Richard was doing to her was all right, even though it felt wrong. When I finally saw the lashes on her back, I did everything to get her away from him."

      "Why did it take another three months?" Cameron growled at his grandmother.

      "Because that's how long it us took to find her." Emmett Legend stepped forward with his son Xavier. Walking up beside Constance, taking her hand in his and kissing her palm, under hooded eyes, he purred, "It's been too long, Constance, you look like you could use some familiar company?"

      "Emmett, I had no idea you were aboard!" Cameron was forgotten, as Constance hugged her old friend.

      Sadie was starting to fidget on the lounge and when Cameron tried to raise her chin with his fingers, she pulled away, keeping her head down. He knew the bruises embarrassed her, and she had lost her mask. He wanted to hear the story his grandmother had kept to herself, but now was not the time.

      Reaching down and scooping Sadie into his arms, Cameron turned and said, "Right now, I'm taking Sadie back to my cabin." Looking his grandmother straight in the eye, he added, "Tomorrow, you and I are going to have a talk, and you are going to tell me everything that happened."

      He looked at Harley as he stood next to his grandmother and Cameron leaned to speak in her ear, "Don't hurt my coach, you don't know if I'll need him again. Understand?" He stood back, looking at Emmett who still held her hand, while Harley had his resting on the small of her back.

      She just nodded her head.

      Cameron looked for Dimitri. When he spotted him to the side, holding a trembling Madison, he changed direction and walked towards Wyatt and Cooper. "I'm taking Sadie to my cabin, will you two help with the aftermath here? It seems that dick affected more people than we even knew."

      "No problem, boss, we'll get the party going again." Wyatt and Cooper started herding people back towards the music and the party that was still going strong.

      Cameron gathered Sadie closer to his body, the pain in his arm almost non-existent with the adrenaline running through him. He continued on toward his cabin.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 17

          

        

      

    

    
      "How are you feeling?" Cameron whispered in her ear. He was sitting in his tub with Sadie nestled between his legs and was gliding the loofa over her stomach. Pushing it beneath the water, he pulled it up, placing it on her chest and watching the water slither over and between her breasts.

      "I feel like I could sleep for a week, but at least I don't feel like I'm going to pass out anymore." Cameron held another grape to her mouth. "The fruit seemed to help, thank you."

      "After what we've both been through, I would have to agree with you. However, since we dock tomorrow, that will have to wait."

      His lips pressed to her neck below her ear. "And as much as I would just like to bury myself in you, I believe I have a story to tell you. In return, you will fill in a few blanks along the way."

      She tilted her head, giving him more access to her throat. "Then we will go into the other room to continue this." He grabbed her chin, turning it to capture her lips, pushing his tongue through to dance with hers in a promise of what was to come.

      Sadie laid her head back on Cameron's shoulder with a sigh.

      He spoke softly, "I think I fell in love with you the first night I saw you. I just didn't know if you would be able to accept my lifestyle with the BDSM community. I will never forget the day you answered the ad from the website."

      Sadie tilted her head to look up at him. "How did you know that?"

      "Something else you need to know." He kissed her forehead. "Just sit back and listen. I had Caleb hack into your computer and put the ad in every day until you answered."

      Sadie brushed her fingertips over his arm wrapped around her. "What would you have done if I didn't answer it?"

      "I gave myself a three-month limit. If by then, you hadn't at least inquired about it, I would have had him remove it and tried to forget you."

      "Why didn't I see you before the first day of the cruise, if you set this all up?" Sadie wasn't sure if she should feel excited he went to so much trouble or be very nervous.

      "I didn't want to give you the chance to run again! If the ship had already left port, then I had you right where I wanted you."

      "You still didn't know if I would be interested in you." She hesitated, then finished, "And don't be mad at Kenny the bartender, he was just watching out for me—"

      He cut her off, his eyebrows raised, "I don't want him looking after you. I want to be the one to do that."

      "You didn't let me finish, Sir, like a big brother. Until I took this job, my budget was pretty tight. I worked all the time." She moved to put more hot water in the tub, saying over her shoulder, "I wasn't sure if I would able to submit to another Dom after what happened. But you and Dimitri made it easy with the red band system. If I couldn't submit, at least I still had a job." She sat back down, rubbing her ass against him as she did.

      "Don't tease your Master, or this conversation will have to wait until I turn your ass a pretty shade of pink."

      He tweaked her nipple and she felt a jolt shoot through to her core. How did he do that?

      "I was in Dimitri's private room in his office while he interviewed you. I could tell you were nervous just looking at the equipment in Dimitri's office, but—"

      It was Sadie's turn to interrupt, "You saw my interview? How?"

      "Dimitri's office has cameras all over it, you can view what's happening from his private room." He palmed her breast in his hand. "Then when you were finally on board, I had no more patience." He moved her hair so it flowed down her back. "When you walked into the lounge, you looked so beautiful. The dress showed off all of your curves, as I knew it would." He ran his hands over her breasts, brushing across her stomach, then back up, his finger circling her nipple.

      "I knew if you entered the auction that you would be mine, and you were, but then circumstances still held me from claiming you totally. I thought I had covered all my bases when I moved you out. If I would have known that Arcola had someone planted on the ship, I would have never let you go."

      "I didn't know he was on the ship, either, but when I saw you with Queenie, I thought we were really done."

      "What do you mean, you saw me with Queenie?"

      "I was tanning, you were swimming laps, you got out of the pool, she wrapped you in a towel. Any of this coming back to you?"

      "That wasn't Queenie; it was Yvonne. I was helping her with a scavenger hunt, nothing more than that." Cameron sounded confused.

      "I made more out of it in my mind. You see, the first night on the cruise, I overheard Queenie say that she would be yours by the end of the cruise as it should have been. It seemed to me like the two of you knew each other very well. I also overheard her and Ryan speaking. I didn't know it was him at the time, but his voice sounded familiar. Now I know why."

      "This is where it gets complicated. I had a contract with Richard Arcola, for the fight." He started to explain, "It was a winner take all. Harley knew you were a distraction to me and encouraged me to move you out of the cabin to focus on the fight." He squeezed her tight to him. "I didn't want to do it, but then everyone else put their two cents in, and the next thing I knew, I had the moving crew meeting me at the cabin. What really pushed me over the edge was when they said I was putting you in danger."

      Cameron started to rise from the tub, moving Sadie forward as he stood. He reached for a towel and wrapped it around his waist after getting out. He held another towel for Sadie to step into. "If I would have known moving you out was going to get you stuck in the middle of my mess, I would have never done it." He turned Sadie so she was facing him. "You are mine, and I will never let you go." He started leading her back into the bedroom.

      In the middle of the bed, was a square gift box, with a red bow. Sadie turned and looked at Cameron. "Is that for me?"

      "It's kind of for both of us."

      Sadie went to the bed, and retrieving the box, she sat on the end. She looked up at Cameron as she slipped the bow from the top. She lifted the cover and under it, was a collar made of white gold and black diamonds, but it wasn't any ordinary collar, this one was shaped like angel wings.

      The wings started in the center of the collar, with the black diamonds encrusted in them, it then created about a three-inch wide choker as the wings wrapped around to the clasp in the back that held a key.

      "It's beautiful." Sadie lifted it from the case, as if it would break very easily.

      "Not as beautiful as the neck it will adorn. Turn, so I can put it on."

      When Sadie didn't move, Cameron's heart started beating erratically.

      She looked up at him. "I thought when a sub received a collar, it was done by a ceremony and witnessed with friends, almost like a wedding?" Her voice was small as she asked him her question.

      "If you would rather wait to do a ceremony, we can. I just can't go a minute longer without letting everyone know you're mine. If you won't wear my collar yet, will you at least wear this?" In Cameron's hand, he held another, smaller, jewelry box.

      He lifted the lid to show Sadie a stunning four-karat marquise cut engagement ring with baguettes along the side. He dropped to his knees in front of her. "I knew when I saw you, I would spend the rest of my life with you. The next day, I bought this. You gave me the idea for the collar when you left me the brooch. I went to the jeweler onboard and commissioned him to work on nothing else but the collar. I was going to give it to you earlier, but then all hell broke loose."

      A lone tear slid down Sadie's cheek. Cameron kissed it away. "No more tears, my angel. I want you be my submissive, and my wife, for the rest of our days." He removed the ring from the box and placed it on her finger. Cameron held his hands out.

      As Sadie placed her hands in his, he helped her up from the bed. She looked into Cameron's eyes. "When I signed on to this cruise, I knew it would be a life-changing experience, and boy, was I ever right. Yes, Sir, I will accept your collar as a symbol of my submission to you, my Master, and only you." She paused, looking at the ring sparkling in the candlelight from around the cabin, "I will marry you, Cameron, I will proudly wear your ring as a symbol of my love and devotion to you and our family." She stopped and quickly asked, "You do want kids someday, right?"

      Circling his arms around her, he pulled her close. "Yes, I would like children, just not right away. I want to enjoy you and me, I want to know everything about you, but most of all, I just want to be able to touch you whenever I want."

      Cameron slid the towel from Sadie's body. "When we are both healed, we will have a collar ceremony with our friends, to make it official, but until we do, I want you to wear it when we are together. Now hold your hair up while I put it on."

      Sadie turned her back to Cameron as she picked her hair up off her neck. She felt the cold metal of the collar against her skin, but it warmed quickly.

      Cameron took hold of her shoulder and turned her to face him. "I promise here and now, I will not ever again abuse the trust you have in me. I love you, Sadie." He took a step back to admire her.

      He'd been hard since they had left the tub, but his cock shot straight out of the towel still wrapped around his waist when he saw Sadie in his collar and nothing else.

      Sadie felt her actions would speak volumes to him. She dropped to her knees before him, a perfect submissive presentation. "Master, may I remove your towel?"

      Cameron was frozen in place; a small breath left his lips at the vision presented before him. How could she so easily forgive him for the danger he had put her in?

      When Cameron didn't respond to her request, she looked up at him. Sadie could read the confused look on Cameron's face. "Master, I know you didn't mean for any of this to happen to me, but you need to look at it from my point of view." She hesitated, reaching her hands up to remove the towel from his waist. "I would have been his target, either way. You just made it harder for him." She could feel the wetness gathering between her legs. Her mouth watered while waiting for her Master's permission. "I would very much like to put tonight behind us, at least for the next hour or two." She looked up through hooded eyes. "Master, I want to taste you, all of you. I want you so deep down my throat, all other thought will just leave and I will be all that remains."

      "Sadie, the minute you presented yourself to me, you had my total attention." Cameron gave a slight nod of his head.

      That was all Sadie needed. She opened her mouth, moving forward and capturing him, her lips nibbling their way up then licking her way back down. Sucking him in her mouth, she swirled her tongue around as she swallowed him down.

      Sadie moaned, vibrating the sound along his cock as she slipped him from her lips, only to suck him right back in. She couldn't seem to get enough, never had she been so relaxed. This just felt so right, having him push with short strokes, her sucking the tip, dipping her tongue, spreading his pre-cum as she went.

      She tilted her head to look up at Cameron, the position giving him more access, as he again plunged down her throat. His heavy balls smacked her chin.

      Cameron looked into the eyes of the woman at his feet, his heart constricting with her total submission showing in her eyes. This was something he had never experienced. If Cameron had any doubts that Sadie hadn't forgiven him, this moment proved to him she had. He was close to losing himself in her sweet mouth, but he wanted tonight to be about Sadie.

      He pulled himself out of her mouth and pulled her to her feet. Crushing her to his chest, he took her mouth almost savagely. "As much as I would love to coat your throat, I prefer to be deep inside your tight channel."

      He gathered her in his arms and moved them to the bed, placing Sadie in the middle. He climbed in next to her, gathering her close. "I will never get enough of you." He nipped at her mouth gently. "I want to make love to you, Sadie. I love our scenes, but tonight I need just us, no props. Can you do that, my angel?"

      Sadie's answer was to deepen the kiss Cameron was playing at. She moved her hands through his hair, digging her nails in as Cameron began twisting her nipple.

      He kissed his way over her cheek to her ear, licking a path down her neck to take her nipple in his mouth. A chill ran over her body with an unexpected need to just simply let him have free rein of her body, even though she had not been spanked or tied. It was as if her body knew to come alive when Cameron played it.

      Cameron met her eyes again, as he moved his kiss over to her other nipple which was begging for the same attention. He held eye contact until his tongue teased her nipple with fast swipes back and forth, and then she closed them with a needy moan. She tried to hold his head in place.

      Sadie believed if he continued doing that motion with his tongue, she would have her first orgasm by nipple play, but he pulled his head from her hands, leaning his chin on her stomach.

      "I will bind you if I have to, but I would prefer you free. Do not stop me from getting to what is now mine. We will have a lifetime of me making you come from playing with your nipples, but not tonight." Cameron continued his path down to her belly button, swirling his tongue, tickling her as he went. His path ending at her soaking wet folds, and when his tongue licked her swollen clit, she screamed, she was so aroused.

      Sadie's body burned with a euphoric need for Cameron. His tongue flicked across her clit, heightening her sensitivity. When he inserted his finger into her channel, her muscles locked down tight around it. He removed it, but this time when he pushed it in, he added another. "I love how your body milks my fingers as if they were my cock," he whispered against her wet channel, his breath cooling the furnace building in her.

      Sadie could feel her orgasm building; just as she was ready to come, Cameron removed his fingers again. The noise that escaped from Sadie sounded more like a wounded animal than a woman on the verge of fulfillment.

      Cameron's eyes looked to Sadie's face. "All in good time, my angel, and when you do, I will lap up every drop."

      His tongue continued to lick and suck on her clit, while he added a third finger, finding her G-spot, and vaulting her back off the bed. Cameron held on, keeping his lips fastened on her clit, sucking until she came apart.

      She tried to move back down onto the bed, but Cameron continued to feast on her like a starving man. "I will never get enough of you. The way you taste does things to me I just can't explain. I want to keep you right here in this position."

      Cameron knew exactly what he was doing. She was close again, but he needed her to know who owned all of her orgasms from now on. Cameron called her name three times before he had her full attention. "All of your orgasms are mine now; they belong only to me. Do you understand, Sadie?"

      "Yes, Sir." Her voice sounded small.

      "Do not sound so disappointed, I will have no problem watching you get yourself ready for me. Why don't we practice now?" He moved one of Sadie hands so her fingers slid through her wet folds pinching her clit, then pushing her middle finger in to try to finish what Cameron had not.

      She pulled her finger back, circling her clit, and then lightly tapped it. She separated her folds, spreading open her fingers, exposing her clit for his pleasure. He sucked on her at the same time his fingers slid inside her, jolting her body off the bed again as her orgasm rocketed through her.

      As Sadie floated back down to the bed after her second mind-blowing orgasm, she noted that Cameron had climbed her body and was gazing down at her. "I don't think I will ever get tired of seeing that look on your face."

      He started pushing his engorged cock into her, and her facial expression changed again. When he felt her channel tighten around him, it changed again. He began pumping into her. He didn't know how long he would be able to hold back, but he was determined to see the one face that expressed her true self to him.

      He placed both hands on either side of her head, holding her in place. "Open your eyes, Sadie, I need to feel your love."

      She opened them, locking onto his. He felt the pressure building, and he knew he wouldn't be able to hold off too much longer. He pushed into her one final time with his own wounded animal sound. At the same time, Sadie exploded with her third incredible orgasm.

      They were both breathing heavily, lying face to face on the bed. "I have to start taking more responsibility at the family business. My grandmother deserves to have some fun for a while before she can't. I know you signed a contract for three months with the cruise line. I hate to ask, Sadie, but will you break the contract, and stay on land with me?"

      Sadie couldn't imagine being on the ship without Cameron; she knew he was letting her make the decision, and that told Sadie all she needed to know. "If you won't mind me taking on a new project with Todd Phillips, I'll be just fine on land. He has a new play he wants me to star in."

      "We will have to go on the start-up cruise for the Sapphire, but you'll be a passenger this time, not one of the crew. Would you like to speak to the designer who is doing our cabin on the ship? You could tell him if there is anything special you would like included."

      "I think I'd like it to look similar to this one, but with the piano a permanent fixture, along with the hanging clip. Maybe we could use the two together." She smiled at the thought.

      "The launch is scheduled for October. Do you think you could put a wedding together in that time? We could have it on the ship. What do you think?" He was leaning over her, playing with her hair as she lay looking at the ceiling.

      "Could we do a theme wedding?" Sadie's eyebrows rose with her question.

      "You can have anything you want, Sadie. If you wanted the world, I would somehow try to gather it for you. That's how important you are to me."

      She laid her palm on his cheek, her other hand rising to try to brush the hair from his face. "I don't need the world, but what do you think about a Hollywood haunted Halloween theme?"

      "You don't think there was enough adventure on this cruise? I don't know if I could handle you being in danger again, even if it was staged."

      She brought his lips down to hers, kissing him with the promise of things to come. "We don't have to plan anything tonight. I don't think I can keep my eyes open much longer. You have totally worn me out."

      Cameron lay back on the pillows and gathered Sadie to his side, tucking her head under his chin. She curled into his body, her arm wrapping across his chest, her ankle entwined with his, and that's how she fell asleep.

      Cameron stayed awake, listening to Sadie until her breathing evened out as sleep consumed her. He looked down at the beautiful woman sleeping in his arms. With everything that had gone wrong, he couldn't help but think it all happened for a reason.

      What that reason was, he didn't know, he was just glad it had ended with the results he had wanted. His company was finally in his hands. Arcola was out of the picture, and Sadie agreed to be his wife. He closed his eyes, a contented smile on his face. Life is good! he thought before joining her in sleep.
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      Sadie opened her eyes to find Cameron leaning his head in the palm of his hand held up by his elbow. His eyes were glued to her face and she pulled the sheet over her head. "Don't look at me, my face has to be a hideous color by now."

      Cameron pulled the sheet from her face. "I have looked at your face all night, why are you now covering it from me?"

      Trying to pull the sheet back, Sadie said, "Last night it was dark, so you couldn't really see it. Now, with the sun shining through, there is no hiding it."

      Finally pulling the sheet away from her, Cameron said, "Your coloring only enhances your already lovely face. I still can't believe you actually broke his nose." He laughed.

      "If I wasn't tied up the whole time, I could have done more damage. Dwayne didn't think too highly of me, though." She rubbed her jaw tenderly with the reminder.

      "I would like to go a few rounds with that bastard. Apparently, his father never taught him about hitting women. I would like the pleasure of beating it into him." Cameron had a faraway look on his face, and then his smile turned into a satisfied grin.

      Focusing back on Sadie, he said, "We have already docked, and the passengers are having their final breakfast on board. Captain Joshua has planned a private breakfast, and I would very much like you to attend it with me."

      He got out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. Moving to the end of the bed, he picked up a long black silk robe. He moved to her side of the bed. "Now, I would like you to get up and wrap this around yourself before the team gets here."

      When Sadie gave him a confused look, he continued, "Madison and Isabella mentioned that they had Derek, Skylar, and Ivy get you ready last night. I figured they could help this morning. They'll be here in five minutes."

      "If it's that important to you that I go, I will. I have to get used to doing my cover-up myself anyway. But thank you for the thought." Sadie let him wrap the two sides of the robe around her as she snuggled into his body.

      Cameron hugged her tight. "No, you really don't have to get used to it. I could hire them for as long as you need them to feel publicly ready."

      "That's not the point, but I will use them this morning. By the way, I don't need Ivy. She just did my nails last night. I should be good for a week now." She raised up on her toes and kissed him on the cheek as she scooted past him to use the bathroom.

      Sadie jumped out of the fastest shower she had ever taken. She walked into the cabin to find Derek and Skylar talking with Cameron.

      "Good morning, guys, thank you for helping me look presentable." She kissed each of them in greeting.

      Derek held her chin into the light. "You have a darker shade of purple today, but I think I have just what you need. Sit, let's get started, we don't have that long."

      In the span of twenty minutes, they had Sadie ready for breakfast. "You guys are truly amazing at what you do. Thank you so much!" Sadie held the mirror, tilting it back and forth, admiring the flawless job Derek had done with her face.

      Skylar had styled her hair in a beautiful French braid, with diamond accented pins strategically placed. Finally, Cameron had picked a simple strapless sundress, with wedge sandals.

      Sadie was ready for breakfast and Derek and Skylar said their congratulations and goodbyes. While they had worked their magic, Cameron had used that time to dress as well. Sadie's breath hitched when she saw him standing by the closed door.

      He wore a black suit, giving his already sinister looks meaning. All he needed was a Fedora to finish the ensemble. The black jacket covered a blood red, high-collared shirt, fitting his perfect body. But it was the thin black tie that caught Sadie's attention. Sitting in the middle of it was a tie tack, but not just any tie tack. It was the angel-winged brooch she had left him. Her moist eyes rose to his as the tie tack glittered in the light. His head tilted in understanding.

      She continued her appraisal of him; his slacks were fitted to his hips, while the legs fit loose around his thick thighs straight down to the tips of black shoes.

      Sadie eyes traveled back to Cameron's face. She saw he had fine-tuned the edges of his mustache and trimmed his thin beard. His hair curled just to his shoulders. The diamonds in his ears caught Sadie's attention, and she smiled.

      "Something amusing?" He moved towards her.

      "I was just thinking you probably have more diamonds on you than most women." Smiling as she fingered the brooch, she added, "I wouldn't have thought you could ever wear this." Then she wrapped her arms around his neck, looking up to his chiseled, bruised face.

      "I thought the same thing, but as you can see, we were both wrong." He held her close, inhaling her scent mixed with her perfume and knew he would never get enough of her.

      He reached for her hand with her engagement ring, raising it to his lips. "This diamond is a part of the only diamonds that are important to me." He kissed her fingers and the diamond. "Now, let's go find out what, exactly, my grandmother has to say for herself. I'm sure this is going to be an interesting story." He paused at the door. "I also want to let everyone know that they are all invited to our wedding."

      Sadie stopped in the doorway. "Master, could we bring my collar? I would like to have the ceremony before we leave the ship if that's all right with you?"

      "Nothing would please me more than for everyone to know that you are truly mine in every way." He walked back into the cabin to retrieve the jewelry box.
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      They were the last to arrive. Although Cameron had told Sadie it was a private breakfast, he headed towards the dining room instead. "I thought you said breakfast was in the captain's cabin?"

      "I did, but news spreads fast on this ship, as you can see."

      He opened the doors for her, and as Sadie stood in the doorway surveying the full dining room of applauding well-wishers, a tear fell down her cheek. Cameron kissed it away. "I asked Caleb and Marco for some help."

      Marco had set a table where the band would normally play. But today, it was set for Sadie, Cameron, Dimitri, Madison, Isabella, and Caleb.

      When Cameron got to the table, he stopped Sadie, turning her to him. He held the jewelry box with the angel collar in his hand. Sadie's expression was pure surprise as Cameron leaned forward and whispered in her ear, "I just made it look like I was collecting your collar, and the truth is I already had it in my pocket."

      He stood back to his full height. "Sadie Sommers, I know we have been through a lot in the few short days we have been together. The craziness that surrounded us has finally subsided, and I don't know for how long the peace will last. But what I do know is that whatever craziness happens in the future, I want to be crazy with you."

      Sadie jumped. She was so wrapped up in what Cameron was saying, she hadn't noticed that Madison and Isabella had come up behind her, one at each shoulder. They then placed a pillow on the floor in front of her, helping her to kneel before Cameron.

      "Sadie, will you accept my collar, to wear as a symbol of your submission to me? To show everyone who sees it, that you belong to only me. I promise to guide you and train you to become the submissive you were born to be. I promise I will cherish and honor the trust you give so freely from now until they lay me in the ground. I will provide for and protect you. But above all things, I promise to love you with every breath I take."

      Sadie turned and looked at Isabella and Madison, her friends, whose faces showed the happiness she was feeling. She wiped the tears that stained her face as she presented herself to her Master.

      Isabella and Madison held her hair away as Cameron locked the collar around her neck. Then he presented the key to Sadie. "I give you this key to hold and protect, as it is a symbol of my love and commitment to you and our lifestyle."

      Dimitri and Caleb had gathered behind Cameron. "Sadie, Master Cameron has declared his intentions and his love, will you submit to him only for as long as you wear his collar?" Dimitri's voice carried for the whole room to hear.

      Sadie looked up at Cameron, the makeup Derek had applied smeared from her wiping at the joyful tears streaming down her face. Sadie told Cameron with all the love she felt in her heart, "I will wear your collar proudly. I will wear it as a symbol of my submission to you; I look forward to the training because there is still a lot I need to learn. I will trust you to protect me from danger as well as from myself, as I tend to defend the ones I love without thought to my own well-being." Sadie sniffled, and Madison handed her a tissue. "I promise to accept and guard this key, the symbol of your love and commitment. I will cherish and honor your trust as the foundation for our life, but above everything else, I promise to love you for all of our days."

      Cameron leaned over and pulled Sadie to her feet, kissing her fiercely. He couldn't believe she was finally his.

      The room erupted with applause and cheering. Cameron spun Sadie around, squeezing her tight. "Should we tell them now that we're getting married too, or would you rather wait?"

      "Oh my word, look at the size of that ring!" Madison exclaimed.

      "I guess we'll have to tell them now."

      Cameron tucked Sadie into his side, speaking loud enough for everyone to hear. "Yes, it's true, Sadie agreed to become my wife last night. If I didn't think she deserved the wedding of her dreams, I would have Captain Josh marry us now."

      "I would be okay with that," Sadie said excitedly.

      "Oh no, you won't!" Madison shouted, with Isabella backing her up. "Every woman deserves her dream wedding."

      Dimitri moved over to Madison. "I believe that is Master Cameron and Sadie's decision to make, not yours."

      "I just thought…" Madison started.

      "Madison, rest easy, I would like Sadie to have her dream wedding also." Cameron turned to Sadie. "We could have it on the Sapphire, before the launch, and then honeymoon for the whole cruise. That will give you time to plan it. What do you think?"

      Sadie gazed into Cameron's eyes, seeing the love for her shining there. "I think whatever my Master wants is what I will do."

      "Fine, then it's settled. You will plan the wedding for the launch. I'm sure Madison and Isabella will be able to help you put it together. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to have a few words with my grandmother before she disappears."

      Sadie lost sight of Cameron as he walked to his grandmother. A small crowd began gathering around Sadie to see her ring and collar and blocked her vision. So she turned her attention back to the celebration in their honor.
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      Cameron approached his grandmother and Harley, who stood holding his hand out to congratulate Cameron. "So, it was all worth it in the end, huh?" Looking toward Sadie in the group, he added, "I think the two of you will be very happy together." Harley pulled Cameron forward by his hand and quietly told him, "Listen, before you say anything."

      Harley let his hand drop and turned to Constance. "I'll let you two talk. I'm going to see Emmett. Just tell him what you know, that's all you can do." He kissed her on the cheek then left.

      Cameron sat in his empty chair. "You really like him?"

      "Yes, I really like him. Is that so hard to believe?"

      "No, I just kinda thought that after Grandpa died, you just… oh, I don't know, I don't want to talk about your love life, you're a grown woman. I just want to know what happened to my mom."

      Constance Cameron what he wanted to know. "I was going to take this to the grave, and you can do what you want after you hear the story, but think before you act, please."

      Cameron nodded, and she continued, "Lydia met Richard Arcola at a Vegas trade show. She came back home all excited about this new guy she had met and told me how different he was. He rented an apartment close to us, even though his family business was in New Jersey. We started seeing less and less of her, so I got ahold of her one day and was going to lay down the law. The next thing I knew, she had flown into my arms and was crying and trying to talk at the same time." Constance got that far away look in her eyes as she remembered what happened.

      Focusing back on Cameron, she continued, "She told me when she first started seeing him, things were new and good. Then he told her he was into the BDSM lifestyle, and he wanted her to become his submissive. Like I said before, she knew about me and your grandfather so she figured it was all right."

      Constance rubbed her arms, trying the shake the chill these memories brought. "He was trying to control her, not share a lifestyle. He knew who she was and had targeted her. They knew we hid our lifestyle, because back then, it was considered abusive. No one understood it. Only a few select friends knew. He started with little things, and then steadily the abuse progressed under the guise of BDSM. Lydia finally showed me the lash marks on her back. He had opened the skin on a few and then hadn't let them heal, and they had scarred. I wanted to kill him myself." The anger showed on her face.

      "I told her she needed to get away from him, and she agreed with me. She said she would tell him that night. She never came home. When we went to his apartment, it was empty and we had no idea where to look for her."

      Cameron grabbed his grandmother's hands.

      "That's when Constance came to me," Emmett said as he came up to stand behind Constance's chair, placing his hands on her shoulder for comfort. "She knew I had connections all across the globe. I owned wineries all over the world, as well as my private business." He had a smug smile on his face. No one really knew what his "private business" was, and no one ever asked.

      "When we found her," Constance began again, "she was drugged and tied to a bed, in a house full of other women in the same situation. Arcola and the rest of his crew were getting ready to sell her to the highest bidder."

      Emmett continued, "We got her out, as well as the other women, and took her home. Arcola wasn't charged."

      Cameron's face flew between Emmett's and his grandmother's. "What happened?"

      "They said there was not enough evidence against him. He'd hired other people to do his dirty work. We found out from Lydia when the drugs wore off and she'd had some rest what had happened that night," Emmett started.

      Constance put her hand over his as she turned her head to look at him. "I'll tell him this, Emmett." She turned back to her grandson. "When your mother was awake and rested, she told me that Richard had gone ballistic that she wanted to end things with him. She was terrified. She tried to run from the apartment, but he was too quick. He bound and gagged her, then made some phone calls. The next thing she knew, she was being hauled to his car, and he took her to the house we found her in. She didn't remember much of her time there, but she knew Richard came to her every day." His grandmother hesitated with the story.

      "So, then she met my father and they fell in love. Why wouldn't you tell me? I understand that a lot happened to her, and maybe I wasn't ready to hear all of it, but at least I would have known why that asshole hated us so much."

      "I'm not finished with my story, and this last part is why I never said anything to you. Your mother was pregnant with his child."

      Cameron couldn't breathe; his chest felt like someone had just punched him in. He felt soft hands on his cheeks. "Breathe with me, Master." Sadie turned his head to look at her; she had come up behind him and had heard Constance's admission.

      "What happened to the baby?" Cameron whispered.

      "She gave birth to a little boy. We almost lost her, they had done so much damage to her, and the doctor didn't think she would ever have children again, but then you came along. You were her miracle." Constance was crying now.

      "What happened to the baby?" Cameron demanded through gritted teeth.

      "I'm right here."

      Cameron looked up; he began to rise from the chair he sat on, looking into the face of Xavier Legend. Then he looked at his grandmother. "All these years, you knew I had a half-brother, and you never told me?"

      Sobbing now, Constance practically yelled, "I wasn't allowed; it was in the contract your mother signed with Emmett."

      Cameron swung to Emmett. "Why? Why would you keep us apart?"

      "My wife, Stephanie, couldn't have children. I had told her about Lydia, and she wanted to help. She knew this was the only way she would be able to have a child of her own. She began telling her friends that we were having a baby; she went so far as to buy one of those contraptions that made it look like she really was pregnant. When your mother went into labor, we made it appear like Stephanie was too. When we left the hospital, we held in our arms a beautiful, healthy baby boy." Emmett looked at Xavier.

      "You still haven't answered my question." Cameron was also looking at Xavier, only his expression was as if Xavier had two heads.

      "I'm a very wealthy man, and she never wanted anyone to know. She never wanted Xavier to know. She knew what a sick bastard Arcola was, and she never wanted her son to be taken away from her. So all records were changed accordingly, with a very large donation to the hospital."

      "My mother recently passed away, and in her will, there was a letter to me. After I read it, I told my father I wanted to meet you. I'm sorry we are meeting under these circumstances," Xavier said.

      Emmett spoke up. "I figured we would book some cabins on the cruise, and Xavier was going to introduce himself to you, but I'm glad he didn't." Cameron's head jerked to Emmett. "Would you have believed him?" Emmett challenged.

      Cameron's head hung in defeat. "No, you're probably right. I probably wouldn't have."

      Constance held one of Cameron's hands. "Cameron, I would like to introduce you to your half- brother, Xavier Legend. Xavier, I would like you to meet Cameron."

      The two men looked at each other for a few moments and then shook hands. Finally, each one of them pulled the other into a brotherly hug.

      "We are going to have to sit down and compare notes on each other's lives, but right now, I'd like you to meet Sadie, my fiancée and submissive."

      "It's a pleasure to meet you. I hope we will be seeing a lot of each other. I want to get to know my brother." Xavier gave Sadie a hug also.

      "I have a question," Sadie said, pulling out of his arms. "If you're Richard Arcola's son, why would you come forward and say that, when he is still alive and kicking? Aren't you worried he'll do something to you or your dad?" she questioned them.

      "If you look around, no one is really paying any attention to us. No one knows what was said here except for us. Emmett Legend is my father, no one else," Xavier proudly stated.

      Sadie glanced around the room; the only ones paying them any attention were Sadie and Cameron's friends. "I see your point."

      Cameron stood from his chair, pulling his grandmother to her feet with him, and then he pulled her into his arms, whispering, "I understand why you didn't tell me, but that doesn't mean I'm not still mad about it." He kissed her on the cheek and moved to pull Sadie into his arms.

      Xavier was looking at Sadie when he said with a smile, "I see we already have something in common, brother."

      "What would that be, brother?" Cameron growled, pulling Sadie to his side, his need to show his brother that Sadie was by far nothing they would ever have in common. She was all his.

      "Relax, baby brother," Xavier slurred. "Although your submissive is beautiful and talented, I prefer mine to be redheads and a little more dependent on me." Leaning in so only Cameron would hear him, he went on, "Or if it's the right person, strong arms and a tight ass." Xavier was looking over Cameron's shoulder at Dimitri with a knowing smile.

      Sadie felt Cameron's entire body relax against hers. "Yes, she can be headstrong, and her face paid the price this time. We will talk later on that other comment."  Cameron caught Xavier's gaze and turned to see Dimitri in his line of sight.

      He turned his attention back to his brother. "I wouldn't want her any other way, and maybe by the wedding you'll have found your own sub."

      "So I'm invited to the wedding?" Xavier asked with raised eyebrows.

      "I'd like the chance to get to know you, but it's up to you. I'm still trying to wrap my head around this whole thing."

      "I've had a couple of months to soak in the news." He handed Cameron a business card. "When you're ready to talk, give me a call."

      Cameron stuffed the card in his jacket pocket, extending his hand. "Welcome to the family." He jerked him into a bear hug. "I always wanted a big brother," he teased with a big smile on his face.

      "We'll be in touch." Xavier turned and smiled at Dimitri who had joined them. "Maybe we can do lunch sometime and talk business. You seem to have an excellent mind for it, and I'm always looking for new adventures." He handed Dimitri his card, sliding his fingers along his palm. Then he turned and left the dining room. Emmett, however, lingered behind.

      Cameron gave his friend a questioning look and then turned to his grandmother. "How are you getting back to your apartment? Is Monty coming to get you?"

      Simultaneously, Harley and Emmett spoke up. "I can drive you back." Both men were looking at each other.

      Cameron interjected, "I'll leave you to deal with your own love life, and I'm going to go start enjoying mine." With that said, he gathered Sadie and escorted her from the room.

      "Who do you think she'll choose?" Sadie asked as he led her down the hallway to their cabin.

      "I'm not sure, but if I had to guess, I'd say they are both in trouble." Cameron swung Sadie up into his arms. "We have this cabin for a few more hours, and I intend to make good use of them." The door slammed behind them.
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      Madison stood holding the maid-of-honor dress she had agreed to wear for Sadie and Cameron's wedding. She couldn't believe how fast the time had passed; it seemed like yesterday they had announced their engagement.

      Isabella came into the dressing room carrying a similar looking dress, as they were both her maids-of-honor. However, Sadie didn't want them in the same dress, so they were here, trying to decide.

      "I kind of like the one you're holding," Isabella said.

      "Here, you try it on." Madison handed her the dress. "Can you believe the wedding is a month away?" she shouted when Isabella closed the dressing room door.

      "I know; they say time goes faster as you get older." Isabella came out with the dress on, laughing.

      "Wow, that really looks good on you; it's a good color too." Madison turned her towards the mirror.

      "It does look nice if I do say so." Isabella turned to the left, the right, then all the way around, to see the back. "They'll have to hem it a little, but if you don't mind, I'd like this one?"

      Madison looked over her shoulder in the mirror. "I think you should wear it; it really does look better on you." The gown was a satin sapphire blue, thick sash halter dress, leaving her shoulders exposed. It was gathered at the waist to one side, held by a silver clasp designed like angel wings. The bottom flowed to the floor, with a small train in the back. The dress hugged her curves in all the right places. "Sadie said to just buy what we liked, and Matthew from costume design will do any alterations we need. Cameron set up an account for us for anything we need."

      "Shoes included?" Isabella asked with glee in her eyes.

      "Yes, even shoes!" Madison confirmed.

      "Do you think Cameron's brother will be at the wedding?" Isabella shouted from the dressing room.

      Madison hoped he wouldn't but wasn't too confident he wasn't coming. "I don't know. Sadie hasn't said whether or not he sent back the response card they sent with his invitation." Every day, Madison prayed he wouldn't be there.

      She and Dimitri had been together since the launch of the Onyx, but with the launch of the Sapphire a month away, she hadn't seen much of him, and when she did, he just dragged himself into bed.

      She was starting to think he was losing interest in her. They hardly played anymore, and when he wasn't working, he was catching up with his friends. She had been feeling very neglected lately, and with her past relationship with Xavier hanging in the balance, it was better if she didn't see him.

      Isabella came out of the dressing room again. "Hey, where'd you go? I was asking you if Dimitri has hinted about a collaring ceremony for you and him on this ship?" Madison stared blankly at her. "Hey, what's the matter?" Isabella went to her, holding both her hands.

      "I don't know, it's just that he's been so distant lately. I think instead of a collaring ceremony, he's going to end our contract." A silent tear slid down her cheek.

      Isabella wiped it away. "Madison, he's just really busy. Caleb comes home and does the same thing, I'm sure."

      "Okay, does Caleb fall asleep when you're talking to him in bed?"

      "Well, we don't talk much in bed, but when we have, no, he's stayed awake," Isabella hesitated. "But I'm sure all that will change after the launch."

      "You know if it wasn't for the wedding being planned for the ship, I would not go." Madison sounded so sad.

      "You have to go. You can't let his work get in the way. You'll have his total attention when we're underway."

      "Well, of course, I'm going. I wouldn't miss Sadie's wedding. I just think I might book my own cabin with Melanie. Nothing like being prepared, besides it's either do that or bunk with you, and I don't think Caleb would be on board with that."

      "I think you're seeing something that's not there, but you do what you have to."

      They left the store, bags full to the brim with what they would need for the wedding. Madison dropped Isabella at her apartment then headed home feeling a little better after talking to her.

      When she got there, she carried her bags in and threw them on the couch. She called for Dimitri but got not answer. She headed to the answering machine and pressed play.

      The first message was from the dress shop, reminding her that they could do the alterations on the dress. Delete. The next message was from her sister telling her that her father was in town. "Big Deal," Madison muttered under her breath. Delete.

      The last message had her holding her breath; it was from Xavier. "You refused to talk to me on the ship, and now you've blocked my number from your cell phone. We need to talk eventually. I've missed you, Amber, please call me."

      She stood and stared blankly at the answering machine. Then she thought, what if Dimitri heard this message, and left? She headed to the bedroom to look for his stuff. Thankfully, it was all still there. She raced back into the other room to erase the messages.

      Madison was in the process of pushing delete when Dimitri walked in the apartment. "Who called?" he questioned as she pressed the delete button.

      "Just some newspaper looking for an interview."

      "Why did you delete it? We can use all the publicity we can get, and if it's free, that's the best kind." He smiled, giving her a kiss on the cheek.

      "Oh, sorry, I thought Melanie had set up all your interviews for the launch."

      "She did, but the more the merrier." He put his stuff down on the couch and headed back towards her, scooping her up in his arms. "We are just about a month away from the launch. I don't remember being this nervous with the last one."

      "Maybe because, last time, Cameron took some of the edge off by helping. Remember, he did all the groundwork so he wouldn't run into Sadie."

      "Oh, yeah, that's right. I did forget that. He has helped, but not as much as the last time. He's too preoccupied with his bride-to-be."

      "Can you blame him? It's exciting getting married, so I'm told."

      "Well, they can keep it, I'm just fine being a Master to my sub. Don't you agree?" Dimitri questioned, placing her on the ground.

      "I guess so," Madison said, her response close to a whisper.

      "No rings and collars for us. We know who we are, right?"

      With every question Dimitri asked, Madison retreated a little more within herself. "Yes, you are correct, Master." She reached for her bag and keys.

      "Where are you going?"

      "I have to meet Isabella to go over wedding stuff. I'll be home late so don't wait up. I'm sure you're tired." She stood where she was as he bent to kiss her goodbye.

      "Say hello for me." Then turning on his heel, he waved over his shoulder as he walked down the hall to the bathroom.
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      Madison sat in her car, her phone in her hand, looking at the Sapphire. It really was a beautiful ship, similar to the Onyx, but the colors were all in blues and grays.

      She looked at the phone in her hand. If she didn't call him, he could call the apartment and leave another message, and she couldn't have that. She dialed Xavier's number.

      "Hello, beautiful, I knew I'd be hearing from you. Still haven't said anything to Dimitri about me, have you?"

      "No, and I plan on keeping it that way. You have to stop this. There is nothing between us, and there never will be."

      "That's where you're wrong, Amber. I would have never let you go if I had known what was happening. Where are you? I will meet you."

      Madison knew he wasn't going to go away until he saw that she had moved on and she was with Dimitri. "Fine, I'm at the docks by the Sapphire, and, Xavier, it's Madison now."

      "I'll be there in ten minutes, don't go anywhere." Then the phone went dead.

      Madison looked around the area. Usually, it was busy with activity, but it was a Sunday and everyone but security had the day off. That reminded her to stay away from any cameras.

      Xavier pulled up next to Madison's car and joined her in it. "You look the same, yet different. I mean, your hair is longer and a different color, but there's a maturity in your face that wasn't there when we were together. It suits you."

      "Xavier, we can't do this. We weren't right then, and I can't imagine us being good now. Why can't you just let me go?" As much as the words were coming out of her mouth, he knew there was no conviction behind them.

      "Because deep down, you know I'm right. We had a few bumps in our relationship, but nothing we couldn't have worked through. You just disappeared." There was a pleading look in his clear blue eyes.

      Madison started to panic; she didn't know how to answer him. There were things in her past no one knew about and she wanted to keep it that way. Hearing the plea in his request pulled at her heart, though. The timbre of his voice vibrated through her, making her wet. She needed to concentrate or she'd be in deep shit. She couldn't hurt Dimitri.

      She shook those thoughts off. "Things have been hectic with the launch of the new boat, then the planning for the wedding. No one has had time for anything," she lied with a straight face.

      "There is always time for the person you love," Xavier said as he brushed some hair from her face, cradling her cheek in his palm.

      She leaned into the warmth of his hand, remembering a time when she craved his touch all over her body.

      "You still remember my touch; I can feel it." He captured her lips, coaxing them open he deepened the kiss.

      She responded just like he knew she would. She was everything he had hoped to find in his perfect mate, but she had disappeared from his life in the blink of an eye, and he planned on getting her back, no matter what it took.
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      Dimitri had waited for Madison to leave the garage before he climbed into his black Mercedes SLK550. Then he followed her to the dock.

      He watched as an Audi R8 Spyder pulled up. He saw Xavier Legend get out, then climb into the passenger seat of Madison's car. His anger was growing with every lie he caught her in. He had heard Xavier's message but had left it to see what Madison, or Amber, would do with it. Amber, that was the name Ryan had called her.

      From where he sat, he couldn't see what was happening in her car; her tinted windows didn't help, either. He sat there for almost thirty minutes before the passenger door opened and Xavier got out.

      Dimitri liked Xavier; Cameron had introduced them on the Onyx and he had ended up going to lunch with them later. The conversation had covered a wide range of topics, and then it hit on the upcoming launch, and with that, the wedding.

      "Dimitri is going to be my best man, but Sadie has asked both Madison and Isabella to be her maids-of honor, so I guess I need two best men, you up for the job?"

      "To walk down the aisle with Madison, hell yeah!" The words were out of Xavier's mouth before he could stop them. "Sorry, dude, but she's hot," he said quickly to cover his admission.

      "I get it; don't think I don't know what I have," Dimitri countered. He looked at Xavier as if seeing him for the first time. He had a military cut hair style, a chiseled jaw, with thick brown eyebrows that covered crystal blue eyes, his olive skin giving him a Mediterranean look. His shoulders were wide, his arms bulged with muscles, and around both his biceps, he had tattoos wrapping around them. Dimitri imagined he had a six-pack under his shirt. His gaze had traveled farther and caught a look at the bulge in his pants and raised his eyes to catch Xavier looking at him as well.

      Dimitri had never been attracted to men before, but there was something about Cameron's brother that affected him. Dimitri hid his growing erection, not knowing how to deal with the feelings he was having. He'd had a similar feeling when they had met on the cruise. He had excused himself from lunch and had not seen Xavier since.

      Now, as he watched him adjust the bulge in his pants before closing the car door and getting back into his own, he wasn't sure if he was mad at Madison for meeting Xavier behind his back, or for Xavier having the same effect on him.

      Dimitri knew there was something missing from his relationship with Madison. Things had changed after Xavier came into their life, but now sitting in the car, an idea was forming and he figured it could be a win-win for everybody. He just wasn't sure if he could really follow through on it. Sharing Madison would take a lot of getting used to, but if that's what it took to keep her, he would.

      Dimitri watched until both cars had left before he started his car and headed towards Cameron's penthouse. He knew if anyone could convince him this was right, it would be Cameron.
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      Madison stood holding the maid-of-honor dress she had agreed to wear for Sadie and Cameron's wedding. She couldn't believe how fast the time had passed. It seemed like yesterday they announced their engagement.

      Isabella came into the dressing room carrying a similar looking dress, as they were both Sadie's maids-of-honor. However, Sadie didn't want them in the same dress, so they were here, trying to decide.

      "I kind of like the one you're holding," Isabella said.

      "Here, you try it on." Madison handed her the dress. "Can you believe the wedding is a month away?" she shouted when Isabella closed the dressing room door.

      "I know. They say time goes faster as you get older." Isabella came out with the dress on, laughing.

      "Wow, that really looks good on you. It's a good color too." Madison turned her toward the mirror.

      "It does look nice if I do say so." Isabella turned to the left, the right, then all the way around, to see the back. "They'll have to hem it a little, but if you don't mind, I'd like this one?"

      Madison looked over her shoulder in the mirror. "I think you should wear it; it really does look better on you." The gown was a satin sapphire blue, thick sash halter dress, leaving her shoulders exposed. It was gathered in the waist to one side, held by a silver clasp designed like angel wings. The bottom flowed to the floor with a small train in the back.

      The dress hugged her curves in all the right places. "Sadie said to just buy what we liked, and Matthew from costume design will do the alterations we need. Cameron set up an account for us for anything we need."

      "Shoes included?" Isabella asked with glee in her eyes.

      "Yes, even shoes," Madison confirmed.

      "Do you think Cameron's brother will be at the wedding?" Isabella shouted from the dressing room.

      Madison hoped he wouldn't but wasn't too confident he wasn't coming. "I don't know. Sadie hasn't said whether or not he sent back the response card they sent with his invitation." Every day Madison prayed he wouldn't be there.

      She and Dimitri had been together since the launch of the Onyx, but with the launch of the Sapphire a month away, she hadn't seen much of him, and when she did, he just dragged himself into bed.

      She was starting to think he was losing interest with her. They hardly played anymore, and when he wasn't working, he was catching up with his friends. She had been feeling very neglected lately, and with her past relationship with Xavier hanging in the balance, it was better if she didn't see him.

      Isabella came out of the dressing room again. "Hey, where'd you go? I was asking you if Dimitri has hinted about a collaring ceremony for you and him on the ship."

      Madison stared blankly at her. "Hey, what's the matter?" Isabella went to her, holding both her hands.

      "I don't know, it's just that he's been so distant lately. I think instead of a collaring ceremony, he's going to end our contract." A single tear slid down her cheek.

      Isabella wiped it away. "Madison, he's just really busy. Caleb comes home and does the same thing, I'm sure."

      "Okay, does Caleb fall asleep when you're talking to him in bed?"

      "Well, we don't talk much in bed, but when we have, no, he's stayed awake." Isabella hesitated. "But I'm sure all that will change after the launch."

      "You know if it wasn't for the wedding being planned for the ship, I wouldn't go." Madison sounded so sad.

      "You have to go. You can't let his work get in the way. You'll have his total attention when we're underway."

      "Well, of course, I'm going. I wouldn't miss Sadie's wedding. I just think I might book my own cabin with Melanie. Nothing like being prepared. Besides, it's either do that or bunk with you, and I don't think Caleb would be on board with that."

      "I think you're seeing something that's not there, but you do what you have to."

      They left the store, bags full to the brim with what they would need for the wedding. Madison dropped Isabella at her apartment then headed home feeling a little better after talking to her.

      When she got there, she carried her bags in and threw them on the couch. She called for Dimitri but got no answer. She headed to the answering machine and pressed play.

      The first message was from the dress shop, reminding her that they could do the alterations on the dress. Delete. The next message was from her sister, telling her that her father was in town. "Big deal," Madison muttered under her breath. Delete.

      The last message had her holding her breath; it was from Xavier. "You refused to talk to me on the ship, and now you've blocked my number from your cell phone. We need to talk eventually. I've missed you, Amber, please call me."

      She stood and stared blankly at the answering machine. Then she thought, what if Dimitri heard this message, and left? She headed to the bedroom to look for his stuff. Thankfully it was all still there. She raced back into the other room to erase the message.

      Madison was in the process of pushing delete when Dimitri walked in the apartment. "Who called?" he questioned as she pressed the delete button.

      "Just some newspaper looking for an interview."

      "Why did you delete it? We can use all the publicity we can get, and if it's free, that's the best kind." He smiled, giving her a kiss on the cheek.

      "Oh, sorry. I thought Melanie had set up all your interviews for the launch."

      "She did, but the more the merrier." He put his stuff down on the couch and headed back toward her, scooping her up in his arms. "We are just about a month away from the launch. I don't remember being this nervous with the last one."

      "Maybe because last time, Cameron took some of the edge off by helping. Remember, he did all the groundwork so he wouldn't run into Sadie."

      "Oh, yeah, that's right. I did forget that. He has helped, but not as much as the last time. He's too preoccupied with his bride-to-be."

      "Can you blame him? It's exciting getting married, so I'm told."

      "Well, they can keep it, I'm just fine being a Master to my sub. Don't you agree?" Dimitri questioned, placing her on the ground.

      "I guess so." Madison's response was close to a whisper.

      "No rings and collars for us. We know who we are, Right?"

      With every question Dimitri asked, Madison retreated a little more within herself. "Yes, you are correct, Master." She reached for her bag and keys.

      "Where are you going?"

      "I have to meet Isabella to go over wedding stuff. I'll be home late so don't wait up. I'm sure you're tired." She stood where she was as he bent to kiss her goodbye.

      "Say hello for me." Then turning on his heel, he waved over his shoulder as he walked down the hall to the bedroom.
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      Madison sat in her car, her phone in her hand, looking at the Sapphire. It really was a beautiful ship, similar to the Onyx, but the colors were all in blues and grays.

      She looked at her phone in her hand. If she didn't call him, he could call the apartment and leave another message, and she couldn't have that. She dialed Xavier's number.

      "Hello, beautiful. I knew I'd be hearing from you. Still haven't said anything to Dimitri about me, have you?"

      "No, and I plan on keeping it that way. You have to stop this. There is nothing between us, and there never will be."

      "That's where you're wrong, Amber. I would have never let you go if I had known what was happening. Where are you? I will meet you."

      Madison knew he wasn't going to go away until he saw that she had moved on and was with Dimitri. "Fine, I'm at the docks by the Sapphire, and Xavier, it's Madison now."

      "I'll be there in ten minutes. Don't go anywhere." Then the phone went dead.

      Madison looked around the area. Usually, it was busy with activity, but it was a Sunday and everyone but security had the day off. That reminded her. Stay away from the cameras.

      Xavier pulled up next to Madison's car and joined her in it. "You look the same, yet different. I mean, your hair is longer and a different color, but there's a maturity in your face that wasn't there when we were together. It suits you."

      "Xavier, we can't do this. We weren't right then, and I can't imagine us being good now. Why can't you just let me go?" As much as the words were coming out of her mouth, he knew there was no conviction behind them.

      "Because deep down you know I'm right. We had a few bumps in our relationship, but nothing we couldn't have worked through. You just disappeared." There was a pleading look in his clear blue eyes.

      Madison started to panic; she didn't know how to answer him. There were things in her past no one knew about and she wanted to keep it that way. Hearing the plea in his request pulled at her heart, though. The timbre of his voice vibrated through her, making her wet. She needed to concentrate or she'd be in deep shit. She couldn't hurt Dimitri.

      She shook those thoughts off. "Things have been hectic with the launch of the new ship, then the planning for the wedding. No one has had time for anything," she lied with a straight face.

      "There is always time for the person you love," Xavier said as he brushed some hair from her face, cradling her cheek in his palm.

      She leaned into the warmth of his hand, remembering a time when she craved his touch all over her body.

      "You still remember my touch; I can feel it." He captured her lips. Coaxing them open, he deepened the kiss.

      She responded just like he knew she would. She was everything he had hoped to find in his perfect mate, but she had disappeared from his life in the blink of an eye, and he planned on getting her back. No matter what it took.
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      Dimitri had waited for Madison to leave the garage before he climbed into his black Mercedes SLK550. Then he followed her to the dock.

      He watched as an Audi R8 Spyder pulled up. He saw Xavier Legend get out, then climb into the passenger seat of Madison's car. His anger grew with every lie he caught her in. He had heard Xavier's message but had left it to see what Madison or Amber would do with it. Amber, that was the name Ryan had called her.

      From where he sat, he couldn't see what was happening in her car, and her tinted windows didn't help, either. He sat there for almost thirty minutes before the passenger door opened and Xavier got out.

      Dimitri liked Xavier. Cameron had introduced them on the launch of the Onyx and he had ended up going to lunch with them. The conversation had covered a wide range of topics, and then it hit on the upcoming launch, and with that, the wedding.

      "Dimitri is going to be my best man, but Sadie has asked both Madison and Isabella to be her maids-of-honor, so I guess I need two best men. You up for the job?"

      "To walk down the aisle with Madison. Hell yeah!" The words were out of Xavier's mouth before he could stop them. "Sorry, dude, but she's hot," he said quickly to cover his admission.

      "I get it. Don't think I don't know what I have," Dimitri countered. He looked at Xavier as if seeing him for the first time. He had a military cut hairstyle, a chiseled jaw, with thick brown eyebrows that covered crystal blue eyes. His olive skin gave him a Mediterranean look. His shoulders were wide, his arms bulged with muscles, and around both biceps, he had tattoos wrapping around them. He imagined he had a six-pack under his shirt. His gaze had traveled farther, catching a look at the bulge in his pants, and as he raised his eyes, he caught Xavier looking at him as well.

      Dimitri had never been attracted to men before, but there was something about Cameron's brother that affected him. Dimitri hid his growing erection, not knowing how to deal with the feelings he was having. He had had a similar feeling when they had met on the cruise. He had excused himself from lunch and had not seen Xavier since.

      Now, he watched him adjust the bulge in his pants before closing the door and getting back into his own car. He wasn't sure if he was mad at Madison for meeting Xavier behind his back, or for Xavier having the same effect on him.

      Dimitri knew there was something missing from his relationship with Madison. Things had changed after Xavier came into their life, but now sitting in the car, an idea was forming. He figured it could be a win for everyone. He just wasn't sure if he could really follow through on it. Sharing Madison would take a lot of getting used to, but if that's what it took to keep her, he would.

      Dimitri watched until both cars had left before he started his car and headed toward Cameron's penthouse. He knew if anyone could convince him this was right, it would be Cameron.
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      Madison stood holding a bouquet of white roses and blue irises. The flowers matched the sapphire color of the strapless gown she wore. Her long brunette hair was piled high on her head, her red highlights noticeable in her curls. Her smoky blue make-up accented her green eyes. Being tall to begin with, she chose a smaller heel for her dyed blue shoes. A string of pearls adorned her neck and a matching set of earrings completed her appearance.

      She stood waiting for Isabella to turn and look at her, the signal that it was time to begin walking down the aisle into the Sapphire's dining room, the newest ship added to the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line. Marco and his crew had transformed it into a beautiful chapel for Sadie and Cameron.

      The early morning wedding had been planned right down to the minute. The tables had all been removed. The chairs lined the center aisle, ending at the lattice archway filled with blue and white flowers. The minister stood in the center waiting for the attendants to be in position before the bride made her way to it on the arm of her dad.

      Madison smiled, looking toward the bride's side of the room. Sadie's parents, although open minded people, didn't know anything about the BDSM lifestyle, and she sure as hell didn't want them finding out about it at her wedding. That's why the Dungeon Arena which held all the equipment used during scenes was turned into a beautiful buffet area for the brunch that would follow the wedding.

      After Sadie's family and relatives left the ship, the crew would have all of the equipment back in place before the passengers began arriving for the evening departure. The early hour of the wedding was planned to allow the crew to attend.

      When Madison turned to the groom's side, she saw quite a few familiar faces, many who had sailed on the Onyx. The Onyx's captain was one of them.

      Gabriel, the entertainment producer, and his partner Logan were there, as well as Greyson, who was now part of security team on the Sapphire, and a beautifully glowing Payton. Nicholas had that proud father look on his face as he smiled at her from his spot with the groomsmen. The captain of the Sapphire, Captain Russell, and a few of his crew members filled the back row.

      Madison's eyes locked with Maximillian Greco. "Max" to his friends, he was seated with Raynor and Mason. Madison had hired Max to help her get the money her grandmother had left in trust for her.

      While Madison had told Sadie and Isabella the version she always told people as to what happened with her mom, brother, and sister, she had told Maximillian the true story. But now was not the time to be thinking of the past. She needed to focus on the here and now.

      In the front sat Cameron's grandmother Constance. Next to her was Harley, next to him sat Emmett Legend, Xavier's father. What a small world Constance lived in. Her life had gone full circle. Emmett had been her first real love and a part of her secretive past. Who would have ever guessed that Xavier and Cameron were half-brothers? Only a few of those close to Sadie and Cameron knew of that secret.

      Madison put a smile on her face and began her slow procession down the center aisle toward the altar. Stopping next to Isabella, she turned to see Sadie move into position. She looked stunning in her Allure bridal gown. The tight strapless champagne bodice was inlaid with sparkling diamonds, which led down to the textured ruffle ball gown. Her hair was wrapped with a diamond tiara and her veil fell to her waist, with diamonds interwoven into the design. Around her neck she wore the angel wing collar Cameron had placed on her neck at the ceremony that really mattered to them—the day he had become her Master, and hers alone.
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      Madison remembered the first time she had ever dreamed of her own wedding. She had been thirteen and her name had been Amber. One of the members of her church had gotten married right after service one Sunday. The congregation had been invited to stay.

      Amber had looked across the aisle, right into the eyes of Brian Boxwood. He was older than her by four years, closer to her brother's age, and every girl in school was in love with him. He was that all-American boy, went to church on Sunday, played baseball and was the quarterback on the school football team.

      Amber had developed early for her age, and suddenly all the boys were interested in her, and all the girls hated her. Brian had been one of them. Amber had really thought he liked her. As she sat and listened to the bride and groom profess their love for each other, she pictured her and Brian standing there. For two years, Amber ducked and dodged every roaming and groping hand, until Brian finally asked her to the Banquet Dance at school.

      Her brother and father had been opposed to it, but her mother pointed out that she was growing up and it would be a good experience for her. After all, Brian had been from a very prominent family and anything her mother could do to rub elbows with the wealthy families in the area, she was all for it. Her sister just thought it was so romantic that the hottest boy in school was going out with her sister. All her friends had been so jealous of her.

      Brian had picked her up in his Mustang convertible. She had worn a simple pink spaghetti strap sundress. Brian had bought her a wristlet made of red roses and baby's breath. He had held the door for her to get in, and Amber thought the night was starting out how she had always dreamed it would.

      She had been so nervous, but Brian had reached over and placed his hand on her knee and told her to just relax and enjoy herself for the night. On the drive she remembered that they had talked about different kids from school, where they had wanted to go to college, and by the time they reached the dance, Amber had felt relieved that they could talk so easily.

      They had found a table and, little by little, it filled up with other teammates and their dates. Most of the guys had treated her like she was one of them. The girls, however, were harder. Amber tried to get into one of their conversations about different music, but when she interjected her opinion, they just looked at her, then continued on like she hadn't even spoken. She stopped trying after that.

      Brian had brought her some punch and then asked her to dance. They had danced to three straight up-beat songs, so when she got back to the table, she had downed her punch. She'd taken some time to go to the ladies' room. When she got back, the music had slowed down, and all the couples from the table were on the floor.

      Brian extended his hand and she went willingly. All of her fantasies were happening. He held his arms open and she walked in, reaching for his left hand, while placing her other hand tentatively on his shoulder. He rolled her wrist, holding it to his chest, pulling her up against his body as his hand rested on the small of her back.

      He gazed down into her adoring eyes. She thought for sure he was going to kiss her. His head began to descend toward her lips, but at the last second turned and brushed his lips over her ear. "Have I told you that you look beautiful tonight?"

      He leaned back to look at her; the blush she felt in her face followed his eyes down her body. "You look beautiful too." Amber heard the words coming out of her mouth as her brain was screaming at her, he looks beautiful too. You should have said handsome, you're such an idiot. That's the best answer you can come up with? If you act like a kid, he's going to dump you.

      "I meant handsome, you look very handsome tonight," Amber quickly corrected herself.

      He smiled down at her, moving his hand up her back, rubbing his fingers against the wide strap of her bra. "I have something special planned for later. I think you'll really like it."

      "Are you going to give me any clues?" She leaned forward so she wouldn't have to shout, pushing her breasts against his chest.

      She caught his intake of breath before he responded, "And ruin the surprise? No way. You'll just have to wait."

      The next song was also a slow beat. Brain took both of Amber's hands and wrapped them around his neck. "Keep your hands wrapped around my neck and don't let go." It was the first command Amber had ever received and she answered with her full attention.

      With her arms pulled up, it gave Brian free rein over her body. He gazed into her eyes as his thumbs brushed against the outside of her breast. As he slid them up and down, the touch created a yearning deep in Amber's stomach. He leaned back just enough for his thumbs to brush against her pebbled nipples. Never in her life had she ever felt the sensations her body was feeling. So far, this surpassed any fantasy she had ever had of him. She couldn't have ever imagined that he cared about her this much.

      He was gyrating his hips into hers, to the slow rhythmic sound coming from the D.J.'s speakers. He moved both hands down, cupping each cheek of her ass in his hands, He squeezed, then pinched, slapped, and rubbed, soothing the sting she had felt. She wasn't sure what had just happened. At first it had hurt, but then, as he rubbed the pain, it turned into a totally different feeling, one that made her panties wet.

      She started to pull away, but he leaned into her ear. "Don't be nervous, Amber, I'll take care of you." He had kissed her down her exposed neck to the crook of her shoulder, smelling her perfume. "You smell so good, it's driving me crazy."

      He had sounded so sincere. Amber closed her eyes and leaned her head back, giving him more access. He moved in and began kissing along her jaw down her neck, toward the top of her dress. She whipped her head up, losing her balance. If Brian had not been holding her, she would have fallen.

      "Are you okay?" he asked, concern showing on his face.

      "I'm a little dizzy; I think I need some air." She started walking toward the table to get her sweater. She'd bounced off three people by the time she made it to the table. Brian followed behind her. He helped her put her sweater on, as she quickly drank another cup of punch.

      They walked out a set of French doors that led to a garden area lit by soft pathway lighting. They walked deeper into the garden area. Brian's arm wrapped around her from behind. Pulling her close to his side, his hand drifted up toward her breast. They followed a path to the center of the garden area. The fountain was surrounded with benches. The water changed colors to the music tempo. The fragrant flowers and bushes finished off the romantic area.

      Brian and Amber sat on one of the benches. "Are you feeling better?"

      "Yes, the air seems to be helping." Amber smiled at him.

      "You know, Amber, there were a lot of girls who wanted me to ask them to this dance, but I chose you over all of them. Do you know why?" Brain asked her, rubbing his fingers along her cheek, looking into her dazed eyes.

      "No, I was really surprised you asked me. We've hardly said two words to each other."

      "So, tell me why, did you say yes?"

      Amber smiled at him. "Are you fishing for compliments?"

      "Maybe; why did you say yes?"

      "It made me feel special. I knew all those girls would hate me, but they all hate me anyway." Amber looked down at her hands in her lap. "I also thought it was because you might like me."

      "I do like you, but I knew you would appreciate it more than the other girls." Brian had started kissing her on her neck.

      Amber had never been kissed before, and the butterflies that were going off in her stomach made it easy for her to tilt her head, allowing him better access.

      "Do you like how that feels?" he asked as he moved farther around her neck.

      All Amber could do was groan as he made his way to her mouth. He moved his lips across hers in a gentle nip. His tongue teased the seam of her lips. Amber opened her mouth, allowing his tongue entrance. His arm wrapped around the back of her neck, locking her in place. His other hand began roaming over her hip, giving it a gentle squeeze, continuing its route across her stomach and ended on her breast, rubbing against her erect nipple. "Your body tells me you like what I'm doing. Does your head say the same thing?"

      Amber tried to answer him, but when she spoke, she wasn't making any sense. She moved her arm up to stop him from touching her, but her body would not follow her brain's direction.  Her arm finally moved to her head as she tried to press her finger to her temple. "My head feels strange. I think I'd like to go home. Would you please take me?" She had pulled back from Brian's kiss.

      "In a little while, your head will be feeling just fine, just relax back and enjoy the ride," Brian said as he kissed his way down toward her chest.

      "What are you doing? You need to stop!" Amber started to panic, her body now not moving.

      "Relax." Brian moved to look in her eyes that were starting to tear up. "It will be okay." He began to move his hands up her thighs. "All the other girls were more willing than you. Why are you fighting it? You know you want me to be your first. All the girls want me."

      "No, you need to stop. Now!" His hands had reached the top of her thighs and were prying her legs open.

      "I believe she told you to stop. I suggest you do that and I mean, right now." Amber heard a voice but she couldn't see anyone.

      Brian paused his hands where they were. "I don't know who you are, but this is none of your business. Just keep walking."

      One minute, Brian was in front of Amber, the next, he was lying on the ground getting the shit kicked out of him. "I'm making it my business, you piece of shit. That's my sister and if you ever come near her again, I'll kill you." With that, Matthew knocked Brian out. He stood up, breathing heavily. "Are you okay, Amber?"

      The tears streamed down her face. "I can't move. I can't believe he was going to rape me, Matthew." She sobbed into his shirt. "I thought he was so nice."

      Matthew gathered her in his arms. "I got you. I won't let anything happen to you. Come on, I'm going to get you out of here." He scooped her up in his arms. "I'm going to take you to the hospital. Who knows what he gave you or what could have happened to you?"

      "No. You can't. Then Mom will find out, and we'll both be in trouble. Besides, the feeling is starting to come back into my arms and legs."

      "Amber, you can't always do what Mom wants you to do. She's only out for herself, haven't you realized that yet? It's like she had us kids just to use us as her pawns on her chessboard of fun."

      Their parents had been together for over twenty years. When they married, they had bought a rundown car dealership in town, turning it into a million-dollar business. There were no other dealerships within a seventy-five-mile radius, so they were the ones everyone went to. They also began buying up the property in the area, opening a real estate office as well.

      "Come on. I'll take you home, but if you start to lose feeling again, I'm taking you to the hospital. Screw what Mom will say."

      "Thank you, Matthew, I love that you're my big brother." Amber tucked her head under his chin as he walked them back to his car.

      That was the last time Amber ever dreamt of getting married.

      Madison's focus came back to the present, looking over toward the two men she knew she loved. Did they even know how much? Madison looked at the couple standing next to her, thinking, I'll never be the one standing there as a bride. Who could ever love me that way, after all I've been through?

      Madison was drawn back from her thoughts. She plastered a smile on her face as she heard the minister say, "Husband and wife, you may kiss your bride."
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      Three Weeks Earlier

      Dimitri watched the activity in the busy deli. Seated at a table in the back of the room, he waited for his guest to arrive. He reached into his jacket, touching the envelope resting in the pocket, thinking to himself, it doesn't really matter if he signs it, as long as he's willing to help.

      He was pulled from his thoughts when a path opened through the crowd as Xavier Legend walked into the room. He smiled when he made eye contact with Dimitri, giving him a head nod of acknowledgment as he moved toward the counter to place his order.

      Dimitri's hands began to sweat when Xavier made his way to the table. "I was very surprised to hear from you. I got the feeling the last time we saw each other that you weren't interested." Xavier winked at Dimitri.

      "I'm not, but I'm not too sure about Madison." Dimitri had noticed the change in Madison ever since Xavier had come back into her life.  "Don't get me wrong, you're a good-looking guy. Hell, you're my best friend's half-brother."

      Xavier was smiling at Dimitri's awkwardness. Dimitri swiped his hands through his sandy-blond hair, which had started to grow out from his original military cut. Most women would be jealous of the length of his lashes covering his intense hazel eyes. Those eyes locked onto Xavier's blue ones.

      The fact that he and Dimitri had similar features didn't escape Xavier's notice. "Has she talked to you about us yet?" he asked. When she had been with Xavier, she had been contracted with an escort service in L.A. He had been trying to buy out her contract when she had just disappeared. He had tried to find her, but every lead had been a dead end, until the day he heard from her BFF Marco.

      "No, that's part of the reason I called. We'll get to the other reason why I called later. I feel as her Master, I should know her entire history, but I know she has kept her life with you completely to herself."  Dimitri paused as the waitress brought Xavier's coffee to the table.

      Sitting back in his chair, Xavier's smile widened as he thanked her before she was on her way again.

      When she left, Dimitri continued. "I would like you to tell me what happened between the two of you. Will you do that?"

      Xavier sipped the hot coffee. Placing it back on the table, he looked at Dimitri. "I can only tell you how it was from my side, which I thought was going good, up until she left. When I saw her on the Onyx, I couldn't believe it was her. I did have my doubts with the name change. They say somewhere in the world there is someone who looks like you. I thought she was her double until I heard her voice." He paused, picking the cup up again. "Good coffee."

      Dimitri nodded in agreement. "Just tell me what happened."

      "I had been on a business trip and wanted some company. I was told that this particular escort company accommodated all appetites. I booked a girl for the evening and that's when I met Amber. Her hair was shorter and red, and those green eyes showed every emotion she felt." Xavier got a faraway look.

      Dimitri knew what he meant. Madison's eyes were the windows to her soul. These last couple of weeks before the wedding, Dimitri had seen the lust for adventure go dull. "I know what you mean; since you've come back, they haven't been as focused." His eyes met Xavier's. "What happened next?"

      "I started booking her whenever I was in town, but it wasn't enough for me. As a Master, I understand a sub's need to please. I'm sure you understand what I mean?"

      Again, Dimitri nodded in agreement.

      Xavier continued. "She felt an obligation to her contract and wouldn't break it. The night I told her I was buying her contract, she became subdued. I think she thought I meant I was buying her and that's not what I intended. Then one night I went to her apartment and it was cleaned out. Everything was gone, like she had never lived there."

      Dimitri sat forward, placing his elbows on the table, leaning farther. "What did the neighbors say when you asked where she went?"

      "That's what the strangest thing was and why I couldn't find her. They had said no one had lived there in months. She had told me that she was part of a community playhouse and she was learning to perform. I found where it was and, again, when I asked, no one knew her. It was like a giant conspiracy. She just disappeared."

      "How is that possible? Everyone is traceable with the technology we have today. Didn't you ever try to find her again? I would have never stopped trying to find her," Dimitri growled and sat back in his chair.

      "You do when you're finally told she's dead." That got Dimitri's attention really quickly.

      "What the hell are you talking about?" His question and tone drew looks from people at nearby tables.

      "You know her as Madison MacIntyre. I knew her as Amber Sinclair. If you want answers she's not ready to give yet, you need to talk to Marco. He was a part of her life, even back when we were together."

      "When you talked to him about her, what did he say?" Dimitri questioned.

      "He was devastated, or he put on a good act. He even told me where I could find her grave. I never went. I couldn't face looking at her tombstone, knowing the vibrant woman she was."

      "Is!" Dimitri stressed. "If they are the same woman, she is very much still alive, but I feel like a part of her is dying inside. I've noticed her withdrawing more and more. I can't lose her, Xavier, and I think you can help."

      Xavier finished his coffee and put down the cup, giving Dimitri his full attention.

      "What I'm proposing, I've only done with your brother and it was never with someone I was in love with. If Madison will agree, I would like to propose a shared relationship with her."

      "You, me and Amber?" Xavier asked.

      "You, me and Madison," Dimitri corrected. "I want what is best for her. I think you still hold a part of her, and if you being a part of our lives puts the light back into those beautiful green eyes, then that's what I'll do." Dimitri paused.

      Xavier felt the intensity coming from Dimitri and knew this wasn't easy for him.

      "Like I said before, I've shared women before, but for a night. This is for life, so either you're all in or you're not. I want you to think about this real hard. Make sure of your decision. We will, of course, have to approach Madison with this, but if you're in and Madison isn't, then you're out. Simple as that."

      "Are you going to be able to handle a ménage?" Xavier leaned in closer to Dimitri. "And what would our relationship be in this?"

      "I've never been… how would you say it? Moved by another man. Especially another Master. However, I think because of the bond you have with Madison, I find myself curious about you." Dimitri quickly added, "I know I don't want your cock anywhere near my ass, but I can't lie, the thought of you sucking my dick, has led to a few wet dreams."

      Xavier's cock twitched at the image Dimitri had laid out. "You've been a part of a few of mine. What are you truly proposing?"

      Dimitri withdrew the envelope from his pocket, sliding it across the table toward Xavier.

      "Are you really trying to proposition me? You can't buy me out!" Xavier started to rise from his seat.

      "Sit down!" Dimitri practically shouted, gaining a few more head turns from the other patrons.

      Xavier sat slowly back into his chair. "It's not a bribe, idiot, it's a contract. I know nothing about you other than what I've read. I can't even ask your brother. He's only known you as long as I have." He paused to finish his coffee and let Xavier take in what he had said. "I have been doing a lot of thinking about this and I've concluded that if Madison is going to be truly happy with me, you're going to have to be a part of our life. The contract lays out a plan in which to make that happen. Read it over. You have until the wedding. But if you're the man I think you are, I'll have it back before that, and we can begin." Dimitri rose from his chair, extending his hand. "I'll wait to hear from you."

      Xavier rose and took his extended hand, shaking it in agreement.

      Dimitri squeezed it a little harder, pulling Xavier in close, so only he heard him. "And don't ever call Madison behind my back again."

      Leaning in toward Dimitri, Xavier whispered in his ear, "I don't think that will be a problem." He kissed him on both cheeks. "I'll talk to you tomorrow." With that, he started toward the door, saying over his shoulder, "I'll set up an appointment with Melanie, your assistant, keep a spot open."

      Dimitri watched Xavier walk out of the deli. He dropped a hundred on the table for the waitress and then followed him. When he was out the door, he watched Xavier get into the waiting car, waving the envelope as he disappeared behind the dark glass windows of the Mercedes, saying to himself, "This has to work."
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      Xavier's ass hadn't hit the seat in the car, before he had the envelope ripped open, and the contract in his hands, scanning it for anything that kept him from Amber. No. He shook his head. Madison. Madison. Madison. He laughed out loud, saying to his driver, "I bet somewhere in these papers, it states I have to call her Madison."

      Curtis was the driver behind the wheel. New to the position, he seemed to get Xavier. He looked at him in the mirror. Xavier had a tendency of annoying every driver he had ever had. But so far Curtis seemed to understand him. "If this is about Amber, sir—"

      Xavier cut him off mid-sentence, his face darkening in an angry scowl. "Her name is Madison and you will remember that. If I cannot call her by her name, you will not, either."

      Curtis nodded and kept on going like nothing had just happened, "You got it, boss. Does this have to do with Madison?" His sarcastic tone was not lost on Xavier, but he also couldn't let him get away with it, either.

      "Watch the tone, Curtis, or you'll be skateboarding deliveries around the city instead of driving this incredible car for a living, understand?"

      "Totally, boss. Is Miss Madison okay, sir?"

      Xavier had no clue why he could talk to Curtis about her, but it just seemed to ooze out when he asked. "Yes." He smiled, looking up at the dark eyes reflecting back at him. "He wants a ménage, but knowing him, I'm sure these are the rules." He waved the document in his hand.

      "Will you agree to them?" Curtis was pulling to a stop in front of Xavier's office building. Parking the car, he came to open Xavier's door.

      "I'll let you know later. I have to do some reading. I'll call when I need you later. Go take your mother to lunch." Curtis had complained his mother had been, 'getting on his crap,' the other day. "Go to Enrique's on 49th, they have the best guacamole." Xavier passed a hundred in the handshake he gave Curtis. "It's small, but good food. Still can't believe your mother loves Mexican food."

      "What? Asian people can't eat Mexican food? Who says we have to eat rice every day?" Curtis teased with Xavier. It was the same comment and the same response every time Xavier suggested Enrique's. "See you tonight, boss, I'll tell Mom you said hi." Curtis had moved back to the driver's side as Xavier waved his acknowledgement.
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      As the reception was winding down, some of the guests began departing the ship. Madison and Isabella stood with Sadie as she kissed her parents goodbye. Dimitri's eyes were fixed on Madison when Xavier came up on his side. "You ready for this?"

      Madison chose that moment to look their way. "The question is is she ready for this?"

      For the past three weeks, they had met at different functions. Dimitri had events for the launch, and Xavier had business receptions. They had also used their personal time, bars, sporting events, and a few private dinners to get to know each other.

      Dimitri had escorted Madison to the events pertaining to the Sapphire. Xavier had extended invitations to Madison, but she had refused every one of them. Smiling at Madison, Dimitri said, "She will be, once she sees the lengths we have gone to make this happen. I need to get changed before the press arrives." He grabbed Xavier's arm, moving him to the railing. "She has booked her own room. I told Melanie to make the arrangements. She will be in the adjoining room to yours. I have also made sure that maintenance has disabled the lock to the door."

      Dimitri had also commissioned a set of spiral stairs to be put on Madison's balcony, up to his penthouse suite. It had cost a small fortune. But he needed to know he still had access to her if she really wanted to stay in her own cabin.

      "I also need to check in with Captain Russell. After that, Wyatt and Cooper down in security. We need to make sure we have no stowaways on this trip. I couldn't imagine Ryan Arcola living through being shot and then falling over the railing. For everything he put Sadie and Cameron through on the Onyx, he deserves to rot in hell.  But you know what they say about rats and cockroaches. They'll still roam this earth long after we're gone."

      "You haven't heard what happened to him?" Xavier asked.

      "No. The three of them, Tia, Dwayne, and Ryan, vanished without a trace. But I have to keep an open mind that he made it and we have to be prepared for any retaliation. His psycho of an uncle can also still pull strings from behind bars. So at no time is Madison to be alone. Understand?"

      "I will have Jasmine shadow her when we can't be there." Jasmine was Xavier's personal assistant. He had hired her seven years ago, when, as a temp, he put her to the test. His father had always taught him to trust no one unless they passed a test they didn't know they were taking.

      Being Richard Arcola's biological child, his father Emmett Legend had put security measures in place to protect him. Among themselves, Xavier and his dad had designed a test for anyone who came into close contact with him on a daily basis.

      Xavier would say he didn't want to be disturbed for, say, the next hour. His father then would call every five minutes, with his temper climbing with each phone call.

      Finally, he would show up at the office irate and obnoxious, demanding to see Xavier, and if one knew anything about Emmett, he was ruthless when he wanted something. Jasmine was the only one who stood her ground. She had said that unless he could prove someone was either dying or dead, there was no way in hell he was getting in that office until Xavier said he could.

      Xavier smiled at the thought. When Jasmine had found out about the test, she had almost quit. She agreed to stay when Xavier agreed to pay for her yearly membership at his dungeon, Black and Blue. Now, he caught Jasmine's attention, waving her over.

      Jasmine excused herself from the conversation she had been involved with and made her way over to Xavier. "I need you to keep an eye on Madison; we have some planning to do for this evening."

      When Jasmine had just stared at them, Dimitri continued. "There was an incident on the launch of the Onyx. Some bad people from Madison's past came back into her life, and we just want her to feel secure. Got it?" he emphasized.

      "You don't have to be so rude. I like to know why I'm doing something. That way I can do it right. Got it?" Jasmine snapped back.

      "Jasmine, we are under a lot of pressure right now. Couldn't you tone it back a little?" Xavier gave a pleading look.

      "Fine," she huffed out, "I thought this was supposed to be a vacation." She started walking backwards, away from them. "This is going to cost you big, Sir!" She smiled like a Cheshire cat.

      "It will be worth every penny," Xavier shot back. Jasmine straightened, and her face turned from surprise to recognition. "I'll take care of it, Xavier, let me know if you need anything else." She then turned and Dimitri watched as she made it appear like she was working the room, when the whole time, she had a bead on Madison.

      "What the hell just happened?" Dimitri asked in disbelief.

      "It was the phrase. I told her if she ever heard that phrase leave my mouth, not to question it, just do as I asked. She has never failed me."

      "All right, now that I know Madison won't be alone, I need to get ready. We'll meet in my cabin before dinner and finalize our plans for our obstinate little sub. No more running and hiding. Between us, we should be able to get her to tell her story."

      "How are you going to get her to join us?"

      "She'll be there. She may have her own room, but she'd never want to disappoint her Master. See you later." Dimitri smirked, his beautiful, straight white teeth gleaming as he turned and headed toward the elevator.

      Xavier watched until Dimitri was enclosed in the elevator and then swung his gaze to where Madison was standing. "Tonight, my pretty, will be the first night of the rest of our lives. You'll never be alone again, no matter what your real story may be." Xavier headed to the sports bar; he needed a drink.
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      Madison had watched the exchange between Dimitri and Xavier under hooded eyes. She had an uncanny ability to sense when she was being watched. Ever since her incident with Brian, the hair on her arms would stand as if static was running across her body.

      She knew something was up with the two of them, she just wasn't sure how or if she fit into it. Dimitri had been very attentive and caring the past three weeks, like he was dating her. But he hadn't touched her, prompting her to arrange for her own cabin.

      Being a guest on this cruise, Madison intended to enjoy her time off. First on her list was soaking in a whirlpool after getting a much-needed massage. Then she was off to the salon to have her make-up and hair done for dinner. Dimitri would be there at 6:00 pm, to escort her to the dinner. The only problem was dinner wasn't until 8:00 pm. Her stomach did a little flip flop at the thoughts that entered her mind.
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      Madison felt as if she had been on a roller coaster lately. Dimitri had rented her a house in the San Diego area. He had told her he wanted her close while they were finalizing and doing check runs with the Sapphire. He had also told her that he had been thinking about how they had come together. Since the night of the auction on the Onyx, they had been together.

      One night while they were at one of her favorite restaurants, he had laid out his plans, building up to the launch of the Sapphire.

      Madison, I have rented a house for you in San Diego until the launch. I was thinking that with you and Isabella planning the wedding of the century, you might want to be close by."

      "Will you be staying there too?" She could tell from the way he hesitated, she had her answer. She figured it was finally happening. He was moving on, and not with her. Her face showed the disappointment she was feeling.

      "Madison, look at me." Dimitri's voice had deepened to his Master voice. Madison's eyes locked with his. "I have done this for you and me to get to know each other. I don't even know your favorite flower. What your hobbies are, your go-to movie." She smiled when he said that.

      "How do you know I have a go-to movie?"

      "Every woman has a go-to movie. There's one for every emotion." He caught the napkin she had thrown at him. He reached for her hand resting on the table. "Believe me, it will be a long three weeks for me as well. I need you to do some thinking. I feel there is a lot from your past that you have withheld from me, and as your Master, I cannot allow it to go on."

      Her eyes never wavered as she gazed into Dimitri's. She was now thankful she had time to figure out how to explain her past. Or, for the second time in her life, she could run and disappear.

      Dimitri continued, "I will expect you to attend every function Melanie schedules. I know you will be busy with wedding plans, but these events will be about promoting Midnight Oasis Cruise Line, both here and on the east coast."

      He paused, and Madison could see as he clenched his jaw.

      "Madison, there is something I need to tell you about my family. Something I've never even told Cameron." Dimitri tightened the hand holding hers as if expecting her to pull away when he told her a snippet of his life. He had to be as honest with her, as he wanted her to be with him.

      Madison remembered a feeling of dread sweeping through her. If he had to bring her here to tell her, it couldn't be good.

      "If I am going to demand full disclosure from you, I feel I should also disclose something about myself." Dimitri hesitated. "This is the only time I will speak of this."

      Madison had squeezed his hand in understanding. Her attention focused on what Dimitri was trying to say.

      "Madison, my father is the 'Sovietnik.'" He paused to gauge her reaction. When she just sat there with no understanding of what he had said, he continued. "He is the right-hand man to the most powerful Russian mafia crime boss." Dimitri let his statement sink in.

      If Madison had to be honest, she was glad he hadn't said his father was the crime boss. "What does that mean?" She knew just about every nationality had a mafia, and each had their own way of dispensing punishment. If what he was going to tell her would put his life in danger, she didn't want to know. "Will you be putting yourself in any danger telling me what you're about to tell me?"

      Dimitri glanced down at the table; he knew she was going to try to stop him from telling her. He looked back into those beautiful green eyes. "I will not be in any danger telling you."

      "Why didn't you ever tell Cameron?" Madison asked, knowing how close the two were.

      "I was sworn to secrecy. I had to swear I would tell no one who my father was or what he did. They would have killed him." Dimitri reached for his wine glass, his hand visibly shaking. "Cameron was the only person who didn't look at me differently, like everyone else. My English was a little rough then. As much as I wanted to, I knew it would have put a strain on our friendship. Then after what happened with his parents, I didn't want to tell him I had a father, but I chose not to have anything to do with him. I didn't think he would have understood that."

      "When was the last time you spoke with your father?" Madison was rubbing her thumb along the back of his hand.

      "The day I left for college. I told him I wanted to go to school in America. He thought it was a good idea, so I could learn the American way of business. I knew he wanted one of his sons to follow in his path, but that wasn't going to be me." Pulling his hand away from Madison, he sat back in his chair. "My mom had died the year before, and after that happened, he was never home. It was like Sabastian and I were orphans. The man ate, drank and slept for the 'Pakhan.' He had no idea I was leaving until that day. I also told him I was doing this for me and not him. That if he wanted to know the 'American way' he could learn it himself. I thought he was going to disinherit me, but I think he understood I wanted to be my own man."

      "So you have a brother?" Madison asked, trying to lighten the mood.

      Madison's smile lifted the heavy feeling on Dimitri's chest. He grinned as he replied, "Yes, I have a brother. I haven't spoken to him since that day as well. I think that was my punishment for leaving. I tried to call him when I landed on U.S. soil, but his phone number had been disconnected. He probably thinks I abandoned him. Knowing my father, he did that to make Sabastian dependent on him."

      "How old is he?"

      "He's three years younger than me. We used to do everything together." The tightness of Dimitri's face softened as he spoke about his brother. "We used to pull pranks on all the staff, like putting frogs in the pool. It took the pool man two days to get them all out. When he had gotten the last one out, we put more in. He never figured it out that we kept adding them." Dimitri's smile brightened when another thought hit. "One day when our tutor came, we glued him to his chair, locked him in the room, and went and played ice hockey all day. That's where I got this scar." He pointed to the puckered area by his right eye.

      "Sabastian always loved hockey. The last I heard, he was playing for the Russian Men's National Hockey Team. In 2014, they took fifth place at the Olympics and the gold at the World Championship." The expression on Dimitri's face showed he was proud of his brother's accomplishments. But his expression quickly changed as he sat forward leaning his elbows on the table, telling her, "Then nothing, he disappeared off the grid. I tried calling my father, but he refused my calls. I haven't heard anything about him since May of 2014."

      "You don't think your father had something to do with his disappearance, do you?"

      Dimitri sat back, running his hands through his hair. "I don't know what to think. I just hope wherever he is, he's all right." Dimitri sat forward again, gathering her hands in his. "Now, to answer your question, no, I won't be staying at the house with you. However, I will be close if you need me. I'm serious about us getting to know each other."
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      Madison's thoughts were interrupted when Sadie threw her arms around her. "Thank you so much for being here today with us. I never knew a person could be this happy." Sadie pulled back from Madison, moving her fingers to her cheek. "I can't stop smiling; my cheeks hurt."

      "I know you and Cameron are going to be very happy together. I hope I get what you have one day. You look very relaxed. I take it your family has departed?" Madison questioned. "So now go enjoy married life. I have a massage to get to. I plan to enjoy this vacation to the fullest." Under her breath, she said, "Because after I reveal my real life to Dimitri, I might not enjoy anything again." Sadie was so preoccupied with well-wishers, she didn't hear what Madison said.

      Sadie's attention was back to Madison. "I'll see you there. Cameron has to meet with Dimitri and the media for the launch, so I have some time to kill before the honeymoon begins. It will give us some girl time. We haven't had much of that lately, with all the wedding planning."

      "That would be nice. Is Isabella going to join us? Last I saw, she was being led away by Caleb. I saw Dimitri leave. I think he is changing his clothes as we speak." Madison paused and watched the crew of the Sapphire as they prepared the ship for the guests who would begin arriving, as well as the media. "By the time we are done with our massages they should have everything back in place for us to leave port." When Sadie looked confused, Madison pointed to the activity going on behind them. Sadie's eyes followed Madison's line of sight to the crew and nodded in agreement. "How did you tell your parents they couldn't be guests on the cruise?"

      "Just that it was a special cruise for investors. That way, they would think that it was all business. They understood, but they did want to know when they would be able to sail on their new son-in-law's ship. To that, I told them that the cruises had been booked months in advance, so it could be a while." Sadie giggled like a little girl. "I don't know how long I'll be able to keep them in the dark."

      "Don't you think they could have already tried to find out about booking a cruise?" Madison questioned.

      "No, because I asked Caleb to hack into their computers. He made it so that if they went to the website for Midnight Oasis Cruise Line, they would be redirected to a fake site that Caleb set up. That man is a genius when it comes to computers."

      "I'll keep that in mind. Well, I'm going to my cabin. I need to change before I go to the salon. I'll see you there." Madison hugged Sadie again. "I really am very happy for you."

      "You never know. By the end of this cruise, it could be you who's collared and engaged," Sadie said as she hugged Madison back.

      "From your mouth to God's ears," Madison said over her shoulder as she walked away. "But we'll see how Dimitri feels about that." She could only pray that he would be able to handle everything she had to tell him about her life. If he couldn't, there would be no engagement, and definitely no collar.
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      Dimitri put his cabin key in, pulling it out when he heard the familiar release sound of the lock. Walking through the now open door, he stood in stunned silence. Lying across his bed, flipping through the ship's catalog, was a very large man. His feet dangled from the side of the bed. His head that had been resting on his hand snapped up when he heard the door close. Moving to the edge of the bed, standing his athletic framed body up, he spread his arms wide. His grin widened as he spoke in perfect English. "Hello, brother, it's been a while."

      Dimitri couldn't believe what he was seeing. His feet started moving forward, still trying to wrap his mind around the fact that the brother he hadn't seen in years was standing in his private cabin. When Dimitri was standing right in front of him, eye to eye, he asked, "Sabastian, why are you here? Is our father dead?" Dimitri figured that was the only reason he would be here.

      Sabastian wrapped his arms around his brother, saying, "What? I can't just come and visit my long-lost brother? Congratulate him on his success, and in the interim take a well-deserved vacation?"

      Dimitri hugged Sabastian back. "You didn't answer my question? Is he dead?" He pulled back from Sabastian to look in his eyes.

      "No, he is not dead. Yet. He's not as healthy as you remember him, but he's not dead. However, Yakov is, and with his son Viktor taking over, father thought it was time for me to leave." Sabastian walked over to pour himself a drink. Holding a glass up to Dimitri, he asked, "Care to join me?"

      "No, I need to change and get back up on deck to meet the media. You are also going to have to get off. As much as I would like to get caught up, your timing is really shitty. I don't know how you got on board to begin with, but you can't stay. This is the maiden voyage for the Sapphire and our guest list has been set for months. All the paperwork has been filed for our exclusive passenger list, but I have an idea. I rented a house here in San Diego, maybe you could go there for the week? When I get back, we'll get together and reminisce. How does that sound?" Dimitri began moving about the cabin getting his clothes to change into.

      "It sounds like you don't want me here, and after all the trouble I went through to surprise you." Sabastian stuck his bottom lip out as if he were pouting.

      "Oh, you surprised me all right." Dimitri threw his jacket on the couch and began undressing as he spoke. "Where have you been? I was following your hockey career and then after the World Cup, nothing."

      Sabastian took his drink and stretched his six-foot four frame across the king-sized bed. "Well, that story will have to wait until you have more time. It's a doozy. I'll tell you about it after your ship has had her launch. You see, we will have all week to get to know each other again. A lot has changed, and you need to know what's happening so you can be prepared."

      "What do you mean we have all week?" Dimitri asked as a knock sounded at his door. "Go in the bathroom. I don't want anyone to see you."

      Sabastian smiled but did as he was asked.

      Dimitri opened the door to find Cameron on the other side. Walking into the cabin, he asked, "So, how did you like your surprise?" Looking around the empty room, he turned, a questioning look on his face. "You did see your surprise, didn't you?"

      "Oh, he saw me," Sabastian said as he exited the bathroom, walking over to greet Cameron with a handshake. "He's just trying to hide me from everyone. Nice to finally put a face to the voice."

      Dimitri watched the exchange between his friend and brother. "I take it you two know each other?"

      "We've only spoken on the phone, but I assumed who he was by his question. Now, why don't you two run along to your meeting? I'm going to my cabin, put on my swim trunks and head to the pool. I need to work on my tan. Then I'm going to enjoy some leisurely time by the dungeon arena. Scope out the crewmembers for the auction tonight."

      Dimitri stood looking from his brother to Cameron. "What is he talking about? How does my brother have a cabin on this cruise without me knowing anything about it? For that matter, how did you know I had a brother?"

      Cameron closed the distance between them. "I've known about your family for some time. I figured when you were ready, you would tell me about them." When Dimitri still didn't say anything, Cameron continued, "You used to yell his name while you slept. I did some research and found out about your father, as well as your brother. I never said anything because you never said anything. A few weeks ago, I intercepted an email that came to the company email. It was from Sabastian, wanting to come and see you. I told Sadie about it, and she suggested we set everything up so you could get to know your brother again. We had Melanie reserve the Jr. Suite on the Emerald Deck. He has filled out all the paperwork and has been cleared by Doc. We did this all under an alias first so you wouldn't know. Second, so your brother could still be off the grid."

      While Cameron talked, Dimitri changed into a black suit that hugged his muscular frame. His sandy-blond hair hung to his rugged jaw. A sapphire blue shirt pulled the blue forward in his hazel eyes. As he tucked the black, silver, and blue swirled designer tie into his jacket, he turned to Sabastian. "I need to know," pausing, he looked at Cameron, "we need to know, is trouble following you, brother?"

      Sabastian exchanged a look with Cameron who gave a slight head nod. "I will explain everything tonight. Right now you have business to attend to." He tried to herd them toward the door.

      Dimitri sidestepped his outstretched arm. "This is my cabin, and I'll leave when I want. Are you in trouble?" he demanded.

      Sabastian hung his head, then gathering his courage, he looked Dimitri in the eyes. "I may be trying to avoid this 'guy.' He wanted me to do something, and I agreed. But then I changed my mind because it didn't feel right. So, he's not really happy with me right now. Like five million reasons not to be happy."

      "Who's the 'guy?'" Dimitri had a bad feeling he was not going to like the answer.

      "Oleg Kozloff." When Dimitri showed no sign of understanding, Sabastian explained, "He is now the leader of the AP-13." When he still didn't acknowledge any recognition, Sabastian clarified, "Armenian Power. They were always trying to home in on Yakov's territory. They finally gave up and expanded their chapter right here in California. Trust me, Dimitri, only Cameron, Sadie, Doc, and now you, know that I'm here. You just have to call me Kristoff, that's the alias Cameron and Sadie came up with, Kristoff Markovich."

      Once Sabastian explained who Oleg was, Dimitri now understood how serious the situation really was. He didn't let on because apparently Sabastian hadn't told Cameron the real reason he needed an alias. For five million reasons, Dimitri was sure there was a hit ordered on his brother. "Until we are at sea, you are to stay out of sight." Sabastian started to interrupt, but Dimitri cut him off. "You have a lounge chair on your deck. Catch some rays there. I will have Caleb check the ship's manifest to make sure no unwanted or unexpected guests slipped in under the radar. You just came back into my life. I don't want to take a chance of you disappearing before you tell me everything that has happened since I left."

      Sabastian grabbed the duffle bag lying on the floor. "Okay, I get it. I'm not back in your life for ten minutes, and you're acting like a big brother again."

      Dimitri grabbed Sabastian in a bear hug. "That's right. I've missed you, little brother. I couldn't have asked for a better surprise. Now, head to your cabin and we will talk when I'm done. Remember, stay there." Dimitri opened the door and the three men filed out.

      Walking on the sapphire blue rug toward the elevators, they passed through cream-colored walls scattered with paintings and lighting fixtures. The hall opened to a wide landing that led to the stairs as well as the elevators. Dimitri pushed the button for the glass elevator, as Cameron handed Sabastian what looked like a credit card. "This is your room key. I have opened an on-board spending account for you. You will need this card to access it. Don't forget to answer to Kristoff, as it's written on the card."

      Sabastian turned the card over in his hand, looking it over. "Is there a limit?" he asked, grinning.

      "No, but if you start to get out of control, I will put a limit on." Cameron grinned back at Sabastian.

      Dimitri stood watching them interact. "How long have the two of you been planning this?"

      The two looked at each other smiling. "Long enough," they said at the same time.

      "I'll find out all the details later, right now we need to go. The media circus should be arriving." Dimitri looked at his brother as the doors opened for the elevator. "You are a welcome surprise, brother. I'm glad you're here, but please, stay out of sight until we depart. I will see you at dinner, all passengers are required to attend tonight."

      "Go down one flight of stairs to the Sapphire Deck. Your cabin is at the end of the hall." Cameron held his hand out to Sabastian. "I'm glad you're here too. I know he's been worried, even if he never said anything."

      "I'll see you at dinner. Do I get to sit at the captain's table with you guys, or are you going to put me in a corner somewhere?" Sabastian teased.

      "You'll sit with us. I will let Monty know. Try not to be late and, in the meantime, really read the rules of the ship. I can't have my brother being detained for something he should already know."

      "Have no fear, I won't embarrass you. I've had my share of submissives." The doors began to close as Sabastian shouted, "Something about being a hockey player really turns them on." With that, the doors closed on anything else he said.

      Dimitri looked at Cameron. "He is a great surprise, but why didn't you ever say anything? Do you know how many times I tried to tell you about them? I just knew if I did and something happened to you, I wouldn't be able to live with myself. You're my best friend and I couldn't take the chance."

      "Don't beat yourself up too hard. I understood. I didn't tell you everything that was happening with Arcola until after the girls were taken. Remember? Each of us have had our share of skeletons in our closets. But we move on. Who would have thought we would come this far? Partners in Midnight Oasis Cruise Line and now I'm married to a beautiful, giving submissive. I predict you will be next."

      "Madison and I have been getting to know each other, on a different level. I know what she likes in the bedroom, I just didn't know anything else. By the way, I've been meaning to talk to you about your brother. We've also been spending time together." Dimitri looked at Cameron to gauge his reaction.

      "It's still weird hearing I have a brother. So, what's up with that?"

      "I'll give you the abbreviated version. I know Madison and Xavier have a past and I think that Xavier will be the key to me cementing my relationship with Madison," Dimitri stated.

      "How was Xavier's reaction when you told him?" Cameron asked with raised eyebrows.

      "He was all for it. Signed the contract I had drawn up and returned it the next day. We have also been learning about each other. Tonight, we plan on telling her on how our new relationship will work, as well as getting Madison to tell us about herself. There are things she's hidden from both of us." The doors opened and Dimitri followed Cameron out.

      "I'm glad that's all over for me. Sadie and I are still learning things about each other. But I know when I come home at night, she'll be waiting for me, standing in the middle of the living room in her perfect submissive position. Sometimes wearing an outfit for our playtime in the dungeon, other times nothing at all. I can't help the rush I get. When I roll over in the middle of the night and wrap her up in my arms, I'm home. There's nothing like that feeling. It doesn't matter where we are, as long as we are together, that's home. I think once you work out the kinks with Xavier and Madison, you'll understand what I mean."

      "That's what I'm hoping for too." Dimitri punched Cameron in the arm. "You've inspired me."

      "Hey, easy there." Cameron rubbed his arm. "I have a honeymoon I need to start after this. I don't want to explain to Sadie how you abused me and I won't be able to consummate our marriage," Cameron teased.

      He turned to Cameron with a smile on his face. "Let's go greet the media and get this cruise started. I have plans of my own."

      They walked up to the group of people waiting for them. "Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. We would like to thank you all for coming here today for the launch of our second ship, the Sapphire. With the success we are having on the east coast, we hope to build that same reputation here on the west coast. We are relying on all of you to help us in that endeavor. The articles you write will go a long way in how the public will perceive us. Now, if you will follow us, we will begin on the Diamond Deck and work our way down."

      The ship was set up similar to the Onyx. However, they had changed the deck names, thinking that having the names of gemstones fit better with the title of this ship. When they reached the Diamond Deck, Cameron pointed out the gym and the spa. Dimitri showed them the Master's Lounge, as well as the pool, hot tub and sundeck area. They had added a virtual golf simulator as well, which was a suggestion from most of the male passengers on the Onyx, while most of the women suggested a dessert shop be added, offering cakes, pies, cookies, ice cream and most of all chocolate.

      None of the passengers had arrived, so the photographers were snapping pictures as they went. They followed the owners down to the Sapphire Deck. On this deck was the sport's bar, security, as well as the main feature on both their ships, the Dungeon Arena. The area that just a few hours earlier had been a buffet brunch area, was now back to being a dungeon. The St. Andrew's crosses, the spanking benches, the bondage chairs, and the inversion tables had been put back into place. Racks of crops, floggers, cat o' nine tails and other spanking and whipping implements were placed around the arena area. Blindfolds, handcuffs, ropes, spreaders and chains were also spread around. More personal items, such as ball gags, nipple clamps and bondage hoods would also be supplied by the ship, but passengers would need to stop at Kink Haven on the Ruby Deck to acquire them.

      On the Emerald Deck was guest relations, the casino and the piano bar. The final deck was the Ruby Deck. Here, one could find the dining room, Kink Haven, Erotic Jewels, the new dessert store Cakes, Chocolate, and Caresses, and finally the Sapphire Theater.

      "Mr. Zilkin, Mr. Alexander, can you tell us, since the launch of the Onyx have things changed in how business associates treat you?" The question was called out from the back of the crowd.

      Dimitri couldn't see who had asked the question, so he answered in general to them all. "As far as business dealings go, I can say that we haven't lost any business and new opportunities are popping up every day."

      "Are you planning to add more ships to your fleet?"

      Cameron handled this question. "As we speak, plans are being drawn up for our third ship. This one will be an international BDSM cruise ship. We haven't finalized any of the plans for it yet. When we return from this voyage, we will be able to focus all our attention on it."

      "Why do you think you have been so successful with your cruise line?" Again, the question came from an unknown face.

      "First, we are extremely aware of the safety factors related to the BDSM lifestyle. Both Cameron and I hold Master titles. Along with those titles, come responsibilities which we have integrated into the contracts that are signed by both crewmembers as well as passengers. Second, there has to be a trust factor. Most of the passengers booked on our cruises have been a part of the BDSM lifestyle for some time. They understand what is expected from them and from us. Trust makes that possible. The third and final thing is privacy. We are protective of our clienteles' identities. If a passenger was to lose their anonymity, there is no telling what the ramifications could be."

      "Aren't you worried that with people knowing about your preferred lifestyle, they will treat you differently?" Cameron saw the newswoman who asked this question.

      Looking at her, he replied, "That's something we have had to deal with. How do I say this nicely? There are some very closed-minded people! We have also had to deal with protesters as well. But through it all, we have stood together as a community. That's part of what being involved with the BDSM lifestyle is about. Trusting others with your private life goes a long way when you start dealing with your public life."

      "I hope that has answered all of your questions, but our time is running short. Our passengers will begin arriving shortly, so if I can have you all follow us, we will do the christening and get this ship on its way," Dimitri said as he headed toward the elevators with the media following. They traveled down to the second deck where all passengers and crewmembers were checked in and departed the ship. Cameron and Dimitri climbed the scaffolding to christen the ship, while the media turned in their temporary passes.

      "Both Cameron and I would like to thank you all for coming. When we started talking about going into business together, we always knew it would be successful. We just didn't know how successful. Your kind words have gone a long way in promoting that success. Now, without further ado, I christen thee Sapphire, Jewel of Midnight Oasis Cruise Line and of the sea." Dimitri swung the champagne bottle at the side of the ship, shattering the glass and wine to the ground.

      A cheer went up from the crowd on the ground, as well as the crewmembers by the railing. Photos were snapped as confetti floated to the ground. Cameron and Dimitri began making their way back to the entrance to the ship, shaking hands, receiving congratulations and pats on the backs as they went.

      Just before the last photo was taken of them waving goodbye, one of the reporters yelled out a final question, "How do you screen your passengers? Is it just medical history, or do you look at criminal backgrounds as well?"

      Dimitri looked in the direction the voice had come from, trying to find the person it went with. When no one stood out, he answered, "Both crewmembers and passengers are given confidentiality contacts and, yes, medical and criminal screening is also done. It's like I said in the beginning, safety is one of our highest priorities. We again thank you for your time and we look forward to your reviews." Dimitri waved and started walking backwards onto the ship. When they were out of sight from the media, he looked at Cameron. "What the hell was that? I thought after the champagne, question and answer time was over. And what a question!"

      "You handled it just fine. You didn't avoid it, but neither did you offer too much. I wouldn't worry about it. Now, I'm off to find my wife and begin our honeymoon. After tonight, do not expect to see me or Sadie for the rest of the cruise. We may make an appearance every now and then, but for the most part we will be otherwise engaged."

      "Go have fun. I'm going to go have a chat with my wayward brother. Seriously, how long have you been talking with him?"

      "A few weeks. Give him a chance to explain. You'll understand once you hear everything. He's not a bad guy, Dimitri."

      "So, he grew up okay? I wish you would have told me you knew. It would have been nice to talk about him with someone."

      "But if we did, and the wrong person heard, it could have done more damage than good. Our guests will be arriving within the hour and I plan to use my time wisely. See you at dinner."

      "Cameron, if I didn't say it before, thank you. Knowing where Sabastian is, definitely helps with some of the anxiety. The rest should be worked out later. I'll let you know how that goes."

      Cameron was getting into the elevator. "You'd better. I know Sadie will want all the details. I'm trying to curb my sub's obsession with helping her friends find what she has. However, it's near impossible right now, with the wedding and all."

      "Well, if I have my way, we will also be unavailable for most of this cruise. We will attend the necessary functions. But every free minute I have, I will be making sure Madison knows how important she is to me."

      "Care to tell me how Xavier fits into all of this?"

      "I will when I know. See you later." Dimitri watched as the elevator doors closed. He then went back to the check-in desk.

      "Vincent, make sure no unwanted guests get past you. We've had it happen once, and I do not want a repeat of it."

      "Don't worry, Mr. Zilkin, I will make sure everyone is signed in before we leave. No one will get past me. By the way, I wanted to say thank you for this opportunity. I'm looking forward to working with Wyatt and Cooper. I've heard good things about them."

      "They are the best. Otherwise, they wouldn't be working for me. I trust their judgment for the choices they made with the security on the Sapphire. You included. I'm leaving now. I'm sure we will meet up during our voyage." Dimitri headed for the elevators again. Now to go deal with Sabastian.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

    

    
      Madison had gone to the spa and met both Isabella and Sadie there. They had spent the afternoon getting pampered for their Masters. Now, she stood before the full-view mirror in her cabin, wearing a floor-length sapphire blue lace high-necked gown with a small train. Her four-inch Jimmy Choo ankle strap heels added to her five foot nine-inch height. She thought back to another time in her life when she had worn a similar dress though the color had been white. The night had changed her life. Madison's thoughts drifted back to that night.
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      Her mother, Lisa, had been chosen that year to head the fund-raising committee for the local hospital. Lisa had been waiting for this moment all her life. Finally, she would get the recognition that she had craved ever since she and her husband Walter started making money from their investments. They were still waiting to be accepted by the high society she so wanted to be a part of.

      Lisa had chosen a casino-themed gala. She felt this would bring in some big spenders. She also knew it would draw Pamela Boxwood away from whatever social event she had planned. Lisa had found out through the grapevine that Pamela had a weakness for blackjack. She wouldn't miss an opportunity to sit her fat ass at a table and try to outwit the cards.

      The evening began with a bang for Amber, when her mother chose the dress she would wear that night. Not one to create waves with her mother, knowing it would get her nowhere, Amber just wore the dress. Her sister Sarah was so excited, as this was the first time she was attending a fancy function, and she planned to have fun. She had spun her way into Amber's room, wearing a green satin knee length dress that flared out as she was spinning. Amber looked at her sister. She was growing up to be a beauty. Her green eyes were shining brightly, enhanced with the makeup that drew the color out. Her long brown hair had been curled artfully down her back, making her look older than she was. She wore a pair of low heels, dyed the color of her dress. "Mother wants to know if you're ready to go." Sarah was smelling the different perfumes Amber had on her dresser. Choosing one and using it, she said, "Mother wants everything to be perfect tonight. I think if something goes wrong, she just might do something stupid."

      "What are you talking about?" Amber had just stood up from putting her shoes on.

      "Wow, you look like a bride. All you need are the flowers and the veil," Sarah had exclaimed, but when she saw Amber's face, she added," You do look really pretty, Amber."

      Amber looked at herself in the mirror and had the same thought her sister had. The long lacey white gown hugged all of her curves. The bodice was a heart-shaped strapless neckline that sunk to display her well-developed chest. Her long brown hair hung down, with large curls adding a bounce and curling just under her chest. She always chose a low-heeled shoe, because she was usually taller than most of the boys at school. But tonight, she was going to wear her first real pair of high heels. Her mother had bought her a pair of Louboutin four-inch heels. They were white lace with flowers and butterflies over the peep toe, with sequins on the heels and platforms. She really did feel like a bride.

      When she had asked her mother about the gown, she had just said, "Well, consider it a coming out party. When this gala proves to everyone that I belong as part of their society, you will then have a second chance with Brian."

      It had been two years since she had heard that name, and it still sent chills through her. "I'm sure he's found some new girl at college, Mom. I wouldn't get my hopes up," Amber had said, trying to steer her mom away from that subject.

      "Oh no, he hasn't. I've been keeping tabs on him. You'll see, he will be at the gala. You should be able to get reacquainted." Amber could hear the excitement in her mother's words.

      She felt sick the minute those words left her mother's mouth. After that Amber didn't have any desire to go, but it was too late to back out. Besides, there was nothing she could say that would be more important to her mother, even if she came up with an excuse.

      The family had climbed into the waiting limousine. Amber had wished her brother could have been there, she would have felt better. But with Matthew away at school, he wasn't able to go. They made their way to the banquet hall, arriving before the other guests. Lisa wanted to be there to greet every guest, so they would know who to give the credit to when the event was a success. Or until Pamela got there. As Amber stood in the receiving line with her mother and sister, she knew the moment when Pamela and her family arrived. This woman could make or break her mother's event. A chill ran through Amber as she had to stand there and greet the one person she never wanted to see again—Brian Boxwood.

      Amber felt the temperature in the room drop twenty degrees. Her back stiffened, as she came eye to eye with Brian. She raised her hand slowly to greet him as she had others before him. When he flipped her hand to kiss her palm, she shuddered with disgust. "It's been too long, Amber," Brian said, his eyes moving from her eyes to her chest. "You've grown up even more since the last time I saw you." Brian's smooth voice grated on her ears.

      Amber turned slightly toward her mother to see if she was watching. Seeing her mother's attention distracted by her father, who was collecting another scotch from the waiter, she started to yank her hand from his, remembering his mother to her left. She gently pulled her hand from his. "We're happy you could attend," Amber had said with the sweetest, most sarcastic sound she could muster after plastering a fake smile on her face.

      Her mother's attention now focused on her interaction with Brian. "I look forward to our dance later." Not giving her a chance to answer, he moved on to greet her sister. "Who is this tasty morsel?" Brian crooned. "What lovely brown hair you have." Reaching forward, he wrapped a strand around his finger, twirling it.

      An almost shy, yet seductive look came over Sarah's face as she answered, "Thank you, I'm Amber's sister Sarah." She shook his hand.

      Brian's eyes zeroed in on her chest as well. "I can see the resemblance."

      Amber tried to stay focused on their conversation when Pamela Boxwood stood in front of her. Pamela drew Amber's attention back to her when she said, "I see now what the fascination is with you." The short woman's eyes were level with Amber's chest. Lifting her head, she looked Amber in the eye. "I, however, only see a small-town girl, looking to be something she is not." By the time she finished her sentence, Pamela's head had turned to look at her mother.

      Amber ignored her comment and just said, "We're happy you could attend," extending the same greeting she had given all night.

      "I think this should be an amusing night for us all." Pamela smiled the same sarcastic smile Amber had on her face, then moved down the receiving line toward her mother, totally bypassing her sister.

      "So, Mrs. Sinclair. Should we expect honest tables tonight, or have they been rigged for the house?" Pamela continued. "This is a charity event, not a way to fatten your pockets, correct?"

      "Pamela, I'm glad you could attend tonight." Her mother drooled. Amber could not understand her mother's need to be a part of this woman's group. Her mother continued. "I only hired a company to set up the tables. I have no idea if they are rigged. You'll have to play to find out. I don't usually gamble, so I wouldn't know. I am, however, looking forward to trying it, though. The money is for a very good cause." Pamela nodded and headed for the entrance. "Anything you want is yours, just let me know. Enjoy your evening, Pamela, I'm very happy you could attend."

      "I'm sure you have nothing I want," Pamela said over her shoulder as she walked into the ballroom.

      The final member of the family trailed behind, Stanley Boxwood. The man was clueless to what happened around him. He had been put in his place years ago by his wife, not to say he didn't have his own secrets. He now stood before her mother. He placed a kiss on the back of Lisa's hand. "It's hard to tell who the mother in this family is." He smiled smugly at her. Now, Amber knew where Brian got it.

      Amber had been greeting Stanley when she had caught the tail end of what her mother had said to Pamela. She grabbed Sarah before she could leave. "What was Mom saying to Mrs. Boxwood?"

      "I don't know, something about, 'anything she wants it's hers.' Something like that. I wasn't paying much attention. I was watching Brian. I wish I was another year older, then I could be with him. I just know I could make him happy."

      Amber couldn't believe what she was hearing. "You stay very far away from Brian. He's not for you."

      "Why? Cause you're still hung up on him. You had your chance and you blew it. Don't ruin this for me. I know he'll wait for me if he knows I want him," Sarah sighed.

      "Stay away from him, Sarah. He's not what you think he is." Before she could say anything further, their mother stood in front of them, blocking them from moving.

      "Do not do anything to embarrass me tonight," she growled through clenched teeth. She then released her jaw and continued. "Now, let's go and show everyone in that room that we belong here." Nothing else was said as the girls followed their mother and father into the room.

      They entered the ballroom as a family, standing at the top of the stairs. Down at the bottom of the staircase, a floral designed carpet surrounded the room and dance floor. To the left of the stairs, tables were elegantly set with china, crystal stem wine glasses, and silver flatware. To the right were the gaming tables for tonight's entertainment. The walls stretched high to the cathedral ceiling. Columns were placed in front of the walls, with sheer cloth curtains around the perimeter. The lighting rising from the floor mixed with the chandelier over the dance floor, giving the room a party atmosphere. Along the back was a wall of glass looking out onto the outside patio, with stairs leading down to the garden area. From the top step, one had a clear view of the manicured lawn and gardens. As darkness descended outside, the lighting lit the path, while white lights flickered to life in the trees.

      Amber had done a good job of watching her sister yet avoiding Brian every chance she got. She had a half hour to go, and then she would be able to leave. Her mother was approaching the podium to announce how much money they had raised for the hospital.

      "Excuse me, everyone. Everyone, can I please have your attention for a few minutes?" She waited until all eyes were on her. "I would like to thank everyone for coming tonight. The turnout for this charity event was a rousing success. I would like to personally thank the Marshalls, the Saxons, and especially the Boxwood's for their generous donations, putting us at our goal of five hundred thousand dollars. This money will put a substantial dent in what is needed to expand the trauma center. As we come to the end of our evening, the dancing will continue as well as the tables, for another fifteen minutes or so. Everything you win from here on out goes into your pockets. So, good luck. I hope you all had a fun time and get home safely." She moved away from the podium, accepting the congratulations from those standing near her.

      Amber looked for her sister and couldn't immediately see her. When she spotted her, she was standing by the garden doors talking to Brian. She headed in that direction, barely noticing anything around her. When she was standing in front of them, she said to Brian, "Stay away from my sister. She's too young for you. I don't think you want a repeat of what happened the last time we were together!"

      His attention now centered on Amber as if Sarah wasn't even standing there. "Amber, my dear, you remembered our dance. I thought you had forgotten." He grabbed for her hand, pulling her in so only she could hear him. "Your brother is not here tonight. I have nothing to fear."

      She grabbed it back. "Don't touch me and stay away from my sister. Matthew might not be here, but I know how to take care of myself now." She grabbed Sarah's arm and pulled her behind herself to find their parents, only to find her father still sitting at the table with yet another scotch in his hand and her mother sitting at a blackjack table with Pamela Boxwood. This could not be good. She dragged Sarah with her to the table just in time to see Brian lean into his mother and whisper something in her ear. He then stood looking right at her, his mother's gaze followed.

      Pamela then looked at her mother, saying, "Okay, Lisa, let's put all our cards on the table. One hand. If you win, I will allow you to join our society group. However, if I win, your daughter Amber spends the rest of the night with my son."

      Most of the guests had already left, but the few who had remained made an audible sound of disbelief. Amber herself stopped dead in her tracks. She knew exactly what her mother would do, and it terrified her. Her mother was going to make her part of a bet she couldn't win. Could she? Without even thinking before she answered, her mother said, "It's a bet."

      Amber couldn't believe what she had just heard, but then again there was only ten more minutes left in the evening. She could endure his presence for that much time.

      Two cards were dealt face down to each player. Both players looked at their cards, Lisa asking for another card. Pamela holding. Lisa asked for yet another card. She held with that last card. She then laid her cards face up on the table with a smug smile. They totaled twenty. Pamela paused for a minute, adding the cards in her head, and then she smiled wickedly. Turning her two cards, showing the king and ace of spades, twenty-one.

      Pamela then stood from her chair, quietly saying in Lisa's ear, "I guess you did have something I wanted. I can't promise you anything, but and it's a very big but, I will consider your membership if she makes my son happy. So, I would stress the importance to her." Pamela then put a hundred-dollar bill on the table for the dealer. Saying her goodbyes, she grabbed her winnings and her husband. Before she left the ballroom, she stopped by her son and whispered in his ear. His smile said everything he was thinking. He gave his mother a kiss on the cheek and then she was gone.

      Amber stood in stunned disbelief. Her mother gained her undivided attention. "Amber, I know you think what I did was wrong, but it worked out perfectly. Now, you get to be with Brian, and you will make him so happy, I'll be able to become a member."

      "Mom, I don't want to be with Brian. I've been trying to tell you that, but you just won't listen," Amber pleaded.

      Lisa stood and changed her tone. "You will make that boy so happy, he will be farting bubbles. If you don't do that, don't come home." She turned on her heels and sent Sarah to collect her father. "Don't disappoint me, Amber." Amber watched as her mother joined the rest of her family. Her mother gave her one last look, then helped Sarah get her husband to the car. Amber knew this would be the last time she saw her family.

      She started to follow them when Brian stepped in her path. "Going somewhere? The final song is playing. You owe me a dance." He took her hand, guiding her to the dance floor. Joining the remaining couples, swaying to the music, he said, "I've waited two years for you, Amber. I know you will not disappoint me."

      She awoke from the haze she was in, realizing the implications behind his words. "No, the evening is over with this dance. That was the bet," she spoke with confidence.

      "No, sweetheart, the bet was for the rest of the night. After this dance, you will accompany me to my room. There, you will give me what was taken away two years ago. You also have a broken nose to make up for." He pulled her stiff body in close to his. "I suggest you loosen up so it will be more enjoyable. Or you can stay straight like a board. Either way, it doesn't matter to me. Your choice!"

      Amber had gone with Brian. She had made him so happy, her mother received a call from Pamela the next day, explaining that she was still keeping him happy and would be staying with them for a few days, at which time, she had told Lisa her membership was approved on a six-month trial basis.

      Amber had woken up in the hotel room the next day. She could hardly breathe with the broken ribs in her chest. Brian had only hit her in the face once, and that was to repay the broken nose he had received. Other than that, he used her as a punching bag, after repeatedly raping her. He would have said she was willing, but nothing she had done that night had been done willingly. Rolling onto her side, she found a handful of hundreds. She knew if she went anywhere for help, they would document what happened. So she stayed in the room. She paid the maid to bring her clothes, after which she had her burn the bloody stained gown. The maid also brought her food. When Amber was strong enough, she bought a bus ticket to California. Her mother had sold her for a chance with a society that didn't really want her. Amber left a huge tip for the maid and never looked back. From that night on, she didn't have a family anymore.
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      Madison shook her head, clearing the memory. She had finally found a place she felt safe. She knew the first time she saw Dimitri, he would be the Master who would make her nightmares go away. She had thought Xavier was that person. Things had taken a turn for the better for a while when she had been seeing Xavier. Then another devastating night

      took that from her.

      She had done a lot of thinking, and tonight would be the night she told Dimitri anything he asked. She prayed he could accept her with her sorted and complicated past.
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      Dimitri had an hour in between the launch and picking up Madison. An hour to get changed and talk to his brother. Dimitri had left Cameron to do the greetings with the arriving guests. Grabbing his tuxedo and the specially designed room key, he left for Sabastian's cabin.

      Knowing Madison's room was a few doors down from Sabastian's gave him more time to talk to his brother. He knocked on the door. Sabastian opened it wearing a pair of black sweatpants. "You did bring a suit with you correct?" Dimitri asked as he walked into the room. "I need to change while we talk."

      "Yes, I have several suits with me. I came prepared."

      "That brings me to my next question. Why are you here? Not that I'm not glad you're here. It was just a surprise."

      "Then it worked. It was supposed to be a surprise. I needed to leave Russia and I hadn't seen you. I figured I could kill two birds." Sabastian picked up the weights he had put down to answer the door, putting them out of the way.

      Dimitri was stripping out of his clothes. "Where did the weights come from?"

      "I asked Harley if I could bring them here, since you didn't want me out in public until we spoke."

      "No, I wanted you in your cabin until we launched. That way no one could snap any pictures of you. You did mention you were hiding from an organization you stole money from."

      "I gave it back, but by that time they had lost so much they wanted blood." Sabastian moved back to the couch he had been sitting on, flopping down. He looked at Dimitri to gauge his feelings on what Sabastian had just said. "I owed money from another bet. I figured this was easy money. I'd pay off my debt and pocket the rest." He shifted his body to the edge of the couch, pushing his hands through his hair. "Problem was, as soon as I hit the ice I knew I had made a really big mistake."

      Dimitri stopped buttoning his shirt. "What did you promise them to do?" He had a clue as to what Sabastian was edging around, but he needed to hear him say it.

      "I was supposed to make sure Russia didn't win. I really didn't think it would be that hard. Problem was, when I stepped out on the ice, feeling the energy running through the arena, everything became clear to me why I was really there. I was supposed to be a role model. How could I go out there and lose on purpose?" Sabastian looked up at his brother. "I've been hiding out since then. Dad set me up with some old contacts in the beginning. I thought I had finally out run them. I was holed up in a hostel in Germany. I started to get comfortable. I let my guard down. I started going to a dungeon seeing a sub on a regular basis."

      Sabastian paused. Dimitri could see his brother cared for this woman. "I was picking her up for dinner. I arrived at her apartment but when I knocked on the door, it swung open. I closed it behind me as I walked into an apartment turned upside down. I picked my way through the debris to the bedroom. I found her bloody abused body chained spread eagle to her bed. A note stapled to her chest. 'Next time, they'll have nothing to bury'.  I haven't been with another woman since. That was over a year ago. I started moving so much they lost track of me." Sabastian stood up grabbing his t-shirt and putting it on.

      "Then I saw that you had finally achieved your American dream. The launch of your first ship gave me the idea to leave Europe. Dad helped me with credentials. Cameron helped with a private jet, then he sent a car. All done under another alias Kristoff Markovich. You have a good friend and business partner, Dimitri."

      "You don't have to tell me." Dimitri was putting his jacket on as Sabastian finished his story. "I have to go get Madison. Dinner is at eight. Monty has set a place at the captain's table." He grabbed Sabastian with both hands around his neck area, giving him a slight shake. "You did the right thing. You wouldn't have been able to live with yourself if you had gone through with it." He then hugged him. "I'm glad you're here. I've missed you. We will have more time to talk tomorrow. You were an unexpected surprise." Dimitri checked his appearance in the mirror one last time. His sandy-blond hair curled to his shoulders. The blue in his hazel eyes sparkled with anticipation for the upcoming night. Walking to the door, he opened it. "You are now free to do as you please." Pointing his finger at him, he added, "Make sure you're at dinner, as it's mandatory for all guests. Until then, don't get into any trouble. Try to have some fun."

      "Don't worry, brother, I will behave myself. But it has been a while since I've been with a woman. I plan on indulging in every pleasure your ship has to offer. See you at dinner."

      Dimitri heard the last sentence as the door closed. Straightening his navy-blue tuxedo, he headed toward Madison's door. He didn't know how the night was going to progress, but he knew by the end of this night his future would be cemented.
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      The knock came at exactly 6:00 pm. Madison invited Dimitri in. He took three steps in the room and had her in his arms before the door closed. "You continually astound me with your beauty." He pressed a gentle kiss on her cheek, then his eyes took in the dress hiding her beautiful body.

      "You're not too bad yourself. You've let your hair get out of control," she said, wrapping a short curl around her finger. "I like it, though. You'd be surprised at how a little hair pulling can get your senses feeling." She gently tugged.

      "I have a few surprises for you tonight. I will tell you one of them now, the rest will come throughout the night. I have anticipated this night since our dinner." Dimitri kissed her again on the other cheek. "Bringing me back to your first surprise. Mine as well. My brother Sabastian is on the ship with us. Cameron and Sadie smuggled him in under my radar. I will introduce you at dinner. However, you must call him Kristoff. I will explain everything later. Right now, I want to take you somewhere. Do you trust me?"

      "Always, Master."

      "Let's get going; I don't want to be late." Dimitri waited for Madison to collect her bag. Opening the door, he followed her out. He placed his hand on the small of her back and guided her down the emerald-colored carpet. When they reached the landing for the elevators, he turned her toward the stairs. Climbing the stairs up one level, they arrived by the spa/ salon. Then he escorted her to another set of stairs, leading to the Sun Deck. Dimitri kept her tucked up close to him until they reached their destination.

      They were the only ones on the deck. He settled her in front of him, wrapping her in his arms. He leaned his chin on her shoulder. "Isn't it beautiful?" Stretched out before them on the horizon, was a giant orange, flaming ball. The sun had just begun its descent.

      Madison pulled forward and smiled at Dimitri. "I've watched the sun come up many mornings. But I've never watched it go down. It looks like it's dropping into the water. Thank you, Dimitri." She leaned her head back against his shoulder. "It's so peaceful."

      "Am I late? Have I missed the sunset? You look beautiful, Madison." He placed a kiss lovingly on her cheek.

      Madison's entire body went ramrod straight at the question presented to them. Xavier walked up next to them, bumping her in the hip.

      "No, you're just in time," Dimitri said to him. To Madison, he said, "Remember you said you would trust me, correct?"

      Madison tried to move from Dimitri's arms, but he held her there. Moving her so she now stood in between their two bodies, he wrapped his left arm around her hip, while Xavier wrapped his right around her other one, holding her, quietly watching the sun set.

      She shifted her head back and forth between these two beautiful men. The blackness of the night was pushing down the pink and orange colors of the day on the horizon. One was sandy-blond, the other brown. Hazel eyes to blue eyes, both had strong, chiseled jaws, and were similar in height. Their features were close enough to make them look like brothers. Both of them wore tuxedos.

      Madison could feel the butterflies beginning to grow in her stomach. Being with Dimitri had always had that effect on her. Add Xavier, and that just doubled the sensation she was feeling. Her nipples grew hard and the wetness between her legs was starting to saturate her panties.

      "Do you remember the night I told you about my father?" She nodded her head in agreement. "I'd had a conversation with Xavier earlier that day. We talked a lot about you." Again, she tried to pull away, but they held fast to her. "We also talked about him and me. By the end of the conversation, we had come to an agreement. A contract was signed. But you will have final say in how our relationship progresses."

      He could feel her starting to tense up again. "Madison, please listen to me." He kept her between them, turning his body so he could see her face. "I explained at our dinner how I wanted you to fill in the blank years you never talk about. I know Xavier was a part of those years. A very important part."

      Xavier shifted his body, so it appeared like they were blocking her in. "I have never stopped loving you. I grieved for you until the day I saw you on the Onyx. Even then I didn't think it was you."

      They all stood, quiet, watching the sun, each one taking in the moment and the implications of it.

      Madison wasn't sure she was totally understanding what was happening. As soon as the sun had finally dropped out of sight, she calmly asked, "What was in the contract you signed?" She knew it involved how her life was about to change. Again.

      Dimitri disentangled himself. He took Madison's hand and guided her to a deck chair, making her sit down. Xavier sat in the chair next to her. "We have gotten to know each other. We found out that besides you, we actually have a lot in common. I went to Xavier first, as a Master wanting to help his sub. I could feel how a piece of you was missing. After meeting him and learning of your history with him. I felt he was that missing part. I'm sure this is not how you envisioned your evening going." Dimitri crouched down in front of her, taking both hands in his. "Part of the contract we signed stated neither one of us would touch you while we got to know each other. That changes tonight. While you are at dinner tonight, I want you to think about the new contract I have in my jacket."

      Xavier jumped in to continue explaining the new contract to her. "If you agree, we will both become your Masters. If you don't, nothing changes. I will go back to my life in New York and that will be the end of it."

      "So in the past three weeks that you two have been getting to know each other, I was left in the dark about a major change in my life, and neither one of you thought I would need more than what, three hours, to make a decision?" Madison tried to stand up, but Dimitri kept her in the chair.

      "Answer me honestly, Madison. If we had told you about this, after I had already told you that I wanted answers about your life, would you have run?"

      A light shade of pink rose up on Madison's skin.

      "Exactly. I had a feeling you might run after what I had already requested from you. We didn't want to add more pressure. Now that your decision has been made to tell me, and now Xavier, about your life, this decision should be much easier. After dinner tonight, Madison, you will unload the baggage that has kept you from being completely honest with me," Dimitri explained as he stood.

      Xavier stood as well. "Madison, if this helps make your decision easier, we are both in agreement. We both want you in our lives, and we also think this will work."

      Dimitri removed the contract from his jacket, placing it on the table. Xavier placed a pen next to it. Dimitri then told her, "Read the contract; we can amend just about anything except the first paragraph." He leaned down. Wrapping his hand behind her head and gently pulling her hair so her head tilted up, he captured her lips. Dimitri deepened the kiss, sliding his tongue across the seam, sinking it in when she responded. Her body heated instantly. She moved up out of her chair as he began ending their kiss. He placed a gentle kiss under her ear, saying, "We will be back to get you for dinner." Then he stepped back out of the way as Xavier approached her.

      Xavier took her hand gently in his, leading it to his lips and kissing her palm, feathering kisses up her arm, around her neck, and across her cheek then taking her mouth in a hungry kiss. He brought both hands up to hold her face in place. "You taste delicious. Read the contract." He kissed her palm again. "After dinner we will discuss it." Both men turned and headed toward the stairs. Neither one of them looked back.

      Madison watched them leave. She hoped they were feeling as frustrated as she was. Looking at the contract sitting on the table, she adjusted herself in the chair flipping to the first paragraph.

      

      This contract is a binding agreement between Madison MacIntyre (submissive), Dimitri Zilkin (Master), and Xavier Legend (Master). This contract lays out the terms to which all parties will agree. Both Masters commit to providing their submissive with trust, open communication, and laughter. They further commit to her financial stability, as well as taking care of their submissive's health, living arrangements, and transportation. They will be responsible for all of the submissive's orgasms. The 'submissive' agrees to full disclosure of both her past and present life for the duration of this contract. Under no circumstance will this contract be broken by one party. All parties must agree, before the contact can be found null and void. If the submissive does not agree to the contract, things remain the same between Master Dimitri and the submissive.

      Madison flipped to the last page, seeing that both Dimitri and Xavier had already signed the document. She looked away from the contract with a sigh. They were offering her the stability she had craved all her life. They were willing to sign this contract before knowing what mysteries she was keeping. Could they really do this? Could she really do this? She plopped her head in her hand, her elbow resting on the table as she held the contract in her other hand.

      Dimitri had gone to such lengths for her, for them. He had never indicated he would entertain a ménage. She knew when she was with Xavier, she had held a part of herself back from him, always cautious. But not with Dimitri. She had jumped and Dimitri had caught her. She had freaked, and he had comforted her.

      She picked her head up and flipped through the five-page contract. Searching for it, she found the hard and soft limit page totally blank. A frown appeared on Madison's face. Why was it blank? With both men, she had had a list of limits. Even if she agreed to the contract, she couldn't sign it without that page being filled in. The rest of the contract was pretty standard. No urination, animals, and blood play were among those standard things. However, the length of how long the contract would be was also mysteriously missing. She placed the contract on the table and walked to the railing. Would they end the contract when she told them? Would they act differently toward her? Would they try to coddle her or treat her with kid gloves? She didn't know if she could handle them changing for her.
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      Dimitri and Xavier stood at the bottom of the stairs, watching Madison. "She looks confused. Do you think we are doing the right thing?" Xavier questioned Dimitri.

      "At any time when we were drawing up this contract, did you have any doubts?"

      "No."

      Dimitri faced Xavier. "Then why are you doubting it now? We both know this is the right thing for all of us. We all need this. I've gotten to know you pretty well." Dimitri grabbed a napkin off the table closest to him, handing it to Xavier. "I've seen you handle multimillion-dollar business deals better than this. Relax." Xavier used the napkin to wipe his sweaty brow.

      "You can relax. If she doesn't sign, she's still your sub. I, however, am out of the picture." Xavier looked back up at Madison. "To be really honest, I don't know what I'll do if she doesn't sign. I have never felt like this with another woman. I love her."

      "Then how can you doubt her?"

      "Because of the total disclosure thing. She has always been private about certain aspects of her life. Like you, I could tell she was holding back," Xavier huffed out.

      "If this is going to work, we need that clause. She's ready to tell someone. Otherwise, she wouldn't have come on the cruise."

      "Yes, but she could have very easily gotten off too." Xavier was now looking at Dimitri.

      "Exactly my point. She could have gotten off, but she stayed. I think she's stronger with the two of us. Besides, there's nothing she will tell us that will change how I feel about her." Dimitri had known that was an option, but when she hadn't gotten off, he knew they had a chance. "While we wait, I'd like to tell you about my brother." Xavier had a look of disbelief on his face. "I know, I told you I wouldn't talk about my family with you, but that changes tonight. I have thought about it for a while, but I didn't think you needed to know." Dimitri looked Xavier in the eyes. "What I'm going to tell you could put your life in danger. So, it's your call."

      "Continue," was all Xavier said.

      As Dimitri spoke, his vision was focused back up on Madison. "Cameron and Sadie surprised me. They got my brother on this ship without me knowing. He will be sailing with us. I talked briefly with him before coming here. The shit he just told me that he's going through could bring some very bad people to our door. Still want to know?"

      "If it involves you and Madison, of course, I want to know. Like you said, we are stronger together. Wow, he's really on the ship? I did a little web search after I signed the contract." Xavier shrugged his shoulders. "I was curious. So I know he's an awesome hockey player. They didn't say that much more about him. Just so you know."

      "It's because of hockey that he's in trouble. He got in with the wrong people, gambling. He took a lot of money but didn't follow through on what they wanted to happen. Now, they want blood."

      "Okay, but he's here with you now. We should be able to figure something out together to get them off his back." Dimitri looked back at Xavier. "What? I'm in this for the long haul. If you're in danger because of your brother, that puts both me and Madison in danger. We're a team now, correct? If I can help in any way, you just need to let me know."

      "It's been a while since I have felt the need to rely on anyone but myself. I think between the two of us, we just might be able to help him." Dimitri smiled with the thought of them working together.

      "So, what are the two of you doing?" Cameron asked as he came up behind the two men, Sadie by his side.

      "We are giving Madison some time to read the new contract we proposed."

      "We?" Sadie questioned, looking between Dimitri and Xavier.

      "Yes. We!" Xavier exclaimed.

      "Why have I heard nothing about this?" she asked, looking up at Cameron.

      Holding his hands in front of him, Cameron pleaded, "I knew nothing about this either."

      "We didn't say anything because we didn't want anything to sway her decision. The only people who needed to know were the three of us," Dimitri answered for Cameron. "We both agree that this is what's best for Madison."

      Sadie moved from Cameron's side to hug both men. Then moving back to Cameron, she slid her hand into his, knotting their fingers together. "I couldn't agree more. While planning the wedding, there were times I could feel her withdrawing, like she was battling a big decision, but then she'd snap out of it and be her normal self. Now it makes sense; she had to be thinking about this." Sadie smiled to herself, as if she had just solved a mystery.

      "No, that would have been her deciding whether to tell her Master all about herself. As every good sub should. Don't you agree, Master Xavier?"

      "Absolutely, Master Dimitri, all subs should be truthful with their Masters. Don't you think, Sadie?"

      Sadie's eyes got as round as saucers as she glared at the two of them.

      "Am I missing something here?"

      "No, no, nothing that can't wait until later," Sadie replied quickly, still glaring at Dimitri and Xavier. "Now, if you will excuse me, I'd like to go talk to Madison. I'm sure right about now she could use a friend." Sadie kissed Cameron on the cheek. "I'll be right back."

      When Sadie had made it halfway up the stairs, Cameron asked, "Okay, what's going on? What is she up to?"

      "We were sworn to secrecy. You'll just have to wait and find out." Dimitri smiled, knowing how much Cameron hated to wait for anything. "Don't look so worried. It will be all right."

      His smug smile scared Cameron. "So, the two of you and Madison. How did you come to this conclusion?"

      "Dimitri came to me. He came up with the idea, and it made sense. I was making peace with the fact she was with Dimitri. Then one day I got a phone call to meet him for coffee. At the end of the conversation, I would have agreed to any demands he had, just to have her in my life again. But what he came up with was even better. The three of us, with Madison at the center of everything."

      "And you're good with this? I've only just met my brother. How can you be sure it will work?" Cameron looked at Dimitri.

      "I really think it what's best for Madison. Not to worry; we've been getting to know each other. That was part of our agreement. We've spent the better part of the past three weeks leading up to the cruise meeting at different events, hanging out and spending time together. Your brother's not so bad."

      "Okay, I'm good with this. My best friend and brother happy with the same woman puts a whole new spin on the word family." Cameron punched him in the shoulder.
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      "Madison, are you all right?" Sadie questioned as she reached Madison's side by the railing.

      "I guess so. Do you know what they are proposing?" Before Sadie could respond, Madison quickly said, "A ménage! Do you believe that? I have a rough enough time pleasing one Master. How am I supposed to please two? Then on top of everything, they wait until we are at sea to bring up this new tidbit."

      "If it makes you feel any better, I just saw them. They weren't standing there with smiles on their faces. They are concerned too. They know this is a big decision, and they won't put pressure on you."

      "No, that's where you are wrong. I have to tell them after dinner. They've had three weeks to get used to this. I have three hours."

      "Madison, do you really need three hours? You and I both know this is exactly what you need. You've been struggling with your feelings for Xavier ever since you saw him on the Onyx. Now you don't have to."

      "I understand that, but what if my feelings for Xavier overpower what I feel for Dimitri?"

      "They won't and you know it. You have more than enough love for the both of them. I think each one of them already has a piece of your heart. Plus, you'll never know unless you try. What's the harm? If it doesn't work out, at least you tried. You do love them both, don't you?"

      Madison turned her head, looking at Sadie. "I do, but will that be enough after I tell them?"

      "Tell them what?"

      Madison looked back at the water. "After I tell them about myself. There is a lot of shit that they have no clue about. I just don't know how they are going to react when I tell them the whole story."

      "Is this about your family? You told Isabella and me. I'm sure they will understand what happened with your mother."

      Madison pushed off the railing, moving to the table. She picked up the contract and handed it to Sadie. "Read the first paragraph, which according to the both of them, is the only paragraph not to be amended." She waited for Sadie to read it. When she lowered the document, she saw Sadie smiling. "Why are you smiling? I have to tell them everything."

      "Don't you get it? They aren't looking to break the contract. They are looking to see if you can handle it. Everything relies on you."

      "But what if I can't do this, Sadie? Will Xavier understand?"

      "According to the contract, he will. I really don't think you have a decision to make. I think the three of you together will be a good thing. Try to open up to the idea during dinner. Now that you know what they want, think about what you want. Then go for it. That's my advice."

      Madison hugged Sadie. "Thanks for the advice. I am going to think about it. I'll see you at dinner. How are your plans progressing?"

      "Dimitri and Xavier almost made me spill my guts right before I came up here. I'm going to tell him tonight." Sadie smiled. Just as she got to the stairs, she yelled back to Madison, "If it's any consolation, they're pretty nervous too." Sadie smiled and waved as she descended the stairs.

      When she was at the bottom, Cameron reached out and took her hand. "I think it's time we start heading to the dining room and let these two get back to Madison. We'll see you there."

      "Hey, Cameron, would you take the lead tonight at dinner? I have a feeling my mind will be preoccupied with other things," Dimitri asked.

      "No problem. You take care of Madison. I'll take care of business."

      Cameron and Sadie headed off to the dining room.

      Dimitri turned to Xavier. "Should we go get our sub?"

      Xavier smiled. "I think that is an excellent idea. Do you have the room key?"

      Dimitri tapped his jacket pocket. "Right here. I think she will be blown away by what we have planned for her."

      They both began climbing the stairs. Reaching the top step, their eyes locked on Madison.

      "If she gives this a chance," Xavier said, looking at her solemn face.

      "Think positive. Things will be fine. Are you ready for dinner?" Dimitri asked, approaching her.

      "I don't know if I'll be able to eat much. But I'm ready to go," Madison replied. She handed him the contract and the pen. "Will you hold this until after dinner?"

      "It will be my pleasure, and don't think I missed that comment. Eating is very important. You will need every ounce of energy you can gather." Tucking it back in his jacket pocket, Dimitri asked her, "Have you decided to sign it?"

      "We will discuss it after dinner, as you said earlier." She was going to leave them waiting, since they had already had more time to come to terms with this new relationship. "Shall we go?" she asked, holding both arms out for them to tuck into theirs and escort her.

      Xavier took one of her hands in his, bringing it to his lips again. "The pleasure is all mine. By the way, I don't think I've told you how lovely that dress hugs all of you. I can't wait to help remove it." With that he kissed her palm, then tucked her arm through his.

      Dimitri followed suit, taking her other hand. "Now, let's go to dinner. The sooner we get there, the sooner it will be over."
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      They were the last three passengers to arrive at dinner. Walking confidently to the table, Dimitri greeted people as he passed. They made their way to the Captain's table. Three seats were vacant to the right of Cameron who sat at the head of the table. They helped Madison into her seat as Cameron rose to make the announcement. "We would like to take this opportunity to say welcome aboard the maiden voyage of the Sapphire, the second ship in the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line. As we cruise tonight, plans are underway for our third ship. This one will be an international cruise ship. We are still working on the details, but we hope you will all be able to join us when we are ready to set sail."

      Cameron introduced the captain and certain members of the security staff then went on to explain the ship's computer system, games and contests. As on the Onyx, they included the fantasy experience at the end of the staged show. He introduced Rachel, the beautiful redheaded, full-figured, blue-eyed actress who would be their muse for the fantasy. Cameron also explain that after the staged shows each night, there would be a themed after party. He explained about the use of the red wrist band and the three-drink limit per day. Then he introduced Master Chef Raymond, an abnormally large man, as head chef. He stood six foot five and had muscles on top of muscles, not the kind of guy one pictured as a chef. The chef then gave the order to begin serving dinner.

      While Madison tried to sit and listen to Cameron, the two men beside her were making that very hard. Each of them had been slowly and methodically moving their hands up her thighs, pulling her legs open in the process. She was straddling the chair when they were done. As each began sliding their fingers through her slick slit, she couldn't help the moan that escaped.

      Dimitri leaned into her. "I know it's been too long, but we can't have you announcing it here at the table. If you are quiet like a mouse, we will allow you to climax at dinner. Another moan like that one and we stop." He kissed her cheek and turned back to the table. Everyone at the table was in mixed conversations, even Kristoff. Dimitri got his attention from where he was sitting next to Sadie. "Kristoff, I'd like to introduce you to Madison and Xavier. He's a close family friend. When I heard he was visiting from Russia, I had to ask him to join us." That was the story they had come up with to explain his appearance. Dimitri again couldn't thank Cameron enough for his handling of the situation.

      Xavier was first to respond. "It's a pleasure to meet you. Will you be in the States for a while, or is this a short visit?"

      "It really all depends on my visa. If I find reliable work, they may extend my stay. I'm kind of hoping that happens. So far, I'm having the time of my life. This is the first vacation I've taken in a long time. I plan on experiencing everything this beautiful ship has to offer." His eyes began scanning the room.

      Madison was on the verge of exploding in her chair and knew if she opened her mouth, no words would be uttered. She decided to push the envelope. She began to lean forward to put both elbows on the table to hold her head. When her body shifted, it pushed the four fingers probing her entrance, shooting them straight to her core, erupting her orgasm. In the position she was in, she made not one sound. But the euphoric look on her face, eyes closed, mouth slightly ajar, told everyone at the table what had just happened. With her breath panting, she looked Kristoff in the eye. "It's truly a pleasure to meet you."

      She grinned as she sat back in her chair feeling very pleased with herself. When she looked at both of her Masters, she realized how easy it was to call them both her Masters. They did not look happy. The euphoric look was replaced with a lip biting face. She whispered, "What did I do wrong?"

      Xavier answered for them, "It states right in the first paragraph we will be responsible for all orgasms. You just broke that."

      Dimitri chimed in, "By you taking control, it was not us who controlled your body." He leaned close to her. "Your punishment will be determined later. Now finish eating. You've hardly touched anything."

      Madison began picking at her dinner. She had a small knowing smile on her face as she did. She had gotten away with having the best orgasm she'd had in three weeks. Now she had a punishment to look forward to, which meant more orgasms. Where was the downside? Then the thought hit her. What if the punishment was no more orgasms? That would really suck, she thought to herself, the smile fading from her face.

      The waiters and waitresses began removing the dinner plates. Everyone was anticipating what Chef Raymond had planned for dessert. Throughout dinner there had been a panel next to the band. Chef Raymond got the attention of the band and made his entrance. "I hope you have enjoyed your meal. I have heard of the masterpiece Chef Isaac presented on the Onyx. I also wanted to do something special to commemorate the launch of the Sapphire. Would you please remove the panel?"

      Two waiters grabbed each side of the panel, sliding it out of the way and revealing what looked like a picture of the Sapphire floating on the sea. Jewels such as rubies, diamonds, emeralds, and sapphires floated in the water. However, when examined closely, people were layered on top of each other, creating the look of the ship. They had been placed on pedestals then body painted to match the ship. The gems floating on the sea cake were white chocolates, as well as grapes, strawberries, and blueberries. The display was about five feet long and about four people in height. From a distance it actually looked like the Sapphire floating in the water. It was absolutely stunning.

      "Everything you see is edible, even the paint on the models. I have also prepared a table of other desserts, not as fancy, but just as good. Master Cameron, Master Dimitri, please join me in cutting the cake. Bon appétit, everyone."

      Dimitri's hand slid from Madison's leg as he rose from his chair. Kissing her on the forehead, he asked, "Do you remember the last dessert I ate on the Onyx? I imagined it was your nipple I was sucking into my mouth. I will bring you some dessert." He turned and walked to join the other two men by the dessert ship. On closer approach, Dimitri could see where the bodies began and ended. "A spectacular display. It's fascinating and looks so real. Even the gems look like the real stones. Thank you, Chef Raymond. This will be another memorable event for the dining room." He shook the man's hand.

      Cameron followed suit with his compliments as well. Then all three men picked up knives, slicing down through the five-layered cake. Cameron took this opportunity to announce the crewmember auction. "Excuse me, everyone." He waited for the room to quiet. "For those of you unaware, tonight after the stage performance, we will be holding the crewmember auction. Certain members of the crew have volunteered to be actioned off to the highest bidder. The crewmember has the option of staying with the purchaser for the entire cruise if that is requested but is only required to stay with said purchaser for twenty-four hours. For donating their time and bodies, the money spent on them is given to a charity of the crew member's choice." Looking to where Sadie was seated, he smiled. "You never know what will happen. Thank you again for joining us on the maiden voyage of the Sapphire. Cameron and Dimitri both shook Chef Raymond's hand again then returned to their seats.

      While Dimitri had been at the front of the room pulling everyone's attention to him, Xavier had taken the opportunity to slide his chair closer to Madison's, as if they sat on the same chair. His hands began roaming over her body slowly and seductively. He took his knuckle on his middle finger and stroked it down her arm, creating goose bumps. He then glided his palm over her tightened nipple, grazing the underside of her breast as he moved his hand down to her stomach. He stopped to circle her navel, tickling her, making her jump. Pushing her closer to him, his chest was now resting on her back. Farther down her body he went, until he had reached the destination she craved. Finding her wet, he slid through her folds, sliding and squeezing his fingers along her clitoris as he continued his trek to their final resting place. Deep within her, he could feel her muscles clamp down. As he began to move them in and out in rapid succession, her breathing became erratic again, and he whispered in her ear, "Same rules apply, Madison, not a sound."

      They were trying to kill her. She just knew it. How in the world was she not to make a sound with what he was doing to her body? Her only consolation this time was that Xavier was driving her to her orgasm quickly. So quickly, that by the time Dimitri was in his chair again, Xavier was working Madison down from another mind-blowing orgasm.

      The band began playing again. Conversations resumed and guests began making their departure from the dining room. Dimitri looked to Xavier with a shake of his head. Giving the signal, he was ready to leave. Rising from his chair, he turned to Kristoff. "I have plans tonight, but tomorrow, you and I will have some time to catch up. Enjoy your night, and don't put me in the poor house at tonight's auction."

      He walked over to Cameron, extending his hand. "Congratulations again, my friend. You two belong together. I'm hoping that by the end of this cruise, Madison will be planning our wedding," he added quietly.

      Cameron shook his hand. "Good luck tonight. I look forward to being your best man."

      Dimitri went back to help Madison from her chair. After collecting her and Xavier, they walked to the exit of the dining room. "By the end of this cruise, all secrets will be put in the past. We want you to know we will be there, no matter what."

      Madison really hoped they could handle what she needed to unload. Because she didn't know what she'd do if they couldn't. Now that she could have both of them, she intended to be selfish for the first time in her life and go after what she really wanted.
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      Dimitri led Madison and Xavier to the Sapphire Deck. He stopped in front of a door, retrieving the room key from his pocket. Handing it to Madison, he said, "I had this suite specially designed with you in mind. For the rest of this cruise, you will have access whenever you want. But when you do, one or both of us will be with you."

      She looked confused as she accepted the room key, inserting it and opening the door. What she walked into, could literally be considered paradise. The cabin had been widened with a wall of windows in front of her. The balcony outside the window showed no joints in the railing, making the view out the window extend without anything to impede her vision. The carpet was the exact color of the ocean. Lighting from the floor moved on the walls, giving off a wave effect. The walls were painted to match the time of day. As the sun rose in the morning, the walls would change color to match. As the sun set in the evening, they changed to match. When night was upon them as it was now, the walls matched again.

      The furniture in the room was placed facing the view out the windows. The bed was to the right of the room. It had a canopy with silk curtains at the corners and was big enough for the three of them. The couch was in the center of the room. To the far left, was an open-plan bathroom with a clear brick wall separating it. Behind the wall, stood was a shower big enough for all of them, with shower heads all around. There was a double sink vanity, with a large mirror above the sinks. In the corner of the room closest to the wall of windows, was an oversized bathtub, with water jets and cushioned headrests.

      Facing the bathroom, Madison turned her head. She saw a bar with a kitchen area behind it set next to the bathroom area. Just to the left of the walkway, it opened into a walk-in closet, filled with clothes for her as well as Xavier and Dimitri. She walked around the bed on the right side of the doorway, finding another glass brick wall. Behind this wall, was a complete dungeon—a St. Andrew's Cross by the wall, an inversion table in the middle of the area, as well as a spanking bench. Crops, floggers and other implements lined the far wall. A ledge ran around the wall that held blindfolds, handcuffs, and nipple clamps.

      Imitation candlelight gave the room a soft glow. She turned around and looked at Dimitri and Xavier with a smile on her face. "This is the most beautiful room I've ever seen." A single tear slid from her eye. "You made me a safe room. A place where I can tell you anything and it never leaves the room. Is that right? That's why you don't want me here by myself?"

      "Yes, that's exactly what it is. You will still have your room down the hall. Xavier is in the room next to you, and I have had stairs installed on your balcony. If at any time you need us, you can get to us. However, we would prefer you stay with us." He looked at Xavier then back at Madison. "My cabin has been redesigned to accommodate all our needs."

      They both began walking toward her. Taking the key from her hand, Dimitri placed it on the table near the door. Xavier took her bag and placed it with the key. Dimitri withdrew the contract and pen from his jacket. Xavier guided Madison to sit on the couch. Putting the contract on the table, he threw his jacket onto one of the chairs on either side of the couch. She watched as Dimitri's fingers slowly glided down his shirt, popping buttons as he went. Removing his shirt, he tossed it aside with his jacket, exposing his beautifully sculptured chest.

      Xavier followed suit. Kicking off their shoes, they both stood before her in their slacks. "Your turn. Stand up. We are going to help get you comfortable. Then we will begin. In this room, you will call us Master Dimitri and Master Xavier. Do you understand?" Xavier asked her.

      They could see her tense up. "Madison, relax. Nothing has changed. These things we are requesting of you are normal commands." He began unzipping her gown.

      Xavier brought his hands up, sweeping the material from her shoulders and letting the dress puddle in a pile at her feet. Stepping out of it, she stood before them in her sapphire-colored corset and a string thong. She started to step out of her shoes, but they both stopped her.

      "Before the talking begins, we are going to remedy a situation that has been neglected for three weeks." Dimitri pulled Madison into his arms, kissing her as if his life depended on it.

      Xavier came up behind, wrapping his arms around her. He began loosening the ties on her corset. Removing it, he threw it off to the side. His hands then encased both of her breasts. Squeezing down to her erect nipples, he pinched with just enough sting, making Madison gasp. With Dimitri's mouth free from Madison's lips, he leaned down, taking her breast in his mouth. His tongue lashed her nipple, easing the sting before sucking it to a hard point again.

      The minute her mouth was free, Xavier moved to take control of it. possessing her, still holding one breast in his hand. He moved his other farther down. Pulling on the string of her thong, Dimitri grabbed the other side and ripped it from her body. Then they both moved their free hands down, sliding their fingers through her slick folds. Madison was so wet, the moisture was sliding down her leg. One was playing with her clit, the other pushing toward her core. Her legs began to buckle.

      Dimitri stepped back as Xavier gathered her in his arms carrying her to the bed. Settling her in the middle, he moved to the end of the bed, removing the rest of his clothes as he went. Madison turned her head, watching as Dimitri tugged on his belt, sliding it deliberately through each loop. He heard the hitch in Madison's breath. "Not tonight, lovely. Tonight, there will be no bindings." His pants hit the floor, his erection springing free. "Tonight, we learn about each other."

      Dimitri climbed onto the bed from the side, while Xavier crawled straight up the middle to the apex between her legs. Swiping his tongue up her pussy, he settled in to devour her.

      Dimitri was again kissing her, tweaking her breasts at the same time. Madison reached out, wrapping her fingers around Dimitri's huge cock. She started rocking her hand up and down, loving the smooth feeling in her hand. She spread the pre-cum around the tip of his dick, then pulled back from the kiss. "May I have your cock, Master?"

      "I've waited what seems like forever to hear that." Dimitri moved his body up on his knees next to her head. Madison guided his cock into her mouth. Her moan vibrated straight up Dimitri's spine as he pushed to the back of her throat. Madison had the beautiful gift of no gag reflex. Now, it was Dimitri's turn to groan. He could tell Madison was close to coming, by the way she was sucking his cock. "Madison, you are free to come at will. Our first time all together will have no restrictions."

      Xavier began crawling up her body. Nipping and sucking as he went along, when he reached her chest, he lapped up one nipple while pinching the other. His hand glided down her thigh, lifting her leg as he settled between them. He began his kissing trek once again, up her neck to her ear. "You are so beautiful," he whispered in her ear as he pushed his cock smoothly into her. Feeling her tightness gripping him, had him almost spilling right there. "Let yourself go, Madison, we will catch you." Xavier reared back, pulling almost out of her, then slammed forward. Madison wrapped her legs around him as he hit home and exploded around him.

      Dimitri could feel her scream around his cock. Pulling out of her mouth, he allowed her to show Master Xavier what he had done to her. She looked at Dimitri with those sub-space eyes and it made his cock twitch. Easing it back into her mouth, he began pumping. When he hit the back of her throat, he wrapped his hands in her hair, holding her in place as he came harder than he had ever come in his life. Madison lapped up every drop, loving his cock as he removed it again from her mouth.

      Xavier flopped to one side of Madison, while Dimitri stretched out on the other. Neither one of them could stop touching her. None of them spoke, each of them taking in the moment.

      Madison lay between them, her body cooling. Feeling the heat from their bodies, kept any chill from her. The scent of sex was heavy in the air. "Masters, as much as I don't want to move, I need to go to the bathroom." She looked back and forth between the two of them with a pleading look on her face.

      Dimitri was the first to move. Placing a kiss on her forehead, he moved so she could slip off the side of the bed. He smacked her ass as she made her way past him.

      Rubbing her hand on her cheek, she asked, "What was that for, Master?"

      "I couldn't resist. You have a beautiful ass, but I prefer it a deeper shade of red. Go, we will remedy that another night."

      Madison bounced off to the bathroom with a big smile on her face.

      "I think our sub is very pleased with herself," Xavier said from the bed. Arms pillowing his head, he stretched his long frame on the bed.

      "Our objective is to keep her that way. The next part of our evening is going to determine the rest of our lives. So, get up. Throw on some pants, and I'll grab her robe." Dimitri picked up the lacy robe and headed toward the couch. Xavier following him.

      They met Madison in the living area, as she was returning from the bathroom. Dimitri held the robe open for her to wrap herself in. Looking at the serious faces of her Masters, made Madison's stomach drop as well as her smile. As he guided her to the couch, Dimitri sat, pulling her onto his lap. Xavier sat next to them, pulling her legs across his lap. Taking her feet in his hands, he began rubbing them.

      "How are you feeling?" Dimitri asked, settling her more comfortably on his lap.

      "Incredible," she said, stretching her arms out, raising them over her head, then lowering them to her lap. "I've never done that." Her cheeks gathered color in them, and she bowed her head in embarrassment.

      "What do you mean? You've never done this?" Xavier asked her curiously.

      "I've never been with two men at the same time. I've come close, but it never happened. Now, I'm very thankful it never did. It made our first time together so much more special," Madison explained, snuggling her head to Dimitri's chest.

      "We are also happy to hear that." Xavier laid her feet on the couch, as he rose. "I'm going to start the water." He leaned over her, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Don't get too comfortable. You'll be following me as soon as it's ready."

      Madison tilted her head up to look at Dimitri. "You really are all right with the three of us being together?"

      He smiled down at her. "Madison, I would do just about anything to have you. If adding Xavier makes you happy, it makes me happy." He squeezed her in a hug. "Now, let's get you cleaned up. We have a long night ahead of us." He stood up, placing her feet on the floor. Madison started walking toward the bathroom area, but Dimitri stopped her, capturing her lips in a promising kiss and removing her robe, letting it slide to the floor. Tossing her over his shoulder, he carried her into the shower, where an already wet Xavier awaited.

      Opening the door, Xavier guided her in, Dimitri following. Xavier had turned all the spray jets on. So, when Madison stepped in the warm water, it began massaging her body. She let the water cascade over her, allowing her body to adjust. She raised her face, her hair soaking up the water and pulling it down her back. When she lowered her head, water glistened on her long eye lashes. Blinking the wetness away, she focused her attention on the man in front of her. Water was slipping down her nose. Dimitri leaned down, taking her lips in a possessive kiss. Madison opened to him, knowing exactly what he needed.

      He pulled back from the kiss, looking into her eyes. His hands created suds from the bath gel. He lifted them to her shoulders and started lathering her arms. Xavier began lathering her back. Their hands moved in tandem with each other as if they were one person. Madison's whole body relaxed into the feeling these two men were generating. Everywhere they touched was responsive. Dimitri's hands lathered their way down to her breasts, watching as the suds made a slow trek down to her erect nipples. Using the palms, he massaged the suds around her breasts. His hands traveled down her stomach, circling his index finger around her naval. His palms continued their journey until they reached the patch of hair between her legs. Sliding his fingers through her wet folds, he swirled the lather around.

      Xavier followed the same downward path, gently lathering her body with more lavender scented gel. Separating her ass cheeks, his fingers slid over her puckered hole, circling and teasing. His fingers continued on, meeting Dimitri's. Both of them worked her pussy into a frenzy. Xavier's fingers plunged into her, while Dimitri pinched and stimulated her tight clit.

      Xavier caught Dimitri's attention. Giving him a head nod, Dimitri pulled back from Madison. At the same time, Xavier shifted away from her back. Madison, who had been on the verge of coming, wavered with their loss. Water hit her from all angles, rinsing the soap from her body. Before she realized what was happening, Dimitri had her in his arms, her body positioned over his already hard erection. "My turn to feel your tight walls around my cock when I make you come." Madison wrapped her legs around him, locking her ankles together. Dimitri lowered her ever so slowly, savoring the feel of her sliding down his cock as he entered her. Xavier helped guide Dimitri back toward the wall, giving him more control over Madison.

      Xavier positioned himself so Madison could lean her upper body back on him. leaving her breasts exposed for him to tease. Dimitri grabbed her hips, helping her rise off him. Then he pulled her back down, grinding her clit. Between Xavier pinching her nipples and Dimitri's long, hard cock slamming into her, it didn't take long for Madison to go over the edge. When she let loose, her body stiffened, pulsing around Dimitri. He continued pumping into her until he erupted. He never wanted to move from this position.

      Xavier kissed first one nipple then the other, as he helped Madison lean forward back onto Dimitri. Hugging herself to him, she released her ankles and let her legs slide down his. Still clinging to Dimitri, her feet hit the floor. With a dreamy look on her face, she looked up at Dimitri. "I don't think showering will ever be the same again." Putting a huge smile on her face, she said, "We just might have to do this every day! Thank you, Masters." Madison felt energized.

      "It could be arranged." Dimitri smiled, saying, "Come, we need to get you cleaned up again." Lathering his hands once more, he started moving toward her.

      Madison put her hands up to stop him. "Wait, wait, wait," she said, looking between the two of them. "If you do it, we'll never get out of here," she teased them while she grabbed the bottle of gel. When neither of them moved, she raised her eyebrows in a questioning look.

      "We may not be able to help, but we can most certainly watch," Xavier said as he raised his eyebrows right back at her.

      A shiver of anticipation ran through her as their eyes never left her. She began working the gel into a lather, washing her body, then grabbing the shampoo. Dimitri and Xavier had taken care of business on their end, so they decided to help with her hair. Once Madison had rubbed the shampoo in, Xavier took over massaging her scalp. Leaning back, she rinsed the bubbles away. Dimitri poured the conditioner on and took over the process of spreading it over her hair.

      Exiting the shower, Xavier tossed a towel at Dimitri while wrapping one around his own waist. Xavier held a towel open for Madison to step into, wrapping it around her body. Dimitri held a smaller towel for her hair. Xavier rubbed down her body, getting all the moisture off. Dimitri held her robe open for her to step back into.

      They escorted her back into the living area. Xavier went to the couch with Madison, making her sit. Then he went to the bar to retrieve a bottle of champagne and three glasses while Dimitri went to a panel by the wall of windows. Flipping a switch, the windows turned into frosted glass, then mirrors. Dimitri flipped another switch, and a section of the floor dropped out. In its place, rose an entertainment unit with a huge television screen above a smaller screen. Dimitri walked over to the coffee table to pick up a remote. Pressing a few buttons, the room came alive with soft music, the lighting dimmed, and a fire appeared on the lower screen.

      Xavier popped the cork on the bottle, making Madison jump. Dimitri joined her on the couch, accepting the glass Xavier held out to him, as did Madison. "I think we need a toast!" Xavier said, placing the bottle in the ice bucket, next to some fruit and chocolate. Holding his glass high, he said, "To life, love and truth. May they only bring us closer." Holding his glass out and touching it with Madison and Dimitri's, he then joined them on the couch. Settling his sculptured body close to Madison, he took Madison's hand in his. "Remember, nothing you tell us will leave here. We will not judge you and we will hold nothing against you. Who you are today is all that matters to us."

      "Then why do I need to tell you? You may say you won't judge, but people always do. That's from my experience." Madison downed the rest of her champagne.

      Dimitri set his glass down then reached for Madison's. "We need to know because you are important to us." He repositioned Madison on the couch so she was resting between Xavier legs. Then he sat back down, dragging her legs across his lap and extending his to the coffee table. "Now, we are all settled in." Looking at Madison, his tone deepened as he said, "When you are ready. Begin as early in your life as you think we need to know. But from that point forward, do not leave anything out."

      Madison knew this was the moment she had tried to avoid her entire life—looking between the two men she could love for the rest of her life, but still fearing their rejection. She closed her eyes, letting the memories filter forward, blocking out their existence. Madison started sharing her memories. "My name was Amber Sinclair."
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      The words started flowing from Madison's mouth. She told them her dream to wed Brian. She told them how her brother had protected her the first time from him. Her entire body tightened as she told them how her mother had sold her for a place in society. Both Dimitri and Xavier kept touching her in some way, rubbing her tense muscles trying to keep her relaxed. She told them how she had survived and traveled to the west coast, where she met Richard Arcola and her life took another turn.

      "I had taken a bus. Being seventeen, it made it easier to travel alone. However, being seventeen, also left me open to any leech on the street. I'm sure you've seen the news reports about teenagers on the streets. That was me. I was a little more cautious after what happened in the hotel room, but I was still young and naïve. I had some money in my pocket and I was going to become an actress. The perfect mark for anyone watching young girls getting off a bus in L.A." Madison paused, picking up her champagne flute. "Master Dimitri, may I have some more?" she asked, giving him an impish smile.

      Grabbing the bottle's neck, he said, "Last one, after this, it's juice or water." Filling her glass, he served her the plate of fruit, encouraging her to help herself.

      Madison ate a few pieces then settled back against Xavier's chest. She closed her eyes, going back to where she left off, the memory playing out as a movie in her head.
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      Amber knew she needed to look confident when she exited the bus. She just couldn't help herself. As soon as her feet hit the ground, she turned in a circle, taking in her surroundings. She was standing on the curb in front of a brick building. As she walked inside, she wondered where she should start. To the left, two workers were fielding questions behind a Plexiglas counter. Metal seating filled the room, restrooms were on the opposite wall. Straight in front of her, was a wall of lockers, some beat up, others working properly.

      After using the restroom, Amber noticed a board on the wall by the exit. Sheets of paper hung on it advertising room rentals, others selling cars and things. Underneath it were racks holding real estate newspapers. A map of the area was hung next to the board. She made her way over to the board and began perusing the notices. She pulled a slip of paper off and was trying to find its location on the map when someone bumped into her. Catching her balance, she glared at the idiot who almost knocked her over.

      "I'm so sorry. I wasn't paying attention to where I was going." Hands reached to help steady Amber.

      An uneasy feeling ran through her. "It's okay. No harm done," she said, her attention going back to the wall.

      "Um, I know you're going to think this is just a line, but are you here to be an actress?"

      Amber looked over her shoulder at him. "If I were, why would I tell you?"

      He reached in his pocket, removing a business card. She took it from his hand and read it. Alluring, Rocking, Captivating, Offering, Loyalty, and Acceptance. TOP TALENT AGENT—Ryan Romano 888-555-9890 Modeling Specialist. "If you need any help, you could give me a call. I have to catch a bus but think about it. You believe in fate?" She shook her head no. "Well, I do and I think I was supposed to run into you. Hope you call." He quickly walked away, tossing his bag over his shoulder.

      Amber flipped the card forward and back, staring at the guy who had just given it to her. She went back to the map again. Finding the location for the ad in her hand and seeing that wasn't too far from where she was, she opted to walk the few blocks. She was very grateful she had arrived in the afternoon. It gave her a chance to take in the area she was walking through. It wasn't too run down, but it wasn't Beverly Hills, either. She arrived at the dingy motel, went to the front desk and requested a room for the week. The guy behind the counter gave her a double take. Her voice was young compared to the mature body it was coming from.

      "Payment up front, ID, and no stay overs. That will cost you more." Amber produced a fake ID the maid at the hotel had gotten for her.

      Counting out the cash, she signed the registry with the information on the fake license. The clerk slid a key attached to a diamond-shaped key ring. "Don't start no trouble, mind your own business, and you'll do fine. We are not responsible for missing items. Make sure you lock your door." He finished recounting the money she just handed him.

      Amber looked around, confused as to which way her room was.

      "Out the door, through the walkway, up the stairs, your room is at the end."

      Following his directions, she made her way to the room. When she opened the door, the stench of cigarette smoke assailed her nose. Flipping the light switch, she walked into the room. Closing and setting the bolt to the door, Amber tossed her stuff on the bed. She walked into the bathroom, turning on the light, saying a thank you to God that no bugs went scrambling when she flicked it on. She ran the water, checking that it worked. Going back to the bed, she opened her bag and the business card fell out. Looking it over again, she placed it on the nightstand. She was going to try this acting thing on her own. If she didn't get anywhere, then she'd call. She went back to the bag, took most of her money and hid it around the room.

      Amber decided right then that she couldn't wait to find a job. She grabbed her room key and some money and made her way back to the street. She thought about asking the desk clerk, then changed her mind. Nothing about that guy gave her a good feeling. When she hit the sidewalk, she headed to the left, walking until she reached the local shopping area. A little diner sat on the corner, a clothing, hardware and liquor store stretched out on one side. On the other side, was a school and a church. Amber headed to the diner. Getting something to eat and scoping out if they might need some help killed two birds.

      The older woman behind the counter had a kind face and a soft voice. She explained that they were a family business and didn't need any help right then, but she'd keep her in mind. She did offer up the grocery store at the other end of town. After eating a burger and some fries, she was on her way again. Finding the grocery store, she filled out an application. She did some shopping and headed back to the hotel to get comfortable for the night.

      Making it back to her room, she changed and got comfortable in bed to watch some television. She must have dozed off, because she woke up to pounding on the door next to her. A man was shouting and cussing at the person behind the door. Then everything stopped. Amber, however, could not fall back to sleep. Turning the television up, she dozed off again watching infomercials.

      Amber was on day five of her new life. She still hadn't found a job, and her nerves were pretty frayed from lack of sleep. The yelling man came every night at the same time. After taking a quick shower, she was planning on spreading her search for a job out farther today. Glancing at the business card still on the nightstand, she decided that if she didn't find a job, she'd call today.

      Amber had been gone all day, but to no avail, as still no job was to be found. As she approached her door, she saw that someone had pried it open. She pushed the door open to see her room totally ransacked. She stood in the doorway surveying the damage. She knew right away the money was gone. She moved forward in the room, gathering her belongings as she went. This was her breaking point. Tossing the key at the clerk, she left the motel.

      Within a half hour, Ryan was picking Amber up and moving her into a room with all the rest of the models they employed. They pulled into a long tree-covered driveway. A huge white colonial house came into view. He pulled up and around the back of the house, parking the car in the garage. Closing the door behind them, Ryan looked over to Amber. "Welcome to your new home. You are free to wander about. Get to know some of the other girls. If you're hungry, we can stop in the kitchen. You'll love Mildred. She's like a mom to all the other girls. Now, let's get you settled. You'll meet my uncle tomorrow. He meets all the girls before they start working. He'll also tell you what he wants you to do." Ryan opened his door, with Amber following suit.

      "How many girls live here?" she asked, walking around the car.

      "Right now, I think there are fifteen. The number changes daily."

      "Why is that?"

      "Sometimes one of the girls will land a job out of the country. Normally, when that happens, we cut them loose so they can pursue their career." Ryan's eyes ran across Amber's chest. "I would think with your looks, you won't be here too long." His eyes flipped back to her face. The grin on his face said he knew something she didn't. "Come on. Let's get you something to eat, then I'll show you to your room." Ryan made it a point to visit with her whenever he brought another girl to the house. She started looking forward to his visits.

      For the next week, Amber posed in bathing suits, lingerie, and evening wear. Her schedule was pretty regimented, breakfast, pose, lunch, pose, dinner, pose. She had been told at her meeting with Richard Arcola what would be expected of her. Follow directions, don't make any trouble, and they would make sure she got a job.

      Her first day there, she was introduced to Mildred. Mildred was like the house mom and could always be found in the kitchen. She was a tall, older woman, with greying hair. Amber could tell that at one time this woman had been a beauty. All the girls felt comfortable with Mildred and would just go and hang out in the kitchen with her. That's where she met Lucy and Tia. Amber took an instant liking to Lucy. Tia, however, was the total opposite.

      Tia was Vietnamese, with olive skin, long straight brown hair with blonde streaks, and deep brown cat-shaped eyes. Her slim five-foot-eight frame carried a chest one would have thought would have made her topple over. She also had one hell of a chip on her shoulder. She gave off the attitude that she hated everyone and everyone was out to get her. She had been at the house the longest, and the only place she let down her guard was with Mildred. Otherwise, she just snipped comments at all the girls to make them keep their distance.

      Lucy, on the other hand, had short brown hair and light brown eyes. She was about five-foot-seven. Her hips were wider, but they supported her ample chest. When she walked into a room, she lit it up with her smile. She got along with everyone, except Tia.

      Amber had been at the house for two weeks, when one day she overheard Tia talking to Mildred. "Mr. Arcola wants me to meet him in his room tonight. Mildred, what am I going to do? He's going to find out. What if he makes me leave? Where would I go?"

      "Calm down, sweetheart. This could be a good thing." Mildred got Tia's attention. "He hasn't been with any of the other girls. Why does he want you? Hmm? Maybe it's because you're different and he might want you for himself. Did you ever think of that? Would it be so bad to stay? So many girls come and go through this house, it would be nice for one to stay," Mildred confessed to her.

      "When you put it that way, it makes me sound special." Amber heard the change in Tia's voice. It was a mix of happy and planning. "I've always wanted a powerful man. To be spoiled and taken care of." She stopped pacing and looked at Mildred. "You're right; this could be a good thing." Then the doubt entered her tone again. "Unless, I'm just too different for him. Then he could just toss me to the curb. What am I going to do, Mildred?"

      She was hugging the woman when Amber pushed through the kitchen door. "What's for lunch?" Amber's voice trailed off when she saw tears in Tia's eye. "Is everything okay?"

      "Even if there was something wrong, what would make you think I would tell you?" Tia wiped the last tear away, then turned on Amber. "You're just another wannabe with no talent. You'll be lucky if they don't sell you off to the first bidder." Tia threw those words at her as she left the kitchen.

      Amber looked back and forth between Tia and Mildred. "What was that all about? I just came in to get some lunch. That girl's got one bad attitude." Amber walked casually over to the refrigerator, opening the door. Then she stood there as if she was looking for something. "Mildred, what did Tia mean when she said they would sell me to the first bidder?"

      "Well, the way it works is, they take your picture, then they post it on this thing called the web. Then they have a party and people come and bid on whether they want you to work for them. If they are the highest bidder, you go home with them. That's why so many girls come and go from this house." Mildred gestured her away from the refrigerator. She reached in and took out some cold cuts to make sandwiches. "That's how Mr. Arcola recoups the money he lays out for taking you girls in."

      "But isn't that like selling people?" Amber asked, a pit forming in her stomach.

      "No, like I said, it costs money to clothe and feed you. It also takes money to keep this roof over your head, plus heat and water. Did you think all this was free?"

      "I never really thought about it." Amber sat down in front of the sandwich Mildred put on the table.

      "Well, now you know so I wouldn't get too comfortable. Eventually, you all go," Mildred said as she walked out the door, leaving Amber to her thoughts.

      The next time Ryan came to visit, she asked him about what Mildred had said. "Well, yeah. That's how my uncle makes money. We all get our cut, but you girls also get a career. You understand, right?"

      "I guess so. It's just… I kind of like being here. What are the places like that the girls go to? Are they like this?"

      "Some are, but then some aren't. You'll just have to wait and see. I think you'll be just fine," Ryan had said.

      The next week, Lucy and I were told to pack our bags and to wear what was laid out on the bed. We walked to the car together holding hands. In the car was a bottle of champagne and two glasses with a note.

      Good evening, ladies. As you have guessed, it is now time for you to leave our little house. Time for you to spread your wings and fly. Please sit back, enjoy the ride and the champagne. I will see you at the party. Try not to be nervous. Everyone at the party has already seen photos of you and want you to join their company. Your job is to charm them into wanting you the most. Enjoy. R.A.

      By the time the car stopped, the two of them had finished the bottle and were feeling its effects.

      They were both giggling when Ryan walked up to them. He reached for Amber's hand, guiding it to rest on his. He began to escort her into the party, whispering to her, "If I had the money, I would bid on you. Just smile and be yourself. They are going to love you."

      That statement caught Amber's attention. She was feeling very lightheaded when she walked into the dimly lit room. There were tables all around, with a bar at the far end of the room and a magnificent view of the water out the glass windows to the right. The lights shining on the water from other homes as well as boats gave it an elegant appearance. Music played in the background and a podium was set up in the left corner of the room.

      Ryan escorted her to a table and sat her down. Lucy followed behind them and sat with Amber. "What are we supposed to do? Just sit here?"

      "Sit here until you feel comfortable to start mingling. Then grab a drink from a waiter and make an impression. One of the people in this room will be your, shall we say, 'employer', for the next few years. Have fun." Ryan strutted away, leaving the two of them at the table.

      "This is probably the last time we'll be together. I just wanted to say you are a good friend. The only friend I've ever had. I hope you get everything you ever wanted. I'm going to miss you." Lucy had tears in her eyes as she leaned over to hug Amber.

      "Don't say we'll never see each other. It's not like we're going to be held hostage or anything. How about in one year we meet somewhere? I don't know too many places here in California, but I know the Greyhound Bus Station where I got off." Amber took a pen from her purse and wrote the address on a napkin. "One year from today, we will meet there. Say five o'clock, we'll get some dinner." Amber held her at arm's length. "Thank you, Lucy, you've been my only friend too." Amber took another napkin from the table, catching the tear as it left her eye. "Now, let's stop this blubbering and go have some fun."

      Lucy grabbed two more glasses of champagne from the passing tray. She handed one to Amber, raising her glass. "I will never forget you. And I promise if I can get there, I will see you one year from now. If not, we'll try for the year after that, then the year after that. until one year we will be reunited again." She tapped her glass to Amber's. Then they both downed the glasses of champagne.

      "Now, let's get this party started," Amber said, dragging Lucy with her to the DJ. "Can you play something a little more, you know, something like this but where you can dance to it? You know what I mean? Like Diana Ross, or the Temptations, maybe some Stevie Wonder? You know, dance music?" The DJ smiled at their request and nodded his head. He held his finger up and made eye contact with someone on the far side of the room. Amber assumed it was his boss. When the man came over, the DJ leaned over to talk to him. When the DJ moved back, the man turned questioning eyes on Amber and Lucy. Then without looking at the DJ, he nodded his head. And with that the music instantly changed to Diana Ross's I'm Coming Out.

      Amber grabbed Lucy's hand and led her to the dance floor, where they danced like they were the only ones there. After the second song played, more people joined them; by the third dance, they had been separated and were now dancing with other people. Eventually, the music changed back to a slower pace. By then people were partnering up and they just continued dancing. A very tall man, wearing a cowboy hat, came up behind Amber. Leaning his large frame against her, he asked, "Would you like to dance, missy?"

      Amber knew the point of tonight was for her to hopefully find someone she wouldn't mind working for. So, when he asked, she agreed. He led her to the dance floor then pulled her in tight to his body. He held her from behind with his hand just above her ass cheeks. Taking her other hand in his, he started moving them around the dance floor. "I've seen your pictures, and they don't do you justice. You are very beautiful. I could use someone like you in my stable."

      When he said the word stable, Amber tripped. If he hadn't been holding her so tight, she would have fallen. "Did you say stable? Like in a barn?" Figuring him being a cowboy and all, Amber thought that made sense.

      "Yeah, something like that." He grinned back at her.

      When the music ended, Amber heard someone tapping on a mic trying to get everyone's attention. "Ahem, excuse me. Can I have everyone's attention? We will begin the bidding in the next five minutes, so can we all take our seats?"

      Lucy had come to where Amber was standing. Ryan joined them. "Don't be nervous; you'll do just fine. Now come with me."

      As they approached the podium, the Master of Ceremonies began announcing their information from a card he held. When he was finished introducing Lucy, he started the bidding. It went pretty fast and the next thing they knew Lucy was walking out the door with some stuffy lawyer type guy. Then he introduced Amber. The paddles were being raised all around the room, and the price kept climbing. It finally came down to two bidders. "Do I hear one point two?" The paddle in the front of the room went up. It was the cowboy. Do I have one point three?" The paddle in the back of the room went up. Amber couldn't see who was bidding, but she got the feeling they weren't going to give up. "I now have one point three. Going once, going twice." The cowboy in the front raised his paddle again. "One point four. Do I hear five?" Things were quiet for what felt like forever to Amber. Then the muffled voice in the back said, "Two point five." There were gasps all around the room. Even the MC blew out a pent-up breath. "I think that is a new record, people. I have two point five. Going once, going twice." He paused, giving ample time for someone else to bid, and then he said those final words, "Sold to the bidder with paddle number sixty-nine, for two point five million dollars. Enjoy your purchase."

      Amber started to weave like she was going to pass out. Ryan caught her arm and led her to a chair to sit. He had her drink some water and put her head down. In that position, she saw a pair of very pointy, very high heels come into view. "What's wrong with her? If I just spent two point five million on a sick girl, your uncle will be hearing from me."

      "No, no, it's just the excitement. Right, Amber?" Ryan cut in.

      "I'm fine. It's like Ryan said, it's just the excitement." She raised her head to look at the woman speaking to her. Her eyes kept going up and up. The women before her stood tall at six-foot-two in her bare feet, with her heels on, she was six-foot-six. "It's a pleasure to meet you." Amber rose from the chair, extending her hand.

      "I'm Madame Mia, but you can call me Mistress or Mia. Now, say your goodbyes. We have a plane to catch. I'll meet you by the door. You have five minutes."

      Amber turned to Ryan. "Where is she taking me? Do you know?"

      "No, Madame Mia has many different places. You'll be fine, she's one of the best. You'll see. You'd better go now. You don't want to anger her. Take care, Amber. I'm sure we'll meet again." He hugged her and sent her on her way.

      Amber made her way to the door.

      "Where are your belongings?"

      "In the trunk of the car I came in."

      "Reggie, go get the bags, and meet us at the car." Madame Mia led the way and Amber followed. Within minutes they were on the road. They reached the airport and the car drove to a private jet. Amber stood in awe looking at the plane. "Well, don't just stand there. Let's get going." Madame Mia nudged her as she passed her, climbing the stairs.

      When they were boarded and belted in, Madame Mia kicked off her shoes. Wiggling her toes, she said, "I love my heels, but they don't love me." She looked to where Amber was seated. "Now, let's get the rules out of the way. Break my rules and there will punishments. Understand?"

      "Yes," Amber whispered.

      "Tell me about yourself. How did you end up with Arcola?"

      "Well, I grew up in Florida. I got beat up, and when I woke up, I had enough money to get out of town. I came to California. Ryan bumped into me at the bus station and he gave me his business card. When I couldn't find a job and my motel room was ransacked, I called Ryan and he picked me up."

      "Did they explain what you would be doing?"

      "No, I figured I would be doing what I was doing. Modeling?"

      "Do you have any skills? How far did you go in school?"

      "I left school before I graduated. So, no, I don't have any skills. Although, I thought I was a pretty good model," Amber confessed.

      "Well, while you are working for me, you're going to learn some new languages. You will also be schooled in what pleases a man. Be it cooking, sports, or drinking games. You will learn them all. I have a distinctive clientele and their tastes vary. You will need to be able to please them. You will also read. All types of reading material, auto mechanics, computers, astrology, even golf. You will need to be able to hold a conversation. These will be some of the things you will learn. You will go to the ballet, opera, and Broadway plays. Once I feel you are ready, I will then put you into the rotation. I figure about a year."

      "What does it mean 'put into the rotation?'"

      "You will start going out with the clients and doing whatever is asked of you. Understand?"

      "So, I'm to be a prostitute?"

      "No, you will be a high-class escort. That's why you need to learn. My clients pay for discretion as well as intelligence. Eventually, you will develop your own following. Regulars if you will. Some will just want a beautiful woman on their arm for the evening. Others will want more. You will also learn how to please a man sexually. Do you understand?"

      "Yes."

      "Yes, what?"

      "Yes, Mistress?" Amber said hesitantly.

      "Much better. Now, you are still young. As much as some of my clientele like the young ones, I will not allow any of my girls to start working until they are twenty-one. So what are you nineteen, twenty?"

      "I'll be eighteen in October."

      "What? You're only seventeen?" Amber just nodded her head. "Well, at least you're old enough for your tattoo."

      "Yes, Mistress," Amber answered her. When it registered what the Mistress had told her, she asked for clarification, "What do you mean tattoo?"

      "All my girls wear my logo. A four-leaf clover on the right breast. Don't worry, it's tasteful. I'll have Alan meet us at the penthouse. Besides that, we'll still be able to work with your age. You'll just be in the learning stage longer than I thought. You will begin training when we get back from this trip. Until then, keep your mouth shut and your ears open. Become a sponge and start sucking up as much as you can. The more you know, the better things will be. I will give you the same opportunity I give all my girls. If you can earn the funds I paid for you, you can buy out your contract. If you can't, you will be working for me for the next ten years; that is the length of all contracts. Now get some rest, we should be landing in New York in a few hours. There is a bed in the back if you want to lie down."

      "Thank you, Mistress. I think I will." Amber made her way to the bedroom. She took her gown off and got comfortable in bed. She grabbed the pillow and stuffed her face in it as the tears flowed freely.
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      Madison felt Xavier wiping the tears from her face as her focus came back to where she was and who she was with.

      "The night of the auction on the Onyx, you remembered what you just told us, and you were reliving it, weren't you? That's why you had the panic attack. It brought all those memories back, didn't it?" Madison nodded. "Were you afraid I would do the same thing?" Dimitri asked, his finger sliding over the clover tattoo.

      "No. I knew in my heart that's not what that auction was about. But my mind went into overdrive and it just overwhelmed me. I have been seeing a therapist, but there is a lot to sort out. She said it could take years before I can live with what happened to me."

      "I know there is more for you to tell us, but that is enough for tonight. Seeing you in tears hurts my chest." Dimitri put his hand over his heart. "I don't like it. You are too beautiful to be crying. Now, let's get you into bed. It's been a long day." Looking at his watch, he saw it was just past midnight. "Tomorrow night, we will continue." He gathered her in his arms, tucking her head under his chin. "The rest of tonight will be for us." He started walking toward the bed. "Unless you would like to go back to your cabin?"

      "No, Master, I would like to stay with you and Master Xavier. I feel safest with the two of you."

      "That's what I want to hear," Xavier said as he moved the hair from her forehead and placed a kiss there.

      Dimitri got to the side of the bed and waited for Xavier to pull the covers down, then he stood Madison on her feet and removed her robe. Picking her up again, he placed her on the clean, cool sheets. He climbed in next to her as Xavier climbed in on the other side. Tucking her in between them, Xavier framed her face with his hands. He lowered his mouth to hers, gently kissing her. Then feeling her desperation in the kiss, he slid his tongue in, possessing her mouth. His hand glided down to her chest, molding it over her erect nipple. He brought it to a peak, then squeezed it between his fingers, as a moan escaped from Madison's throat. "Your nipples have always been so responsive when I've played with your breasts." He moved, taking her nipple into his mouth, sucking it to a hard nub. "When we play, I will be using a new set of nipple clamps. I had them commissioned just for you." He again lowered his head, taking as much of her as he could fit in his mouth. "I don't think I will ever get enough of you."

      Dimitri took over where Xavier had left off. He leaned down, taking her lips in a gentle kiss, showing her how much her story affected him. The thought that she had been sold by that bastard Arcola only made Dimitri hate him more. That man had ruined the lives of so many people Dimitri cared about.

      Then there was Xavier, a product of this man's cruelty. Dimitri gave a silent thanks to God that Xavier was nothing like his biological father. In fact, he was the total opposite. Xavier, Dimitri had found, was a standup guy. His business dealings were all legal. The relationships he had previously were all consensual. He would have stepped aside had Madison not been able to be with the two of them. These were just a few of the things that Dimitri had seen for himself. The attraction he had thought he felt for Xavier was really an extension of his feelings for Madison. He loved her, and now he could say he loved Xavier as well. He deepened the kiss with that realization.

      They began working Madison's body into a frenzy. Xavier focused on her breasts, with Dimitri working his way down her body. Kissing and nipping as he went, he slid his big frame between her legs and placed her legs over his shoulders. Swiping his tongue up her clit, he savored her aroma and addicting taste. Dimitri licked his lips with appreciation. "No finer taste in all the world." Then he dove back in, lapping her juices, igniting Madison, bringing her to the brink then backing off. He thrust two fingers into her, seducing her as he moved them in and out. Stroking her, pushing her, he slid his thumb across her clit. Her head rolled back on the pillows, her body bowing as her orgasm shattered through her.

      Xavier continued teasing and sucking on her nipples, helping Dimitri drive her to the edge. Her hips were rising off the bed to meet Dimitri's lashing tongue. Xavier brought her nipple to a peak once more. Taking it between his fingers, he began to twist it back and forth. Heat from the friction raced to Madison's core. Lowering his head, he licked the very tip of her nipple, then blew cold air on it. It was so gentle, Madison was unprepared when he bit her. She screamed as another orgasm ripped through her. Her body stiffened as the orgasm flowed. Dimitri and Xavier smiled at each other. Knowing how responsive she could be, they intended to broaden their exploration of her body. And when they played, they were going to push her limits.

      Exhausted from the pleasure she had just received, she looked at both men with a satisfied smile on her face. "I needed that. How did you know?" Madison asked, a yawn escaping.

      "We know your body better than you. Soon, we will know how that mind of yours works. Once we have that information, we will be able to better care for you," Dimitri said as he placed a kiss on her forehead. "Now, close those eyes and get some sleep. We have a busy day ahead of us."

      Madison closed her eyes, snuggling down in the blankets. Xavier spooned her from behind, while Dimitri wrapped her in his arms, her head resting on his chest. Madison fell asleep, safe in their cocoon.
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      Madison was having the most delicious dream. She was bound spread eagle on the bed. The great things about dreams were you could do everything you normally wouldn't do. If Madison were awake, there was no way she would be this relaxed being bound. That was always at the top of her hard limit list.

      This was one dream Madison hoped she wouldn't forget. Having Dimitri sucking one nipple to a hard point while Xavier worked on the other made it easy for her to relax and enjoy submitting to her Masters. Their bodies lay along each side of her. Their timing with their movements manipulated her body as if they were the same person. When Dimitri's hand trailed down Madison stomach straight to her entrance, pushing two fingers in her drenched opening, her body clamped down. Xavier's fingers followed Dimitri's, only to stop and latch onto her clit, again working in tandem.

      Madison bound, knew she would need to ask permission. Even if it was just a dream, she wanted to please her Masters. She wished she was awake and free of so many hard limits, to have the freedom to relax and make this fantastic dream go on forever.

      "Masters, may I come?" Madison whispered in her dream.

      Both men raised their heads, looking at each other with pleased grins on their faces, then at Madison, with grateful smiles.

      "Keep your eyes open, on us. I love watching how they dilate with your desire," Xavier commanded as he growled.

      Madison had never had such a real dream; she just prayed she didn't wake up. It had been so long since she had been able to submit the way her Master had needed her to submit to him. This moment felt like the first time she had given her submission to a Dom when she could trust someone would watch over her and catch her if she fell. With that thought, Madison's body stiffened and came off the bed. Holding nothing back, she erupted. This orgasm was unlike any before it. Her walls convulsing, they worked her body. This was the submissive she wanted to be, giving them total control of her body. Madison began to float back on the bed.

      Lowering her head back on the pillows, she caught her breath. Her eyes fixed on the mirror above the bed. She could see everything they were doing to her. The view was one she hoped to carve in her memory. Madison looked at her position, bound to the bed. Two heads were at her breasts while their fingers continued their assault. Switching positions, Dimitri worked her clit as Xavier proceeded to hit her G-spot, making her squirt. Madison didn't think she would ever stop coming. She had never felt anything like the way these two men made her feel. She felt the tears slide from her eyes. Partly because it had been so long since she had felt loved and partly because she knew when she woke up, she wouldn't be that sub. She was too damaged.

      She felt them kiss the tears away as they moved up her body. "Why the tears, beautiful?" Dimitri asked with concern.

      "I don't want to wake up. What just happened was so freeing, I don't ever want it to go away."

      "Madison, look at me," Dimitri's voice commanded. She turned her attention on Dimitri. "You have been awake this whole time. Well, maybe not in the beginning. But definitely when we latched onto your soaking wet pussy."

      Madison started taking shallow breaths, glancing up over her head at her bound hands. "Madison! Eyes on us." Madison tilted her head so she could look at them. "Do you know why we left your hard and soft limits list blank?"

      "I just thought you wanted me to confirm them first."

      "That's part of it. The other part is we are writing a contract for 'Our' future." Dimitri waved his hand at the three of them. "Not a contract of our pasts. We think a lot of the things on your hard limit list are there because you can't trust the Dom or Master you may be with. That is not the case with us." They started to unbind her from the bed. "As you can see, with us, binding is a pleasurable experience. Would you deny your Masters their pleasure?" She shook her head. "We would never do anything you didn't want. We just think rewriting your limits more accurately will suit all of us. It is something we will try. We just need to be sure."

      They started rubbing the feeling back into her arms and legs. "The next time we bind you, you will be awake right from the beginning," Xavier said, kissing her shoulder. "That way you will see that with us, it will be something you will crave."

      Madison didn't understand. Any other time she had been bound in any way, she had had a panic attack, but not with them. Could they be right? Could they really rewrite her limits? "The one I will not bend on is the ball gag," Madison announced.

      "Then we will write it on the sheet if you feel that strongly about it. As your Masters, we are here for you. To find out what pleases you as well as us. We will not disregard your feelings, but you have things on your hard limit list that we both desire from our sub. It would be remiss of us to not make sure they absolutely need to be on the list. Are you willing to trust your Masters to know what is best for you?"

      "Yes, Masters. Now, if it would be all right with you both, I would like to go take a shower." She put her hands up, stopping them from moving. "Alone. Then, I'd like to go relax in the sun. This is still a lot for me to take in, and I'd like some girl time." She looked at them with pleading eyes. "I'm sure you must have some business you need to take care of?" She tilted her head toward Dimitri.

      "That will work. First, you will have breakfast. We can order it in, or you could come and get to know my brother? Xavier, what are your plans?" Dimitri's attention went to Xavier.

      "I really hadn't thought about it. My mind was so wrapped up in making last night happen, I never thought any further. Breakfast does sound good. Then, I think I'll go work out. How about we all meet for lunch?"

      Dimitri rolled off the bed, dragging Madison with him. Xavier smacked her ass, as it slid past him. Standing next to the bed rubbing her ass, Madison watched as Dimitri changed the mirrors back to windows. The view was beautiful. The sun had risen, and she could see water for miles.

      Madison walked to the windows, where Dimitri wrapped her up in his arms. "I created this room with this exact position in mind. Now that it's here, it's so much better than I imagined." He snuggled his chin in her neck.

      Xavier joined them. "Was I part of that vision?" Wrapping Madison's arms around his waist, he pressed his back to her front, leaning his head on her other shoulder.

      "Not at first, but after we met and talked, I began to envision how Madison would melt into the both of us. I'll be honest, when I did think of it, I walked around semi-erect. However," he snuggled closer to her, "nothing compares to reality."

      They stood taking in the moment. Dimitri was the first to move. Smacking Madison on the ass, he asked, "Breakfast in or out?"

      Rubbing her cheek again, she said, "Out. I'd like to get to know your brother."

      "I was hoping you'd say that. I'll call him and arrange it while you are in the shower. Xavier, help her get clean. We want our girl sparkling when she greets the world. I'll jump in after I lay out her clothes."

      Dimitri joined them as Xavier was rinsing the conditioner out. "As much as I would like to prolong this shower, we need to speed this up. Kristoff will meet us at the buffet in a half hour."

      "No problem, we're finished. We'll be ready." They exited the shower and left Dimitri to his. Laid out on the bed, was a dark green string bikini with a green floral sarong. A four-inch pair of wedge sandals rested on the floor. "When you're dressed, I'll dry your hair for you."

      "If it's all right, Master, I was going to let it dry on its own?" Madison was tying her bikini bottoms on. She bent to pick up the top, or what she assumed was the top. Holding it up to Dimitri as he came up shaking the towel over his head, she said, "Master, I don't think it's the right size top for me?"

      "No, my pet. It's the right size. Let me help you." Dimitri had her turn around. He tied the strings behind her back then reached up to take the strings she was holding. She pulled her hair up when Dimitri began tying the strings.

      Madison tried to adjust the small pieces of material to cover her nipples. "If I didn't know better, I would think that you are putting me on display."

      Dimitri walked over to her wearing a pair of jeans and a black t-shirt that fit tight across his chest. "Exhibition is another thing on your soft limit list. And before you start to panic, we will not be doing scenes in the arena. You're a beautiful woman. Why wouldn't we want to show off our special sub?" Dimitri said, kissing her shoulder. "Now let's get going. I can't wait for you both to really meet my brother." He stopped by the sofa table, holding out a key to Madison. "Put this with your cabin key. We would like it if you would stay in this cabin. If you choose not to, you will need a very good reason for why you are not staying with us. But we will listen with an open mind when you explain why you need your space."

      "Thank you, Master. I enjoyed our night together. If this is what I have to look forward to, I don't think I will need my other cabin." She leaned over and kissed his cheek.

      Pulling her close and kissing her, Dimitri said, "I knew I would love these shoes when I bought them. I look forward to you wearing them tonight."

      Xavier, wearing jeans and a muscle shirt, was holding the door open his gym bag in hand. "After you." He wound his arm around, his hand pointing toward the hallway.

      They walked to the elevators in a comfortable silence, taking it down to the third deck. They turned toward the dining room. During the hours of six and ten in the morning, the dining room was transformed into a breakfast buffet. Instead of the elaborate elegant look the dining room had for dinner, the breakfast dining room was a very simple design, with tables placed by the windows for guests to enjoy the view. Food stations lined the opposite wall. After filling their plates, they found Kristoff quickly. He was seated at a table next to the window, and he wasn't alone.

      "Good morning, Jasmine, how was your first night at sea?" Xavier asked, holding the chair for Madison.

      Kristoff had stood up, as his manners demanded, introducing himself. Shaking hands with Xavier, then Dimitri, he cut in, "I had the best night. While on my way to the crewmember auction, I literally ran into Jasmine. No bodily injury, but I couldn't wound her pride further by walking away. So, I invited her for a drink and let's just say we got to know each other." His smile grew with his cryptic description.

      Madison reached across the table to Jasmine. "Hi, I'm Madison."

      Jasmine reciprocated, "Jasmine. I'm Xavier's assistant. I've spoken with you on the phone."

      "Oh, it's a pleasure to finally meet you." The smile fell from Madison's face, remembering some of the conversations she had had with Jasmine. "I'm so sorry for my poor behavior toward you. You were only doing your job."

      "No worries. I told him he should have made the calls himself. But, no, Master Xavier always knows best. Right, sir?" Jasmine gave him her most sarcastic face.

      "You were right as usual. Now, can we move on to any other subject?"

      The women laughed at how uncomfortable Xavier became.

      "All right, what are everyone's plans for today? I will be working until lunch. After that, a little mingling. Madison?"

      "Well, I'll be up on the Sun Deck for about an hour. I'm hoping to run into Sadie. I can't wait to hear how Cameron reacted. Then lunch."

      Jasmine chimed in, "The Sun Deck sounds good to me. Mind if I join you?" Although Xavier hadn't asked her to, Jasmine had the feeling she was still needed to keep an eye on Madison.

      "Sure. If you're anything like Melanie, you're the one who can tell me all of Xavier's secrets. Right?"

      "There will be no secret telling. I will answer any question you have. Just ask," Xavier growled.

      "Thank you, Xavier. I will keep that in mind." Changing the subject, she turned her attention to Kristoff. She knew his identity needed to stay a secret. "So Kristoff, how do you know Dimitri?" Once she knew that answer, she would know how to proceed.

      "Our families lived near each other. You could say we were as close as brothers." He smiled at Dimitri. "We did everything together. Right, Dimitri?"

      Dimitri's sarcastic smile at Kristoff told him he wasn't happy with his play on words. "Yes, I would describe you as an annoying little brother."

      Kristoff put a shocked look on his face. "Me! I would have been the perfect little brother and you know it."

      Nodding his head, his brother replied, "Yes, as I remember, you were a good substitute for a little brother."

      Madison cut into their bantering. "So, Kristoff, how long has it been since you two have seen each other?"

      "Too long. So much has changed. For starters, I made this trip. I've never been to the States. I haven't seen much of them, either. I got right on the ship after arriving. I do, however, plan on doing some exploring when we get back to port. I hear Las Vegas is a den of iniquity. Sounds like fun! I'd also like to see New York. That's the city that never sleeps. Right?"

      "New York is where we live. You'll have to visit when you're in town," Jasmine chimed in, smiling at Kristoff.

      "Yes, I will. I would like to see where Dimitri's offices are. I hear you have an incredible view of the city. That's what Sadie told me."

      "I think coming to New York is a much better idea then Vegas. I remember you were never very good at betting," Dimitri added with an edge to his voice. "How is the old country? Things pretty much the same?"

      "It's old. Nothing ever changes there except the seasons. We'll speak of the old country another time. Right now, I want to enjoy hearing about you and the two people who make you happy. Hmm?" He leaned his chin on his bridged fingers, elbows on the table.

      "That sounds like my cue to leave. You ready, Jasmine?" Madison asked, standing up. To her Masters, she said, "I will see you at lunch. The Master's Lounge? When both men agreed, she turned her attention to Jasmine.

      "I agree. Too much testosterone at this table." Jasmine rose from her chair. Kristoff stood as well as Dimitri and Xavier.

      "Would you like to join me in my cabin for dinner tonight?" Kristoff asked Jasmine, taking her hands in his and raising them to his lips.

      "That sounds like an offer I can't refuse." Jasmine smiled, looking up at Kristoff's face.

      "See you at six?" He released her hands when her head gave a nod of approval. "Until then." He bowed at the waist, his eyes glued to hers.

      "'Til then." She smiled down at his gesture. Jasmine joined Madison and they headed to the Sun Deck.

      All three of them watched as the women walked away from them. Kristoff said to Dimitri and Xavier, "Your Madison is very beautiful. However, Jasmine is sex personified."

      The men all sat back down at the table. "Jasmine is not to be played with. Do you understand, Kristoff?" Xavier's focus zeroed in on Kristoff.

      Not realizing that Xavier was voicing a warning, Kristoff said off handedly, "But that is what subs are for, aren't they?"

      Dimitri put a hand on a rising Xavier, quietly saying, "Don't fall for his childishness. He knows full well how a sub is to be treated. He was just being Sabastian."

      Both men turned and looked at Dimitri, stunned looks on their faces. "What? Is there something on my face?" Dimitri questioned, wiping the napkin across his face.

      "Dude. You just called him Sabastian!" Xavier whispered.

      All three men swiveled in their chairs with heads turning in all directions to make sure no one had heard his comment.

      "I think we're good." Kristoff looked at Xavier. "No worries, Xavier, I really was just playing. She's special; I knew it the minute I looked in her eyes. We really did connect. No worries, I'll take care of her."

      Xavier released his clenched fists, relaxing back in his chair. "As long as we're on the same page. She hasn't had a steady Dom in some time. I have been told it's my fault. I think I just might have to get my assistant an assistant." He gave a chuckle at that thought. "I am very fond of her and I tend to be overly protective of her. She doesn't play games, so don't play games with her. That's my advice if you really think something can happen with the two of you." He turned a surprised face to Dimitri. "Listen to me, I sound like my father."

      "My advice would be stay away from her until your problem is solved. But I know you won't. So, make sure you are honest with her. You know that if you're not, it will be a sure way of her getting hurt. Both physically and emotionally. If that happens, 'brother', I will unleash Xavier on you."

      "I got it! No hurting Jasmine. Moving on."

      "Yes, moving on. What are your plans?" Dimitri asked as he took a sip of his coffee.

      "I plan on enjoying myself for the next five days and then worry about it. How does that sound?"

      Dimitri and Xavier exchanged looks, both men being business minded. They knew having a plan in place before playing was always the way to go. "I think your time would be better spent working on how you're going to get out of the mess you are in. Don't you?"

      "But I just got here, can't you give me a day to enjoy myself? Then I'll work on a plan," Kristoff pleaded with them, putting his hands together as if he was praying.

      "Fine, little brother, you have until tomorrow at dinner. Then, either you come up with a plan, or we will."

      "We will?" Xavier questioned.

      "Of course. He's part of your family now. You should be involved with the decision making. Don't you think?"

      Xavier's body seemed to relax. He didn't realize until just then how tense he had been. Initially, he thought it was because he was meeting Dimitri's brother. Now he knew that hadn't been it at all. Xavier had been worried about how Dimitri would be with him after last night. Now he knew things would change, but he would be a part of them. "Of course, he is. When do I get to hear this fantastic story that has now put us all in danger?"

      "I'm going to tell Jasmine tonight. No game playing. She'll need to know what she's getting into with me. Then we can meet tomorrow and we'll talk. How does that sound?"

      The men exchanged looks, both nodding in agreement. Xavier picked up his gym bag and rose from the table. "I'm off to the gym if you'd like to join me?" he asked, looking at Kristoff.

      "If it's okay with Dimitri, I'd like to follow him around. See what an American businessman does. Get to know my brother again."

      "I think I would like that," Dimitri replied.

      "Okay, then I'm going to head out. I will see you for lunch." Xavier looked at Dimitri. He offered his hand to Kristoff. "Welcome to the family. I'm sure whatever your problem is we'll find a solution for it. Dimitri can be very resourceful."

      "So I've heard." Kristoff held onto Xavier's hand, applying pressure and pulling him in so only Xavier heard him. "Same as your Jasmine, don't hurt my brother."

      "You have my word on that," Xavier said with confidence. "Later."

      They watched as Xavier left the room. "You trust him?" Kristoff asked, his eyes still following Xavier.

      "With my life." Dimitri looked Kristoff in the eyes. "I've gotten to know him these past months. Don't let his appearance fool you. He is a very intelligent man. We've even done some business deals together. All of them successful."

      "He just comes off as a real douche. You know what I mean?"

      "Yeah, I know what you mean. The first time we met, I almost walked out. I'm glad I stayed. If last night is an example of how things are going to be, I'm really glad I stayed. He's a bit to take in, but once you get to know him, you'll love him just like the rest of us. Now, let's go. I need to meet with Captain Russell. Then Cooper and Wyatt, to get a security update. After that, paperwork. Still want to follow me around?" Dimitri asked with a big smile on his face.

      "Yes, I really do. I can't tell you how much I missed you. When you weren't there anymore, well, let's just say, it really sucked."

      "I'm sorry, Sabastian." The words were barely whispered. "I couldn't stay anymore. I needed to move away, you know that."

      "In my mind, I always thought you would come back. But in my heart, I knew you wouldn't. I'm just glad I'm here now."

      "All right then, let's get this day started." Dimitri got up from his chair. "I'm happy you're here as well. We have a lot to catch up on."

      Kristoff followed Dimitri to the elevators. The doors opened and Cameron stood inside. The smile that spread across his face to his eyes transformed his face. "Good morning, gentlemen, going up?"

      The two brothers looked at each other, grins on their faces. Dimitri spoke first when he stepped into the elevator. "By the look on your face, I'd say it was a satisfying evening? So is married life all it's cracked up to be?"

      "It's not what happened. Although, putting our wedding night into a scene is something I could do over and over again." Cameron shook the thoughts from his glazed over eyes. "No, it's what Sadie gave me." He smirked at them as the doors closed.
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      Madison and Jasmine settled into the lounge chairs, drinks in one hand, e-readers in the other. "So, Jasmine, how was your first night on the cruise? No sea sickness?"

      "No. I grew up on boats. This is my first erotica cruise, though. I am looking forward to observing the dungeon arena later. I never made it last night, after bumping into Kristoff on my way to the auction. Not that I'm complaining. I've heard good things about the arena. It's been a while since I've had time to even go to my club. I plan on sucking up, all pun intended, everything I've been missing." Jasmine took a sip of her fruity umbrella drink, smiling from ear to ear.

      "Can anybody join this party?" Sadie asked as she approached Madison and Jasmine.

      "Sure, pull up a lounge chair," Madison invited. "I don't know if you've met Jasmine. She's Xavier's assistant."

      "Yes, we've already had the pleasure. I'm glad Xavier allowed you the time. I'm surprised he's not making you work on your vacation," Sadie joked with Jasmine. When Jasmine didn't laugh, Sadie's mouth dropped open.

      "You've got to be kidding me. I told him no working on my honeymoon. Wait until I see him!" Sadie huffed as she sat down.

      "No worries, Sadie, we've already negotiated the terms of payment," Jasmine said, sipping away on her drink, a mischievous smile appearing.

      "I knew you were a smart woman," Sadie said as she lounged back in her chair. "If I start to doze, please nudge me awake. I was reminded of the punishment I would receive if I got too much sun. I can handle Cameron's punishments. I just wouldn't want to disappoint him on our honeymoon."

      "Smart. And having sunburn on your honeymoon would suck," Jasmine commented.

      Sadie turned her attention to Madison. "And, how was your first night? I had no idea until Cameron filled me in last night. You must think I'm the worst friend ever. I know I was wrapped up in the wedding, but you could have talked to me about your relationship." She lifted her sunglasses to glare at Madison.

      "There was nothing to talk about. I had no idea what they were planning until last night." Madison paused, licking her lips. "I think it was the best night of my life." She sat up, swinging her legs to the side of her chair. "I never would have thought, with Dimitri being the possessive Master he is, adding Xavier was even an option. He told me that he and Xavier have been getting to know each other. How he had approached Xavier a few months ago." Realization dawned on Madison's face. "During that whole time Xavier had been trying to get me to go out with him. But I refused every time, thinking that's what I was supposed to do. I was starting to doubt my relationship with Dimitri because I knew my feelings for Xavier had never gone away. After last night I now know that I don't have to make any decisions. They did it for me."

      Madison hesitated, sipping her drink and looking at Sadie. "Do you know anything about the room we are staying in? The Midnight Suite?" When Sadie shook her head, Madison described the room to them. "It's the perfect room. It has everything. And the view, oh my God. I've never seen anything like it. Dimitri told me he designed it with me in mind."

      Jasmine chimed in at this point, "So, now what happens? You have to forgive me, but as Xavier's assistant, I typed up the contract." She shrugged her shoulders then continued. "Will you be able to sign the contract?" She didn't want to say anything out loud that Madison might not want Sadie to know about. So she generalized the question. What she really wanted to know was if Madison was going to be able to tell them everything they wanted to know about her.

      "We're working on it." Madison smiled as she lounged back in her chair. A comfortable silence fell over them, each of them enjoying the quiet relaxation. Madison rested her head on the headrest and closed her eyes, thinking about what she had told Dimitri and Xavier last night.

      She hadn't thought about Lucy in a while. They had tried to stay in touch, but after faking her death, she couldn't stay in touch with anyone from that part of her life. Madison's thoughts started to drift. As her memory pulled Lucy to the front of her brain, she remembered the first time they had met at the bus terminal in L.A.
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      "I can't believe you came." Lucy hugged her tight, not wanting to let her go. "For the past four years, I've come here and waited for you to show. This was going to be the last year I came. I'm so glad you showed up." Pulling away, she looked at Amber.

      "I tried each year, but Madame Mia would always tell me I couldn't. Not until I finished my training and knew my place. She really didn't trust that I would come back. This year I made sure there was no doubt. I told her I would take anyone she wanted to send with me as long as I could go. She looked at me as calm as could be and said, 'Go ahead, you have seventy-two hours. That should give you enough time to fly there, see your little friend, and get back to New York. My plane will fly you and wait at the airport. You will pay me back for the time and the plane. If for some strange reason, you are not back when the plane is scheduled to take off, make sure you're dead because when I find you, you will wish you were.' I didn't care what I had to promise her. I just knew I had to come." Amber looked at Lucy.

      "I'm just glad you didn't forget. Let's go find a place to eat. Close to the airport. It sounds like Mistress Mia has you on a short rope. I wouldn't want to be the cause of more trouble in your life."

      "That sounds great, you can tell me what happened to you after that night. We can catch a cab at the terminal."

      "No need," Lucy said, smiling. "My driver will take us anywhere I want to go." Lucy pointed to the tinted-windowed black limousine. As they approached the vehicle, the driver got out to open the door.

      "Jerry, can you find a place for us to eat by the airport? Amber has a flight to catch and I don't want her to miss it."

      "Yes, Miss Lucy. I know a fine restaurant, it's quiet and has good Italian."

      "Okay with you?" Lucy asked Amber.

      "Absolutely, I like good Italian. I'm just really glad to see you."

      Lucy put her index finger over her lips before she told Jerry, "Thank you, that will be fine." Then she sat back in the seat. She turned her head to look at Amber and whispered, "I will explain."

      The ride seemed pretty short even though the I-110 was backed up. When they arrived at the hostess desk, Amber found out that Jerry had called ahead and made a reservation. The hostess took them to a private table away from the other guests. "We are so happy you can join us today, Ms. Jordan. It's always a pleasure. I will send your waiter over right away."

      As soon as the hostess left, Lucy held her finger up again. No sooner did her hand hit the folded napkin in front of her, the waiter was at their table. Lucy ordered a bottle of wine and he told them the specials. After he was done, she told him she would wave him over when they were ready to order.

      "What the hell is going on?" Amber leaned forward, asking in a whisper as she placed her napkin in her lap.

      "I'll explain everything as soon as I can, but for now please keep the conversation light."

      The pleading look in Lucy's eyes told Amber that Lucy was watched more than she was. Amber gave a nod of her head and asked, "I hear the weather has been out of control here lately. How do you deal with it?" She picked up the menu.

      "I try not to go out," Lucy said, laughing. She had an infectious laugh and once she got going, you couldn't help but laugh with her. "But when I have to, Jerry keeps the car at a comfortable temperature for me."

      After the waiter poured their wine, they placed their order. Finally alone, Lucy started to explain. "You remember the night we were auctioned off?"

      "As if I could forget. Everything changed for us that night."

      "Well, the stuffy looking lawyer was just that. A lawyer. He put me in the backseat of a car, took me to the airport and there, I met the man who really bought me."

      Their food arrived, and Lucy paused her story. "Can I get you anything else?" They both said no and the waiter left them to their meal.

      "Okay, so what was he like? Things don't seem that bad for you," Amber questioned.

      "No, they really aren't. Except that I can't go anywhere alone." Amber scrunched her forehead. "The man who bought me is a billionaire who lost his only granddaughter. She ran away from home at twenty-one; a few months later they found her body. He wouldn't believe that she was really dead so he continued to search. He was told about the auctions and started searching for any girls who looked like her. He would send his lawyer with a picture and if the lawyer thought the girl was a good match, he would buy her. That's how I ended up where I am. In fact, I look so much like his granddaughter, he stopped looking for her. He set up all the girls he had collected with trust funds and sent them away. He went so far as to adopt me. The only problem is he thinks he's going to lose me. Amber, I've never been happier. I never knew my own grandfather, however, I know with a certainty this man treats me better than my own grandfather would have."

      Lucy paused, taking a sip of her wine. "I've come to love him. He is the only person, besides you, who has ever given a shit about me. He treats me like a princess. Who would have ever thought my life could turn around? I really thought that night I was going to kill myself. If anyone had forced themselves on me, I would have. But instead, I started a new life. He said he wanted to make sure I never ran away again. So he put me in his will. As long as I stay until he dies, I get the money, no questions. His lawyer drew the papers up in front of me and I watched him sign them and his lawyer witnessed it. I don't want for anything. I spend time helping him eat. I read to him and he taught me how to play chess. He brought tutors in to teach me and I got pretty good grades too. I am working on my degree in business. He suggested that as my major. He wanted to make sure I knew how to take care of myself financially after he was gone. The only thing is I'm not allowed to talk about it. When I told him about our arrangement to meet, I asked if I could tell you. I told him you were my only friend and that you wouldn't tell anyone. He agreed, and each year that you didn't show, it became easier to ask. I guess he thought you would never show. I promised him that if I did tell you, no one would be able to overhear. So that was what all the secretiveness was."

      Amber had finished eating. She sat back, sipping her wine and mulling over what Lucy had just told her. "So if I had been shorter, with less curves, the lawyer could have bought me too?"

      "Probably?"

      "Shit. Well, if one of us had to make it, I'm glad it was you. After everything you've been through, you deserve this." She raised her glass. "To Lucy, may your grandfather live a long and happy life."

      They touched glasses. "I hope so too." Lucy added, "So, now what's your story? What have you been doing that you've been kept on such a short leash?"

      "I've kind of been doing what you have. I've been going to school. Only I've learned things that will please a man. Be it sports, finance, food, or sex. I know about them all. I speak four languages, I dance, know karate. I can even fly a helicopter and put a gun back together. I know about art and literature, music and the stock market. Anything that a man might bring up in conversation, I have some knowledge of it. As far as the sex part, Mistress Mia has only allowed me to go on sex free dates so far. She needed to see how I would handle myself. I have to say so far, it's working out." Amber paused as the waiter cleared the table and brought coffee and dessert.

      "So you're an escort? Someone to look good on some guy's arm?" Lucy asked.

      "I guess you could say that. I still consider myself a prostitute. She gets paid no matter what I have to do. I can also say my wardrobe has expanded. From gowns to schoolgirl clothes. I have to dress the part." Amber started to laugh.

      "What's so funny?" Lucy questioned.

      "There is a light at the end of my tunnel. I'll be free five years from now." Amber wiped a tear from her eye. She wasn't even sure if it was because of laughing, or if she was leaking tears. "Then again, if I can make two point five million someday, I can buy my freedom. I just don't think that's ever going to happen, but I can still laugh about it. Otherwise, I'd cry." Amber drained the rest of her wine. "Lucy, this has been fun, but I really have to get going. I will try again next year. I'm so glad that your life has changed for the better. You deserve it. Do you still want to try again next year?" Amber asked, rising from the table.

      "Yes, of course, I do." Reaching out, she tugged Amber into a tight hug. "I just had a thought." Lucy pulled back, grinning at Amber. "What if I bought your contract? One day I'm going to have billions. Write down everything about Mistress Mia." Lucy dug in her bag for a pen and paper. "I'll have my lawyer research the information. Amber, if I can do it, I will."

      "Thank you, Lucy. But in order for that to happen, your new grandfather would have to die. I'm doing all right. Enjoy whatever time you have left with him. Don't wish death on him for me."

      Lucy still held the pen and paper out to her. "That's not what I'm doing. I'm just being prepared. Write."

      Amber took the paper and pen, writing down what she knew. "Lucy, be careful when you start searching for a man. You know what kind of slimes in fancy clothing there are out there. Don't be fooled, make sure you really know the guy before you fall head over heels. You're my only friend and I care about you."

      "I get it. Don't worry about me. I already have a list of qualifications from Grandfather." Lucy started to laugh, and Amber couldn't help but laugh with her.
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      Madison opened her eyes, her smile still in place from the memory of Lucy's laugh. It had been so real. She turned to see that Sadie had already left, and Jasmine had turned over at some point and was fast asleep. She sat up in her chair, then stood, moving to the railing. As her gaze scanned the quests, Madison kept hearing Lucy's laugh. She narrowed her search to a group of subs standing by the Spa and Salon, she just couldn't make out their features. There were four of them, all different heights and hair color. What would be the odds of Lucy being on this ship? Madison thought. Turning from the rail, she shook Jasmine on the shoulder then gathered her things. "Hey, I just wanted to let you know that I'm leaving. I have lunch plans with my Masters, and I want to get cleaned up before I meet them."

      "Thanks for waking me. I think I'll do the same. Get cleaned up, I mean. Then it's off to the spa for me. I'll see you at dinner?"

      "I'm not sure what the plans are, but we do have to eat. Plus, I'm sure Dimitri has to attend since Cameron and Sadie are now officially on their honeymoon. So yeah, probably."

      "Enjoy your lunch."

      "I think I will," Madison said, a smile in place as she left. When she got to the area she thought the laugh had been coming from, no one was there. She stood and turned in a circle looking and listening, but she found nothing. She thought to herself, it sounded so real. She had missed Lucy. They had met only one more year before Amber faked her death. Lucy still didn't know she was alive. And Madison planned on keeping it that way.
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      Madison walked into the Master's Lounge. Standing in the doorway, she surveyed the room looking for her Masters. She wore a fern green and pink floral sundress. The built-in bra helped hold her chest in place along with the thin straps on her shoulders. A green satin thong was tied on her hips. The floral changed her eye color to a lighter green. Her brunette hair hung down, curling on the ends by her breasts. Mascara and lip gloss were her only makeup. A four-inch pair of wedge sandals wrapped up her calf finished her outfit. She felt like Doris Day without the pigtails. But that had been what was laid out on the bed, so here she was, wearing it. Looking at the attire of the other guests in the lounge, she felt overdressed.

      The layout was similar to the Onyx, with few differences. The piano and the kitchen doors were on the opposite sides of the bar and the colors were different. The sapphire blue and burgundy walls and accents gave the room a majestic look. The tablecloths were burgundy while the napkins were sapphire. Floral arrangements graced some tables. Others arrangements flicked with light from candles. She could feel the seductive pull of the room as soon as she walked in.

      Madison found her Masters at a table close to the piano. Dimitri's sandy-blond hair had grown, reaching his ears and emphasizing his strong jaw line. His hazel eyes sparkled with the lighting of the room. He wore a black t-shirt with the Midnight Oasis logo on his shoulder. When he rose, she saw he was wearing jeans and not his usual pair of slacks.

      She turned her attention to Xavier. He was dressed similar to Dimitri, his chest stretching the material of his V-neck Armani shirt. His light chest hairs were peeking out through the opening. He had kept his hair buzzed on the sides but had let the top grow out. His crystal blue eyes blazed brightly as Madison moved toward them. Approaching Dimitri, she wondered if she should find out if Lucy was on the cruise. But then she thought about the privacy agreement everyone was required to sign. Would he be able to tell her?

      They both rose from their chairs as she walked up to the table. "Why are your cheeks red? Didn't you put sunscreen on?" Dimitri questioned as he brushed his lips on each cheek.

      She turned toward Xavier to greet him, but he cut her off with a low growl, "If your cheeks are this red, what else is red?" He moved the straps slowly across her shoulder, checking her shoulder for more sunburn.

      "I'm sorry." She looked back and forth between them. "I did put sunscreen on. I must have been distracted talking with the girls and forgot to do my cheeks. Then I feel asleep on top of that, but it's only my cheeks." She bowed her head, waiting for them to display their displeasure. When nothing was said after a few seconds, Madison raised her eyes looking between them, only to see they were waiting for her to look at them.

      "Although we are not pleased that you did not take better care of yourself, you were not given any direct commands while you were away from us to warrant any punishment. However, after seeing your red cheeks, we may have to reconsider that." His beautiful smile made her heart beat faster. "Would you like to sit now?" Dimitri held the chair between them.

      Madison's smile was hesitant as she sat, knowing she had just dodged a bullet. She knew they would say something about the sunburn. She thought they would at least say hello first. She would make sure to put sunscreen on her cheeks first next time. "Good afternoon, Madison, we're so glad you could join us," she mumbled sarcastically under her breath.

      "Good afternoon, Madison, we're so glad you could join us," Xavier mimicked her words. Madison froze, putting her napkin in her lap. "Your care comes before manners. Always remember that. Now, what should we have? I'm in the mood for a big fat juicy cheeseburger."

      The conversation slowed, each deciding what they would be eating. They placed their order and the waiter left to get their drink order. Dimitri and Xavier began to make plans for the evening, but Madison's brain couldn't shake the thought that Lucy was on the ship. When the men realized she wasn't paying attention, with a nod of Dimitri's head, each one began running their hands up her leg. Startling her out of her thoughts, she almost fell off the chair.

      Catching her before she hit the floor, Dimitri asked her, "Where were you just now, beautiful?" Concern showed on his handsome face as he pushed her gently back onto the seat.

      Madison looked between her two Masters. "If I tell you something about my past outside of the Midnight Suite, do the same rules apply?"

      Xavier waited for Dimitri to confirm with a head nod before he spoke up. Cupping Madison's hand in his, getting her attention, he said, "If you want to tell us something, then yes, Madison, the same rules apply."

      "We want you to tell us and free yourself of the burden, but it all has to be in your own time. Where you tell us has no bearing. Madison, we both have things in our pasts we're not proud of. We have just reconciled them and now they stay in the past. That's what we are trying to do for you. Free your mind of the past, so you can focus your thoughts on the present and our future," Dimitri finished.

      Madison reached for her water glass, glancing around as she drank the ice-cold water. Her attention turned to Dimitri. "Could you tell me if a specific passenger is on board?"

      "Is this person a part of your past, and why you were miles away?" He waited for her confirmation before he continued. "I'm not supposed to, but if it's important to you, I will."

      "What's this all about, Madison?" Xavier spoke up.

      Madison glanced away, butterflies fluttering in her belly, not sure if they would think she was crazy. Just because of a dream. She shook her head, putting a genuine smile on her face. "It was just…" she paused. "A thought. I don't want you to break any rules."

      "I'm sure if you have a good enough reason, Dimitri could ask Alejandro to check the manifest."

      The waiter chose that moment to arrive with lunch. "This looks delicious." When they were alone again, she looked at Dimitri. "You really don't have to." When both men glared at her, she knew she needed to explain. "I had a dream about an old friend. She had a very distinctive laugh and when I woke earlier…" She laughed with the thought, looking at Dimitri. "Well, anyway, I thought I heard it. When I went to see where it was coming from, there were too many people. I was just curious if you could see if it was her."

      "We made some modifications on the ship's computers. Now you can only see someone's bio if they swipe their card and then scan their handprint. After what happened on the Onyx we needed to improve on security. As well as a million-dollar privacy disclosure clause being added."

      "It's all good. Like I said, it was just a dream." She began eating her lunch again. "So, what are the plans for tonight? I told Jasmine I'd see her at dinner."

      "That's what we were planning when you faded away," Xavier teased her. "Is there anything special you would like to do?" Madison acknowledged his question with a shake of her head. "Since Dimitri needs to be in attendance tonight, the evening will go as follows. Dinner, show, after party, and then story time. I suggest after lunch, you get some rest."

      Madison tilted her head to the side, mulling over what Xavier had told her. "That might be a good idea. Will I have company?" Hitching her eyebrows up and down, her expression took a sudden turn.

      "What's the matter?" Concern in Dimitri's voice, he reached for Madison's hand.

      Xavier watched the encounter at the table. Then his attention was drawn away as his brother and new wife entered the lounge. They seemed to be concerned about something too.

      "Did Chester come in here?" Cameron asked.

      "Chester, who's Chester?" Xavier's voice rose as he felt something brush his leg. Raising the tablecloth, he exposed a black-masked, apricot-colored bull mastiff with Madison's napkin hanging from his mouth.

      "That's Chester. Come here, boy," Cameron called to him. Tripping over the napkin hanging from his mouth, Chester rolled out from under the table. Gaining his footing on his giant paws, he pranced over to Cameron who picked up the roly-poly wiggly puppy. "My wedding gift to Sadie was the rights to Todd Phillips' new smash hit, Heroin: Life without Needles. Starring Broadway's newest star, my wife, Sadie Alexander." Cameron paused for the applause Sadie received. "She gave me Chester. Did you all know about this?"

      "Well, I did. She needed to know if he could come on the ship." Dimitri teased the pup with his napkin, making him squirm more in Cameron's arms. "Were you surprised?"

      "Extremely!"

      "You should have seen how excited she was with the idea. He's cool looking. Just keep him in his appointed areas and we shouldn't have any problems. That means, get him out of here." Dimitri grabbed Chester's jowls, stretching them out, then reached for his paws. "He's going to be huge."

      "I know. It's been a while since I've had a dog. It was the last thing I would have guessed Sadie would give me."

      "Well, you have everything else. You didn't have one of these." She mushed her face to Chester's nose, changing her voice playfully as the pup licked her face. "And just look at this face."

      "I've never owned a pet." Madison's quiet voice came from the table.

      "Never?" Sadie questioned, looking around the pup at her. "Not even a goldfish?"

      "Nope. I had enough to worry about with just myself. Adding another living thing to the equation wasn't an option."

      "That sucks!" Sadie exclaimed.

      "We'd better get Chester out of here. See you guys at dinner?" Cameron cut in, as they made their way to the door.

      "We'll be there," Xavier answered.

      Dimitri and Xavier helped Madison from her chair. "Let's get our girl back to the room. I think a soak in that extra-large tub is just what we need," Xavier said, rolling his shoulders as they exited the lounge.

      "Work out with Harley?" Dimitri asked, a knowing grimace on his face.

      "Yeah. Don't let his age fool you. I just went over to say hello. The next thing I know, I'm in some kind of weight to rep competition. That man kicked my ass."

      Dimitri and Madison were laughing by the time he finished. "He's really good at what he does, though," Dimitri commented.

      "He helped Sadie stay on track. It really helped while she was working and planning the wedding. I'm thinking about hiring him for a month or two."

      Dimitri stopped her from walking, turning her to face him. "Why would you need to hire him? You're perfect the way you are."

      Madison reached up and placing her palm on his cheek, she kissed him gently. "You are so cute, thank you for that compliment. But if I'm going to please two Masters now…" She paused, an impish look on her face. "I'm going to need a lot more stamina. I thought working out with Harley would help. Once I have a routine, I'll be able to continue on my own."

      Dimitri looked deep into those moss green eyes. "Another thing to add to our contract. I'm proud of you for taking care of yourself for us." Leaning down, he took her lips in a searing kiss.

      He released her and Madison's mind was no longer thinking of rest. She gave him a satisfied look, knowing what she had said made him happy.

      They each took a hand and continued on to the suite.

      Opening the door, Madison smelled the ocean air. When she walked in, she saw openings in the wall of windows letting in the fresh air. Dropping her things on the couch, she continued over to the opening and stood.

      Dimitri came up behind her. "Come, let's enjoy the view while Xavier gets our bath ready." He walked in front of her, taking both hands and gently pulling her out onto the clear balcony.

      "It's a little weird. I feel like I'm walking on water," Madison said as she hesitantly stepped out of the room on the clear platform.

      Dimitri guided her to the railing. Placing her hands on the railing, he moved to gather her to his body from behind, resting his chin on her shoulder. "If finding your friend is important to you, I can hire someone to search for her." He felt Madison tense up. "Is she someone good or bad from your past? I want the truth, because I will not bring someone who caused you pain back into our lives."

      Madison turned in his arms, wrapping hers around his neck. "Yes, Master, she is one of the good ones."

      Xavier came out the door at that moment. "Everything okay?" he asked, looking at Dimitri's concerned face.

      "Yes, everything is fine. Is the bath ready? I'll tell you both about Lucy later. Right now I'd like to enjoy that huge tub with my two Masters." She began removing her clothes as she walked past them back inside. When she arrived at the tub, she was totally naked. Grabbing a hair clip from the assortment by the side of the tub, Madison piled her hair on top of her head then lowered herself into the bubbling hot water. The silky feel of the water told her Xavier had put a scented bath oil in. The calming scent of lavender floated to her nose, combined with a manly cedar scent. She sat and rested her head back on the cushion, allowing the hot water to do its job.

      She picked her head up as her Masters joined her, each moving to their own seats in the tub. She sat up straighter, looking between them. "Why are you sitting so far away? Is this my punishment for the sunburn on my cheeks?" She bowed her head.

      Xavier moved so he could lift her face to his. "This is not a punishment. There will be no punishment." Gathering her onto his lap, he relaxed back into his seat. "Maddie, we know this can't be easy for you. We don't want to overwhelm you. It's new to us as well. I'm still getting used to the fact you're in my arms." She snuggled her head on his shoulder. He ran his hand up her thigh to her hip, pulling her as close as he could get her.

      "Being in your arms brings back some really good memories, but…" Twisting to sit on Xavier's lap, she wrapped her legs around one of Dimitri's knees. "I'd like to make some new memories. If that is all right with my Masters?"

      Dimitri slid from his seat across the tub. "I've always been one to live in the moment." Dimitri rubbed his rock-hard chest up Madison's body. His hands guided her arms up and around the back of Xavier's neck. Taking her hands, he put them on the opposite elbows. Locking her arms in place pushed her breasts up. "Keep your hands locked." He kissed her forehead, then he nipped her nose. When he got to her mouth, he whispered against her lips, "Another thing we need to add to our contract. What is your safe word?"

      "Patches," Madison replied and pushed her chest forward, searching for his kiss. He moved down her body, taking first one rose-colored nipple, then the other, in his mouth. Her moan filled the quiet room. When he bit down, the sensation went straight through her stomach to her core, making her push her hips forward, rubbing her center along his hard, twitching erection.

      Xavier glided his hands to her hips, holding her in place. Dimitri began working his way down Madison's body. Her head rested on Xavier's shoulder as she floated on the water. Taking her knees, he placed them over his shoulders. Dimitri kneeled on the tub floor in front of her waiting body. "You are so beautiful." He ran his fingers along her inner thighs to her weeping apex. He moved her lips back with his index fingers, fully exposing her and rubbing his thumbs up, squeezing her clit together. He removed one thumb and brought it to his mouth, sucking her juices off. "Your body responds to us as if it knows we own it." He moved forward, replacing his fingers with his tongue. Lashing her clit, he slid two of his fingers twisting into her entrance, pushing in and out to prepare her body. He then added another finger, hitting her G-spot and making her body tense. "Do not come until given permission, Madison." She mumbled her response, lost in the moment. Dimitri stopped everything, bringing her back to reality. "Was that an answer?"

      "I'm sorry, Master. I am not to come without permission," she said clearly if not a little sluggishly.

      "That's our girl." Moving back into position, he played with her body as if it were his own special instrument. Xavier closed his knees to help hold the lower half of Madison's body above the water. He used his hands to mold her breasts, working her rosy nipples to erect nubs. Shifting her body up farther on his shoulder, he could now dip his head and take her nipple in his mouth. Sucking it, he then began applying pressure. With the sensation Xavier was giving her and Dimitri working his magical tongue in sync with his fingers, Madison's body was building quickly toward her release. She was hoping she could prolong this feeling, yet she knew that wasn't going to happen. "Masters, may I come? Please?" Madison whimpered deep in her throat, praying her Masters would allow her body to sing with the pleasure they were creating.

      "She does beg very sweetly." Xavier's breath was a whisper on her body. "And once we get this one out of the way, she'll hold out longer on her next one." Dimitri's skillful tongue was lashing her clit as he gave a head nod. Xavier whispered in her ear, "Yes, Madison, come all over Master Dimitri's tongue. Let him lick every last drop of your exquisite tasting cum. Your next one will be at our discretion. No begging. Agreed?" Madison nodded her head vigorously. "No, Madison, we need to hear it."

      "Yes, Masters," Madison sang out as she exploded with her orgasm. Pressing back against Xavier's shoulder, she offered herself to Dimitri as he drew it out.

      When Dimitri growled, she felt it run through her. Devouring, then slowing down to barely touching her with his tongue, his fingers entering then curving up, rubbing her contracting walls and drawing her pleasure out, feasting from her, pushing her further. Madison tried to thrust her hips upward, trying to control where Dimitri touched her, but Xavier held her hips in place.  "Remember, Madison, we are in control of your body. We are the ones who will stroke you, pleasure you, punish you and take care of you." Xavier feathered kisses around her ear, down her neck, then back up to her ear. "Come now, my lovely."

      As the words left his mouth, Madison convulsed again around Dimitri's fingers, her clit pulsing on his tongue. She released the breath she had been holding as the scream ripped from her lips. Dimitri started stroking her body down. Little tremors stimulated Madison as her body cooled down. She floated through the water. Xavier moved his knees apart as she landed on his lap, her back resting on his chest. She slit her sensual cat-like green eyes, a matching smile on her lips. "I thought this was rest time? I think I burned more calories just now than I have all day." Her eyes playfully looked between her two sublime Masters.

      Smiling back at her as Dimitri joined them on the same side of the tub, Xavier positioned her between them. Her back rested on a set of jets. She closed her eyes again, a look of pure joy on her face. "Can this day get any better?" Madison sighed, her body sinking into the seat.

      Xavier smiled, a look of pride in his eyes. Dimitri's look mirrored Xavier's. "Madison, we have all night. Anything can happen."

      Madison opened her eyes. Holding her pruned fingers up, she exclaimed. "Masters, may we get out now? I don't want this happening to the rest of me." She hoped the excuse sounded plausible. The last thing she wanted to do was get her hopes up. Her whole life had been a series of ups and downs. More downs than ups. She just wanted what was here right now in front of her.

      The men exchanged confused looks. They knew they had to tread lightly with her. She was like a wounded animal in the woods. Her trust would not come easy.

      "Yes, Madison," Xavier said as he got out. He wrapped a towel around his waist, then held one out for her.

      Dimitri joined them with another towel to help. "We would like it if you would lie down and get some rest. It's not a command; it's a request. We have a busy night ahead of us. You will also need two dresses for tonight." Madison gave him a questioning look. "Dinner and the New Orleans Mardi Gras after party. We have an exquisite mask that will make your eyes sparkle. We are looking forward to putting it on you. But for now, just rest." They escorted her to the bed, sliding a lavender colored negligee over her head then holding the blankets for her to climb in. "We will be here, but if we lie with you…" Dimitri left the sentence hanging as he brushed his lips on her forehead.

      Everyone in the room knew what would happen if they joined her. Xavier took the blankets from Dimitri, tucking her in. "Sweet dreams, my lovely." He kissed her as well.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Leaving Madison to rest, Dimitri followed Xavier out onto the balcony. Leaning on the railing, arms folded across his chest watching Madison, he asked, "What's up?"

      Xavier followed suit, joining Dimitri on the railing. "This morning at the gym, I ran into Caleb. I asked him if he would do an intense search for any information on an Amber Sinclair in the state of Florida." He paused to gauge Dimitri's reaction.

      "And?" Dimitri had thought about searching the name himself all morning. The few things Madison had told him about herself only made him want to search the web. He wanted to see for himself what a child selling parent really looked like.

      "I'm still waiting to hear from him. I didn't make a big deal about it. I did, however, tell him that it was to be done in the strictest of confidence."

      "What kind of a parent sells their child to move in the same circles with the motherfuckers who bought her?" Dimitri growled. "When you searched for her, you didn't read about any of this?"

      "Do you know how many Amber Sinclairs there are in the world? Plus, she didn't give me much to go on. I never knew she was from Florida originally. She told me she was from L.A." Xavier ran his hands up and down his face, trying to wipe away the frustration before settling his hands on the railing behind him. "After Marco told me she was dead, I stopped looking." He looked Dimitri in the eyes. "I had no more reason to look. She was gone." He dropped his gaze to his feet. "Anything the private investigators had found, I burned. I tried to wipe her from my life." Pushing off the railing, he began to pace. "I've also got him looking for that dick Boxwood. I know I've heard the name before. I'm just not placing the face. Probably because he's a waste of life."

      "I know exactly who he is if it's the same one I'm thinking of. Boxwood Pharmaceuticals ring a bell? The location is right; the damn CEO is the right age. If they are one and the same, he's a dead man."

      Xavier stopped pacing. "You can't kill the man, but you can make him wish he were dead." He began pacing, then stopped again. "What about Madison? If we do this, that will bring him back into her life. A past life she never wanted anyone to know about."

      "How do you make a man wish he were dead?"

      "You take everything he owns from him." Xavier looked at Madison sleeping on the bed. "Ever thought of going into the pharmaceutical business? Between us, I'm sure we have the capital to buy into the company."

      Dimitri caught on to where Xavier was going with his thinking. "I want confirmation before we do anything. Make sure he's the same prick who hurt her. I'll have Alejandro look into the company. See if it's gone public yet. As for Madison…" He stopped Xavier from pacing, grabbing his arm. Xavier focused on Dimitri. "She has to know what we are planning. There is no trust if we don't tell her. Then it's her call if we go after that scum bag. This is her past, Xavier. We have to respect it."

      When Dimitri looked at Xavier's confused face, he continued, "She has worked so hard to put her past behind her. If you could have seen her the night of the auction on the Onyx, you'd understand. She was terrified. Had I known she had already really been sold twice, and not for her own pleasure, I would never have encouraged her to be a part of it. Even then, she said nothing to me. Her trust is fragile and I don't want to do anything to lose what we have already gained by going behind her back. Any information we gather is not looked at until we have her okay. Understood?"

      "Understood, I want what's best for her too. I just…" Xavier wanted to hit something. "I want to hurt him as bad as he hurt her. More than he hurt her. You know what I mean?" The sympathy for what Madison had gone through showed in Xavier's eyes.

      "I feel your pain. One way or another, he'll get what's coming to him. I also want to look into what her mother has been up to these past years. See how the society she bought her way into is treating her. Make sure Caleb looks for any siblings. I could have sworn Madison mentioned she had a sister. There was a message that said something about her dad being in town. Madison had just deleted it."

      "Plus, she mentioned her brother Matthew had busted Boxwood's nose the night of that dance. I don't remember her mentioning any other sibling." Xavier's was now back, resting against the railing.

      "Now Lucy." Dimitri started toward the door. "I want her to enjoy herself tonight. I have a feeling we will see two very different Madisons tonight."

      "What do you mean?"

      "Watch her; during dinner, she will be reserved, polite, well-mannered if you please. When we get to the masked after party, she will be relaxed, open, and able to converse with anyone. The mask gives her the ability to be herself." Bowing his head, he said, "I should have seen the signs. She was like that on the Onyx. I wanted her so badly, I didn't see it."

      "You see it now; that's what matters. I think she's starting to stir. Let's go seduce her into waking up."

      As they began to climb up the bed on either side of her, she sat straight up, screaming. "Maddie, wake up. We're right here for you." Xavier gave a slight shake to her shoulder.

      She pulled back as if she had been burned. "I don't want to die. You can't make me do it." She started to struggle out of Xavier's grasp. "I can't breathe." She started gasping for air.

      "Madison." Dimitri's commanding voice got her attention. "You are having a dream. No one here will hurt you. You are not going to die. Now wake up." With the command, he snapped his fingers. Madison stopped struggling and opened her eyes. Looking at the concerned faces of her Masters, had her shrinking under the covers.

      "You were having a bad dream. We were just coming to wake you when you sat straight up, screaming. Do you remember what the dream was about?" Xavier asked.

      Madison remembered, she just didn't want to talk about it. So she shook her head no. "I'm sorry if I interrupted what you were doing." She started to climb off the bed around them, but Dimitri grabbed her foot. "I'm just going to the bathroom. I'll be right back." She scrambled off the bed when he let go of her foot.

      "What do you make of that?" Xavier asked Dimitri.

      "I don't believe her. I think she remembers, she's just not ready to tell us. Let it go for now. We'll wait until later to ask her." He looked toward the bathroom area when he heard the sink water running. "We'll tell her then what we are planning. Right now, I think our beautiful sub needs to please her Masters."

      Madison had splashed some water on her face trying to cool her body down from her dream. She looked at her appearance in the mirror; she was pale as a ghost, the memory burned into her brain. She pinched her cheeks, bringing a rosy color back to them. She brushed her teeth and hair, then looked again. Feeling more confident, she put a smile on her face and walked back to the bed. She stood at the end, waiting for her Masters' command.

      They were both lying on the bed, heads resting in the cradle of their hands. Their bodies faced each other, both of them watching Madison. "Take off your nightgown," Dimitri commanded.

      Madison reached up, sliding her fingers under one strap, then the other, letting the gown slide down her perfect body to pool at her feet. "Have you ever seen anything more beautiful?" Xavier asked, getting to his feet. He walked to the end of the bed. "Undress me," he commanded, standing in front of her.

      Dimitri stayed on the bed watching as Madison began. Sliding her hands down Xavier's chest, she spread her fingers wide trying to touch as much of his chest as she could. When she got to the waist of his pants, she tugged his tucked in shirt out. Now she slid her hands back up his chest in the same manner, taking his shirt with her. When he stood with his arms over his head, she climbed on the bed to continue with its removal. Her chest was the perfect height for his mouth. She then leaned over, kissing him sweetly, tracing his lips with her tongue, teasing him. She started making her way back down off the bed, kissing parts of his body as she went. Planting a kiss on his navel, she knelt in front of him. Releasing his belt, she then pulled it through the loops. She tossed the belt on the bed at Dimitri's feet.

      Next, she popped the button on his jeans, then slowly lowered his zipper, being careful not to get anything caught in it, knowing that Xavier went commando most of the time. Once she reached the bottom, she could see his erection waiting to be sprung free. Xavier stopped her from going any further.

      Dimitri rolled his body around on the bed. His chin now rested on his folded hands, eye level with Madison's profile. "Before you take Master Xavier's cock into that exquisitely talented mouth, you need to tell us what happened to you that put floggers and canes on your hard limit list."

      The smile left Madison's face, replaced by a look of fear. Xavier reached down and lifted her face. "We can wait if it's too much."

      Knowing she would eventually have to tell them, she said, "It's all right. I knew this topic would need to be addressed sooner or later. I just thought it would be later." Now she was looking at Xavier's semi hard cock with longing.

      Taking her hands and pulling her to her feet, Xavier guided her to sit at the end of the bed. "Remember, your trust is invaluable, your safety is also a priority. We will always keep you safe." He sat down next to her, adjusting his cock. This will be hell, he thought, but when we know how to command her body… He paused, going to the scene he visualized. His cock jumped, pulling him from his thoughts.

      Dimitri rolled on his side, resting his head on his hand while the other reached out to stroke Madison's body. He hated asking her to relive her fears. He wanted her to know they were there for her. But as he stroked her velvety soft, tanned skin, he couldn't help thinking if he could flog her how her body would glow. He had to adjust himself. Just the thought was making him semi-hard.

      Madison picked up her head, holding it high. She inhaled deeply and released it slowly. She began to paint a picture that her Masters would understand. "I told you Madame Mia wanted me to be well educated, right?" They both said yes. "Well, I had searched the web, read books, I even watched BDSM movies. However, nothing compared to going to the dungeon she took me to. To see a scene right in front of me. I could feel everything the sub was experiencing. The Dom was using a bull whip. After the fifth stroke, I could see the red, rising welts the whip left. They looked painful. But then he moved behind her, rubbing something in his hands. He began to massage her ass. Then ever so gently, he rubbed the marks he had left." She turned to look at Dimitri, her eyes dilated with the picture she was describing. "The spreader she wore on her ankles allowed the audience to see how excited she was as her essence leaked down her legs. Madame Mia knew from my soaking wet panties that I would be a good sub. So, when I turned twenty-one and she added the option of sex to my dating list, BDSM experience was also added."

      She looked toward Xavier, his cock still standing proud. Her story described similar scenes he had viewed. Madison's voice brought his attention back. "There was one client who always demanded girls with BDSM experience. So naturally, when I was available, he arranged a date. Madame Mia was hesitant because the man's reputation was shady, but the amount of money he was willing to pay outweighed his reputation. He was an older man. His wife had died and he was happy being single. He didn't want the complications of a 'girlfriend'." Madison did air quotes when she said girlfriend. "Plus, with how much money he had, he didn't trust easily. We went out a few times so I could get to know him. He presented himself as a novice, beginning with things like spankings and anal plugs. I thought he was building up to going to a dungeon. He sent a car for me and it brought me back to his house. A large mansion on a lake. When I arrived, I was escorted to a room and told to 'take my submissive position'. So I did. It was a complete dungeon. I knew then that he was more involved than he pretended. I wasn't sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing. Then I thought if I was at a real dungeon, I would have to trust the Dominant there. Plus, as Madame Mia said, 'he has paid a lot of money for this.'"

      Madison got off the bed and walked over toward the couch. She turned back, leaning on the couch. "He put a blindfold on me, then guided me to a bondage bed. He had me lie on my back as he strapped me to the bed."

      Dimitri had gotten off the bed and was now handing her a glass of water. "Thank you." She looked at him. Taking a sip, she handed it back. "I felt a pinch in my arm," Madison continued. "My head began to swim. I could feel things, but I couldn't. It felt like my whole body was on Novocain. Putting a ball gag in my mouth, he took the blindfold off. He wanted me to watch him. He told me I reminded him of his dead wife and he wanted to punish her for leaving him. When he was finished, I was full of red welts. He broke the skin on a few of them when he used the cane. He clamped my nipples so tightly, I couldn't wear a shirt for a week. Not that I wanted to as everything rubbed against the welts. He said if I told Madame Mia, he would deny it and say that I had begged him to hit me harder." The tears streamed down her face.

      Dimitri gathered her in his arms. "When and if you're ever ready, I would like to try again. What he did to you was not for your pleasure, it was for his sick, obsessive mind. You would be the center of my attention. We would start slowly, with you in total control. No bindings, no ball gag, Master Xavier would be here to guarantee you would be safe." He gathered her face in his hands. "When you're ready." He took her lips in a kiss that promised everything he had just said.

      Madison marveled at the way Dimitri had taken what had happened to her. He didn't disregard it. He accepted it. He didn't judge her for a past she couldn't change. He was telling her of a future she could have. She wrapped her arms around his neck, deepening the kiss. Needing to feel all of him, she reached down, grabbing his shirt. She pushed it up his body, feeling his tight abs constrict as her palms passed over them, breaking away from their kiss to remove his shirt. Madison reached for his jeans, popping the button and unzipping them. She slid her hands around his hips, reaching in to grab his ass cheeks in both hands. She pushed his jeans down his legs, out of the way, with her forearms.

      Xavier came up behind her. "Remember, my lovely, you are in control."

      She turned to him, saying, "Now, where was I?" She put her finger to her lips. Her expression changed to one of thinking, quickly changing to one of recognition. "Oh, that's right. I was about to suck your cock until you came in my mouth." She licked her lips to emphasize her statement.

      "What a good memory our girl has," Xavier stated as Madison moved to her knees in front of him. Sliding his jeans down, she took his already thick, hard cock in her hands, twisting her hands as she worked them up and down. Creating the pre-cum to leak from his slit, Madison stuck her tongue out, reaching to lick it off him. Continuing her hand movements, she ramped him up.

      Dimitri came up behind Madison. Never losing eye contact with Xavier, he slid two cushions under her knees, raising her up. He joined her on her knees. As Madison continued her assault on Xavier, taking him deeper into her mouth and sucking him while pumping his shaft created a flow of fluid between her legs. Dimitri took his thick, long dick, rubbing it along the seam of her ass. He moved his cock down to her entrance which was saturated by her excitement, knowing that she was the cause of Xavier's pleasure.

      Dimitri slid his body down her back. Pushing her hips up, he laid his head on the pillow between her legs. He inserted his tongue in her entrance, mimicking her movements. The deeper she took Xavier, the deeper Dimitri pushed. Dimitri brought one hand up, capturing her extended nipple between his fingers, squeezing it. He sent a jolt straight to her clit. Switching his tongue to her clit, he used his other hand to replace the actions of his tongue. Inserting two fingers, Dimitri began his assault.

      "You look so perfect in this position. Beautiful. So willing to please your Masters." Dimitri's breath brushed against her body.

      Madison loved when Dimitri talked to her, telling her what he wanted. She didn't want to come before Xavier, but the more Dimitri touched her, the harder it became. She moved her one hand down to Xavier's sac, massaging his balls with the same rhythm she had set with her mouth.

      "I'm going to come, Madison, and you're going to swallow every drop. Then Master Dimitri is going fuck you until you come all over his throbbing cock."

      Xavier reached down, wrapping clumps of Madison's hair in his hands, controlling her head, keeping her mouth wrapped around his pulsing cock. Ramping up the speed, he took control. With every draw of her mouth, she took a little more control back. Madison put both hands around him, jerking him off as he came. Madison relaxed her throat to take him deeper. Her throat working to swallow his load helped prolong his orgasm. Xavier grunted with his release.

      When Madison had licked Xavier clean, Dimitri entered her from behind. She was soaking wet from sucking on Xavier's cock so Dimitri needed no extra lube. His slid into her wet, tight channel. A satisfied moan escaped his throat. This was where he belonged, Madison's beautiful body, posed to submit to his control, to take all he had to give. Between her build up by Xavier and his added stimulation, he knew it wouldn't take long for her to come. "Beautiful, you have been a very good girl. Waiting for your Master to come before you did. That was very unselfish of you. You are so wet, I know you must be struggling to not come. I will not make you wait. I want you to come all over my hard, wet dick."

      Madison tried to hold out for Dimitri, but she was so close she couldn't hold back anymore. Dimitri started pounding into her and that pushed her over. She came with a scream, her walls clamping down on Dimitri's cock, milking it with each spasm. Dimitri moved his hands up her chest. Shifting her body so that she was sitting on his thighs pushed him deeper into her, his cock brushing her cervix. Dimitri wanted her to come again before they were finished.

      In this position, Xavier could kneel in front of her. Taking her nipple in his mouth, he sucked on it as she had sucked on his cock. Nibbling and lashing his tongue around it, he then bit down with enough pressure to entice her, not hurt her. When Dimitri started sliding in and out of her with a slow grinding motion, she thought she had died and gone to heaven. Her Masters were there for her. She knew in this moment they would always take care of her. The feelings that ran through her were so pure and real. Dimitri started moving fast. She could feel his dick swelling in her, getting ready to come. "Madison, Master Xavier is going to tap your clit, and you are going to come at the same time as me. I want to feel those tight walls of yours milk me dry." Dimitri pumped four more times and on the fifth, Xavier flicked her clit. She clamped down on Dimitri's cock as she exploded. Xavier coaxed her orgasm with his fingers on her clit. At the same time, Dimitri roared with his orgasm. Pumping into Madison, he emptied his load into her.

      Madison rested her exhausted, sweaty head on Dimitri's shoulder as Xavier took her mouth in a gentle kiss. "That was exquisite. A perfect way to start our night. Thank you, my lovely. First, for the best blow job I've had in years, second, for telling us what happened. I would love to be able to tell you that with us it will be different, but that's something we know you will need time with." He brushed his knuckles down the side of her face.

      "I agree with Master Xavier. Only you will know when, or even if, you will want to try the flogger or cane with us. We are patient men and we have time. No rush, beautiful." He changed the subject after looking at the time. "Now, let's go get cleaned up. We can't be late for dinner tonight." Pulling out of Madison, Dimitri turned her in his arms. "I'm looking forward to tonight. We will get to show you off as ours. I've waited a long time for this moment. Madison, and we will be so proud to have you on our arms. Now, go get into the shower." With that, he kissed her on the nose and smacked her ass as she moved away. Madison bit her lip. A smile planted on her face, she sashayed her way to the bathroom.

      Both men collapsed on the floor, both of them breathing heavily. "I think we may need some extra time with Harley if we're going to keep up with her!" Xavier said with a smile.

      "You might be right about that. What do you make of what Madison was saying in her dream? 'You can't make me' and 'I can't breathe.' She didn't say anything like that in her story."

      "Maybe she will. I think the more she tells us, the worse her dreams might get. Hopefully after she's tells us everything, she'll finally be able to sleep peacefully."

      Dimitri pushed himself up off the floor, holding a hand down to Xavier. "At least there are two of us. We'll be there to catch her. Now, let's go make our girl all pretty. It's a special night for all of us." He patted Xavier on the shoulder as they followed Madison into the bathroom.
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      Their girl looked beautiful on their arms. The black Dior dress hugged Madison's curves as if it had been designed for her. The top black strapless corset was lined with beads and crystals. Stopping above her ass in the back, the front came to a point at the apex of her thighs. The bottom half was a court train design. The dress came to her mid-thigh in the front, then wrapped around the back to the floor. Ruffles of organza created the wavy bottom. Madison had worn her hair swept up off her neck. Black sapphire stones dangled from her ears. Nothing adorned her neck, however, on her wrists, she wore cuffs. Dimitri and Xavier wanted to make sure from now on that everyone knew she belonged to them. The delicate looking pieces were about two inches wide. One in yellow gold, one in white. Both had animal symbols on them.

      Dimitri explained how he had them made after Xavier returned his signed contract. Each had their own brand, making it easy for club members to recognize she was theirs. Dimitri's cuff was made of the white gold. A Siberian white tiger was worked into the cuff. A tiger for valor and fierceness. The black represented grief and constancy. The white, peace and sincerity. Throughout the design, the jeweler had placed gemstones. Black diamonds for eyes, with mother of pearl and black onyx creating the tiger.

      Engraved into the gold, was a lion with a full mane of hair. This was Xavier's crest. Emerald green diamond eyes glowed when the light hit them. The face and mane of the lion were made with yellow and black diamonds. Each of the gems was placed with precision to create the regal animal.

      Dimitri had sat at the end of the Captain's table, Madison to his right, with Xavier next to her. Xavier had watched Madison throughout dinner. Her beauty was flawless, her smile contagious. But Dimitri had been right. Although she laughed and interacted with the other guests and crew at the table, she held a part of herself in reserve. She made sure everything she did was perfect, her table manners and knowing what fork and glass to use for each course. She was knowledgeable, no matter what the topic.

      Yet, when she didn't think anyone was looking, she reverted back into herself, just sitting at the table sipping her water. She resembled the woman she described last night, a sponge, soaking up everything that was being said around her, trying to be invisible.

      Xavier had watched her all through dinner. During the show, her attention was directed at the stage. However, with Dimitri on one side and Xavier on the other, she would make sure to smile back and forth between them. She seemed to be checking on them, making sure if she was laughing, they were too.

      Xavier was still waiting to hear from Caleb, but they were pretty sure what they were going to find. Pleasing others before herself had been bred into her. Following directions, another. They had one more appearance to make tonight. Besides Sadie and Cameron's Halloween reception party at the end of the cruise, the Mardi Gras after party was the party everyone would be at. Xavier glided his hand in his pocket. A secret smile played on his lips.

      Madison sat between her Masters. The show was coming to an end and then it would be time to get changed. She started to map out how she would go about making the switch, when all of a sudden, her panties began to vibrate on her clit. Madison sat straighter in the chair, trying not to look too obvious, and then it stopped. Easing herself back in the chair, she tried to figure out which one of them had the control. A dazzling smile was on her face.

      Dimitri knew exactly what had happened to Madison. He played with the control in his pocket setting it to the slowest setting. Madison's groan coincided with the groan coming from the actress on the stage. Then he shut it off. The tension in Madison's face eased. Her back rested on her chair, another smile on her face.

      Xavier glanced over at her and whispered in her ear, "If you can guess which one of us has the control, we will let you come by the end of the show. If you can't guess, we will tell you. Although you will have to wear them until the end of the after party."

      Madison's first thought was that she'd be coming throughout the party. Not a bad thought, but very distracting while trying to pay attention to someone. Then she thought they weren't going to let her come. They were going to torture her until the end. The men watched with fascination as Madison's thought process played out across her features.

      When they both hit different buttons on their controls, Madison's body sat straighter in the chair. A sneaky smile spread across her face. "You both have one."

      You could see the shocked face of Xavier, while Dimitri had a satisfied smile on his face. "I told you she would guess."

      Xavier asked her quietly, "How did you know?"

      "You each chose a different speed." She grinned.

      Xavier looked around behind her at Dimitri. Dimitri tipped his head. "I love watching our girl come. Plus, I want that pink pussy hungry for my cock later. Not so abused, she walks bow legged."

      "Okay, I see your point." With another head nod to Dimitri, the bullet started to pulse. Then it began to go faster. The show began doing its final scene. Madison shifted in her seat, setting the bullet exactly where she wanted it. Xavier couldn't take watching her anymore. He needed to touch her. Reaching over to her, he guided her head toward his. Taking her lips in a possessive kiss, he captured her scream in his mouth. The vibrator began its descent, milking Madison's orgasm. She sat in the chair drawing ragged breaths.

      The applause started for the actors on the stage as the show had just finished. Her strength renewed, Madison sat straighter in her chair applauding. She was, however, applauding her Masters, but the show had been a close second.
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      Standing in her cabin before the full-length mirror, Madison gazed at her reflection. All her life she had been told she was sexy and exotic, but right now she truly felt it. She knew Xavier and Dimitri would recognize her when they saw her, yet she still wanted to add an element of surprise when they did.

      She had kept what she was wearing hidden in her reserved cabin. Alice and Lexi from the spa and salon met her there for her makeup and hair. The men had given their approval for her to get ready in her cabin, choosing her own outfit, and to meet them at the Mardi Gras party. They didn't like it, apparently, and put a stipulation on it. If she was not walking through the door at the appointed time, there would be a punishment for her when they got back to their suite. Madison had agreed. Excited to be on her way, she had kissed them both. The promise behind each kiss left them both stunned.

      Now, as she stood looking, she couldn't thank the girls enough for the perfect job they had done. She had explained what she had wanted and they had accomplished exactly what she had described. Neither was attending the party tonight, as both had long work schedules tomorrow.

      Her hair was piled on her head, curls falling haphazardly. The smoky green eye shadow made her eyes glow pine green. The black corset with shamrock green satin stripes hugged her center while the black lace and green satin rippled along the edge of her pushed up cleavage. A shamrock-colored satin rose rested in the center. Two pieces of the green satin crisscrossed across her chest, tying at her neck. They weren't necessary, but they looked good. Feathers in black, green, and gold created the bottom section of her outfit. They ran across the front just covering her muff and ran over her hips around to the back, falling into a V to land just behind her knees. She wore a black thong with a garter belt holding her stockings in place. On her feet she wore a pair of Guiseppe Zanotti sandals.

      The final touch was in the box on the bed. Dimitri had it delivered while she was dressing. Madison opened to find a gold half face mask. Split by the nose, a butterfly covered the left eye. Its wings spread from her forehead down to her chin. Emeralds and black diamonds colored the butterfly wings. The other half of the mask was filled with gold filigree and a black swirled design. Madison lifted it from the box and walked to the mirror. Tying it behind her head, she looked in the mirror. The mask was perfect. She was ready to go. Looking at the clock in the room, she couldn't believe she was on time, smiling with the thought she could always be late on purpose. Shaking her tail of feathers, the thought of what her punishment would be got her panties wet. Before her thoughts got her into trouble, she grabbed her bag and cabin key. Touching up her lipstick once more before she left, she took in a big gulp of air and let it out slowly. She could do this. With that thought, she headed for the party.
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      All the after parties on the Sapphire took place around the dungeon arena. Madison was thankful her cabin was on the same deck. It made it easy for her to slip into the party. She knew once Dimitri and Xavier found her, everyone would know who she was. For a few minutes she wanted to be unknown. She stood off to the side and observed the area. A demonstration with a flogger was the center of attention in the arena.

      At first Madison froze in her steps. She knew the sound of the flogger. She looked toward where she had heard the sound. She recognized Raven as the sub on the table. As she gazed at Raven's face, she saw no fear or pain. All she saw was pure pleasure. With fascination, Madison watched Raven's face. When the flogger hit, she bit her lip. Then her tongue would sneak out and slide seductively across her lips, like she was hiding a secret.

      Madison started making her way around the outside of the arena. Her concentration centered on what she was watching. The flogger had gold tipped ends and sparkled when they hit the light. She knew they had to bite into Raven's skin, but the look Madison saw on her face was not one of pain. Her back was shaded pink with redder spots where the tips bit in. Master Greyson tossed the flogger on the floor, then moved behind Raven. Removing his leather pants, he rolled the condom down his stiff dick and entered her with one push. Holding himself still, he let her adjust to him. Then he began to pump into her, still withholding her orgasm. The sweat dripped from both of them as their bodies moved as one. The quiet was broken when he said to her, "Fly with me, Raven." As soon as the words left his mouth, they both yelled their release.

      He pulled out of her, removing the condom and placing it into a waiting garbage can. Getting dressed, he reached over, grabbing a warmed blanket and placing it over her as he removed the bindings holding her on the table. He rubbed her limbs, getting the circulation to flow freely again. He whispered in her ear. Then with a head nod, he picked her up, wrapped in the blanket, and they began leaving the arena to the sound of applause.

      Madison was pulled from the scene by a hand on her arm. "Are you okay?"

      Startled, she pulled her arm back. "Yes, I'm fine." She realized it was Jasmine, dressed in a blue corset that laced up the side. Blue and peach beading draped along the top and bottom of it and was coupled with peach ruffled panties. She wore a pair of wedged sandals on her feet. "I never realized how fierce a flogging scene could be. I've never watched one before."

      "I think your Masters will be happy to hear that," Jasmine said.

      "How did you know?"

      "The cuffs, of course. Without those, I would have never recognized you." Jasmine gave a little laugh.

      "Do they know I'm here as well?"

      "No, they've been talking shop with the menfolk," Jasmine teased. "I think you have maybe… ten minutes before that changes. And if you want to really hide who you are, clasp your hands behind your back. The cuffs are a dead giveaway."

      "Thank you. If you run into them, let them know you've seen me, please. Otherwise, they have promised a punishment for tardiness."

      Jasmine laughed again. "Just let them try. I know exactly when you got here. There should have been a counter bet." Madison looked blankly at her. "If they didn't find you as soon as you walked in, you get to choose how many orgasms they have to give you. Or something like that!"

      "You really have a devious mind, don't you?" Madison smiled big. "Okay, I'm off for a few more moments. Thank you, Jasmine."

      "No problem, I'll see you around."

      Madison started wandering around the party. She headed to the bar for a glass of wine. Then she knew it was time to find her Masters. Another scene was being demonstrated on the St. Andrew's cross. As Madison came around the far side of the arena, she spotted them. Both wore plain Domino masks, but their clothing differed. Dimitri wore a black button-down shirt with his leather pants. Xavier wore a double-breasted velvet vest with a black satin lining. Five buttons ran up and down on either side with a stand-up collar and sweeping lapels. His washed-out blue jeans hugged low on his hips. She stood for a moment just looking at them. She watched more than one woman glance their way. As she came into their view, it was like time stood still. She stood where she was as they stalked her. Nothing and no one was stopping them from getting to their girl.

      They approached her, stopping on either side of her. "You look stunning tonight. Even with the mask, I would know who you are, beautiful." Dimitri kissed her cheek.

      "I couldn't agree more. Every Dom and Master watched as you moved past them, wishing you were theirs, until they saw our cuffs," Xavier said, giving her a kiss. "Again, you escaped another punishment."

      Madison smiled. "You knew I was here?"

      "The minute you stepped onto the floor." Leaning closer to her ear, Xavier asked, "How did you like the scene? We wanted you to see how a sub should feel during and after being flogged. For you to see how incredible it can be with the right person. The look of pure amazement showed in your body language. We were pleased to see your reaction." He reached between her legs, swiping his finger along her panties. "Just as we suspected."

      They had asked Master Greyson to position Raven so she would face the entrance Madison would walk through. Then they put themselves into position so they would see her immediately when she arrived. Dimitri had started to go to her when her face had first showed her fear. Xavier had held him back and he was glad he had. Allowing Madison to see her friend on the receiving end of the flogger, let her know it could be safe. Once she had overcome her fear, she allowed the excitement of what she was seeing sink in, which allowed her body to show them what she couldn't say. She had enjoyed watching the scene.

      "It is still up to you, Madison. For now, let's enjoy ourselves. I need to meet some possible new investors for the international line. I would like the two of you to meet them as well. If I can locate them… there they are at the table by the bar." Dimitri led the way to the table.

      When they arrived, Dimitri did the introductions. "Good evening, Sheikh Ahmed. We're so glad you could join us on this maiden voyage of the Sapphire, seeing firsthand what the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line can bring to an international cruise ship. Being from Dubai, we are hoping you can tell us how to get our cruise line in there. But enough business talk for now. I would like to introduce you to Xavier Legend and Madison MacIntyre."

      "A pleasure. Please call me Colin, that is what my wife has called me since we met. May I present my beautiful wife Lucy." He paused as hands were shaken around the table. "She couldn't pronounce my given name, so Colin is what she chose. I had it legally changed before we married." Looking in Lucy's eyes, he ran his hand along her chin, a look of pure desire showing. "She did learn to say it, but she only uses it in our bedroom. Isn't that right, little dove?" He pulled her in for a gentle kiss. Turning back to his guests, he continued, "Legend? Any relation to Legend Vine?" the sheikh asked Xavier.

      "Yes, that would be my family," Xavier answered.

      Madison started seeing little black dots in front of her eyes. The room began to spin as she grabbed onto the back of the chair. This stunning man who looked like he just stepped off the front of a GQ Magazine had just said Lucy was his wife. Madison had been right. She had heard Lucy's laugh.

      Xavier steadied her, asking, "Are you all right?"

      "Yes, I've never met a real sheikh." Looking at him, she added, "Plus, you don't really look like one." She smiled as she said it. "It's a pleasure to meet you both. How long have you been married?" She was trying to stay calm.

      "We've been married for about ten wonderful years now," Lucy said, nuzzling closer to him.

      "I see both of these men have already placed their claim on you by your cuffs. What a shame, I have a brother looking for a woman. You would have been perfect. Such long, slender legs."

      "Thank you for the compliment," Dimitri cut in. "Tomorrow, if you have some time, maybe we could sit and talk some business?"

      "That would be perfect." Lucy jumped excitedly in her chair. "Madison and I can get to know each other better. We could have lunch while they talk. If you're free?"

      Madison didn't know what to say. She had hoped tonight was going to be a breakthrough night for her. And it would have been if this complication had not just been introduced to her. "I have no plans," her voice squeaked out.

      "Fabulous, I'll meet you at the Masters' Lounge, say around twelve-thirty?"

      "That will be great." Madison didn't recognize her own voice.

      "It's a date." Lucy clapped her hands.

      "Your office, twelve-thirty. Apparently, I'll be free at that time." The sheikh butted his head lightly with Lucy.

      "We'll be there. Thank you, enjoy the rest of your evening." Dimitri shook hands with the sheikh.

      Xavier gently clasped Madison's elbow saying their goodbyes. He led them out to the railing. "You were fine up until you met the sheikh's wife. Is she the Lucy you were talking about earlier?" Madison nodded. Xavier let out a breath, running his hands through his hair. "Okay, you said she was a good part of your past. You will need to tell us about her tonight. Are you all right to stay, or would you like to go back to the suite?"

      "I was enjoying myself. I enjoyed watching Master Greyson and Raven." She looked between them, continuing. "Would it be all right if we went back to the suite? I know neither one of you is going to relax until I tell you about Lucy. Plus, I need to pick out my outfit for lunch tomorrow," she teased as she wrapped her arms through theirs.

      "She makes a valid point. I know I would like to hear about the mysterious Lucy." Dimitri ran his hand over hers. "Are you sure you're all right?"

      "Yes. You will understand when I tell you about her."
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      Back in their suite, Madison changed into a short robe and took off her makeup, leaving her cuffs in place. She placed the butterfly mask on the table near the door next to a yellow sealed envelope. She now sat in front of Xavier and Dimitri on the floor, pins from her updo being tossed on the table from both sides. "Thank you for the beautiful mask. I left it by the door."

      "Beautiful, that is for you. Put it wherever you want it," Dimitri said over her shoulder.

      "Madison, we want you to know what we did before you begin telling us about Lucy."

      She looked at both their solemn faces. "There is nothing you could do that would change how I feel about either of you. You, however, might change how you feel about me after I tell you what I did." She turned and sat forward again.

      Once the pins were removed from her hair, they both ran their fingers through it, massaging her scalp. Madison moaned with satisfaction. Xavier got off the couch and got the envelope. Madison, in the meantime, climbed up on the couch between them. Xavier sat in his jeans, Dimitri in lounge pants.

      "In this envelope is whatever history Caleb could find on an Amber Sinclair." He watched Madison's face turn white. "Before you lose it on us, we have not opened it. After what you told us last night, we both wanted to know. We don't have to open it now. We don't have to open it ever. But it could help us to fill in some blanks and for you to see what has happened to your brother and sister."

      "How do you know about them? I thought you said you didn't look?"

      Dimitri spoke up, making Madison whip her head around to him. "We didn't. You received a message from your sister at the apartment. Remember? About your dad being in town."

      "That wasn't my real sister. It was Marco. He likes to call and leave weird messages all the time." Madison looked at Dimitri. "I just happen to have a sister, though."

      "Then, last night you mentioned your brother Matthew. He broke Boxwood's nose. We thought you would want to know. When was the last time you saw them?"

      Madison spoke in a small voice. "The night of the ball. You'll understand why I know nothing about them after I tell you about Lucy." She paused, getting comfortable on the couch. Taking a sip of water, she began to tell them about the night she became Madison MacIntyre.
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      "Marco and I had been friends back in Florida. We had gone to the same school, but we didn't run with the same crowds. No one in school knew we were friends. My parents would have never let a 'queer' into our house. When I came to L.A., we happened to be in the same coffee shop. We reconnected, exchanged numbers and said goodbye. I never thought he would call, but he did. Almost weekly. It was nice to have a friend."

      "And Lucy?" Xavier asked.

      "I'll get to her," she acknowledged. "I had a date at Marco's BDSM club. I told him to meet me there and afterwards we could have a couple drinks. When I got to the club, he was at the bar. My date hadn't arrived so we had a drink. When my date arrived, I couldn't believe it was Ryan." They both gave her confused looks. "Ryan picked me up at the bus station. His uncle sold me to the highest bidder." When their faces showed the recognition, she continued. "He had used the name Ryan Smith so I had no idea until then. Most guys never gave their real name."

      "At first I was excited to see him. He had never done anything really bad to me. When he told me he had always wanted me, I began to get creeped out. But a job is a job. So, I told Marco to give me exactly one hour and I'd be back. Then I followed Ryan to the room. When we got there, I followed him in and he locked the door behind us. The room he had chosen was dressed as an eighteenth-century real dungeon. It had the chains on the walls next to lit torches. There was what looked like a rack in the middle of the room and a whipping post on the other side." Madison stopped talking, just staring blankly into space.

      "We're right here, baby. Keep going." Dimitri rubbed her arm, bringing her attention back.

      "He told me to strip and get on the table. After I was bound, he put a blindfold on me. With my hearing heightened, I heard someone trying to get in the room. The next thing I heard were voices getting louder as they entered the room. I couldn't believe he would let someone else in. So, I started to tell him that. 'This wasn't an appointment for more than one. Madame Mia will want her cut.' The voice that whispered in my ear was a woman's and it sounded so familiar, but I couldn't place it. 'Don't worry, honey, she already got her cut.' Then there was yelling, another man and Ryan. I heard what sounded like skin hitting skin, and something heavy hit the floor.

      "I felt a pinch in my arm, and things started getting fuzzy. I tried to fight when they unbound me and turned me over, but I couldn't make my limbs move. A bag was placed over my head and I couldn't breathe. I started gasping for air, and that's when he said to me, 'I always wanted this ass, but my nephew watched you like a hawk. Now, I get to fuck you the way I want and he can't do a thing to stop me. Look how the bag moves as she tries to get air. Release the bag.'

      "Madison, we get the picture. I can feel you trembling." Xavier couldn't bear to hear what his sick ass father had done to her. He thanked God his father was already in jail. Because if he wasn't, Xavier would probably kill him. "Skip to what happened after. How did you survive?"

      "Marco."

      "Marco?" Xavier asked. "I talked to him. Why didn't he tell me?"

      "We both swore to take it to the grave. Now you understand why this part of our contract was so hard. He has never told a soul. I feel like I'm betraying him." Madison paused, looking at Xavier. "I'm sorry I hurt you. You were a part of my good days. I wanted to call you, but I knew I couldn't. It would have just made it harder to stay away."

      "You're here now and that's all that matters." He rubbed his knuckles down her cheek.

      "Marco will understand. It's your story to tell," Dimitri commented.

      "But he did things that could put him away for a long time. He faked my death." Madison's voice started to rise, defending her friend. "He put his life on the line for me. I knew I could never repay him. So keeping this secret was important."

      "He'll understand, Madison. He loves you. He'll want you to be happy. We will invite him to dinner and let him know. The same rules apply for Marco as well. Nothing will leave this room." Dimitri pulled her into his lap. Xavier moving closer. "Now, please tell us how Marco pulled that off?"

      "He had a few favors he called in. The medical examiner declared the body dead, the forensic evidence somehow became contaminated, and the funeral director produced a casket. When people are paid enough, they'll do anything. He had a full funeral, including the burial of an empty casket. A few months later, a headstone buried Amber Sinclair."

      Madison stretched for her glass of water on the table. Xavier handed it to her. "He then had an entire identity created for me. Got me a condo, car, money in the bank, and a resume that lead me to the Onyx." She tilted her head at Dimitri. "Most of what's on it is real. Just the degrees aren't."

      He kissed her on the forehead. "Pretty good credentials. Caleb never picked up on it. Marco must be a magician."

      "Marco doesn't come off as having that kind of funds. What did you need to do to repay him?" Xavier grunted out.

      Madison put a calming hand on Xavier's arm. "It's not like that. Marco is loaded. When his family found out he was gay, they disowned him. He threatened to come out on national television if they cut him off. So needless to say, they set up an account. He's never had to work a day in his life and I think he's had more jobs than me. When I needed it, he gave it. No questions. No conditions. He really is my best friend." A tear escaped the corner of her eye.

      Xavier kissed the tear away. "I'm thinking Lucy found out the same way I did? You said you gave her Madame Mia's information. She must have been sad to hear of your passing?"

      "I don't know. I haven't seen her since we met in L.A.. I couldn't risk her recognizing me. Technically, I never finished my contract with Madame Mia. Tonight, with the mask on, she couldn't really see my face. What do I do tomorrow during lunch? I can't very well wear the mask!"

      "It's up to you what you tell her. We are both considering getting into business with her husband. If that helps any," Dimitri told her.

      "If she says you look like Amber, say people always think you look like someone they know." Xavier smiled.

      "I'm kind of excited to talk to her tomorrow. I have missed her. She has changed so much. She's married to a sheik. I can't wait to hear how that happened."

      "I think you will find all that out tomorrow. Right now, I think it's time we get our girl to bed," Dimitri suggested, standing up with Madison in his arms.

      "I think you may be right. I see a very erect nipple poking through the opening of the flimsy piece of cloth." Xavier leaned down, taking her nipple in his mouth. "Finally, the dessert I've wanted all night."

      They moved toward the bed when Madison said, "Masters, if you have a rabbit fur flogger, I would like to try."

      Both men stopped walking and looked at her. "After the stories you have told us, are you really sure?" Dimitri was surprised by her request.

      "I have never felt safer than when I'm with the two of you. You have let it be known that this is something you enjoy. Plus, after seeing Raven tonight, if that is how you can make me feel, then I would really like to try."

      Dimitri changed directions and walked behind the clear brick wall into the dungeon area. "You choose."

      "The whipping bench?" Her head tilted in a question.

      "Beautiful, we have a scene for every piece of equipment. Designed just for you," Dimitri said as he stood her on her feet.

      Xavier removed her robe minus the cuffs. He leaned down, kissing each one. "Seeing you wear our cuffs tonight and everyone knowing you were ours, made this night perfect, now this. You are exquisite."

      Dimitri moved over and pulled a flogger from the rack. "Madison, feel the flogger with your hands." She felt the soft fur running around on the eight straps with another three leather ones. The way her hand floated over the fur, caressing it, made Dimitri's semi erect hard-on grow to a full-fledged erection. "Oh, baby, you're killing me." Grabbing her by her neck, he kissed her, their tongues dueling.

      Xavier came up behind them, his jeans gone, his cock wedged against her ass. "Let's get our girl in position. I don't know how much longer I can hold out." He had been a Master for many years, and this woman made him feel like a teenage boy.

      They guided her to the whipping bench and positioned her. Xavier put straps in Madison's hands. "Maddie, we are not going to bind you. You are to hold these straps. If for any reason you want to stop, drop the straps. I will let Dimitri know immediately." He moved her hair back from her face. "I want you to know how proud we are of you. They say men are stronger physically, but you bring me to my knees." He leaned over, ravishing her mouth. When he pulled back, her red lips were puffy, her cheeks flushed with color and her eyes glazed with desire.

      Dimitri came up, the flogger in his hand, his erection in line with her mouth. He kneeled down. "Beautiful, I'm going to tie your ankles; I need to keep you steady." He waited for her confirmation.

      "Yes, Master."

      "Then, I'm going to use this all over your body. From your shoulders to your toes. And you are going to love every moment. The softness of the rabbit combined with the leather. The pleasure with the pain. Your juices will be dripping down your leg. You will beg me to fuck you because your pussy will be throbbing for release. But you will not come until you are given permission. Now, what is your safe word?"

      "Patches."

      "Thank you, beautiful. I promise to catch you." Dimitri kissed her. Then he moved to where her legs were spread, her feet resting on the pads. He leaned down, wrapping the straps around her ankles, making sure they weren't too tight. As he rose to a standing position, he tickled the flogger up the inseam of her leg slowly. When he reached her apex, he let it drift over her weeping pussy. Sweeping them up, he brought the flogger down on her ass cheeks.

      Madison jumped with surprise but held firm to the straps, a hiss escaping from the sensation. The flogger hit along her lower back. Being prepared, she didn't jump but let the pleasure sink in. The next hit in the middle of her back. The next near her shoulders. With each strike, her fear dissipated and her arousal began to build. The moans now coming from Madison encouraged Dimitri to continue.

      While Dimitri was flogging Madison, Xavier stood to the side. Watching Madison's face change with each strike of the flogger, he saw the fear replaced with ecstasy. He wanted her warm, inviting mouth wrapped around his throbbing dick. He began jerking his cock each time the flogger hit. Finally, Dimitri moved back to where he had started. He took his tongue, licking the juices dripping down her leg, running his tongue all the way up through her sopping wet pussy. "Are you ready to come like you've never come before, beautiful?"

      "Yes, Master. Please, I'm begging you. Make me come."

      Dimitri smacked the flogger down on her labia three more times. Then he was behind her, grabbing handfuls of her ass. Spreading her open, he pushed clear to her womb, holding himself still. Madison tried to move, but he smacked her ass. "Beautiful, stay still. I've waited for this moment since I met you and I want to savor every moment of it. I want to feel your walls tighten as I push in and release as I pull out. I want you to milk me dry. I want you to make me come so hard, the whole ship hears my release," Dimitri said through gritted teeth.

      As soon as Dimitri moved behind Madison, Xavier moved forward. He slipped his cock along Madison's lips. She opened her mouth and Xavier grabbed a hand full of her hair and pushed his cock to the back of her mouth. Madison relaxed her throat to take as much of him as she could. Xavier began fucking her mouth. He set the same pace as Dimitri, the pressure building for all three of them.

      Madison dropped the strap. Removing Xavier's cock, she said, "Masters, please, I'm begging you. Can I come?"

      "Yes, Madison. You have been a perfect sub tonight."

      Madison tugged Xavier's cock back into her mouth, sucking while massaging his balls with her hand. Knowing how close he was to coming, she sucked him deeper down her throat. Her groan pushed him over, his salty cum spurting down her throat. Xavier yelled as he erupted. He stroked Madison's hair as she lapped up every drop, loving the feel of his cock in her mouth.

      Xavier's release had Madison screaming her own. Never in her life, had she so freely given herself. However, if this intoxicating feeling was the reward, she was all for it. She almost purred.

      Dimitri savored the staggering feeling of her contracting muscles. He loved the sight before him—Madison spread across the table, her hair a tangled mess, Xavier's cock being licked and worshipped by her mouth. But what put Dimitri over the edge, were the marks she so trustingly allowed him to put there. Dimitri couldn't hold back any longer.  He pushed one last time into Madison, letting her muscles pulse around him, blinding him with the love he felt. He was sure the entire ship had heard them.

      Leaning over her trying to catch his breath, Dimitri kissed every small red mark on her back. Xavier had gone and gotten cream to rub on. Helping her up, Dimitri released her ankles. She sat on the end of the table and Xavier placed a warmed blanket around her. Dimitri carried her into the bedroom, sitting her in the middle of the bed and propping her up on the pillow. He climbed in next to her, needing to make sure she felt safe and protected.

      Handing her a glass of orange juice and then climbing in on the other side of the bed, Xavier asked, "How are you feeling?"

      "I don't think I've ever felt this good." She looked between them. "I'm not kidding. That was amazing. I'm glad you pushed my limits to try. I don't know when I'll be ready for the gold tipped one Master Greyson used, but I'll try, as long as it's with the two of you." She kissed each one with the love that flowed through her for them. Tonight confirmed it for her. She was truly and deeply in love with her Masters. She still needed to keep that from them, though. She had been hit by too many blind sides in her lifetime, to let them know yet. It was still too early. Besides, whatever was in that envelope could very easily ruin everything for her. Why did they have to look?

      "What's that face for? You look like you might be sick. Are you okay?" Dimitri asked.

      She shook the thought away. "No, I'm just fine. So fine, that this blanket is way too heavy for me." She began sliding it slowly down her body, exposing one hard nipple, then the other.
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      The men left Madison sleeping, while they had their coffee. "Do you think she'll want to open the envelope?" Xavier eyed it sitting on the coffee table.

      "I think if I was her, I wouldn't. She has a new life, friends, a job if she wants to keep working. But most of all, she has us. What if something in that envelope spooks her out of our lives? I'm not so sure now why we did this. We want her to trust us, feel safe with us." He picked up the envelope, waving it. "This doesn't say trust." He tossed it back on the table.

      "What do you think she'll do with Lucy? Do you think she'll tell her?"

      "If Lucy doesn't realize it's her, no, I don't think she will. Then there is the chance that Lucy could recognize her. I think Madison would like to have her friend back in her life. They shared an experience no one else could ever understand. Then there's the fact that we could be doing business with Lucy's husband, which will put her in close proximity with Lucy on a regular basis when we go to Dubai."

      "Well, whatever she chooses, we will be there for her," Xavier said, watching Madison stretch in bed. "God, she's beautiful."

      That had Dimitri up on his feet, walking to the bed. Leaning down and kissing her forehead, asking, "Tea, coffee, hot chocolate, or orange juice?"

      Madison turned her head, opening her bright green eyes. She reached up, pulling him down for a proper good morning kiss. Then she said, "Tea, please. Thank you, Master." She felt Xavier climb on the bed behind her. Rolling over, she also kissed him good morning.

      Dimitri returned with her tea. "We've docked in Cabo San Lucas. Besides lunch with Lucy at twelve-thirty, did you want to go into town? There is this quiet place called Capo San Giovanni. They serve a specialty there that, oh… it makes my mouth water. We could have dinner there?"

      "Or," Xavier chimed in, "we could go to Pocho's Seafood. They have tableside cooking and the flambé takes center stage. The crowd is less snotty and a lot more fun." Xavier had a devilish smile. "We could extend the invite to Lucy and Colin? Totally up to you."

      "Let's see how lunch goes first. If it's all right with you two, I want to have Marco come to the room. I'd like to talk to him before I talk with Lucy."

      "Beautiful, if talking to Marco is going to ease your mind, then, yes, have him come here. If you want us here when you tell him, we'll stay as well. If not, let him know we will never speak of it after this cruise. Tell him that we are very grateful that he was there to help when we were not," Dimitri said as he sat next to her on the bed.

      Madison had propped herself up and was sipping her tea. "I'm sure you both have things to do this morning. I can see if Marco can come and talk, meet Lucy for lunch, then dinner. Sounds like a wonderful day. In between…"

      Madison paused as Xavier swooped down, taking her nipple in his mouth and causing her to jump and spill some of her tea on him. "Ouch, I didn't think your tea was so hot." He smiled, rubbing his shoulder where the tea landed. "It was worth it, though, to watch your rosy-red nipple harden for me."

      Madison swatted his arm. "Can you be serious for a moment?" With a smile, she set her tea down on the nightstand. She loved the way her body reacted to her Masters. She was already wet, but she needed to ask her question before she lost her nerve. "As I was saying, Dimitri, Xavier?" This got both of their attention. "Can I open the envelope alone? I promise I won't destroy anything. I would just like to be by myself and process what's in there. Then I may be able to explain it to you both. The only thing that was typical about my family was the number. Two parents, three kids. Besides that, nothing was normal."

      "If that is what you wish. I would prefer to stay, but we will abide by your wishes. However, the minute we get back in this room tonight, we all find out what is in that envelope." Dimitri ran his fingers down her face. "You are the most important person to us. Nothing in that envelope will change how I or Xavier feel about you."

      "I agree with Dimitri. I'm not losing you again. Do you hear me?" She nodded her head, feeling their emotions. "Madison, there is also other information in the envelope. I don't want you to be alarmed when you see it."

      "You already looked at the information?" she demanded.

      "No, beautiful, we told you we would wait for you. I just want you to know that besides your family, we had a search done on that prick Brian Boxwood." Dimitri waited for that to sink in. "The best way to ruin a man is to know everything about him. That's what we plan to do."

      Madison didn't know what to do with that information. What had happened to her at the hands of Brian happened so long ago. She didn't want to bring that to the forefront of her life. But then, on the other hand, if it wasn't for that bastard, maybe the horrible domino effect that happened to her after he raped and beat her might not have happened. He deserved to be in jail, but that was never going to happen. "Can we talk about this after I see what's in the envelope?" She gazed at Dimitri. "Thanks for the heads up."

      "Madison, know this. If there is a way we can make that motherfucker pay for what he did to you, I'm sorry, but we're doing it. That man is going to wish he never crossed paths with you."

      "I feel like that's just ripping the band aid off. His family was and probably still is very well connected. I don't want anything to happen to either one of you."

      Knowing he had said his piece about it, Xavier said, "Well, I'm off to the gym. You take all the time you need with this. If you need me, you know where I'll be." Xavier rolled over Madison, pinning her to the bed. "Baby, Dimitri and I have our own connections. Add Marco's, and that bastard won't know what the fuck hit him." He slowly lowered his lips to hers and said, "You no longer have to fight by yourself, baby. We won't tolerate anyone hurting you." Then he sealed those words with a searing kiss. Releasing her, he kissed her on the nose. "I'll see you later, my lovely. Dimitri." Xavier got off the bed and headed to the gym.

      While Xavier had been saying goodbye, Dimitri had called Cameron. He wanted him present when he met with Colin. He also suggested that Sadie join the women for lunch. He came to the bed and sat alongside Madison. "Sadie is going to pop in during your lunch. I thought that could take some pressure off you as well as Lucy getting to know her. If we go into business with the sheikh, I'm sure we'll be spending more time with them socially. It would help if all the women got along."

      "We will all get along fine. Lucy is great. What are your plans for today?"

      "Well, after I make love to you. I have some work to do before the meeting. Now, spread those legs. I need my breakfast, honey."

      Madison lay back on the bed with her legs spread wide. Dimitri moved between them, his shoulder pushing them wider. "Look how wet you are, just waiting for my tongue to do this." Dimitri took his tongue and flicked it across her clit. Back and forth, up and down. "You were so gorgeous last night." His breath was blowing across her. "Your trust in me meant the world."

      He began prodding her opening. "Tonight, beautiful, I will have this ass. For now, I just want to feel you come all over my fingers. Then you're going to come all over my cock." Dimitri pushed two fingers in her as he continued his assault on her clit.

      The sensations combined were driving Madison crazy. His tongue flicked her clit. Her breathing came in short gasps. "Holy crap, Dimitri, I'm going to come."

      Dimitri added a third finger and Madison stiffened as the orgasm ripped through her body. He kept the pressure on her clit sustaining the ripples flexing her muscles. With one last lick of his tongue, he crawled up her body. His dick slid easily into her wet channel. He began with a slow pace. His hands held him above her as he watched her. Her nails dug into his rock-hard ass, as she spread her legs wider.

      He started picking up the pace. He loved when her nails scored his ass. It told him exactly what she wanted. They were no longer making love. She wanted it hard and fast. Exactly what he wanted and that's what he gave her.

      Madison's head whipped on the pillow as Dimitri began surging into her tight warmth. He knew exactly what she needed and he held nothing back.

      "Open those stunning eyes. I want you to see how beautiful you are when you come." Dimitri pushed Madison over the edge. Her muscles contracting around him, had Dimitri erupting with her. Her eyes glazed with desire.

      Madison focused on what she was seeing. Above the bed was a mirror, but not your typical mirror. This one appeared to be directly above them, not twelve feet above. A gasp escaped from her mouth. She looked at her face. A face she had seen many times but had never seen it look like this. A look of pure elation. Total abandonment. Her lips were swollen from his kisses, and her cheeks were flushed as if she had run a mile. Her hair would need the most care. It was a tangled, snarled mess. But she smiled as Dimitri nuzzled her neck. "Now you see what we see."

      She reached her arm up but felt only air. "How is it doing that? I feel like it's right above me."

      Dimitri flopped down next to her, looking at her profile. "We had it specially made. Having a mirror above the bed is nice, but you miss a lot because of the distance. We didn't want to miss a thing. You'll see what I mean tonight." He kissed her on the nose then got out of bed.

      "Hey, you can't just say something like that then not tell me," she whined, throwing a pillow at his incredible body.

      Catching it easily, he said, "Yes I can, and I just did. I'm getting in the shower. Care to join me?"  He tossed the pillow back at her.

      She smiled, tucking the pillow behind her head as she reclined back, stretching as she did, teasing him with her hard, tight nipples and widespread legs. "No, I think I'm going to just lounge around for now." She spread her arms wide as well.

      "Shit, you make it hard for a man to go to work. Next cruise, I'm taking a vacation," he mumbled under his breath as he headed for the shower, leaving a giggling Madison in bed. "I hear you and you will pay for your teasing tonight," Dimitri shouted as the cold water hit him.

      That only made her laugh more. She got out of bed and picked up the envelope on the table as if testing the weight. It felt light, but she knew a ton of bricks were waiting to fall when she opened it. Tossing it back on the table, she called Marco's cabin hoping he was still there. "Hey, could you come to the Midnight Suite? I really need to talk to you."

      "Be there in thirty. That good?"

      "Perfect, see you then."

      Dimitri was drying himself as he walked toward her. "On his way?"

      "Yeah, in thirty. Just enough time to jump in and out of the shower. And for you to be on your way." She yanked his towel from his body as she sprinted to the bathroom.

      "You are just itching for a punishment, aren't you?" A smile was plastered on his face as he walked into the closet to get dressed.

      He was waiting for her when she came from the bathroom. He was so handsome, even casually dressed. He wore a golf shirt with the Midnight Oasis logo on the pocket. His black slacks were tailored perfectly to him. "Whatever you decide, we are here for you. Now, I have to check in with Captain Russell, then with Wyatt and Cooper. If you need me, call the security desk and they'll find me for you." He leaned down, kissing her. "Everything will be all right. I promise." Then he headed for the door, yanking her towel as he went. "All's fair." He laughed as he opened the door to see Marco standing in the knocking position.

      "Well, good morning, sunshine. I see someone has started their day very clean," Marco teased as Dimitri tossed the towel back at Madison.

      "Put that back on. I had no idea he was there." Dimitri sounded indignant.

      "Oh, honey, it's not like I haven't seen every inch of all her glory." Marco sashayed past Dimitri.

      "Yes, but that was before she had two very protective Masters. I don't care where your preferences lie, you still have a dick swinging between your legs. You'll respect our woman."

      "Oh, Maddie, I had no idea he was so possessive." Marco turned to Dimitri standing by the now closed door. "Just remember, she was mine first. Like the song says, 'Always and Forever.' That's us. Get used to it." He walked farther into the room. "Holy shit, I had no idea what this room looked like. Wow, what a view. Good job, boss."

      Dimitri just shook his head. He knew Marco was right. Madison walked around the wall wearing her yoga pants and a sports bra. Her hair was wrapped turban style on her head. "Like that's any better." He picked up the paperwork he needed, then walked to Madison. Wrapping his free arm around her waist, he pulled her close. "I'll see you after lunch. When you are done, come to my office. Bring Lucy and Sadie. You never know, we could be starting a whole new kind of partnership today." He kissed her goodbye. Then to Marco, he said, "Yes, they did a fabulous job on the room." Releasing Madison, he waved his arm. "Exactly how I envisioned it. Oh, and Marco?" When he had his full attention, he continued, "You may have been her first, Xavier and I will be her only. Take care of our girl." He gave Marco a head nod.

      "You got it, boss. Anything for our girl." He started walking toward the window wall. "I have to walk out there."

      "He's like a giant child some days." Madison laughed. "But he'll always be there for me." She hugged Dimitri. "Go, you have things to do, and I have to talk to him. I'll see you after lunch." Then she opened the door for him.

      "Don't let him fall off." He cupped her cheek in his hand. "Beautiful, I understand you feel better opening the envelope with Marco. He's always been safe to you. But I look forward to the day when you have that kind of trust with Xavier and me." He kissed her cheek, and then he was gone.
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      Madison watched Marco come back in the room as soon as he heard the door close. She met him at the couch and they both plopped down.

      "So, why am I here? You have two adorningly handsome Masters who seem to really care for you." She went to say something, but he put up his hand, stopping her. "Don't tell me what my eyes have seen. You know it as well, don't you?" He gave a tilted head nod. "Uh huh, I knew it. You fell in love, didn't you?"

      "That's not why you're here, though."

      "Oh, baby doll. I'm so happy for you." He reached across and grabbed both her hands, pulling her into a hug. "If there is anyone in this world who deserves love, it's you. So, spill, what's your dilemma?" He sat back on the couch.

      Madison handed him her contract with Dimitri and Xavier. "This is why you're here."

      Marco looked at the folded papers in his hand. "Why would you show me this? Better yet, why are your Masters allowing you to show me your contract?"

      "Because of the first paragraph."

      Marco flipped the cover page, reading the paragraph. "You have got to be shitting me?"

      "It's the only paragraph in the contract they will not budge on. Now, do you understand why you're here?"

      "What have you told them so far?" Marco inquired.

      "I told them almost everything. I left out a few details. Like how you found me right after I had passed out from lack of oxygen. That if you hadn't found me when you did, I would have really been dead. I still need to tell them about Madison's life until now. Thank God, those years are not so eventful. That's not my only problem, though." She tossed him the yellow envelope.

      "What do we have here?" he asked, a blank look on his face.

      "They had Caleb and Alejandro do complete searches. One for Amber Sinclair, the other Brian Boxwood. They haven't looked at the information and I promised I wouldn't destroy anything."

      "You promised, I didn't."

      "No, I promised. That's the one that counts. Trust works both ways, you know?"

      "Yes, baby doll. I know. So wait right here for one minute." Marco got up and went to the bar. Taking a bottle of wine and two glasses, he headed back to her."

      "Oh, you're funny! It's ten o'clock in the morning. Oh, and did I tell you I'm having lunch with Sheikh Colin Ahmed's wife at twelve-thirty?"

      "Another reason to have a drink. You open the envelope; I'll brush out your hair. You want me to see something, show me. If not, put it away. I'm just here if you need me."

      "No, you don't understand! The sheikh's wife is none other than Lucy Jordan. Do you believe that? We met last night."

      "Your Lucy Jordan? Get the hell out of here. Apparently, she didn't recognize you?"

      "No. I was wearing that remarkable mask. Isn't it gorgeous?" Madison pointed at the table that held the mask.

      "Exquisite. They have superb taste." Picking the brush up from the table, he continued. "They picked you, didn't they? Now turn around. Scoot back, and just know nothing in that envelope is going to change how they feel about you." He brought his hands up to remove the towel, massaging her scalp as he did.

      "You say that as if it's so easy. I can only imagine what my mother the bitch has been up to." Madison had never kept up on her family. As far as she was concerned, they died the same day she did.

      "You won't know until you open it." He began working the knots out of her hair. "What are you wearing to lunch?"

      "Really?" Madison turned her head to look at him, a dumbfounded look on her face. "Really, that's what I'm supposed to be worried about?"

      "I just wasn't sure what a dead person wears to come back to the land of the living."

      She smacked his arm. "You're an ass. I'm not telling her who I am. Better to leave things as they are. I'm not taking it totally off the table. Dimitri and Xavier are considering going into business with the sheikh."

      "The international line?"

      "Yeah." Madison unsealed the envelope. She removed the two manila folders and opened the one titled family. A photo of her at the age of seventeen was the first thing she saw. It was attached to a missing person's report. "I mean, I know to my mom I was nothing but a piece of meat to be purchased by society. But this really proves it. My brother filed the report ten days after I didn't come home. I guess if I wasn't there, I didn't exist."

      Marco didn't say anything. He just let Madison rave about the file. Some good, most bad. The upside to it all was her mother was right where she belonged. Someone had finally gotten smart to her skimming from every charity and started investigating her. The feds had finally gotten her on embezzlement charges. Right before her trial was to begin for that, they found out about her involvement with a Ponzi scheme. Her mother would hopefully never see the outside of a prison for years. If not for life. Sad, Madison thought. She was truly happy her mom was in jail. She'd have to talk to her therapist about these feelings next time they met.

      Her dad had divorced her mother and married some hot twenty-year old with a trust fund. He was living in California. Her brother finished college and moved to Denver. An injury ended his baseball career, so he opened a medical/social marijuana store. According to the file, he was one of the first and he had tripled his investment so far, making him one of the richest men in Colorado. It showed he owned a ranch in Aurora with his wife, son and daughter. It also showed that until the police produced the file showing she was dead, Matthew had called them weekly to make sure she was never forgotten. Marco handed her a tissue.

      "He was your protector. He felt like he failed you because he wasn't there to help you. Does it show his medical history? Not to make you feel bad, but I think he had a breakdown when he heard you were dead." Marco started French-braiding her hair.

      The last thing in the file was about her sister Sarah. It said she had recently been hospitalized for a heroin overdose. She had been released and her brother had moved her to a rehab center closer to him. "Seems ironic my brother sells pot for a living, and he's helping my heroin addicted sister. What's wrong with that picture?" She tossed the file on the table.

      Opening the Boxwood file, she almost threw up when she saw his picture. He looked similar to how he looked in school only thinner. Once Madison had met the real Brian Boxwood, she had begun to see what he was really like. Unlike the other girls in school who still drooled over the quarterback, Madison knew the truth.

      Looking at that picture, she saw the same beady evil eyes staring blankly back at her. The fake smile looked impatient. The write up on him showed he and his mother were key witnesses at her mother's trial. They had the proof that her mother had been skimming from the charity Pamela appointed her to. That just made it easier for the jury to believe she was the ringleader of the Ponzi scheme.

      Right after her mother's three-year trial finished, the Boxwoods bought a failing pharmaceutical company. Last year, its worth was estimated at over fifty-four billion dollars. His mother was still running things, with Brian second in command. He had a knack for finding companies that were in financial trouble. He would wait them out until they were desperate then swoop in and buy the company for rock bottom prices.

      "Hey, Marco, get this. It says this piece of shit is looking to acquire another pharmaceutical company here in Mexico. Some place in Puerto Vallarta, that's our last stop. Right?" A sick feeling sank into Madison's stomach. Then she thought of her men. She wondered if the information she was holding could help them with whatever plan they had for Boxwood.

      "Yeah, I think you're correct. Why, what's up? You've been seriously quiet?" Marco rubbed her back as he sat next to her on the couch.

      "This is the motherfucker who used me like a punching blow-up doll. I don't think my church going grandmother would get mad at me for wishing the worst kind of pain on him and his fucking family. Do you?"

      She handed him the picture. "I've seen this guy before. I can't place where right now, but I know I've seen him," Marco said, looking closely at the picture.

      "Well, for a while, apparently he was the poster child for the company. Look, here's a picture of it. You could have seen the ad. It says he had some kind of weird infection. The research and testing of a new antibiotic the company was working on saved his life."

      Marco took the file from her and tossed it to the table like she did the other one. "Enough about this asshole. Let's go make you beautiful." He pulled her to her feet after he stood. "Save this one for later with Xavier and Dimitri. I think they would be very appreciative."

      "Maybe you're right. I don't want to be late for my lunch. Marco, what should I do if Lucy recognizes me? I told them earlier I wasn't going to tell her it was me. Now I'm not so sure. I miss my friend, but if it gets out I'm alive, Madame Mia will come looking for me again. I can't go back to that."

      "Baby doll, first off if you want your friend back, then tell her. If you don't, well, then you don't. But as far as Madame Mia looking for you, that will not happen."

      "But it could; she could say I owe her the years I wasn't there," she interrupted him. Madison was mumbling under her breath.

      "Sweetie," he grabbed both her upper arms to get her focus on him. "I paid her what was left of your contract."

      "You what?"

      "I paid the rest of your contract off."

      "Why would you do that? I was already declared dead."

      "Because I knew you weren't, and no one was taking you from me again."

      "What did you tell her when you did it? Why didn't you ever tell me? How much do I owe you?"

      "I told her I was your brother and that I wanted you to leave this world owing no one your life. Second, I saw no reason. I knew you wouldn't run into the woman. You were doing so well. You were building a new life for yourself. Finally, if I had told you, you would have been building a life to pay me back, which isn't an option. Now, do you understand why I didn't tell you?"

      Madison wrapped her arms around Marco, giving him a hug and saying, "I love you too. Thank you." Tears choked her as she spoke.

      "You have always been there for me. Except when you disappeared after that fucking ball. You are never to leave me like you did then. When I helped you that night in the dungeon, I was so scared." Marco hugged her tighter. "We had just reconnected, it was like a light reignited inside me. Finding you in that room barely alive, for just a moment I became very selfish. I was mad at you for coming back into my life only to leave again. I wasn't letting you go. That's how much you mean to me, baby doll." Marco was wiping the tears running down his face as they separated. "I really do love you. Don't ever leave without saying goodbye. I couldn't take it again."

      "I promise I won't." She wiped at her tears. "Now, look what you did. I'm going to have runny eyes and a red nose for lunch." She went to the mirror. "Maybe she'll think I'm sick?" Madison laughed.

      "You'll be your beautiful self in a few minutes. Now, I'm going into this amazing closet and picking out your clothes." Marco picked out an army green cross fold bondage mini skirt. It would hug her curved ass, landing mid-thigh. Her black bustier crop top had a zipper in the middle with rhinestones across the front of it. Finishing the outfit, were a pair of open-toed, wedged sandals which buckled around her ankle.

      Then he sat her at the vanity and did her makeup. A dark green eye shadow rimmed her eyes. Black mascara and eyeliner accented her lashes. Loop earrings hung from her ears. A chain with a green colored stone weighing it down hung to her cleavage. Her cuffs remained firmly in place. All she needed was her lipstick. Marco walked her to the full-length mirror. "See. Beautiful. No one would ever know you had water leaking from your eyes."

      Madison looked at herself in the mirror. Marco had transformed her into someone else. The makeup made the dark flecks of green in her eyes dominate her pupils. The soft French braid hung down her back. Wisps of hair escaping it framed her face, giving her a gentle look. "Wow, where did you learn to do makeup like this?"

      "I was a showgirl in Vegas for a season, until the manager learned I was a man. It was a really good gig. Learned a whole lot about makeup and hair. I'll tell you someday. Now, get your bag and key. I'll walk with you to the lounge, after that you're on your own."

      She stopped him before he opened the door. "Marco, you're really not mad at me for telling them?"

      "Baby doll. I checked out the rest of that contract while you were traveling down memory lane. They aren't looking for a contract for few months. They are looking for a lifetime contract. You can tell them anything, sweetheart."

      "How do you know that?"

      "Baby, they could have looked at your hard and soft limits and said, 'Okay, this is what we are working with', but they didn't. They took a blank piece of paper and put it where your limits should be. I only see ball gag as your hard limit. What happened to all the rest?"

      "Dimitri said we are rewriting my limits list to suit us, not past history. So we are trying things slowly." She looked at Marco. "And I think it's working. Last night Dimitri used a rabbit fur flogger on me. I couldn't believe I didn't hyperventilate or have a panic attack. They tied my ankles, but they had me hold the front straps. Xavier stood to the side watching. Marco, I never felt safer. It made it so I could relax and really feel what was happening to my body. And let me tell you, it was amazing."

      "I'm sure it was. Dimitri is one of the best at handling the flogger. When you move up to caning, you have another expert. I think once the three of you settle into a routine, things will get easier. You'll see." He opened the door. "Today at lunch, feel your friend out. If you feel she is trustworthy, do what you have to. I trust you, Madison. I always have, I always will." He took her hand, kissed the back of it then twirled her out the door. "Damn, you look hot if I do say so myself."

      Then she lightly smacked his shoulder. "Don't let Dimitri hear you say that. You know how he can be."

      "Oh, yes, I do and I couldn't be happier. He and Xavier are going to take very good care of you. And it's about damn time." They arrived at the lounge. "I love you, sweetie. I'll talk with you later."

      Madison kissed him on the cheek as she walked through the open door. "What would I do without you?"

      Madison heard Marco say as the door closed, "Let's not find out, okay?"
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      With a smile on her face, she waited for her eyes to adjust to the darker room. Gaining her sight, she looked around the room for Lucy. Seeing she hadn't arrived yet, Madison took a table opposite the piano. When she looked toward the door the next time, she saw Colin kissing Lucy goodbye. They spoke quietly, Lucy nodding her head. Colin pointed to the extremely large man behind him. Again, Lucy nodded, then he stood for a minute looking at her. Madison could feel his love for Lucy. He gazed into her eyes, and lowering his head, he gently kissed her cheek. He murmured something that Madison assumed was very naughty by the way Lucy melted into his arms. He set her away, kissed her cheek, and then he left.

      Madison stood up when Lucy walked up to the table. The smile left her face as she whispered, "Amber?"

      "Excuse me? Are you okay? Do you need some water?" Madison was glad for the lighting in the lounge. Lucy couldn't see how pale she had turned.

      "No, no, I'm all right. It's just that for a minute you reminded me of a friend I lost. It's uncanny how much you look like her. Here, look." Lucy dug into her bag. Pulling out her wallet Lucy opened it to a photo of—Amber—herself. It was a wallet size of Amber posing in a black and white striped pants suit. "See what I mean."

      Madison looked at the picture. She remembered that day. The girls at the house had called it 'animal print day.' Each girl had picked their print. Lucy had chosen the cheetah, Amber the zebra. "What happened to her?"

      "She died way before her time."

      "I'm very sorry to hear that. She must have been very special friend. You're still carrying her picture."

      "She was. She was really my only friend. She came into my life at a very bad time, but somehow she made it better." Lucy put the picture away and sat down. "So," she said, a smile returning to her face as she smacked her hands on the table, "our men are thinking about going into business together. What do you think of that?"

      Wanting to change the subject to anything other than Amber, Madison smiled, knowing Lucy wanted the subject change as well. "Can I answer that question at the end of our lunch?" Madison asked, placing her napkin in her lap.

      "My first reaction was to ask you why? But I think I understand." Lucy placed her napkin as well. "What do you like to do? Besides the obvious." Lucy laughed.

      Madison picked up on her meaning, laughing as well. "I enjoy dancing. In fact, that's how I met Dimitri. He is my boss? Was my boss? I'm not really sure anymore." Lucy had a confused look on her face. "Oh, sorry, I was thinking out loud. You see, I worked for him on the Onyx, their first cruise ship. At the crewmember auction, Dimitri bought me, and we've been together since." Madison watched Lucy pale at the mention of the auction. She continued on. "This cruise, I'm on vacation. Our friends Sadie and Cameron got married right before we left port. So Cameron and Dimitri put the Onyx in for any repairs or improvements this week. I know they are updating the computer system to the same one as we have on the Sapphire. This allowed crewmembers who knew the Alexanders the chance to come to the wedding. How did you meet the sheikh?"

      "After my friend died, I was very depressed. My grandfather decided to cheer me up and took me on a trip around the world. We were on our second stop in Dubai, which, by the way, is very beautiful! He had made reservations at this upscale restaurant. While we were waiting for our table, a group of men came in. They pushed their way through the waiting line at the reservation desk. While pushing their way through, they almost knocked over my grandfather. So being the outspoken spoiled American I am, I spoke up. I told them, 'Hey, if you haven't noticed, there is a line, and it starts back there.' But as I turned to point to the end of the line, Colin appeared."

      A dreamy look flashed across her face. "He looked at me and politely said in an arrogant tone, 'I wait for no one.' To which, I replied, 'Well, you should learn.' Before I knew what was happening, he was stopping his guard from striking me. I stood and watched as he calmly berated his guard. Then Malik came over and apologized for almost striking me. I accepted his apology and I thought that was the end of it. Their table was ready and the hostess was waiting to escort them. The guards started moving forward, but Colin stood still, watching me. Then he asked, 'Would you please accept my apologies for Malik and join me for dinner?' I looked at my grandfather, and he gave me the head nod so I accepted."

      Lucy paused her story as the waiter took their order. Then she continued. "My grandfather was thrilled to be sitting at the same table with a real live sheikh. Neither one of us could pronounce his name so I just called him Colin. Grandfather and Colin hit it off from the beginning. I was still hesitant. He made my stomach flutter as if a hundred butterflies had been let loose in it. I, however, kept my guard up. My grandfather had a lot of money, and I wasn't going to have him involved with any shady dealings."

      Their lunch arrived and Lucy continued. "By the end of dinner, we were going to be staying at his palace so he and grandfather could do business. When we were walking out of the restaurant, Colin came up behind me and whispered in my ear, 'Little dove, do not fight your desires. I already have your grandfather in the palm of my hand. Now, I intend to have my palm on your ass. That sweet little mouth has earned you a good spanking.' I looked at him like he was crazy and told him to kiss my ass. My grandfather would never allow that." Lucy had changed her voice to sound like her grandfather. "What I didn't know was Colin had already told my grandfather he was going to marry me, and my grandfather had given his blessing. Providing he had no other wives then or in the future, and Colin had agreed. Over dinner, could you believe that? I couldn't."

      Lucy downed half of her wine then continued. "We arrived at his palace and I couldn't believe what I was looking at. It was bigger than some hotels we had stayed at. We were given our own wing, and we settled in. That's when grandfather told me what he had done. 'Why would you do that? You told me you wanted me to marry for love. How can I do that? You already told him I would marry him. I have no idea who he is, what he does. Shit, Grandfather I can't even pronounce his name. What were you thinking?' I had railed at him, and he just sat there letting me. When I was finished, he very calmly said, 'I know he is the man for you. You may not know him, but I do. What do you think I do all day, Lucy?' I just shrugged my shoulders. 'I sit on the computer mostly doing business, but the rest of the time I'm searching for possible husbands for you. I'm not going to be here much longer and I need to know you will be taken care of. I'm very sorry your friend died. But this trip gave me the excuse to get you out of the mansion. I knew if you thought it would please me, you would do it.'

      "The sly old fox had played me like a fiddle. He just didn't realize that after Colin and I met, his search would stop there. We spent the rest of our vacation there. Colin asked me to marry him, I accepted, and we had the wedding. My grandfather was there to walk me down the aisle. About a month after the wedding, he died. Colin made all the arrangements to have him shipped back to the States. While we were settling his estate, Colin applied for dual citizenship and was accepted. It had taken four months, but he wanted to do it for me. This allows us to travel back and forth easier."

      The waiter came asking about dessert. Lucy ordered the cheesecake. Madison got the fudge brownie with ice cream. "So if your friend hadn't died, you wouldn't have gone on the trip. You might not have met Colin?" Madison asked.

      "Oh, no, he was high on my grandfather's list of—"

      "Qualifications?" Madison filled in for Lucy, smiling, as she put a scoop of brownie in her mouth. Stopping with that one word, she looked at Lucy's stunned face.

      "Yes! How did you know that?"

      Madison realized her mistake. Covering quickly, she shoved another mouthful in and shrugged her shoulders. Talking with a full mouth, she said, "Good guess?"

      Lucy wasn't convinced, but she let it go. "Yes, qualifications. If we had not taken the trip, Grandfather would have brought them to the United States to meet me. So, although I'm sad she passed, I was happy that I found my husband on our trip. It was the last one for Grandfather. I knew he wanted to travel, but he wouldn't leave me."

      "What do you mean, 'he wouldn't leave you?'"

      "I had hired a security team to follow my friend in the picture." Madison's face went white. Grabbing her water glass, she took a long drink. "Are you okay?"

      "Yes. Please continue," Madison choked out.

      "Well, when they told me that she had died after a date she had been on, there was nothing more I could do." Under her breath, she whispered, "I had been so close." To Madison, she said, "She needed some financial help, but I was too late to give it to her. How did we get back to her?" Lucy shook out her hands, waving away the bad vibes. "My turn!" Lucy said excitedly, clapping her hands. "How did you meet your two unbelievably handsome Masters?"

      "Well, as I said earlier, Dimitri was my boss on the Onyx. Xavier, I had met years before. We reconnected the first night of the cruise with the help of Dimitri."

      "Oh, they are special, aren't they?"

      By now Madison had had two glasses of wine and was feeling the effects. "Yes, they are very special. How long have you been involved with the BDSM lifestyle?" she asked, then giggled. "I'm so sorry. That was so inappropriate."

      "Really! Look where we are." She lifted her arms, waving them around the room.

      "You make a good point." She giggled again.

      "Colin and I have always been involved. He introduced me to it, and I can truly say it keeps a marriage interesting." Lucy grinned, fingering her diamond collar.

      Madison looked at it with envy. Not for the jewels, but for the meaning. "Are you ready to get going? Dimitri wanted me to bring you to his office when we were finished." She looked around the room, just realizing Sadie had never showed up, when she burst through the door.

      "I'm so sorry. Cameron left me with Chester, and I lost track of time."

      Lucy looked at Madison as if to say, 'who is this?'

      "Lucy, I'd like to introduce you to Sadie Alexander." They shook hands. "She married Dimitri's business partner, and Xavier's half-brother."

      Sadie looked at Madison with wide eyes. No one was supposed to know that information. Because of whom Xavier's biological father was. Realizing her error, Madison thought to correct it but changed her mind. "Sadie, I'd like you to meet Lucy. She is Sheikh Colin Ahmed's wife."

      Shaking her hand, Sadie asked, understanding what Madison meant, "Colin Ahmed, the same one our men are meeting with? It's a pleasure to meet you. Trust is a big part of our lifestyle. I'm hoping you feel the same way?" Lucy nodded in agreement. Sadie continued quietly. "Xavier's real father is a walking nightmare. We can only hope he rots and dies in prison. I know that sounds harsh, but you wanted the truth."

      "Thank you for trusting me. We were just leaving to meet the men, but if you're hungry?"

      "No, no, I'm good. Let's go get some air on our walk if that's okay. I feel like I haven't seen the sun in days," Sadie commented as they left the lounge and headed outside toward the railing. "It's beautiful here." She looked over the rail at the port.

      Madison asked Lucy, "How do you feel about our men in business together?"

      "I think it's a fabulous idea. You'll love Dubai. Have you ever been?"

      "No, can't say I have." Lucy didn't realize Madison's undertone.

      "You must do a lot of traveling for business, Lucy, do you and the sheikh own your own private plane? Cameron and I are thinking about getting one."

      "Yes, we do travel, be it for business or pleasure. It just so happens besides this business meeting, Colin also has one in Puerto Vallarta on Thursday. So we got to combine business with pleasure."

      Madison's hearing picked up when she heard where the meeting was supposed to take place. "I'm sorry," she interrupted. "Who is Colin meeting with in Puerto Vallarta?" Madison started to have a panic attack. As a sick feeling hit her, Sadie and Lucy rushed to her side.

      "Are you okay?" Lucy asked with concern.

      "She's having a panic attack," Sadie said to Lucy. To Madison, she said, "Maddie, slow down. Breathe, in… out…" Sadie started breathing with her.

      "What's the name?" Madison asked through breaths.

      "I don't know. Madison, are you sure you're all right?" Lucy asked with concern. "I'll ask him as soon as we get to Dimitri's office. Come, let's go."

      Madison was breathing normally again. "Yes, I think that would be a good idea. Because if it's who I think it is," Madison said, looking straight at Lucy, "you don't want anything to do with this guy." Then she headed to the stairs to get to the bridge and Dimitri's office next to it.

      Madison thought as they got closer to the office, what if they are supposed to meet with Boxwood? What if Colin is going to invest with that pig as well as Dimitri, Xavier, and Cameron? This can't be happening.
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      She knocked lightly on the door before sticking her head in. "Are we interrupting?" she asked as the three of them walked into the office.

      Dimitri stood up from behind his desk and walked over to Madison. Taking her hand and kissing her palm, he escorted her to his chair, sitting down with her in his lap.

      Xavier came over and kissed her as well. "We have just finished. Say hello to our new partner for our international line." He nodded his head toward Colin, smiling.

      "Congratulations. I'm very happy for you." Gathering her courage, she asked Colin. "Could I ask you a question, Colin?"

      "Of course."

      "Who are you meeting with in Puerto Vallarta?"

      Colin looked at Lucy as she said, "I told her we were mixing pleasure with business. I couldn't remember the company name, otherwise I would have told her. She started having a panic attack as soon as I mentioned the meeting in Puerto Vallarta."

      "Are you okay, Madison?" Xavier asked with concern, touching her shoulder.

      "I need to hear the name, and when I do, you'll understand." She said, looking at Xavier.

      Everyone's vision turned to Colin and Lucy. "His name is Boxwood. Brian, I think. We have spoken over the phone. He's looking for a partner in a new pharmaceutical company in Mexico. I thought it would be a good investment. It will not interfere with our arrangement."

      "It might," Dimitri said. "How set are you on doing business with him?"

      "I've looked into the profit margin. The numbers look good. You would have to give me a really good reason to change my mind," Colin responded.

      Dimitri turned Madison so she was looking at him. "How did you know the meeting was with Boxwood?"

      "The file you gave me this morning said it. It was the only thing in the file I saw before Marco ripped it out of my hand. He told me I should look at that one with the two of you."

      "I think you have to give Marco a raise," Xavier said to Dimitri.

      "Madison, this is your call." Her big green eyes looked at Dimitri and Xavier and gave a head nod. "Before we do this, I'd like to see what's in that file in our suite. Colin, would you indulge us and come to our suite in thirty minutes?"

      "I think that's a good plan." Colin paused before continuing. "The information that you will be sharing with me…" Colin stressed his words, then waited for them to sink in. "How reliable is your source?"

      "Very. Why?"

      "Because I think I'm going to be looking for a new hacker. I had a thorough investigation done on this Boxwood. If one piece of information is different, he's fired. Then I'm going to give him to Lucy's bodyguard Malik to find out why."

      They all rose from their chairs. "Thirty minutes, Midnight Suite. I'm confident that once you hear what we have to say, you will be changing your mind. See you there," Dimitri commented.
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      Entering the suite, Dimitri and Xavier headed for the couch area where the folder sat on the table. Madison lagged behind. "Beautiful, do you want to look with us?" Dimitri questioned.

      "No, I think I'm going to get a glass of wine and go out on the balcony. You can send the women out when they get here." She turned from the bar with a bottle of wine and three glasses. "I'm going to tell Lucy and Sadie who I really am. They need to know. I want them to know. I trust them to keep it to themselves."

      "It sounds like you're trying to convince yourself, not us," Dimitri said.

      "Maybe I am." She bit her lip. "Xavier, it slipped out to Lucy that you're Cameron's half-brother. I didn't mean to tell her. It just came out."

      Xavier placed his hands on her hips, stopping her. "I've been waiting to tell you this since you walked into Dimitri's office. Damn, woman, you are sexy as hell!" He then kissed her deeply. "You taste even better." The bondage mini skirt hugged her ass. The black halter bustier pushed her breasts up as an offering. Her green four-inch wedge sandals put her at an ideal height for both her Masters.

      Dimitri came up behind her, grabbing both her ass cheeks. "Marco dressed you today, didn't he?" he said in her ear, as he leaned his chin on her shoulder. "Xavier is right, though. You are sexy as hell. I'm going to talk to Marco. We may have to hire him as your personal shopper." He slipped his hands down her thighs as he stepped up behind her, pushing his erection against her ass. "I've been like this since you walked into my office. Xavier, what do you think? Our girl got out of another punishment with this outfit?" He kissed her cheek. "This will have to wait until everyone leaves." He pushed his hips forward. "I know I won't be able to wait until after dinner, though."

      "I agree with Master Dimitri. There will be no punishment for your little slip. Just keep in mind if it happens again, I make no promises. Now, take your glasses and wine. We will send the girls out. Relax, my lovely, we will make this as right as we can." He kissed her forehead and sent her on her way.

      "Dimitri?" Gaining his attention, Xavier asked after Madison was out on the balcony, "This can't be that easy?" Making his way back to the couch where Dimitri was flipping through the file, Xavier picked up her family folder.

      They sat scanning the pages, both engrossed in what they were looking at when the knock arrived on the door. "Pull the information on Madison's sister out and put the rest of the file in the safe." Holding the papers in his hand, he added, "I don't know why, but I have a feeling her addiction is related to him somehow."

      Dimitri answered the door. The ladies walked in before Colin and Cameron. "Ladies, if your Masters will allow it, Madison is on the balcony with a bottle of wine and glasses." Both women looked to their men for approval.

      Cameron grabbed Sadie's chin. "We are still on our honeymoon, and you're a lightweight with alcohol. A half glass for you." She made a face at him. "Did you eat lunch?" When she kept her head down, he said, "You're lucky you're even getting that. I should have you drink water." She made a sad face and looked at him. "Go, before I change my mind." She smiled big, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.

      "Lucy, we have dinner plans with Dimitri, Xavier, and Madison in town tonight. Keep that in mind."

      She kissed him, putting all her love behind the kiss. "I look forward to it. Enjoy your meeting." She grabbed Sadie's hand and they went out the balcony door.

      They could hear the women praising the balcony. Colin sat in one chair looking around the suite. "Very impressive. We will need three of these suites for the international ship. Lucy has never requested one of the luxuries I have given to her. However, I still like to give them to her. Will that be a problem?" Dimitri shook his head to let Colin know it could be done. While Cameron took the other seat, Colin asked, "So how bad is it, Dimitri?"

      "It's bad. Before we deal with Boxwood…" Dimitri looked at the men sitting with him then said, "Nothing leaves this room. We promised Madison and we intend to keep that promise. Do we understand each other?"

      Both men gave their word. Then they sat back as Dimitri and Xavier began to tell them what they knew about Boxwood. They only told them what they needed to know. "Now, as far as that motherfucker goes, the planning begins right now. Between the four of us, we are going to come up with a plan. We have two options. Option one, we ruin him financially. Option two, we ruin his family life," Xavier commented.

      "I'd like to go with option three. Ruin his family and take his company," Colin chimed in. "I had no idea what a slimy bastard he was. None of this information was available to me. I can see your brain is working, Dimitri. What do you have in mind?"

      "Oh, yeah, my mind is working. I'm thinking he should get strapped to a St. Andrew's cross. A testicular cuff locked tight on his balls, a ball gag shoved in his mouth, and a bull whip used to flay the skin from his body. Then after about a week of torturing him, we drop a dozen hungry rats over his head and let them finish him off." Dimitri was seething by the time he was finished.

      Xavier gave a little chuckle. "Man, your Russian is really coming out now, isn't it?"

      "You have no idea of the things I've seen. What I described was a walk in the park. I watched a man have every fingernail ripped from his nail beds, feet included. And that was just the start of what they did to him."

      "In my country, we find messing with the mind very effective and permanent," Colin said with an evil grin on his face.

      "There is something else we need to tell you about Madison. I think right about now she's telling your wives." Dimitri had their attention.

      Colin stood up, hearing Lucy shouting. He started heading toward the balcony doors. Dimitri put a hand on his arm, stopping him. "Your wife is fine. She's just angry, probably excited and stunned."

      Colin looked out the window and saw that Dimitri was right. Lucy was now hugging Madison. "What just happened?"

      "That's what I was trying to tell you. Madison is not really Madison. Her real name is Amber Sinclair, and technically, she's dead." Dimitri had their attention.
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      Madison poured wine for Sadie and Lucy. "Half a glass for me. Cameron has already warned me." Sadie looked at Madison as she sat back down on the lounge chair. "Maddie, you look like you lost your best friend. Whatever it is, we'll help you."

      "There's a chance I might. I have to tell you both something. All I ask is that you listen to my whole story before you pass judgment. Just know I did what I thought I had to do." Madison took a gulp of wine. "Here goes. Lucy, you were right earlier. I am Amber. I'm the girl in that picture. Sadie, give me a minute and I'll catch you up." Sadie gave an understanding nod.

      Lucy stood up from her chair and walked over to Madison. She touched her face like it was a fragile piece of art. "I knew it was you. I wanted it to be you so badly. I've missed you so much. I never forgot you." The tears started trailing down her cheeks. "You could have told me; I would have protected you. Why didn't you come to me?" Lucy started shouting at Madison.

      "Do you remember at lunch when you told me about the security following me… Amber?"

      "Yes. It was only a couple of hours ago," Lucy snapped back. "That was the night they told me you were dead."

      "Well, technically, I was." Lucy sipped her wine. "I had a date that night that turned into a mess. If Marco hadn't been there, I would have been dead." Madison explained what had happened. She told Sadie how she knew Ryan Arcola aka Smith, aka Romano and his uncle, the piece of shit. She told them of the shape she had been in when Marco had found her.

      Finally, she told them of the plan that Marco had come up with. That she had to make that split decision right at that moment. "Once I made the decision, there was no going back. I had to forget about everyone I ever knew as Amber Sinclair. I couldn't tell anyone."

      Madison stood up and took Lucy's hands in her hands. "You and…" Madison looked over Lucy's shoulder at Xavier. The expression on her face softened. She had hurt him as well. Looking back at Lucy, Madison stood a little taller. "… Xavier, were the only ones I was worried about hurting. You had always been nice to me. You were my only friend. Then, Marco told me that I had to make that life changing decision right then. I never meant to hurt you, and I'm so sorry. If you never want to see me again, I will understand. But please don't let what I did affect Dimitri's business dealings with Colin."

      "Do you think me so shallow that I would allow my personal life to affect my husband's business dealing?" Lucy asked, still holding Madison's hands.

      "Absolutely not. I know what kind of a woman you are. But people can change, and the love of a man can also influence a woman's decision. I also know how much a man relies on his woman's opinion. I'm sure when Colin asks you, he's looking for your input. That's all I'm saying."

      Lucy pulled Madison into her arms, hugging her. "Don't think because I'm hugging you, it means I'm still not mad at you. I know Colin heard me yelling. I just wanted to let him know everything was all right." Lucy held Madison at arm's length then sat in her chair. "Why are you telling me this now? You could have told me at lunch. What happened?"

      "Brian Boxwood," was all Madison replied.

      "What does 'Brian Boxwood' mean?"

      "He is the reason I ended up with the Arcolas to begin with." Madison continued on, telling them what had happened between her and Brian, from the very beginning. "So, now you know everything. Dimitri and Xavier dug up information on him. I was starting to look at it this morning. That's how I knew about your husband's meeting with him. Lucy, believe me when I say he was bad news, and he probably still is."

      "Amber… Madison, what do I call you?" Lucy asked, frustrated.

      "Madison. Please."

      Lucy took a deep breath in and let it out slowly. "Okay. So let me see if I have this straight. Boxwood chased you like a dog. When he couldn't get you the normal way, he had his mommy basically buy you for him. He used you, beat you, and then threw you away. Pretty close?" When Madison nodded in agreement, Lucy stood up from her chair and walked to the balcony doors. "Colin?" Getting his full attention, she then continued, "Don't even think about doing business with that Boxwood piece of crap. In fact, I want you to sit with these gentlemen until you have a solid plan for taking everything that dick has. He hurt my friend, and now I want him hurt. You'll do that for me right, sweetheart?"

      Madison couldn't hear Colin's response. She didn't need to. When Lucy came back to the sitting area, she had a huge smile on her face. Grabbing the wine bottle, she poured more into her and Madison's glass. Looking at Sadie who shook her head no, Lucy put the bottle down. "Now that all that bullshit is out of the way, let's have some fun. I still can't believe you're here."

      Madison and Sadie looked at each other. "What just happened?" Madison asked.

      "Colin hates when I'm unhappy. I have no worries that this Boxwood character will be taken care of. The proper way. So, now we can focus on other things, like having fun. As far as what Madison just told us about her experiences, God, I wish there was a way I could make them all go away. But I can't. What I can do is thank God because she's sitting in that chair in front of me. I can make sure the person who caused her pain gets punished. Until that can be accomplished, I plan on enjoying the fact I have my friend back. I'm not going to lose her again. So, the only way to do that is to move on. Now, let's get reacquainted." Lucy looked at Sadie. "What do you do, Sadie?"

      "I star in a Broadway play," Sadie answered hesitantly. Not sure if Lucy could be bi-polar? She had never seen someone go from anger to easy-going so fast.

      "Which one? Colin and I saw a bunch when we stopped in New York."

      "Heroin-Life Without Needles."

      "You're kidding me? We saw that one. That was you? You were amazing in that play. It was the only one Colin didn't fall asleep at. In Dubai, we have very strict laws for opiates. Minimum of four years just for carrying a prescription not registered with the Ministry of Health. What Todd Phillips is doing by getting the word out is admirable. I know that mental health in this country is not taken as seriously as in other countries. We are in the process of building a four hundred ninety-five-million-dollar facility, to house two hundred seventy-seven beds. Although the law is in place, we still have trouble with illegal drugs on the streets. The ones looking for help need a place they can go to get it. We're trying to give it to them. Anyway, getting back to the play. I loved the last song you sang in the finale. What was the name of it? Something about family?"

      "The name of the song is Stronger with My Family. One of Todd's nieces overdosed on heroin. He thought he could get the word out in another way. There's an epidemic going on in this country. Heroin is everywhere in every town, it doesn't discriminate age, race or status. You see news stories about it on every channel. But no one can seem to stop it from getting out on the streets. Anyway, we are trying to get the word out there, hoping one day someone will have the balls to stop it. I'm glad I'm a part of the solution."

      "I've heard talk of a Tony for you for your part." Lucy raised her glass to Sadie. "If I could vote for you, I would."

      "I think it's a little early to be talking Tony award but thank you."

      "When you come to Dubai, maybe we can talk your producer into bringing the play as well. The DUCTAC-Dubai Theatre seats five hundred plus. I think this play should be shared. Then there's the fact that Colin stayed awake. That says a lot." They all started laughing. "Okay, ladies. Let's go find out what diabolical plans our men have cooked up." Lucy rose from her chair and was the first to walk in from the balcony."

      "Madison, I'm sorry those things happened to you. I wish there was something I could say to make everything go away. But I know I can't do that. I can only be your friend. I hope you know how much you mean to Cameron and me," Sadie said to Madison before they walked in. "I agree with Lucy, though, let's twist this guy's nuts in knots. Then cut them off."

      Madison hugged Sadie. "I don't know if they can do that, but I'll ask," she teased Sadie as they walked through the balcony entry.
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      "All right, gentlemen, calm down. We only have a day and a half to figure this shit out. So, let's stop fucking around and get down to some serious planning," Dimitri announced.

      "What have you come up with so far?" Madison asked as the women approached.

      Dimitri and Xavier moved apart, making room for Madison on the couch. Lucy walked over and sat on Colin's lap. Sadie stood behind Cameron swaddling his neck with her arms, leaning on his back.

      "Ladies, why don't you go down to the spa? Massages on me," Colin offered.

      Madison and Sadie looked at their men. "You do remember what happened the last time plans were made without our knowledge?" Sadie stood up, speaking out, resting her hands on Cameron's shoulders.

      He reached up, and taking her hand, he pulled her into his lap. Nuzzling her neck, he said, "Yes, we remember." Pulling his head away from her neck, he said, "We are not sending the women out, Colin. They need to hear what's going to happen. We kept vital information from them once before, and it did not work in our favor. That's a story for another day." He took Sadie's face in his hands, looking deeply in her eyes. "I'm very lucky to have this woman on my lap. She was almost lost to me, and I'm not risking that again." Cameron gently kissed Sadie on the forehead.

      Dimitri turned to Colin. "I agree with Cameron. If you would prefer to have Lucy uninvolved, we understand. Malik can escort her—"

      "No fucking way. I'm staying!" Lucy demanded.

      "Lucy, your mouth!" The stern sound in his voice told her she was in trouble. "Defiance as well?" He raised his eyebrows. "Oh, you can look forward to a very red ass tonight. And I will enjoy carrying it out."

      His erection evident under her ass, she said, "Sorry, Sir. I would very much like to stay and help my friend." She looked at Madison, smiling. "Colin, meet Amber Sinclair, my friend." She turned back to Colin. "She prefers Madison now."

      To Madison, he said, "You do look like the girl in the picture." To Lucy, he added, "Dimitri and Xavier have informed us of Amber's demise and Madison's birth." Seeing the set look on her face, he said. "Even if I ask, you're still not going to stay out of it, are you?" She shook her head in agreement. "Fine, but you will follow every direction to the letter. Otherwise, I will bind you to our bed and not release you until we are docking." Lucy started kissing him all over his face. "I'm not joking, Lucy. Every direction."

      "Yes, Sir, yes, Sir, yes, Sir." Continuing to kiss him, she added, "Every direction, got it. Okay." She finished by taking possession of his mouth, showing her appreciation with her kiss.

      "Colin, we have a crew of very capable ex-military special ops personnel. We would be smart to enlist their help with whatever we decide to do. Are you okay with that?"

      "That might be advisable. If he's done his homework on me, he'll know my personnel," Colin replied.

      "Did Boxwood reach out to you, or vice-versa?" Xavier asked.

      "He contacted me. My media staff had put out a notice I would be on this vacation. Two days later, my strategic manager came to me with Boxwood's proposal."

      "Did you bring the proposal?" Dimitri asked.

      "Of course. It's in my cabin. I'll bring it to dinner."

      "Good. That's a start. I'm going to have Caleb dig deeper into this pharmaceutical company. Colin could you tell us the terms of the proposal?"

      "He's looking for cash."

      Dimitri got off of the couch and started pacing. "I guarantee he's doing something shady. If he needed cash, why didn't he just get it from his mommy?"

      "It could be something he doesn't want mommy to know about. And if that's the case, it's probably illegal," Xavier interjected.

      "We need to know what's going on under the radar at that pharmaceutical company. Cameron, call Greyson to see if has anybody who can do re-con on the ground in Puerto Vallarta. We have to know what we're walking into," Dimitri asked.

      Cameron got out of his seat with Sadie in his arms. Placing her on the seat, he fished his phone from his pocket. He walked into the dungeon area and called Greyson.

      Madison sat flipping through the report on Brian Boxwood. She kept going back to the picture. The file had his school records, college, and sporting statistics. His wedding, first divorce, when his grandmother died. All his addresses, phones numbers, and cars registered to him. It showed his net worth and his present bank balances. Madison sat a little straighter, setting the file flat on her lap. She methodically searched through it. She looked at Xavier and said, "It's not in here." A confused look on his face prompted her to go on. "It's not here," she repeated.

      "What's not in there?" Lucy asked.

      Madison's eyes seemed to twinkle when she looked at Lucy. "His medical records. I looked through this entire file. The only thing it mentions is the antibiotic ads he starred in. Marco told me his last year of college, his knee got crushed in a football game. It's not in here," she said, waving the file. "I was also looking to see how he was health-wise after using this miracle antibiotic. Again, it's not in here. Where is the rest of it?" She smacked the file against her hand. Looking at Colin, she asked, "Did your research on him show any medical information?"

      Colin looked thoughtful. "I believe you're right. I don't recall any medical records. I wouldn't normally look for them, though. Why do they matter?"

      Madison reached in the file and pulled out Brian's photo. Handing it to Colin, she said, "Does this look like a healthy man to you? He's buying a medical company in Mexico! What if he has to have some weird experimental drug and the only place that makes it is this company? You could back out and he wouldn't get the medicine he needs?"

      "Beautiful, he'd just find someone else to fund it. If Colin backs out, we lose our edge."

      "But, Dimitri, then that puts Colin in close proximity with Boxwood. What if he gets hurt? I couldn't live with that."

      "Madison dear, I will have my security with me."

      "Us," Lucy corrected. "If I don't go, he will wonder where your wife is."

      "Greyson knows a team that's available. He needs whatever intel we have on Boxwood and the location. He'll have them there by tonight. That gives us at least a day's surveillance." Cameron came back into the living area.

      "Tell him Alejandro can give him that information. Xavier, ask Caleb to dig deeper. I think Madison might be on to something. We need those medical records."

      "Sadie," Cameron held his hand out for her, "we need to go get Chester."

      Sadie stood up. "But what about the plan?"

      "There can be no plan until we have all the intelligence. Let's meet here tomorrow after dinner. That should give the team enough time to get a feel for what's happening at the pharmaceutical company. Until then, we are still on our honeymoon."

      "Yes, we are, aren't we?" Sadie smiled.

      "Gentlemen, ladies, if you need us, you know where to find us. Enjoy dinner." Cameron shook the men's hands.

      Sadie gave departing kisses to the women. "We dock tomorrow at Mazatlán. Cameron and I going horseback riding. Would you guys like to go? The car is picking us up at 10:00 a.m. It might take your mind off all this shit."

      "It sounds wonderful to me. I'll need a distraction," Lucy answered.

      "I haven't ridden a horse in years. It does sound fun." Madison sounded excited. "But I think I should be here." The excitement left her voice.

      "Madison, we all could go if you like? I agree with Lucy, horseback riding would be a good distraction. At least a distraction off the ship." Dimitri came up behind Madison, sitting on the couch. Rubbing down her arms, he said, "If we stay on the ship, I'm sure we could find another way to distract ourselves." He began kissing her from her ear down to her neck.

      "I think that's our cue to leave. Dimitri, Cameron, we will talk more tomorrow on our business deal. Xavier, I would also like to talk to you about the wine industry. Sadie, I'm sure we will be seeing more of each other. Madison, I look forward to dinner. I'd like to get to know my wife's best friend. The woman you are today." Colin kissed the back of Madison's hand. "The car will pick us up at the pier around six o'clock." Grabbing Lucy around her waist, he crisscrossed his arms over her abdomen, grinding his dick against her bottom as he pulled her back against him. His knees pushed behind her knees, making her walk forward toward the door. "I have some ideas on how I will be spending my time until then."

      Lucy tried to spin out of his arms, but he caught her. "Oh, I thought I had a punishment coming?"

      "You do. But that's not until after dinner. I want you to enjoy your meal sitting down," Colin commented casually. "I also don't want to rush your spanking. I like to admire my work."

      "I look forward to it, Sir." Lucy's voice jumped as Colin swatted her ass out the door.

      "See you guys tomorrow. Try not to think too much on this tonight. There really is nothing you can do. Enjoy dinner." Sadie and Cameron followed Lucy and Colin out the door, leaving Madison with her Masters.

      "We have three hours to kill before dinner. Any ideas on what we should do?" Xavier sat on the coffee table in front of Madison.

      Dimitri, still leaning over the back of the couch, brought his hand up, unzipping her bustier.

      Pushing it out of the way, Xavier leaned forward, taking her nipple in his mouth. He lashed his tongue around, then bit gently. "I think I have one." Pushing his hands up Madison's thighs, he took her skirt with them. "You may be on to something, Dimitri. Maybe we should hire Marco. He has dressed our girl just the way we like her. Panty free." He moved his hands up and over her thighs, brushing his thumbs over her wet lips. "I've been waiting for this all day." He kneeled before her, taking Madison's legs and putting them on either side of his head. Moving forward, his tongue followed a path through her wet folds to her entrance. As he pulled back, he said, "We need to move this to the bed now. I want to feast in comfort, not kneeling on the floor." He scooped her up and carried her to the bed.

      Madison picked up her head and looked at her Masters. "I'm sure neither one of you banked on all my problems. I'd understand if you didn't want to have anything more to do with me. But I would like a farewell fuck."

      Xavier had her over his lap so fast, her head was spinning. "Would you like the first one or should I?" he asked Dimitri.

      "I think our little sub has just earned her first punishment. There will be no reprieve from this one, beautiful," Dimitri said as his hand came down with a smack on her ass. Jumping when his hand hit, Madison tried to move, but Xavier held fast. "Why would you think because you have problems we would leave you? You really have no idea how we feel about you, do you?" Madison just kept her head bowed. "I think we are just going to have to show her."
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      Dimitri and Xavier combined gave Madison ten smacks, as well as ten rubs. Xavier lifted her up to sit on the bed next to him. Looking at her tear-stained face, pulled at his heart. But he knew if he ran his finger through her lips, she would be slick with wetness. "Madison, look at me." Xavier's voice deepened to his Master's voice. She picked up her head. When her eyes locked with his, he picked up her wrist. "Do you think we gave you these as pieces of jewelry? They might not be a collar, but they still claim you as ours to all who see them."

      "We understand we have asked you to relive some of the worst times of your life. We expect you to feel that pain. We do not want you doubting yourself or us. Beautiful, we are here for the long haul," Dimitri gently added, moving her hair off her shoulder.

      "I've had some terrible things done to me. I've done some terrible things." She looked at Xavier. "I hope you can forgive me for not trusting you. But if I had not listened to Marco," she paused, looking at Dimitri, "I would have never met you." She touched his scruffy cheek, a day's growth bristled under her fingers. "When I think of my life without one of you, my chest hurts."

      "Madison, I think it's time for us to show you how much you mean to us." Xavier got off the bed and went into the closet.

      Dimitri looked at her sitting on the bed. "Let's get you ready." He finished taking off her bustier and slid the skirt down her legs. He kneeled at her feet, unbuckling her shoes and tossing them off to the side. Xavier returned and kneeled next to Dimitri. In his hand, he held two ring boxes.

      When she realized what they were doing, her hands flew to her mouth and the tears began to fall from her eyes.

      "Once upon a time, I fell in love with a woman, but she left this world too early. Now, I've been given a second chance to have that love again." Xavier reached up and took her hand, kissing her palm. Then, gazing into her eyes with such longing, he continued, "I know we all come with baggage. Hell, my father is the Devil himself." His voice rose as he spoke about his father. "I wish I never knew about him."

      Xavier's voice softened. "But then I never would have known about Cameron, and through him, I found you. I don't want to lose you again. I want to fall asleep and wake up every day for the rest of my life looking at you. At the amazing woman you've become. If you choose, the mother of our children. We can have that future we talked about all those years ago. With one deviation from that road."

      Xavier looked at Dimitri. "When we made those plans, Madison, I never expected you to bring another lover with you when we did finally get back together." Madison laughed, wiping her eyes. "But if it had to be anybody, I'm happy it was Dimitri. You've introduced me to a man I can admire. Who thinks like me! Is a lot more presumptuous than me, but we wouldn't be complete without him. I love you both and I would like to spend the rest of my days with the both of you. If you will have me?" Xavier asked.

      Dimitri reached up, taking Madison's other hand. Like Xavier, he kissed her palm then drew a circle with his tongue and licked up her wrist. He gave her that beautiful smile. "When I first saw you sitting in my office, I thought I had found my new sub. At least for the length of the maiden voyage of the Onyx." Dimitri laughed. "Then as I watched you and got to know you, I hated how you withdrew into yourself. I wanted to be the one to protect you. But I didn't know who or what I was fighting." Dimitri looked at Xavier. "The way you looked at Xavier the first time on the Onyx, I knew you had a history, but you wouldn't tell me. I followed you the day you met him on the docks." Dimitri's gaze went back to Madison. "After that, you were different. Happier. I knew then that if I wanted you, I needed him."

      He smiled at Xavier. "He is a cocky prick, but when we are together… something just clicks. Like pieces to a puzzle, we are complete. You will never be alone again. We want to be your husbands, lovers, and Masters for the rest of our lives. What do you say? Will you marry us?"

      Madison watched Xavier hand Dimitri one of the boxes. He lifted the lid of the jewelry box. Sitting on the black velvet cushion was a ring. It kind of looked like a school graduation ring. But when she looked closer, she saw a wide band engagement ring. On one side was the face of a Siberian tiger in white and black diamonds. On the other side was the face of a lion in yellow diamonds. Red rubies for his eyes. Centered in the middle was a five-carat emerald cut diamond.

      "Marry us, Madison?" they asked together.

      Looking at Dimitri, she said, "When you said get me ready, this was the last thing I would have ever thought was going to happen."

      "Sitting naked on your bed is not the way you probably dreamed of being proposed to. We had planned on doing it right, but you need to know right now. We aren't going anywhere."

      "Yes," was all she said.

      "Yes. She said yes?" Xavier asked.

      "Yes. She's all ours." They each held the ring in their fingers and slid it on her finger. Then one after the other, they sealed it to her finger with a kiss.

      Madison held her hand up to admire the one-of-a-kind ring. Bringing her hand down, she looked at the second box. "Now, can I see what's in the other ring box? Was that the ring for if I said no?" Madison teased.

      "I think our girl is teasing us. Like she would say no to us?" Dimitri teased right back.

      "No, Madison. These are our rings!" Xavier lifted the other lid. Inside were two rings. One a tiger, the other a lion. "We had them specially made. Why should only women get to wear the bling?" he added.

      Xavier took the gold lion out. Holding it so Madison could hold it with him, Xavier said, sliding the ring on Dimitri, "We give you this ring, as a symbol of our commitment to you. As partners, friends, and lovers. To show everyone that you have been claimed by us."

      Dimitri and Madison did the same with the white tiger ring. To Xavier, Dimitri said, "Wear this ring as a symbol of our commitment to you as partners, friends, and lovers. To show everyone that you have been claimed by us."

      They stood up, bringing Madison with them. "Now, do you see how much you mean to us? We love you, Madison, and we want you with us. Always," Xavier said as he kissed her.

      "You belong with us." Then holding her hand with the ring, Dimitri kissed her. "Now, you belong to us. Believe what Xavier said. We do love you. Now, I think our sub should receive some form of punishment for making us do this before we had the perfect setting. What do you think, Master Xavier?"

      "For doubting her Masters maybe, but not for such a happy occasion. Do you doubt your Masters anymore?"

      "No, Sirs. I feel like… I don't know what I feel. There is so much going on."

      "Madison, get up on the bed. Arms and legs spread." When she stood there, Dimitri's voice softened. "Beautiful, we are going to leave the bindings loose. Trust us to take care of you." To Xavier, he said, "Go get some lube from the dungeon area."

      "With pleasure." Xavier danced off.

      "Madison, we are going to punish you with pleasure. Then when we think you've had enough, we are going to make you come so hard around my dick. Xavier is going to feel it in your ass."

      Madison happily lay on the bed. She wanted to please her Masters for this wonderful gift they had given to her. For a brief second, she had been disappointed that her Masters had not given her a collar. But she had her cuffs, and now this incredibly unique radiant ring. In Madison's mind, marriage was forever, and that meant something too.

      By the time Xavier came back to the bed, he had shed his clothes, Dimitri as well. They looked at Madison, each standing on opposite sides of the bed. She couldn't believe these two incredible men wanted her. Not just as a sub, but also as their wife. Even with all the shit she'd been through, they still wanted her.

      They lay on the bed next to her. Dimitri framed her face in his hand. "How are you feeling?"

      "Overwhelmed! Excited, in awe. A little scared. Overall, happy."

      Dimitri leaned down, taking her lips in a gentle kiss. "Why are you scared, beautiful?"

      Dimitri leaned up on his elbow. Head in his palm, he looked down at her. Xavier took the same position on her other side.

      Madison didn't want to ruin the mood. She would tell them later why she was really scared. So instead, she told them, "I'm scared that this is a dream. That my wistful mind is creating this moment, only to have me wake up in some fucked-up nightmare."

      Xavier latched onto the nipple closest to him, laving it, then biting down.

      Pain radiated through Madison's breast straight to her core. Caught off guard, she screamed and yelled at Xavier, "Ouch, what the hell was that for?"

      Xavier grinned, leaning down to her face as his hand gently massaged the pain from her nipple. "Making sure you knew this was real. Madison, we are going to show you how truly special you are to us." Xavier's kiss was rough and deep, more demanding.

      He broke the kiss and Dimitri replaced him, trailing his tongue along her lips. Licking and sucking, he started a trail down her chin coming to her ear. Circling the rim of her ear, he said, "We are going to love you for the rest of your days. We will fight." His tongue looped in her ear. He could feel the chill run through her. "We will argue." His lips were nipping their way down her neck. "But, we will never bring that to our bed. Never be scared with us. Our beautiful Madison." When Dimitri kissed away her salty tears, he commanded, "Open your eyes." When she complied, he continued. "No punishment will ever be given in anger. This is our oath to you." He sealed his lips over hers, their tongues advancing then retreating, dancing around aggressively.

      Xavier's tattooed biceps flexed, holding his body above Madison's as he crept down her body. He kissed a trail from her neck to her collarbone. Reaching her chest, his tongue came out to taste her essence. Her unique scent mixed with her perfume. If he lived to one hundred, he would never get enough of her. He replaced his hand with his mouth. Still holding himself above Madison, he molded both of her breasts in his hands. He held both nipples up. Licking back and forth between them, he lashed his tongue with a rapid movement.

      Madison moaned with the sensations they were stirring up in her body. Dimitri distracted her with his talented mouth, Xavier moved farther down her body. His tongue swirled around her navel, creating butterflies in her flat stomach. He licked and sucked his way down, until he was settled between her legs. Madison could feel his hot breath on her mixing with the wetness that had formed through her folds. His tongue slid through her sex and she bucked off the bed with the sensation.

      Xavier followed her body up then down, never losing contact. When Madison's body landed back on the bed, he positioned his hands on her thighs. He could now control her lower body.

      Xavier continued his assault on her, his tongue grinding on her clit. He released one thigh and moved his fingers up through her lips, latching onto her clit. Holding her exposed her little bud out, he gently bit down, then brushed his tongue over, soothing the sting. The mixture of pain and pleasure was driving Madison insane. She knew she couldn't come without permission.

      She moaned deep into Dimitri's mouth when Xavier tapped his fingers on her clit. Then he slid two of them into her entrance. Her walls clamping onto Xavier's fingers told him she was close. So he pulled back from all he was doing.

      Madison had gone from moaning to whining in a matter of seconds. "Our girl is being so good. But a punishment needs to be followed through on." Xavier took his two fingers and repositioned them at her entrance. "My lovely, do you like when my fingers slide in and out?" Madison just groaned when he pushed inside her. "Is it better when it's just my tongue?" He removed his fingers and replaced them with his tongue. In and out, he pushed. "Or is what you really want the combination of the two?" Xavier did as he described. "What if I do this?" Xavier took his other hand and pulled her labia lips up tight, exposing her swollen clit. "Will this make our girl come without permission?" He lashed her clit, while pushing another finger into her. Again, just as her walls started to clamp down on his fingers, he stopped.

      The time Madison screamed her frustration into Dimitri's mouth. "I think you have punished her enough. Madison, release your hold of the straps." When she did, he rubbed the feeling back into her arms.

      Xavier climbed up her body. She could taste herself on Xavier's lips as he captured her mouth. "Your Master feels you have been punished enough. I want you to know I enjoyed every minute of your torture. Now, your reward for following our instructions."

      Xavier pulled Madison into a sitting position on the bed, as Dimitri stretched out. "Madison, climb onto Master Dimitri."

      "With pleasure," Madison responded. Dimitri positioned her above his throbbing shaft. She lowered herself slowly as to savor every moment of the loving. When she was fully seated, she could feel his dick rubbing her cervix. Xavier gently pushed her forward, her hands landing on Dimitri's unbelievably hard chest. This position prompted more sounds from Madison.

      "Are you looking at this? I don't think I've seen a more outstanding picture than what I'm looking at right now," Dimitri said, looking up at the mirror.

      Xavier had retrieved the lube. She felt the cold lube warm as Xavier rubbed it around her puckered entrance. Then his finger entered her. The feeling of Dimitri filling her tightened. Adding another finger, Xavier started to move them in and out, preparing her. He added more lube and a third finger. "Are you ready for me, Madison? Because I can't wait any longer. Seeing your Master's dick in you, while I prepare to slide into your tight opening has my cock jumping." With that, Xavier removed his fingers and pushed gently into her. "Push back, baby. Open yourself to me."

      Madison pushed back as Xavier entered her, seating himself all the way to his balls. Madison felt so full. In all the things she had done as an escort, she had never done this and now she knew why. It was never right. This felt right, better then right. Madison moved her hips forward, letting them know she needed more.

      "Go easy, Madison. We don't want to hurt you," Xavier said, as he slowly withdrew then pushed back in, starting with the pace they knew would ignite her passion again.

      At the same time, Dimitri withdrew his hips, almost pulling out of her. He surged his hips up, plunging back into her. Feeling Xavier's cock through her perineal, heightened his desire. Knowing that they were building Madison to a climax that none of them were ever going to forget, drove him, pushed him. He knew she was close. He looked up at her face flushed with color. Her eyes opened, looking down at him. What he saw there almost put him over.

      He looked past her shoulder at Xavier. His hand was on one of Madison's shoulders, keeping her in place, guiding her. Dimitri could tell from his face that he was holding back, but only by a thread. They were both holding back, waiting for Madison. They needed her to ask.

      Madison knew she couldn't take much more. She didn't want to disappoint her Masters. Gasping for her breath, she said, "Masters, you have done something no one else has ever done to me. I can't take anymore. Please, Sirs, may I come?"

      Something in the sound of Madison's voice told them that this was a good thing. Not knowing what she meant didn't matter right now. "Yes, Madison. Come now. I want to feel your walls milk my cock as Xavier pumps into that tight ass of yours."

      Dimitri reached up and molded his hands over her breasts. He pinched her nipples. Sending Madison over, the scream left her mouth.

      Her body tightened with her orgasm. Dimitri reached between them, playing with her clit, prolonging her orgasm, rolling his fingers over and over. Madison felt a different sensation, something she had never felt before. It spiraled around her clit. His fingers continued their assault. With both Dimitri and Xavier still deep within her, her clit started to convulse and Madison felt warm fluid as she squirted. Throwing back her head, Madison screamed with another orgasm.

      Dimitri looked at Madison's face. The pure elation. Tears sliding down her cheeks. She was fantastic. He had never been with a woman who squirted. The minute Madison did, he couldn't hold back any longer. With a growl, Dimitri came harder than he had ever come in his life, pushing deeper into her.

      Xavier released at the same time as Dimitri, looking at Dimitri's face and Madison's head thrown back in pleasure. Feeling her walls convulsing, Xavier couldn't hold back anymore if he wanted to. His roar came with his release.

      Madison collapsed on Dimitri, as Xavier pulled out of her to fall on the bed next to them. Their breathing slowing down, almost back to normal, Xavier asked Madison, "What did you mean by 'we did something no one else had'?"

      Madison leaned her chin on her hands that were resting on Dimitri's chest. Looking first at Dimitri, then Xavier. "I've never been double penetrated. In fact, we've had a lot of firsts tonight. I've never squirted before, either. That was fucking intense." Her smile spread across her face.

      "I have to agree. That was intense," Dimitri added. Pulling out of Madison and putting her between them, he rolled to his side.

      "Never? Please tell me you wanted to?" Scared for a minute that they may have violated her somehow, Xavier's face showed his concern.

      "Yes, yes, I did." She placed a calming hand on his chest. He flopped back on the bed, relieved. "It never felt right. This did."

      Dimitri reached into the nightstand drawer, removing the wipes. Pulling some out, he cleaned himself and Madison. Then he threw the container at Xavier. When they were settled back in bed, he said to her, "Thank you for that gift. We would never want you to do something you didn't want to. This was on neither your soft or hard limits."

      "Because I've never done it. I knew one day I would want to try it. I was just waiting for the right men to come along."

      "Well, your wait is over, and trust me, darling, we will be doing that a lot more," Xavier commented. "Dimitri, how much time do we have before dinner?"

      Dimitri looked at the clock. "Not enough time to do it again. But if Madison would like to close her eyes for a half hour, it would be just fine."

      "That sounds heavenly." She stretched her arms up.

      "If you keep tempting us with those magnificent tits, you may not get any sleep!" Xavier said as his mouth latched onto her nipple, making her squirm. Releasing it, he said to her, "Get some rest. We'll wake you in time to be ready." Then he kissed her nose and got out of bed.

      Madison turned her head to look at Dimitri.

      "We won't be far if you need us. Sleep tight, beautiful." He placed a kiss on her forehead. Then they left her to doze.
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      "Any ideas on what they might find at the pharmaceutical building?" Xavier asked Dimitri. They had each thrown on lounge pants and settled into the chairs facing the bed, drinks in their hands.

      "I'm not banking on anything good. You're a businessman. How do you know you're getting into a good deal or not?"

      "In business, I go with my gut. That's why I asked. You have a sick feeling about this too?"

      "I get the feeling what they find there isn't going to be good," Dimitri said, picking up the file on Boxwood and flipping through it. "Nothing in here is good. This piece of shit has bounced through life without a fucking care. What she went through at his hands… I want to kill him!" Dimitri had to get out of the chair. He hated when his hands felt like they were tied. It frustrated the shit out of him.

      "Keep your shit together. We don't need her dwelling on this." That got Dimitri's attention. Xavier looked at the paperwork on the table. "You know you're not the only one who wants a piece of that douchebag. I think Cameron had the right idea. Beat the piss out of him in a ring. Then have his ass thrown in jail. We just need to find something on him to make that happen. At least the jail part."

      "Why is he doing this deal without his mommy?"

      "Good question."

      "That has to say something. All his life he's been a momma's boy. What would make him feel grown up enough to venture into what they already know is a money-making business? Without her?" Dimitri's mind was working in overdrive.

      As he looked at the bed, Xavier's voice carried quietly to Dimitri. "How do we keep her safe? Keep her from being hurt anymore? I want to put her in a protective bubble. Where nothing bad can touch her." Dimitri had stopped pacing and was now looking at Madison stretched out on the bed. "I can't lose her again. It hurt so bad the last time." Xavier finished his drink. "Not going to happen again."

      "No. You're right about that. We have friends who will do everything they can to help." Dimitri downed his drink. "When we were on the Onyx, you saw firsthand what they can do. They'll do that for us as well. I just hope we find something to put that son of a bitch away for a long time."

      "Thank you, Dimitri." When Dimitri just looked at him, he continued, "That day in the deli I thought you were going to warn me off. Instead, you did the total opposite. You made us a family. I will never forget that."

      "She needs both of us. Deep down she's still that little girl. The little girl who dreamed of a wedding to her dream man. Looking for the approval from a mother she was never going to get it from." Dimitri stood behind Xavier, putting his hands on his shoulders. "We are going to change all of that. We've already started and we have the rest of our lives to keep showing her."

      "I hate to wake her, she looks so peaceful." They had moved to the end of the bed.

      "If we don't, she won't be ready for dinner. As it is, she only has forty-five minutes now. I'm sure she won't want to be late. You wake her up. I'm going to take a shower." Dimitri smiled at Xavier, as he turned away.

      Xavier stood for a moment. Hearing the shower, he climbed up the bed. Climbing over Madison, he woke her when he paused over her breasts. Moving the blanket down, he exposed her chest to him, watching her nipples tighten with desire. He looked up into moss green eyes dilated with love. Xavier smiled. "We don't have much time. So, this is going to be fast and hard. Open for me, my lovely."

      Madison pushed the blanket down her naked body, as Xavier shed his pants. Taking his hand straight to her core, he found her already wet for him. He guided his stiff cock to her entrance. Pushing in, he paused, savoring the feeling. Her warm walls gripped him, clamping down, not wanting to let go. A feeling of home ran through him. Looking in her eyes, he leaned down. "So tight and wet." He eased his hips back slowly. "So ready." With that, Xavier began to drive into her. Pumping his hips, he found the spot that would send her over.

      "Xavier, may I come?" Madison asked through heaving breaths.

      He knew he wasn't going to last when she used his Christian name. It pulled him over. "Yes… Madison!" Xavier gasped. He gyrated his hips, grinding into her until he felt her muscles quivering around his throbbing cock. The pressure building in him released with her scream. Pumping until she milked him dry, he stilled above her, and capturing her lips, he kissed her with all the passion and love he was feeling.

      "Now, go get ready. You don't have much time." With a kiss on her nose, he got out of bed, bringing her with him.

      "Are you going to join me? It will save water." She kissed his chest as she walked by.

      "It might save water, but it won't save time. Go!" Xavier demanded.

      Madison danced off happily to the bath area, smiling.
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      Dinner had been a time for them all to get to know each other. The women fawned over Madison's engagement ring. The men toasted Dimitri and Xavier, then broke out the cigars. This only added to the fun of horseback riding the next day in Mazatlán. Everyone was a little on edge, waiting for word, but not letting it ruin their time. The six-hour tour helped. They lay on the beach, played volleyball, and drank rum punch. Dimitri invited Kristoff to join them. He had second guessed himself when he introduced Kristoff to Colin, and the sheikh had recognized him as Sabastian.

      Colin had been a huge contributor to the Emirates Hockey League, the EHL. He knew exactly who he was and had won a lot of money betting on his team. He had also heard through the grapevine he was in some trouble. The apparent hidden identity solidified his suspicion. Colin offered his assistance if Kristoff would play for the Dubai Mighty Camels. His contract would include a penthouse, living expenses, and a car. However, his salary for the first two seasons would be forfeited for Colin's help. Kristoff had agreed with Dimitri's approval.

      Arriving back at the ship, everyone separated with the promise to meet after dinner. Kristoff and Jasmine had followed them back to the suite. Jasmine had jumped down Kristoff's throat for not telling her. Jasmine had been ready to walk out when Xavier spoke up for Kristoff. Something Kristoff didn't know how he would be able to repay. He was not sure if it was love, but Kristoff knew he wanted the chance to find out. In turn, Dimitri brought his brother up to speed on the Boxwood project, inviting him to join them after dinner. Kristoff had hugged Dimitri so hard when they were leaving, he thought for sure he had broken a rib.

      Leaving Madison to get some rest. Dimitri went to get updates from the crew, while Xavier went to talk with Cameron. They hadn't spent much time together with Cameron's busy schedule before the wedding.
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      Madison lay in bed listening as the door closed behind her men. Snuggling down in the soft sheets, she had a smile on her face. She was so happy. Then her smile fell. Normally, when she was this happy, something always happened to ruin it. Just like now. She knew something horrible was going to happen and she was going to lose them. She knew that somehow this whole connection between Colin and Boxwood wasn't a coincidence. Fate was going to rip her heart out. Only this time it would be her whole heart as each one of her men held a portion.

      Madison shook the bad thoughts from her mind and focused on the present. She had them now, and she wasn't letting go without a fight this time. She was done running. Whatever came their way, they would be able to work it out together. She hoped! The smile back on her face, she dozed off thinking of when she met Xavier.

      Madame Mia had booked her with a new client. She had said he would be in town for the night and that he was just looking for company. She was to have a car drop her off at the restaurant. If he enjoyed dinner with her, he would bring her back to the room. If he didn't, the car was to wait to take her home. Madame Mia expressed to her how important it was for her to keep him happy. Because although the client might only be spending dinner with her, he had paid for the night. Without question, that was the type of clients Madame Mia loved.

      At first Amber had been offended that he might not take her back to the room. But after she thought about it, it made sense. She wouldn't want to spend the night with someone she couldn't talk to, either.

      She took her time getting ready that night, making sure every part of her bronze body was waxed and smooth. Her makeup was done in a smoky green that brought out the moss green flecks in her eyes. Her brunette hair cascaded over her shoulders in big waves. She wore a jade and black cocktail dress. The bustier top in jade hugged and lifted her breasts for an inviting view. The bottom came to the front of her thighs but ran to the ground in the back. A black bolero jacket and two-inch heels finished her outfit. Amber was taller than most girls she worked with and a lot of her clients. So, she always wore low heels on a first date.

      She arrived at the appointed time, going to the bar as directed by the hostess. Amber walked in and stood in the doorway letting her eyes adjust. Scanning the room, she looked for the man Madame Mia had described to her. He stood with his profile to her. He was spinning his drink on the bar as if he was impatient. She stepped farther into the room as he lifted his head. His expression went from solemn to smiling in zero point three seconds, looking more relieved as she got closer. He was handsome beyond anything Amber had imagined, and taller. His blond hair was cut short on the top and sides. His strong jawline and high cheeks accented his aquiline nose. His black suit was tailored to fit his wide shoulders down to his trim waist. His slacks brushed the tops of his shoes. But what held Amber transfixed were his crystal blue eyes. They seemed to look through her, seeing all of her secrets.

      "Good evening. I'm Amber. Xavier?"

      "Yes. Nice to meet you. Shall we, our table is ready?" he asked. Taking her by the elbow, he led her back to the hostess.

      He wasn't rough with her, but he was demanding. Moving his hand to the small of her back, he guided her. The hostess showed them to their table in a secluded area near the back. He held her chair for her then took the opposite seat, moving the centerpiece out of his line of sight. To the waiter, he said, "Cruzan single barrel." Looking at Amber. "For you."

      "Cabernet Sauvignon, please."

      Xavier remained quiet until the waiter left the table before he said, "You are so beautiful." He gazed at her.

      "You sound so surprised. First time?" Amber smiled. She was trying hard to remain professional. However, the butterflies this man was creating in her stomach were making it almost impossible.

      "What gave it away?" Xavier sat back in his chair.

      "You still have manners," Amber said with all sincerity. "After a while, all the preliminaries stop. The hotels still stay five star, though." Amber picked up her menu, trying to hide how that thought sped up her breathing. "Any recommendations?"

      "I've heard the chateaubriand in wine sauce is excellent," Xavier replied, not looking at the menu.

      Putting her menu back on the table, she agreed, "That sounds good to me."

      The waiter had returned with their drinks. Xavier ordered for them and sent the waiter on his way. Amber was sipping her wine when he asked her, "Why do you do this?"

      Almost spitting out her wine, Amber grabbed her napkin. "Nothing like being too forward," she stated then added, "It pays the bills. What do you do?"

      "My family owns Legend Vineyard. I believe what you're drinking is from one of our vintage stock."

      "How could you possibly know that by looking at what I'm drinking?" She held the glass up.

      "I had a variety of bottles sent over from our closest location. I wasn't sure what you would like."

      "It's very good." Looking at the drink in his hand, she asked, "You don't drink wine?"

      "After seeing you, I needed something much stronger."

      Amber had laughed at his comment. The rest of the dinner progressed with them getting to know each other, something Amber had never really enjoyed with any of her other clients. For some reason, she felt safe with him.  Xavier asked a lot of questions. Some she answered. Some she blew off. Others, she flat out lied. When dinner was finished, he escorted her to his suite. It was an elegant five bay suite, with panoramic views of the mountains and the ocean. Amber had been to some fancy hotels, but never this fancy.

      She walked in, and before her, out the windows, was the most astonishing view she had ever seen. The lights of the city twinkled, welcoming the setting sun, drawing her. She walked to the window, caressing her fingers on the glass. She stood and watched it disappear. She felt him the minute he stopped behind her. She looked at his reflection in the glass. "That was breathtaking." Her eyes reflected to his. He had removed his jacket and tie, rolled up his sleeves and released the top three buttons on his shirt, getting comfortable.

      "Yes, it is." He handed her a glass of wine. His arm grazed against her breast. "Would you like to sit?"

      This brought Amber back to the room which she had totally ignored on her walk to the view. Turning, she looked at the opulence of the room. Her back was turned to Xavier. She mouthed 'Wow!' To Xavier, she asked, "Where? There are so many places to sit." Looking over her shoulder, she asked. "How many people sleep here?" She started wandering around the living area. She followed it down a short hallway, finding the enormous bathroom to her right and the bedroom at the end. Stopping at the entrance, she saw the one huge bed. "Just you?"

      "Yes, just me. Not that it's any of your business, but I use the entire space for work."

      "I didn't mean to insult you," Amber quickly said. "I'm just surprised at how much space there is. This is not the hotel room of a man here for just one night. It feels more like a penthouse than a hotel. That's all I was trying to say."

      Xavier guided her farther into the bedroom.

      Sitting down on the bed, she looked at him. "My feet are killing me. Do you mind if I take them off?" Other clients liked her to leave them on.

      In answer to her question, he got down on his knees before her. Gently taking her foot in his hands, he unbuckled her left shoe. Throwing it off to the side, he massaged her foot, eliciting a groan from Amber. Smiling, he picked up the other foot duplicating his action with the first. Only, with this foot, he continued a slow massaging up her calf, his hands working their magic.

      Amber felt his hands climbing her leg. She had done this many times before. But somehow this time, it was so different. Then it hit her. She wasn't the advancer. She had always been the one to initiate what happened on her dates. Not with Xavier. His lips began to follow his hands up her leg. His hands advanced up to her thigh, brushing against her apex as they reached the top. Amber leaned back on her elbows watching him. He looked right in her green eyes, as his tongue swiped across the thin soaking wet piece of material. Amber's head fell back with the jolt of pleasure that ran through her body. "No," Xavier demanded, "look at me."

      Her head whipped up. "Yes, Sir!" Her breath hitched as he pushed his tongue against her clit hard.

      When she had called him Sir, something had snapped inside Xavier. "You have no idea what you are doing to me, do you?" He moved so fast, Amber had no time to register what was happening. He lunged up over her, pressing her into the bed with his body, and covering her mouth in a demanding kiss. He reached for her one hand, interlocking her fingers with his. He brought it up above her head. "Don't move it. Understand?"

      "Yes, Sir," she purred out. Overwhelmed by the way her body was reacting to his demands, her eyes locked onto his.

      Xavier groaned with her response. Bringing her other hand up to join the other, he commanded, "Lock them together and keep them there." He then stood at the end of the bed looking at her. Never moving his eyes from hers, he shed his shirt. Pulling a condom from his pocket, he removed his belt, dropping it on the floor. He unbuttoned his pants and pulled the zipper down, his rock-hard erection freeing as they fell to the floor. Amber watched as he rolled the condom on. "I hope you are not too fond of these," he said as he ripped her thong from her body. Tossing it away, he lowered himself over her, pressing her body into the soft cushion of the bed. His hard cock glided along her folds leading to her entrance. "This one is for me. You are not to come or there will be a punishment to pay." The words were empathized as he slid home, fast and hard. He held himself still as her body adjusted to the size of him. Pulling back slowly, he hissed out, "This is for making me lose control." He grunted as his pushed back in, reaching up to grab her breast through her bustier. She had enticed him all evening. Her submission coming so easily, she didn't even know she was doing it. Amber shifted her hips trying to get Xavier to move. "Is this what you want?" He pulled back out, but this time when his hips drove back into her, he continued pounding into her. He could feel her muscles begin to tighten. "Do not come, my lovely, you won't like my punishment."

      Amber didn't know how he expected her not to have an orgasm. The only time Amber ever had an orgasm was when she did it herself. Now for the first time in her life, a man was getting her so turned on she was going to come, and he was telling her not to. Who does that? she thought Plus, what the fuck was a punishment? She had read the BDSM books but up until now it had been just vanilla sex. That thought almost put her over. She knew he was close so she took a chance. "Can I come after you? Please, Sir." The answer of yes was ripped from his mouth as he erupted like an untried boy. He continued thrusting his hips, grinding into her.

      Xavier couldn't believe what she had done. Her begging had pushed him over. He couldn't stop himself from coming. Feeling her walls clamping down on him, her satin sheath surrounded his cock, milking him dry. Yet, he was still semi-hard. There was no way he could give her up. The smile that met his eyes confirmed what he was feeling. "I'm here for three days. Stay with me." The words were out before he could stop them. Looking at Amber's face, he knew it was the wrong thing to say.

      She pulled her arms down and started pulling away from him, looking anywhere but at him. "You would have to arrange it with Madame Mia. I need to get going." She shifted up, ejecting him from her body.

      Stopping her with his body and taking her face in his hands, he forced her to look at him. "What just happened? You're pissed because I asked you to stay? I want to get to know you."

      Looking into those amazing eyes, how she wished that could be possible. But her dreams never came true. With the anger she felt at her situation, she told him, "No, you don't. And I don't have the time or the money to be your plaything for a few days. I have to work in order to get paid. I don't own my own business." Amber calmed down. It wasn't his fault. "I'm sorry. I would like nothing more than to spend the time with you. I just don't know if Madame Mia has me booked elsewhere." Plastering a forced smile on her face, she thought to herself, if I spend any more time with him, I'm never going to want to let him go. Then eventually, he'll want to know about me, and that's something that isn't going to happen.

      He shifted as she pushed her way off the bed and lay on the bed watching her walk to the bathroom. The Dom in Xavier wanted this girl. He wanted to master her body and care for her. The man in him wanted to protect her. If she was like the rest of the escorts, she probably didn't have a great upbringing. He knew she doubted what he was saying. Trust was something she would never expect from a client. He needed to become more than a client if she would let him. "Amber, I've already arranged it."

      This stopped her in her tracks. "What do you mean?" she asked as she looked back at him.

      "I explained what I wanted to Mia and she sent you. So, I have you all to myself for the next few days. It's all arranged." He smiled as if that made it all better.

      "I don't have any other clothes with me. She would have told me to pack a bag." Amber thought to herself, if only I could stay, I wouldn't need any clothes, because we would never leave the bed.

      "It was a last-minute decision." Rising from the bed, he zipped his pants back up.

      Meaning to Amber, once he was sure he wanted her to stay, then he'd let Mia know. "I'm sure it was. Regardless, I need to confirm that with her. I'll then need to pack a bag." She looked at her cell phone for the time. It was after midnight. "I'm going to leave. I'll pack a bag and be back tomorrow after dinner. How does that sound?"

      "No. Whatever you need, this hotel can provide." He opened the closet and pulled out a box. "As you will see." He handed it to her then guided her back to the bed. "The choice is yours, Amber. I would very much like you to stay."

      She opened the box, pushed away the tissue paper, and pulled out a soft pink floor length negligee. "As much as I would like you to sleep naked with me, I wanted to be prepared if it was something you didn't do. Will you please stay?"

      Amber had never stayed the night with a client. So she wouldn't know if she liked sleeping naked. She defiantly wouldn't mind sleeping next to Xavier. She knew it was going to kill her when he left. But she'd be a fool not to enjoy what time they did have.

      Xavier could see on her face when her decision was made. "You won't regret staying, I promise."

      What started as three days, turned into just short of two weeks, when Xavier told her he needed to go back home. He had some business he needed to take care of. He told her to stay in the room as it was paid until the end of the month. He also said that when he did come back, he would buy her contract and give it to her.

      She had been so excited. Here was this gorgeous man and he was going to free her. No one had ever done anything this amazing for her. She would be free. Or was he going to use it to control her too?
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      Madison started tossing and turning on the bed. She had never gotten her chance with Xavier. A few nights after he left, she had gone on the date that had changed her hard limit list. After that had happened, she broke all contact with Xavier. He continued trying to see her, but she knew he would never look at her the same. When she had healed, Madame Mia had booked her with Ryan Smith. The night at the BDSM dungeon with Marco. The night Amber Sinclair died.

      Xavier was running by the time he got the door open. He had heard Madison's shouts for 'help' and 'no' from outside the door. He rushed to the side of the bed and gently stroked her face, calling her name.

      When her eyes fluttered open, they were wet with her tears. Realizing Xavier was holding her, she told him, "I was dreaming of when we met and how happy we had been. Then fate stepped in and shit all over it. I can only pray she's done fucking with me." Xavier heard the anger behind her words.

      "Watch that mouth, my lovely, or it might get you that punishment we keep promising." He leaned down, kissing the tears from her cheeks. "Do you want to talk about your dream?"

      "Not now, I need to get ready for dinner. I'd rather wait until we are with Dimitri tonight. Is that okay?" she asked, the anger leaving her tone.

      As Xavier was answering her, Dimitri walked into the suite. He looked at her with concern, seeing her tear-stained cheeks. "Go take your shower. I will explain it to Dimitri." She forced a smile as she moved to the bathroom area.

      When she was out of ear shot, Dimitri looked questioningly at Xavier.

      "When I came in, she was thrashing around the bed, grabbing at her throat. She said she was dreaming of when we met, but then the dreamed changed. Because she said that's when fate shit all over her life. She's praying it doesn't happen again."

      "She still thinks we're going to leave her?"

      "No. She's thinking she doesn't deserve us. So in turn, fate will step in and screw it up for her."

      "That's ridiculous. We are just going to have to work harder to prove that to her. Until she believes us, nothing will change. She's starting to trust us, in bed at least. We'll continue with the plan we started with. Little by little, we will chip away at her defenses and when we're done, she will never question us again," Dimitri stated. "Let's get ready. I get the feeling we aren't going to like what we find out about this facility."

      "I think you're right, but let's not jump to any conclusions. We'll know in a couple of hours."

      "Let's pick out something special for our sub to wear. I get the feeling she needs some extra loving tonight," Xavier commented, moving toward the closet. "Something that shows off that lovely neck of hers. What do you think?"

      Dimitri stepped up next to Xavier standing in front of an array of clothing for Madison. "I'll take care of this. I think I know exactly what you're looking for."

      Madison tried to pass Xavier on his way to the shower. Snatching her up in his arms and swinging her around, he asked, "Where do you think you are going?"

      "I need to get ready."

      "You were going to walk right past your Master without giving him a kiss. I now have a reason to punish you." Bringing her head up, he leaned down, gently pressing his lips to hers.

      Madison brought her arms up, latching them behind his neck and melting into his kiss. She opened her mouth, slipping her tongue out and caressed his lips. Sucking his bottom lip in, she bit down gently on it. She let go and told him, "If that's what my Master wants."

      The seductive smile she gave him had his semi-hard shaft throbbing with need. "You know we need to get ready for dinner, and yet you play with fire. I think I should carry you right back in the shower to cool you off." He turned, heading toward the shower.

      Madison started to squirm and twist trying to get out of his arms. "No, please, I'm sorry I was trying to be seductive. I guess it backfired. I can't get wet again, I'll never be ready. Please!" When she realized he wasn't going to stop, she went lax in his arms, resolved to fact she was going to take another shower.

      He got right to the door of the shower. Placing her feet on the floor, he looked at her stunned face. "Baby, you don't have to try to be seductive. Everything about you is erotic. I wasn't going to put you in. I was giving Dimitri time to pick out your clothes." He kissed her then swatted her on her butt. "Go, he should be ready."
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      Dimitri had picked out a backless, scooped-neck, court train chiffon evening gown. Their cuffs hugged the regency purple long sleeves to her wrist. She had wrapped her hair in a twist and applied only eyeliner and mascara. The four-inch spike heels she slipped on still only brought her to each of their chins.

      She was sitting in one of the chairs watching them run around getting ready. For once it was nice not to be rushed. Each man wore his own style of suit. Dimitri, the double breasted, Xavier, a three piece. Both shirts were a shade of purple, as well as their ties.

      Dinner for the most part was uneventful. However, when it came to announcing the fantasy winner that night, everyone was excited to hear that it was Kristoff's. Especially Kristoff. When it sunk in he was going to experience something he had dreamt of all his life, his dick got ram rod stiff. He turned to Jasmine and asked her if she would participate instead of Rachel, the show's fantasy coordinator. Not knowing what the fantasy was, she agreed immediately.

      Dinner ended and Madison, Dimitri, and Xavier headed to the Sapphire Theater wanting good seats. Cameron and Sadie joined them.

      Kristoff and Jasmine were backstage getting prepped on the scene. When the fantasy scene was announced, the theater got suddenly still.

      The MC announced, "Welcome to tonight's Sapphire Theater fantasy finale. Tonight, the creator and one of the stars of this show, Kristoff," he paused for the applause, "will live out his special fantasy. We have named Kristoff's Pussy Ice Hockey." As his words announced the title, the curtain opened. On the stage before them, was a simulated ice hockey rink. A section of it was made of actual ice, the rest an inflatable silver air bed designed as the rest of the ice.

      Kristoff stood at the beginning of the real ice. A hockey-stick in his hands. In front of him were specially prepared hockey pucks. At the other end was Jasmine, her body positioned so that her butt rested on the air mattress, but her widespread legs hung on the ice. At her entrance, a vibrating dildo was poised. As Kristoff shot the fur trimmed pucks across the ice, they pushed the dildo farther in, driving her insane with pleasure. On top of that, each time the puck hit it just right, it changed speeds. And Kristoff was a very good hockey player. With the strict rule that Jasmine was not to come until he sank into her, she was practically screaming by the time Kristoff slid across the ice joining with her.

      This had been his true fantasy, to screw someone on the ice of any hockey arena. This wasn't exactly the same thing, but it was a damn good second place. His body was on the ice, yet he was rock hard and on fire. Jasmine had a lot to do with that. Kristoff didn't think he could be any happier. He had given her permission to come, and the two of them together screamed their releases.

      The applause that greeted them after the scene had finished was deafening. Many of the men remained in their seats clapping, while the women in the audience stood. Madison heard one woman say, "If only real ice hockey was that exciting, I'd watch it more."

      Madison, Xavier, and Dimitri said their farewells and headed to the suite to wait for news from the team checking the pharmaceutical facility. A few minutes after their arrival, they were joined by the others. Drinks were handed out and the conversation revolved around Kristoff and Jasmine's scene until the knock came signaling the information they were waiting for had finally arrived.

      Dimitri opened the door for them. Greyson, carrying a file in his hand, headed straight to the coffee table. He laid out the plans of the facility for all to look at as he explained what they had found out.

      "It's a twenty-four-hour facility. The only problem is the Mexican government doesn't know about the nighttime operation. From what they could gather, during the day, there's a full crew. Office personnel, as well as factory workers, and boxes packed with orders wait on the docks for delivery." Greyson paused, flipping to a different picture in the file. He pulled the portrait of an evil looking pock marked man to the top of the pile. "We believe at night this man takes over for the day security guard. He's Juan Torres, part of the Cartel Pacifico Sur."

      Nick took over talking. "When he punches in, he opens the bay doors for a truck to pull in. They unload pounds of heroin. Juan and his crew open the boxes for distribution and repackage them, sending the heroin into the United States with the pharmaceutical supplies."

      "Do you know where they are sending them?" Xavier asked.

      "Several locations, from California to New Hampshire. But the bulk of it is being sent to Boxwood Pharmaceutical in Florida," replied Greyson.

      "So, that's why he wants to buy the company. It's a win-win for him. He could become one of the biggest heroin distributers in the United States," Xavier pointed out.

      "If this was Russia, the cartels would be hunting Boxwood down. Caleb, anything about his personal life? Wife, kids, animals? These are all very good bargaining chips."

      Caleb pulled up the information on his tablet and handed it to Dimitri. He browsed the information for a minute, then sat forward on the couch. "Holy shit," was all he said, placing the tablet down. He started rummaging through the papers spread on the table. When he found the one he was looking for, the breath left his lungs. Before he could say anything, Colin cut him off.

      "Gentlemen, if I may," Colin cut in. "I had my lawyers inquire further into the ownership of this pharmaceutical company." He walked forward, handing Dimitri a file, putting what he had found to the side. "The owner, a sweet little old man, was looking to get out. He heard a rumor that the Cartel Pacifico Sur was looking for a new location. Their new leader is trying to make his mark. Apparently, the owner didn't know they had infiltrated the company already." Colin held his drink in the air. "So as of 3:00 pm this afternoon, I became the new owner of a pharmaceutical company."

      The entire room turned to look at Colin with astonished faces. "What?" he asked innocently. "If we own it, he can't. I thought that's what you wanted?" Colin asked with all sincerity.

      "No. This is good," Greyson injected. He picked through the papers on the table until he found the blueprints for the inside and out. After an intense appraisal of the blueprints, a smile formed on his lips. "I've got it. A plan to get rid of the Cartel and put Boxwood in a Mexican jail for the rest of his life. Colin, you have a meeting planned for you and Lucy tomorrow, correct?" He confirmed that statement. "Good, that will work perfectly into my plan." Looking at Colin, he said, "You won't have to worry about Lucy. We will have eyes on the two of you at all times."

      Colin smiled at Greyson. "I never worry about Lucy. Malik would die before any harm came to her." His head nodded to the monster of a man off to the side.

      For the rest of the night, the men sketched out a strategy. If a weakness was found, they found a resolution. Each person had a part to play. With Colin having a huge entourage, it made it possible to replace several of Colin's men with Greyson's team.

      The women had sat outside listening through the open windows. Chatter was going on all around Madison, but she had tuned it all out. All she could think about was how her life had come to this point. From the scared girl who got off a bus, to a well-educated escort, and now a submissive to the only men she would ever love. This man they were going after was because of her. Because of how he hurt her. These two special men were doing everything they could do to help her get her revenge. Most men would say that it would be better to just forget about it and move on. Not her men. They both came from families that took their responsibilities very seriously. The retribution they were planning would make Brian Boxwood very sorry he had ever met her.

      Then the sound from inside went quiet. They were talking but making sure the women did not hear. Madison wondered why. She shook off the bad feeling and began paying attention to the woman. Caleb had brought Isabella. Greyson had brought Raven. Nicolas had left Payton tucked in bed. When Raven realized Madison was staring at her, she asked if something was wrong.

      "No. I'm sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable. I really wanted to say thank you." Raven's face was a blank slate, not knowing what she was talking about. "The other night. I watched your scene with Master Greyson. It has been a very long time since I could handle a flogging. But after watching you, seeing the euphoria all over your face." Madison had that satisfied look on her face.  "I put my trust in my Masters that night. Let me just tell you, I felt everything your face showed. It was so loving. The strokes were enough to sting, but by the time he was finished…" She looked around to see she had the attention of all the women on the balcony. "I was soaking wet." Her cheeks glowed a bright pink. "We are starting with baby steps, but I think in time, I will be the sub they need."

      "I'm so happy to hear that. When I do a scene, I never know if anybody else gets it. Or if it's just all about the sex. You just confirmed to me it's more than just the sex. Thank you." She gave Madison a quick hug.

      Madison looked up as Greyson came out the door looking for Raven. "Are you ready? All this planning has brought back some of the feelings I had every time we went out on a mission. It gets the adrenalin going." He hugged Raven to his chest.

      "And other things too? Huh…" She reached down, rubbing her hand on his hard shaft. Remembering they weren't alone, Raven pulled back from him, smiling. "I'm glad everything worked out, Madison. Once this is over, you can concentrate on the wedding. I know everything will be all right. See you tomorrow." Greyson placed his hand on the small of her back, leading her out the door. Madison heard her giggle as her lower body jumped through the opening. She smiled watching Raven squirm around so Greyson couldn't get to her ass.

      "Well, ladies, I think it's time to say good night." Madison rose as she said this. "I'm sure we will all find out our roles in tomorrow's performance." Walking toward the opening, she added, "Sadie, Isabella, I'm sure your roles will not be too involved." She stopped walking and looked at them. "I think the two of you have been on enough adventures with the last cruise. You two should sit this one out." She grinned at them.

      "Don't you think for one minute that I'll be sitting on the sideline," Sadie growled at Madison. "The last time I didn't know what was going on and I almost lost the most important person to me. That is not going to happen again." She looked right at Cameron. "If you're going anywhere near that pharmaceutical company tomorrow, so am I!" Putting her hands on her hips to emphasize her point, she said, "For better or worse, Cameron Alexander." She walked toward him.

      When she was close enough, he scooped her up. "I know what I said." Kissing her deeply, she melted into him. "We will discuss it in our cabin. Do you have everything?" he asked, not putting her down.

      "Cameron, you can put me down. I'm quite capable of walking."

      "But up here, you can't get into any trouble."

      She smacked his chest. "Fine." She looked at him. The others could feel the love radiating between them. "I have everything I need right here." She wrapped her arms snuggly around his neck, nuzzling her head under his chin.

      "Good night, all. We will see you all tomorrow. Try to get some rest." He was looking pointedly at Xavier and Dimitri.

      As they took their leave, Nicolas, Caleb and Isabella followed them out, leaving Colin and Lucy. "So, tomorrow, I'm going to meet the person who made it possible for me to meet you." Lucy was looking at Madison. "I'm going to hold it together until Colin says. Then I'm going to release the fury I'm feeling inside right now." Her voice rose.

      Colin wrapped his arms around her mid-section, pulling her body back against him. "This emotion is going to make you a wonderful mother." She stiffened in his arms. "Relax, my little dove. I just know everything will be different this time."

      Madison's eyes were as big as silver-dollars. "You're pregnant?" The surprise in her voice expressed the feeling in the room.

      "Yes," she squealed. "We just found out. I take a test every morning. This way I know if I can drink alcohol that day." She gave an evil look at Colin. "We weren't going to say anything for the first few months." He just grinned at her. "I've already had two miscarriages. I don't want to get my hopes up too high." Her voice had taken on a sad tone.

      "We are not losing another child," Colin commanded. "God will not take away another one. You will see."

      Madison gathered Lucy in her arms. "I'm so happy for you. We will make sure nothing happens to you or this little one." She put her hand on Lucy's stomach. "Which means…" It was like a light went off in her head. "You can't go to that meeting tomorrow."

      "Yes, I can. I won't be in any danger. Colin will be with me." The adoring look she gave him almost had Madison convinced.

      "No, you can't. You don't know this guy, Lucy. He's fucking nuts."

      "But, Madison, he's expecting me and Colin. I have to go."

      "Maybe you don't." She looked at Colin. "Public pictures are not to be taken in Dubai without consent. Correct?" He confirmed what she said with a head nod. "That means Brian has no idea what she looks like. So we could replace her with anyone. Shit, I could even go." Xavier and Dimitri watched her face and saw when she had come to her decision. "I'll go. I'll pose as Lucy."

      "Madison, you can't go." Dimitri stood in front of her, his hands gripping her upper arms. "What if he recognizes you? Lucy proved to you that your looks still resemble Amber Sinclair. Don't you think with how obsessed with you as he was, he won't know it's you?"

      Madison looked up into his blue eyes tears glistening in her own. "Lucy can't go. If anything happened to her or the baby, I would feel responsible." She wiped at the tears on her cheeks. "What if Dennis did some light modification? If he can disguise me so you don't know it's me, can I do it?" Dennis was the makeup and special effects designer for the ship's show.

      "Madison, I don't want you anywhere near this motherfucker. But I have to concede. I don't want to take a chance with Lucy. Maybe we could ask…"

      The question was left hanging as Madison spoke up. "No. It has to be me. I can't allow any of our friends to get hurt because of me. I just can't do that. The only reason Colin agreed to this was because he knew how much it meant to Lucy to help me. She knew it was important I get my revenge. Please don't take that away from me," she pleaded.

      The room was silent while both men contemplated what was just said. They knew that if they tried to keep Madison out of it, she would get into trouble. At least if they agreed, they would have some control over her. Xavier was the first to speak up. "This will be done our way. You will obey every order given to you without question. We will be part of Colin's entourage, so we will always be close." He watched as the grin spread across her face. "I'm serious, Madison. If you get one scratch on that beautiful body, there will be a punishment. Am I making myself clear?"

      "Abundantly." She did a little happy dance.

      "I don't think you seem to grasp the danger you will be in," Dimitri commented, looking at how happy their girl was. "There are going to be Mexican police and cartel involved. They are not the kind of people you dance around happily for." She stopped jumping. "The only reason we are allowing this is because we will be there with you. Otherwise, you wouldn't be doing that little happy dance. Because you would not be going." Empathizing his point, he grabbed her and pulled her into his arms. Glaring into her eyes, he said, "Do you understand now?"

      Madison had never seen this side of Dimitri. This was a dangerous man. But she knew in her heart he could never be that way with her. She did, however, understand exactly what he was pointing out to her. Showing not one ounce of fear, she said, "I understand exactly, Master." Gathering him in her arms, her head on his chest, she could hear how fast his heart was racing. Adrenalin and fear will do that. With her in his arms, he began to relax.

      Xavier said to Colin and Lucy, "We will let Greyson know about the change in plans." Madison and Lucy said goodnight, and they were gone.

      Tomorrow, they would be in Puerto Vallarta. Madison would finally get to see the look on that bastard's face as he got arrested. It was a small amount of satisfaction for what she had gone through. But it did give her a great amount of gratification to know he would be spending his time in a Mexican prison. She knew he wouldn't be coddled like they did in the United States.

      "Let's get you to bed." Xavier came up behind her as she was standing by the windows. The moon reflecting off the ocean had a calming effect. "We have a busy day ahead of us tomorrow." He unclasped the hold at the back of her dress and it slid slowly down her body. Removing her cuffs allowed the sleeves to fall as well.

      Standing in front of them with just her thong, had them both hard in seconds. "You are so incredibly sexy. I could look at you all night," Dimitri said, leading her to the bed.

      Removing her thong, she climbed onto the bed where both men joined her. They each made love to her, then tenderly tucked her into bed, Xavier spooning her from behind fast asleep. As she lay draped over Dimitri's exhausted body, Madison lay awake. Her fingers ideally twirled through the light hair on Dimitri's chest, imagining every scenario that could possibly occur tomorrow, making sure that each one ended with Boxwood getting what he deserved. When she had finally felt she had all her angles covered, she thanked God for the two men with her in this bed. Without the two of them, none of this would be possible.

      She kissed Xavier's hand, then placed a kiss on Dimitri's chest. She snuggled into the warmth of her Masters and fell asleep.
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      The next morning, Madison woke up later than she had wanted. She took a quick shower, grabbed something to eat and headed down to Dennis. She wanted to give him as much time as he needed to change her into someone else. Xavier and Dimitri had met with Greyson and explained that Madison would be replacing Lucy. The meeting was set for 1:00 pm. This gave the ground team time to get into position. The local cartel and police would be notified but not until they wanted them notified.

      They were all to meet at twelve o'clock to finalize plans in Colin and Lucy's suite. Anyone accompanying them would need to be dressed like the sheikh's security team. Dark suits, dark glasses, and earpieces. Plus, Lucy had sent a dress down to the theater where Madison was getting ready. When the knock came at the door. Lucy opened it, and there stood Madison. The only reason Lucy knew was because of the dress. There was no way Boxwood would ever recognize her.

      Dennis had done a wonderful job. The wig she wore was a wheat-color blonde. He had put blue contacts in and had used some face putty to change the shape of her nose and chin. The long blue gauze dress just brushed the floor. It gathered at the waist with long sleeves and a high neck. It was embellished with jewels around the neckline, waist and cuffs. On her head, he had attached a navy-blue colored scarf that fell to the middle of her back. She wore a pair of diamond studs in her ears and a gold chain that joined at her cleavage, falling into one piece down to her stomach.

      When she walked into the room, everyone seemed to stop talking and just look at her. Xavier broke the silence. "Even blonde hair and blue eyed, I still know who you are." He leaned down, taking her lips in a soft kiss. "You do look remarkable, though."

      Dimitri came up right behind him. "As beautiful as you may look, I'm glad it's just for today. I would miss those exquisite moss green eyes. Those eyes that look almost black when dilated with desire." His kiss was not as gentle as Xavier's. When he released her, he told her, "You will follow every direction given to you. No questions asked. These men know what they are doing. Follow their instructions and no one should get hurt. Once we are in there, it will be hard for us to talk to you. Just know that Xavier and I are watching over you." To Colin, he said, "She is our everything. Make sure no harm comes to her."

      "On my life, Dimitri, Xavier. I will take care of her as if she was my real Lucy." Colin gathered Lucy in his arms. "We will be back. Try not to worry and take care of our little one. I love you, my little dove." He kissed her, then headed out the door, Madison and his entourage following behind him.

      They exited the ship onto the pier. Four black Suburbans were waiting for them after they passed through customs. The drive was long, made only longer by the tension hanging in the air. Madison stared out the window watching the landscape change, from the tourist area to lush green and colorful grounds, past a rundown area, and finally to the city. From there, they followed a curvy dirt road for a couple of miles to end at their destination.

      When the door was opened for Madison, she stepped out cautiously, looking around the entire area. There was activity going on everywhere. The building they were standing in front of looked to be a fairly new building. The parking lot was paved and the landscape manicured. Colin came to her side, startling her. Catching her hand, he placed it on his forearm. Then he whispered to her, "We won't let you fall." To that, she smiled brilliantly. Her Masters were with her. She had nothing to fear. Straightening her back, she gathered up all her pent-up anger and turned it into a what looked like a regal bitch.

      "Are you ready, my dear?" Colin asked her.

      Putting a smile on her face, like he was the only man in the world for her, she said, "Let's go see what new toy I have bought this month." Colin smirked at her as he led the group to the front doors.

      The inside was similar to the outside. Neat, clean, simple. The reception area was straight ahead, a glass-wall conference room to the right and offices to the left. Pictures of different work areas were displayed around on the wall. Jafar, Colin's man, approached the receptionist, giving their names. She in turn replied that Señor Ramirez would be right with them.

      Dimitri and Xavier stood on either side of Madison. Their backs were to the doors that opened for Brian Boxwood. "Sheikh Ahmed, welcome to Mexico. I hope this business matter can be handled as quickly as possible so you and your lovely wife can get back to your vacation."

      Colin stood with a blank face and looked at Boxwood. Then he asked, "And you are?"

      "Oh my! Look at me, I have forgotten my manners. If my momma was here, she'd box my ears." Extending his hand, he introduced himself, "Brian. Brian Boxwood. We've been speaking through emails."

      Colin clutched his hand, gripping him harder than he normally would have then released it just as quickly. "Yes, I remember now. Lucy darling, meet Brian. He wants me to invest in this business with him."

      Madison's back had been turned to him when he entered. While he had been making a fool of himself in front of Colin, she had turned slightly. She needed to see him. Thank God, she had. The shell of a man that stood before her now looked nothing like the high school boy she remembered. As politely as she could, she told him, "You can call me Lucy. Nice to meet you." When he clutched her hand to shake it, a frosty chill ran through her. She pulled her hand back as if shocked, but Brian didn't release it.

      "The pleasure is all mine. Lucy, what a beautiful name. Does it—" His words were cut off by the knife appearing at his throat.

      "Remove your hand from my wife, dog. You are not worthy of looking at her. Let alone touching her."

      Her hand was released immediately.

      "Do not touch my wife again. I do not like it. Understand?"
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      Brian hated backing down to anyone, but he needed this money and he needed it bad. He had tapped out every dime he could from his accounts, and he could only take so much from the Boxwood Pharmaceutical account. He would be just fine as soon as this shipment made it to the States. Everything would be put back and no one would be the wiser. A sly smile appeared on his face. Once he was part owner in this business, he would be set. His own stash of heroin for his own head. Plus, enough to sell at top dollar on the streets. The best part of this deal was the sheikh would have no idea what was happening. He'd be back in his palace in Dubai, and Brian would be here running things. He couldn't believe his good fortune when the sheikh had responded to his email. Now, if he could get an extra million on top of everything as a signing bonus, all his problems would be solved.

      Señor Ramirez appeared at that moment, guiding them into the conference room. The receptionist offered beverages, then left the room. Colin was the first to speak. "Señor Ramirez."

      "Tomas, please."

      "All right, Tomas. Out in the hall, are my most trusted men. They will be allowed to walk anywhere they want in this facility. If a door is closed and they want it opened, it will be opened. If a box is closed and they want it opened, it will be opened. If I want to go through your mail, you will allow me. We have all afternoon to inspect this facility. Isn't that right, Tomas?"

      "We are open until 5:00 pm, Señor Colin."

      "Sweetheart, I don't know if I want to be here all day. Maybe, the men could do half their inspection today, and the rest tomorrow?" Madison asked sweetly, knowing full well Brian wanted this deal done today. And they needed to get back to the ship. She glanced over at Brian to see him mopping his brow with a handkerchief. "Does the heat bother you much, Mr. Boxwood. I thought you came from a warm state?"

      "No. I just think I ate something that didn't agree with me." Looking at Colin, his grey coloring looked worse with the sweat on his brow. "Do your men really need to inspect every area of this building. I thought we would be signing papers and doing the bank transfer?"

      Colin stood, bringing Madison with him. "Yes, Mr. Boxwood. I have never bought into a business I was not intimately involved with." To Madison, he said. "Come, my dear, I would very much like to see the floor from the view in Señor Ramirez's office." Opening the door, he said loud enough for them all to hear. "You two stay with my Lucy." Talking to Xavier and Dimitri, he said, "The rest of you, begin your searches. We will be in Señor Ramirez's office if you find anything I need to know about. Señor Ramirez, after you, Tomas." When Boxwood didn't move, Colin asked him, "Are you joining us, Mr. Boxwood?" stressing his name.

      Before he could answer, Angel, the day supervisor, rushed up to Ramirez. "Señor Ramirez, we have a problem. We just found three boxes that were supposed to go to Boxwood Pharmaceutical last night. Juan must have misplaced them."

      Brian was making his way to the door when Angel announced the error. Señor Ramirez spoke up with authority in his voice. "Angel, make sure those boxes get out, overnight at our expense. This is the last straw with that one. When he comes in tonight, send him immediately to my office. Oh, and, Angel, on your way back, stop in and have Helena put out the word we are looking for a new night warehouse supervisor. Unless you know someone you trust who needs a job."

      Brian thought he was going to vomit right there. What the fuck was happening? First, this stupid inspection. Then, the boxes. Now, the asshole from that cartel was going to be fired. Nothing was going as he planned. Knowing he needed to acknowledge Ramirez, but he also needed to try to save that asshole's job too, he said, "Señor, thank you, that is appreciated. Sir, I'm sure it was an honest mistake. I would hate to think someone would lose their job over something like this. I don't wish to start our new venture with someone who doesn't know the operation."

      "You are correct, Sir. As of tomorrow, I will no longer be making the decisions. I will leave it in your hands." Señor Ramirez backed away.

      "Angel, where are these boxes? I would like to see what my future partner invests in?" Colin spoke up, and with a nod from Ramirez, he was off to retrieve them.

      Boxwood could only pray the special ones had been shipped already. But the way his day was going, it didn't look too promising.

      They arrived at the office. The view from the window of the floor showed the packers, as well as the warehouse, and what couldn't be seen through the glass cameras on the wall filled in the blanks. There was more security in this building than most banks had.

      Throughout this whole time, Madison hung to the back with Xavier and Dimitri. She had seen Boxwood's face when Colin had requested the boxes be brought up. He became whiter than he already was. She whispered to Dimitri, "Did you see that? There has to be something in those boxes. What do you think?"

      "I think you're right. But it's anyone's guess what this sick bastard might be shipping. I'm sure we'll find out, though."

      "Dimitri," Colin called out. "Bring the papers that need to be signed. I believe I will be very happy running a pharmaceutical company." Dimitri moved forward, opening a folder and placing it on the desk.

      Finally, Boxwood thought. Something was going his way. He moved to the desk. Picking up the pen, he signed all the papers in the appropriately marked spaces, passing the pen to Colin.

      Colin accepted the pen with a satisfied grin, as the door opened for the three boxes to be delivered. Dimitri moved forward, closing and taking the file off the desk, making room for the boxes. Colin then stepped forward, producing the knife that had previously been poised at Boxwood's throat. He sliced through the tape sealing the box. Pulling it open, they found bottles of antibiotics. The next box had all different kinds of pills. In the third box, they found thirty-three pounds of heroin. All eyes turned to Boxwood with questioning looks.

      "I have no idea what that is." He tried his best to sound convincing.

      "By the looks of it, I would say we are looking at what is about a street value of eight million dollars' worth of heroin," Señor Tomas said. "These boxes were cleared last night to ship. If they had shipped, this heroin would be heading to your company Mr. Boxwood. Can you tell me how this happened?" he demanded.

      Again, all eyes were on Brian. "This is your facility. Would you like to tell me?" Brian was trying to sound indignant. "If it wasn't for this meeting, I wouldn't even be here." With that statement, Brian felt he had explained himself. He stepped back away from the desk and over to the computer screens. "Is all this security for show? Or can you see what happened last night?" Knowing he was not on any film, he felt confident in this request.

      "That is a very good idea, Mr. Boxwood," Colin commented. "Tomas, would you have last night's footage pulled up for us?"

      Brian's body seemed to relax. His color was slowly coming back, and with it, his scheming mind. He needed to start weaving a believable tale. If he wanted them to believe it, he needed to make it good. Tomas had sat down at the desk and began typing on his computer. Everyone's eyes went to the screens on the wall. Except for Brian's. With everyone's attention away from him, he had eased his way behind Madison. He knew if things didn't go his way, he was going to need a shield. He planned on making the lovely Lucy that shield.

      As they watched the footage, they came to the part were Juan switched out the supplies in four boxes. Not just one. All of a sudden, the sound was turned up and they could hear what Juan was saying. "Julio, come here." When the driver of the truck got there, Juan had already set aside three blocks of the heroin. Handing a sealed box to Julio, he said, "Make sure you drop this at the clubhouse. The men know what to do with it."

      "Are you sure you want to take three this time? What if Boxwood questions the quantity? He hasn't paid for the full delivery yet. I'm supposed to pick up the rest on delivery. If he realizes it's missing, he won't pay."

      "He won't even miss these until it's too late. You'll have already left by the time he opens them. Relax. Just do what I said. This has been a very profitable deal for our cartel. I'm going to put us on the map with it, and this stupid American is going to help me do it."

      "I can only pray you're right. I don't even want to think about what could happen." Julio took the box and stashed it under the front seat.

      While Juan finished packing the other boxes, his phone rang. Recognizing the number, he answered it. "Mr. Boxwood, good evening, Señor. What can I help you with tonight?" He walked away from the camera so the rest of the conversation was not on the tape. However, while he walked away, they saw why the three boxes missed the truck. Once they had seen and heard proof positive that Boxwood was involved, all eyes in the room turned to him.

      Knowing there was no way out for him, he grabbed Madison with his arm, wrapping it around her throat. Putting a gun to her head, he said, "Señor Tomas, I believe we have seen enough. Sheikh Ahmed, I hope you don't mind if I use your wife for a little while. I deserve to get something out of this deal. I'm sure you have another one waiting at home for you."

      If Colin looked enraged, it was nothing compared to Xavier and Dimitri. "There is no place for you to go, Boxwood. My men are crawling all over this facility, and the Mexican police should be pulling up any second. Let Lucy go, and we can talk," Colin pleaded.

      "Talk. You want to talk. No. I think right now, you want to kill me," Brain taunted. The police were on the way. Colin was right. There was no way out for him, and he didn't want to spend the rest of his life in a Mexican jail. But if he could get away with Lucy as his shield, he just needed to get to the airport. The company jet was waiting. "However, I think you are going to let me walk right out that door. Unless you'd like to see if the inside of Lucy is just as beautiful as the outside." He moved the barrel of the gun down her face.

      Dimitri and Xavier saw the fear on Madison's face. She was starting to shut down. Dimitri had seen her do this before on the Onyx. In a few minutes, she wouldn't know what was going on around her. She would, as she described it to him, "go to her happy place." Dimitri whispered into the earpiece, "Greyson, are you hearing all of this?"

      "Yes, Dimitri. Let him go. We have put a tracking device on his car, but I'd lay odds he's going straight to the airport. We'll get him before he's off the ground. He won't be leaving Mexico."

      "Make sure he doesn't. He has Madison."

      "Now if you would be so kind as to put that box onto the dolly, we can get Angel to walk it to my car. Sheikh, I will let your Lucy go as soon as I'm safe. Until then, I suggest you say goodbye." Brian just couldn't stop himself from rubbing it in Colin's nose. "Even with all your security, you couldn't protect the one person you are supposed to love." To Madison, he said, "I guess money does buy love because I can't see any reason for a woman to want to suck his dick. Let alone marry him."

      "Oh, and speaking about wives," Colin commented to him, the anger and sarcasm in his voice. "Dimitri, the folder please?" Dimitri handed the folder to Colin. "You no longer have one." He flipped through the papers in the file.

      "What the fuck are you talking about?" Brian demanded, his grip tightening around Madison's neck.

      "I never had any intention of going into business with you. In fact, I bought this business yesterday from Señor Tomas just so you couldn't have it. You hurt a dear friend of my wife's and she requested I not do business with you. I did my homework, Mr. Boxwood. She was right."

      "What do you mean I no longer have a wife?" Brian enunciated every word.

      "Well, I found out in my research that your wife has been begging for a divorce since you put her in the hospital, even though the pre-nuptial she signed before the wedding states she gets nothing. However, if you requested the divorce, she received half of everything. I wondered why you wouldn't just sign the divorce papers."

      "It's none of your business, Ahmed."

      "Then I read the name of your wife. It seems, she is the sister of my wife's friend. You couldn't have Amber, so you settled for her sister. Isn't that right, Boxwood? Well, now you can't have her sister, either. The papers you signed were divorce papers, giving Sarah half of everything you own. Which, after the police are finished with you, won't be much."

      This conversation snapped Madison out of her fear. He had married her sister. Had she heard that right? Not only that, but he had also put her in the hospital. None of this was in the file she had read. But now she understood how her sister was addicted. This piece of scum, that's how.

      Colin, Dimitri, and Xavier knew Madison was hearing everything. They saw her glazed eyes clear and knew she was back with them again. Colin sat in a chair by the desk making Brian shift his position. He was no longer right by the door. "There is one other thing you should know," Colin continued to egg Brian on. "While you're enjoying the rest and relaxation of the Mexican jail, your mother will be enjoying a cell of her own. For all we know, she could end up in the same prison as Amber and Sarah's mother. Wouldn't that be fun?"

      Brian's face turned white. "What the fuck are you talking about? My mother hasn't done anything. You can't prove she has!" He was spitting his words. If his mother was arrested because of him, he might as well be dead anyway.

      "We don't have to prove anything. As soon as those boxes are opened by the United States DEA, they will just take her away. Since, of course, the boxes were addressed to her directly."

      "You're lying. You saw the video. All the boxes were addressed to the company," Boxwood screamed.

      "Yes, we did. What you didn't see, was the team of men at the airport who changed them." Colin had a satisfied smile on his face. Especially, because he knew he had flipped the right switch. What he had said enraged Boxwood.

      "I will fucking kill you!" he shouted. But before he could point the gun at Colin, Madison elbowed him in his gut.

      The gun went off, grazing Madison in the thigh. As she crumpled to the floor, her weight threw Boxwood's balance off. Before she knew what was happening, Dimitri had gathered her in his arms. Xavier and Colin had Boxwood pinned to the ground while Greyson and the rest of the team were rushing through the door.

      Madison looked up at Dimitri. "You knew he married my sister, and you didn't say anything?" Accusing eyes glared into his until he tightened his belt on her leg, and then her eyes flared with pain.

      "I'm sorry, beautiful. I have to try to stop the bleeding before you go into shock." He continued talking to her to keep her focused on him. "I wasn't positive. I had Caleb dig deeper after I saw she was living in a rehab house. I didn't want to be right. I'm so sorry, beautiful." He hugged her to his body as they sat on the floor.

      "When I read the report about not signing the divorce papers, it didn't really matter to me who his wife was. We would have helped her just the same, but when I realized it was your sister, we had Max add something like a codicil to the divorce decree. It stated that your sister had no wrongdoing in the business. Plus, he signed over the houses and cars, transferring them into your sister's name as well. This way, she will retain the business, since Mother Boxwood and her son will have to forfeit it as well as the houses and cars. Now the DEA won't be able to seize them," Dimitri explained. "We only confirmed it was your sister right before we got here. We would have told you if we could have."

      She looked up into his worried hazel eyes as Xavier joined them on the floor. "Are you all right?" Another pair of worried eyes looked her over to make sure.

      "Yes, I think it just grazed me." She reached up to cup both of their faces in her hands. "Thank you. I'm actually kind of glad you didn't tell me. It's what snapped me out of my panic attack. I had to fight back for her." She moved her hands away and bowed her head. She quietly added, "And for me."

      Dimitri picked her chin up. "We are very proud of you. If you hadn't elbowed him, Colin might be dead right now."

      "I agree. You gave us the chance to make a move on him." Looking to where the police were holding a handcuffed Boxwood, he added, "He'll be spending a long time in that jail." Xavier smiled, turning back to Madison. "Now let's get you out of here. Greyson can finish up with Colin."

      Dimitri picked Madison up in his arms. "Can you bring me over to him? Please?" she asked as he put her back on the ground. Both Dimitri and Xavier shared confused looks. When she was standing right in front of Boxwood, police on either side holding him in custody, Madison hauled off and punched him in the face. His body boomeranged from the blow. Shaking her hand to relieve the pain, she whispered to him, "That was for a seventeen-year-old girl you left beaten and broken. I hope you get everything you deserve in that jail." She turned to the policemen holding him and told them, "I hear he's a pedophile as well." The looks they gave Boxwood had the man peeing his pants.

      Explaining to Colin they were leaving and that they would get together later on the ship, Dimitri picked her back up. He carried a smiling Madison from the building to the car. On the ride back, Madison had passed out. She would never see her two Masters shed the tears that had fallen for her. Never see the fear in their eyes just as her head dropped forward, thinking she had gone into shock. But right there and then, they pledged that they would keep her safe, happy, and most of all, loved.

      Once they had her settled with Doc, he sent them on their way, explaining she would sleep for a while after the shot he had given her. He would call when she was up.

      Both men went back to the suite to clean up. Drinks in hands, they sat, knowing the wait for word on Madison would be torture. They knew she would be fine, but not having her with them was killing them. Just when they didn't think they could take any more, Greyson showed up to fill them in on what they had missed.
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      Madison woke up lying on a very comfortable mattress. The room was gently lit. When she turned her head to see where she was, her head started swimming. Closing her eyes again, she willed it to stop.

      "The spinning will subside, have no fear. Besides that, how are you feeling?"

      Madison knew who was talking to her. "My leg feels like it's on fire. Will that go away too, Doc?"

      He pulled a chair close to the bed. "Yes, my dear, it will. I heard you had some adventure, huh?"

      "Nothing I would ever want to do again. Can I go back to my cabin, Doc?"

      "If I let you go before those two overgrown bullies know, I think I'll be needing that bed next." He laughed. "I see they finally did right by you." Looking at the ring on her finger, he continued, "They are good men, I've known Dimitri a long time and I've never seen him this content. Xavier, not so long, but if he's anything like Cameron, you will be very happy."

      He stood next to her. "Now, let's try and sit you up. Make sure you're not unbalanced." He helped her into a sitting position. Jerking her leg, she moaned in pain. "Once the boys tuck you in, I want you to take these pills. One is an antibiotic, the other is something to help you sleep." He handed her the bottles. "Then tomorrow, just continuing taking the antibiotics until you finish them. Understood? You were very lucky the bullet just grazed you. If it had gone in, I don't know if you would have made it. You've been blessed."

      "I most certainly have." A totally dreamy look came over Madison's face, as her two Masters walked into the sick bay. They could be frightening to other people with their sizes, but to her they were perfect. Both big and solidly built, their dominance came out as they walked toward her. The break in their flawless façade were their eyes. Both were filled with worry.

      "She would like to go back to her cabin. She has some medicine to take, and she needs to rest. Am I making myself perfectly clear?" Doc's voice held a stern tone.

      "We will take care of our girl, Doc. Don't worry. Thank you for everything." Dimitri walked straight to her and had basically dismissed Doc. His eyes on Madison, he asked, "How are you?"

      "I wish people would stop asking me that. I'm fine," she stressed. Swinging her legs over the bedside, a grimace crossed her face with the pain. Thankful there was no dizziness, she tried to stand.

      "What do you think you're doing?"

      "I was going to walk to my cabin." She stood up and the pain that seared through her caused her to sit right back down. "Okay, so maybe I need a little help?" The coy look on her face didn't fool either of them. She was in pain.

      Xavier came to her side. "You can ride in the wheelchair or I can carry you? Your choice."

      Why would she ever want to ride in a wheelchair when she could be carried, held close, cared for? "You, of course!" she said as if that was the only answer to give. "Thank you, Doc, for everything."

      "You're, welcome, sweetheart. Change the bandage tomorrow. If it looks red, irritated or puffy, bring her right back to me. Here's some cream to put on. It might help with the burning. Take care, my dear." He gave her a fatherly kiss on the forehead. "Sleep well."

      "Let's get you to bed," Dimitri said to her. Turning to the doctor, he added, "Thank you. Have you reconsidered coming on the international cruise yet?"

      "I'll let you know. So far, I've been needed in both oceans. But then again, you did promise me adventure." He chuckled and placed a hand on his shoulder. "She's a special one. I'm happy you found her."

      Dimitri's head turned, watching Xavier carry Madison to the door. "You don't have to tell me." Turning back to Doc, he said, "By the time this cruise is over, she will be well and truly ours. Have a good night." Then he followed them out the door.
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      Madison had slept through the night and most of the next day while they were at sea, heading home. While she had been awake and eating, Dimitri and Xavier explained what had happened after they left. Greyson told them that Boxwood had tried to escape and had been shot dead in the process. They all figured he'd rather be dead than in jail. His mother had been arrested in the States, their property seized, and was sitting in jail awaiting her trial. Once she was arrested on heroin distribution charges, all of her friends deserted her. She was lucky she had a lawyer. Plus, the cartel members were rounded up and arrested as well.

      They had also explained that because Max had filed the papers for the divorce, her sister would still maintain the business once she was on her feet again. Until then they had sent people from their own businesses to run things until she could. They didn't want Madison worrying about anything for the rest of the cruise. They had something special planned and worrying wasn't part of those plans. Tonight, was the Halloween party, as well as Cameron and Sadie's reception.

      Madison's leg was only mildly annoying by the time she was getting dressed for the party. Her musketeer costume allowed for nothing constricting on her wound. The rich purple velvet tabard fell to just above her wound. Where there should have been a white puff sleeved shirt underneath it, Madison's was shirtless, allowing the sides of her naked body to show. Her thigh high, flat black boots hid her bandage. A leather feathered hat covered her braided hair. A belted sword hung at her waist, finishing her costume. On a normal tabard, there was a white cross in the middle. Madison's had been designed just her. On it, were a snow-white Siberian tiger and a lion roaring. Each animal climbed over her breasts, protecting what was theirs.

      Dimitri and Xavier both wore worn leather doublets with snippets of white linen shirts at the collar and cuffs. Their leather pants were tucked into swashbuckler boots. Leather hats with feather plumes on their heads and belted to their waist on one side, they wore swords. On the other, a single shot, original musket pistol rested. They looked so dashing, more like swashbucklers than musketeers.

      They arrived at the dungeon area that had been totally decorated for the party. Soft music played in the background. Black and orange swag wrapped the railing with purple lights flickering within it. Pumpkins and jack-o-lanterns rested on bales of hay with others scattered about. Eerie trees, spider webs, and tombstones were cleverly placed about. The bars were decorated with spider webs, skulls, ghosts, and gnomes. Other decorations were part of the scenes set up around the area, Dracula in a coffin, a witch stirring her witch's brew in a smoking caldron with green goo bubbling and hissing.

      All the servers at the party were dressed as zombies. There was spider-web soup and eyeball deviled eggs. A dessert table overflowed with cupcakes designed with purple and orange frosting swirled on top. Pieces of chocolate made to look like pumpkins, bat wings, and black cats were scattered amongst the desserts.

      The silver-colored wedding cake, however, dominated the table. The five-tier cake with black colored shapes was decorated for the occasion. The bottom was designed to resemble a haunted forest. Moving up to the next tier, the forest grew into a graveyard. The third tier had spider webs, the second had vine work with tiny orange pumpkins. The final piece had two skulls bumping heads sitting on red raspberry glaze that dripped off the side and down the entire cake. Separating the layers, roses in black and red alternated as they wrapped around the individual tiers.

      Guests in costumes were mingling about drinking and conversing, waiting for the guests of honor. There were Spartans, kings and queens. Queens who were kings. Cavemen, harem girls, superheroes, ninjas, marvel comic heroes, and even Star-wars characters. The array of costumes astounded Madison. They had found their table, joining Greyson and Raven, as well as Marco and Jace. The last two to join them were Caleb and Isabella. The party would progress like a normal reception with the exception of the use of the dungeon arena. After the happy couple arrived, the arena would be opened.

      Once everyone was seated, the DJ turned down the music and announced the arrival of the bride and groom, Cinderella and Prince Charming. Sadie's gown was a perfect replica of the princess' gown. Although, she had made a few modifications to it. The DJ then played their wedding song to start the party, inviting guests to join them on the floor. Toward the end of the song, Cameron tore the bottom part of her gown off in a spinning motion, leaving an off the shoulder blue satin corset with a plunging neckline and a sky-blue leather mini skirt. The lace overlay that fell to the floor behind her was embroidered with beading and pearls. White thigh highs and five-inch clear peep-toed shoes finished the sexy Cinderella costume.

      Madison, Xavier and Dimitri joined them on the floor with Madison in between their bodies swaying to the music. "This will be us in a few months, and I, for one, cannot wait," Xavier exclaimed, kissing her ring on her finger. "We have discussed it, and if it's all right with you, Dimitri will be your groom. However, we will add my name. You would then be Madison Zilkin-Legend. Does that sound all right with you?" Before she could answer, he finished, saying, "This way our children will carry both our names."

      Madison looked at both of their faces. For them to have thought this far in advance told Madison she finally had fate on her side. She had a future to look forward to. The way they were staring at her told her this was important to them. "I wish I could legally marry you both, but I'm happy you made the decision for me. I would never have been able to choose between you."

      "So does that mean yes?" Dimitri questioned.

      She moved back a step so she could wrap her hands around both their necks before she stepped back up to them. "That's a yes." Stretching up, she kissed both of them, rubbing her body up them as she did.

      Groaning in unison, they each slid a hand up her thigh, wrapping around to grope her ass, her warm, soft skin fitting perfectly in their hands.

      "Masters, if you continue to do that, I don't think we will be here long," she whispered to them, moving out of their reach and holding them at arm's length. "But, before we do leave, I need to talk to Colin and Lucy. I want to thank them for everything they did. I thought I saw them while we were dancing." She dropped their hands and turned to where she had seen them.

      "We will come with you, Madison. We would like offer our gratitude as well." They each took a hand, as Xavier led the way.

      Colin and Lucy had chosen Bonnie and Clyde for their costumes, right down to the old Browning rifle and Bonnie's "Whippet" gun. Reaching the table, Colin rose from his chair and said, "Madison, what are you doing? You should be resting." Pushing his way past Xavier, he guided her to his chair next to Lucy, kissing her cheeks before she sat. "Sit here with Lucy." To Jafar and Malik standing to the side, he added, "Do not let them leave and let no one near them. Understood!"

      "It will be done, Your Highness!" they both exclaimed, moving forward.

      "You two stay here; we will be back." Kissing Lucy soundly, he added, "Madison, what would you like to drink?" She told him what she wanted and the men were on their way.

      Madison leaned over and hugged Lucy. Surprised by the show of affection at first, Lucy then melted into the hug. "I don't know how I will ever be able to repay all you and Colin have done for me." Tears glistened in her eyes. "You could have been a real bitch after what I did. Thank you."

      "I was so worried for you when Colin told me you had been shot. Even though he said it just grazed you." She paused, looking down at the hand that clutched Madison's on the table. Giving it a squeeze, she raised watery eyes to Madison, her face stern as if resolved to say something. "I need to thank you for something."  Lowering her voice, she said, "Colin is the only person I have ever told this to." She looked at her with pleading eyes.

      "Lucy, please don't tell me something I can't tell my Masters. I promised them I would hide nothing from them. I'm sorry," she said, thinking that Lucy would not tell her what she wanted to say.

      "I understand, but what I have to say involves you. So, you can tell them if you have to. That's what I love so much about you. Your loyalty. Once it's given, you stay true to it."

      The tender look she gave her swelled Madison's heart. Searching for her men, she said, "I would do anything for them."

      Lucy pulled her attention back to her. "Do you remember the day you found Tia crying to Mildred?"

      Lucy had Madison's attention. "Of course, I do. It was the only day I thought that girl had a heart!"

      Lucy bowed her head and in a mouselike tone, she told Madison, "I know what she was talking about, by being different." She picked her head up to look at Madison's stunned face.

      "When I told you what happened in the kitchen, why didn't you say anything?"

      "She threatened to cut my face up if I told anyone. Besides, I was too embarrassed." Wiping the tears from her cheeks, seeming to gain her courage, she blurted out, "Tia was a he/she. There, I said it." Madison looked at her, a confused expression on her face. "She has both male and female parts. The reason I know this is because one day she caught me in the shower alone. I was too shocked to do anything. After it was over, she told me in her crude way that I would now be worth more, cause my ass was no longer virgin." Taking a sip of water, she continued. "She told me she had done it to all the girls. Everyone but you."

      "What do you mean? How did I not know any of this?"

      "Arcola removed her from the house when he found out. I have no idea what happened to her, I was just glad she was gone. I think it was because of you."

      Madison now understood what Sadie had meant. Tia had talked about her on the Onyx. "Tia had said something about unfinished business pertaining to me to someone I know. I just didn't understand it."

      "Arcola knew what she was planning to do to you, and he had already set up the party for us. With us leaving the house, we were off limits. So, he couldn't have her abusing you. Plus, I think he had a tender place for you that Tia always hated."

      Lucy could not have been more off the mark. "Oh, he had a tender place for me. I told you how I ended up dying. She was there that night. It all makes sense now." Madison thought back to the night at the club. She had heard a woman's voice that had sounded familiar. Now she knew it had to have been Tia. "She was there that night. I couldn't place the voice until you just told me all of this."

      "You never knew, but you saved me from her so many times. We will never lose each other again. I've made sure of that. Colin has already signed the papers with both your men. Dimitri, for the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line to have a home port in Dubai. Xavier, to bring his family's wine business to Dubai as well. You and I will get to see each other all the time. Like it should have been." A huge grin was on her face.

      "I would imagine so, since I will need my maid-of-honor's help planning my wedding."

      Tears filled Lucy's eyes again, but the smile on her face told Madison they were happy tears. "I would be honored to stand with you when you marry…" Lucy left the name hanging.

      "Dimitri."

      "Yes. When you marry Dimitri. I'm so happy for you." She jumped out of her chair, bringing Madison with her in a bear hug.

      "Why is your wife mauling our woman?" Dimitri kidded with Colin.

      "The only time she's like this is if she's really happy," Colin replied as they approached the table.

      He discovered why she was happy when he heard her saying, "We have to plan it soon, otherwise I will be too fat. We could wait until after the baby too? Whatever you want. I'm just so excited." Almost spilling the drinks Colin carried, she spun toward him. "I'm going to be Madison's maid-of-honor! Isn't that wonderful?"

      Overhearing the news Lucy had just announced, Marco was pulled from his own conversation. Walking to Madison, throwing his hip out, his hand resting on it, his other hand waving in her face, he said, "Did I just hear her correctly? She," he stressed the word, "is going to be your maid-of-honor?" His eyes flared wide, his lips pursed together.

      All Madison could do was smile. "Excuse me, Lucy, I meant to say co-maid-of-honor."

      "Ahem," was all Marco said, very pleased with himself.

      "I'll explain later, Lucy." Then looking at Marco, she teased, "Did you really think I would get married without you by my side? You silly little man."

      He kissed both her cheeks. "You're not dancing tonight, are you?"

      "No, and thank you for not asking." He knew she was tired of people asking how she was. This afternoon when he had gone to see her, she had explained that to him. In great detail. "Did you bring it?"

      Marco was dressed as Cher to Jace's Sonny. He opened his sparkled shirt a little to show her the papers tucked in his bra. "I kept them in a safe place," he whispered.

      "I will need them in a bit. Keep holding them until then," she quickly said so her Masters would not hear. "Lucy, I will talk with you tomorrow. I would imagine breakfast will be served before everyone departs. We will see you then. Enjoy the rest of your night." Madison hugged her again.

      Colin engulfed her in a hug, whispering in her ear, "If you ever need anything, we will be there for you. You have put a spark back into my Lucy. I will make sure it doesn't go out."

      "Thank you again for everything, Colin, and for taking such good care of Lucy. She's pretty special."

      "I'm lucky to have her. Just like they are lucky to have you." He looked at the daggers being directed at him from her Masters.

      "Let me go. We will see you at breakfast." She slipped out of his arms and strolled to her Masters.

      "Say your goodbyes tonight, Madison. We will not be making breakfast," Dimitri commanded. "Don't worry. You will see Lucy back in New York. We have dinner already planned."

      She said her goodbyes to Lucy and Colin. The party continued with the throwing of the flowers, which Jasmine caught. Followed by the garter, surprisingly caught by Kristoff. The dungeon arena opened and was in full use, turning the celebration into a sensual setting.

      Madison tried to hide a yawn behind her hand, but Xavier caught a glimpse of her at the right moment. Leaning to Dimitri, he said something to him quietly. Dimitri turned his full attention to Madison. "If you are tired, we can leave, the only thing left is the cake."

      Not wanting to, but knowing her Masters would be mad if she pushed herself, she decided to leave. "Could we have some cake sent to the room? I can think of a few ways we could eat it." Understanding her suggestion, both men rose at the same time. "I need to get something from Marco. Can you wait here for me?"

      "We will be by Cameron and Sadie."

      Madison found Marco and retrieved the papers. She was saying goodnight when the music stopped, and Dimitri's voice came over the speakers. "Can I have everyone's attention please?" Finding her in the crowd, he said, "Madison, join us please." Too stunned to move, Marco escorted her to them, sitting her in the chair Xavier had retrieved.

      Speaking to Madison, he began, "During this cruise, we created a new beginning. Your trust in us to take care of you did not come easily. We will do everything in our power to never lose it." Dimitri began speaking from his heart. "You have changed my life. I never thought I would feel this magnetism toward one person, let alone two. I may be your Master, but you have mastered me since the day I met you. I love you, Madison. I always will." He handed the microphone to Xavier.

      "When Dimitri approached me with the idea of the three of us, to say I was floored would have been an understatement." Looking at Dimitri, he said, "I would like to think I would have thought of her before myself had our roles been reversed." Kneeling down before Madison, he continued, "I never thought you would be a part of my life. Seeing you on the Onyx with someone else, knowing you would never be mine again, didn't change how I felt about you. I still couldn't get you out of mind. I wish I could say it will be smooth sailing from here, but no one knows what the future holds. We only have today, and I, for one, don't want to let fate 'fuck with us anymore,'" using her own words. "You have already made us very happy by agreeing to marry us. That is only a legality, what matters to us and everyone here is will you accept us as your only Masters? Will you serve us of your own free will? Trusting us to know what is best for you both in and out of bed?" Xavier stood next to Dimitri, as he opened the box with her collar in it. "Will you submit to us your body to pleasure and punish as we see fit? Will you love us until your dying breath?"

      Marco handed her a napkin to wipe the tears rolling down her face. "When the two of you ambushed me with this idea, I was terrified you'd kill each other. Both of you are so dominant and possessive. Then you handed me this." She held the contract in front of her. "Not knowing my limits, my history, if I would even want to be a part of this ménage. You both signed it anyway. It's amazing you are both so successful in your business dealings if this is how you do business," she teased them. "As you can see, I'm a little handicapped right now. Otherwise, I would be kneeling before you. Trust is mutual, it can't be one-sided. It's not easy to hand over something so fragile. I've been waiting my whole life for the two of you." The tears slipped down her face, catching a sob. She sat a little straighter, courage in her voice.

      "I vow to submit to both Master Dimitri and Master Xavier of my own free will. I promise I will try to accept my punishments without too much complaining. I will submit my body to my Masters for them to pleasure as they see fit. To love them until my dying breath." She handed Dimitri the signed contract. Opening it, he showed it to Xavier with a big grin on his face. Across the area for her hard limits was written 'to be determined.' "Signing this contract solidifies us. It's more precious to me than a marriage license. I love you both so much, sometimes it hurts my heart."

      They removed the collar from the box, Dimitri holding the white gold side, molded into the shape of a tiger. Xavier held the gold side, this one molded in the shape of a lion. Their heads intertwined in the middle of the collar while their bodies hugged her neck. Emerald green eyes glowed from the tiger. Rubies flared brightly in the eyes of the lion. It was both delicate and commanding. The detail was defined perfectly. They locked the collar on her neck. Handing her the key, in unison, they both said, "We give this key to you to protect. It is a symbol of our commitment to you. As our submissive, we will provide for you. We will clothe you, feed you, pleasure you, but most of all, we will treasure you. We will guide and care for you. We will love and strive to fulfill your every want and desire, to push you to your sexual limits. Never to abuse or take for granted the gift you give to us freely."

      "I love you, Madison." They spoke individually.

      "I accept this key, and with it, the two men giving it to me. I promise to submit my body to the fulfillment of our sexual, emotional, and intellectual needs. To rely on them for all my wants, giving them the power to dominate me as they see fit while wearing their collar. To submit to their wants and desires. I will proudly wear their collar to show the world how honored I am to call them mine. To never abuse or take for granted the gift they have given me. I love you both very much."

      They helped her stand. She leaned to Dimitri, pressing her lips to his. Her tongue ran along the seam of his until he gave in. Gathering her in his arms, he pressed her against his rock-hard cock and sealed their contract with a searing kiss. Reluctantly, he released her into Xavier's arms.

      Xavier held her face in his hands as if he was seeing her for the first time. "You are finally ours." His lips captured hers, trying to be gentle but not succeeding. His hands slid down to her hips, pulling her tight to him. Releasing her from the kiss, he said, "We need to leave. Say your goodbyes." He grinned at her.

      When he stepped back, Madison wavered. Not because of her legs, but because he had moved out of reach. They steadied her, concern showing on their faces. "I'm fine." Color bloomed in her cheeks. "I just got caught up in the moment. All right?"

      Both men looked at each other, smiling. "Let's get our girl back to the suite and tucked in. Dimitri swept her up in his arms. "Good night, all," and they were gone.
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      Arriving back at the suite, Madison thought there would be a frenzy of them all getting out of their costumes. But that was not the case. Removing their belts and doublets, they began by placing little kisses and nips along her ears and neck, slowly unwrapping her. The gold belt fell away to the floor, her hat followed, and then they lifted the Tabard over her head. Leaving her collar in place, she stood before them naked and proud. Her nipples were hard little nubs, anticipating the feel of their hands that hadn't touched her yet.

      "Sit on the bed," Xavier commanded.

      They each approached her then knelt by her side. They slid the zippers down on her boots, spreading her legs open in the process. Dimitri dipped his nose between her legs, inhaling. "I can't wait to dive between your legs and devour that little clit until you are screaming. Then when you think you can't take anymore, I'm going bury my cock in your warm, tight, convulsing channel and make you scream again."

      They each began their assault on her body. After sliding her boots off and checking her wound to make sure it was healing, they continued to overwhelm every nerve ending on her body. From her feet up to her head, there was not a spot that they didn't nip, suck or touch. Her body was on fire, like she had never felt before. Her breaths were coming in short pants.

      Her body was no longer hers; it belonged to her Masters and they were proving that to her right now. She started to lie back on the bed, but they had something different in mind.

      "Madison," Dimitri paused, watching her eyes clear, "go into the dungeon area and sit on the spanking table."

      They helped her up from the bed and guided her into the room. They placed her on the table, then they began to undress. Making her watch but not touch them was driving her insane. With each piece revealing their perfect bodies, shirts fell to the floor, and boots were thrown to the corner. They unzipped their pants, freeing their jutting hard cocks.

      Xavier walked to her, a blindfold in his hands. "We are going to put this on. We are the only ones here, and you know you are safe with us, correct?"

      "Yes, Master." She picked her head up, a pleased look on her face. Closing her eyes, she allowed him to slide the blindfold over them. Thrown into the darkness, she now had no idea at first who was kissing or touching her.

      Sitting on the table waiting for her Masters, heightened Madison's other senses. Anticipating what they would do pulled her nipples taut and had her juices flowing. Music softly drifted into the room, but Madison was hardly aware of it. Gliding her body down on the table, each of her Masters chose a different part of her body to touch, setting her on fire all over again. She felt everything. Her nipples were sucked, nipped and even bitten. Her breasts were molded in her Masters' hands, making her wetter than she had ever been. She had never had an orgasm brought on by someone manipulating her breasts, but she was damn close to coming right now.

      Knowing she must have been close, Dimitri told her, "Although we are in the dungeon, tonight is about pleasure and celebrating. No permission is needed, Madison. Doesn't our girl look beautiful in our collar?"

      "I've seen nothing that can compare," Xavier whispered in awe.

      She silently thanked God for her Masters. A warm mouth latched onto her breast, a tongue lashing around her taut nipple, biting down. Madison came, her head thrown back, pushing her breasts up for more. Reaching out, she grabbed a handful of hair, her nails scraping along a scalp.

      He—she didn't know which Master—took her hands from his head and pulled them above hers. Moving away from her body, they turned her on her stomach and handed her two straps. At the same time, her knees were pushed to the side, hugging the table, leaving her spread open at the end of the table.

      Dimitri's voice said, "If you release them, there will be a spanking punishment. Understood?"

      "Yes, Master."

      "What is your safe word, Madison?"

      "Patches, Master."

      From that point on there wasn't much talking, as both Dimitri and Xavier continued to torture her. After her first orgasm, they wanted to prolong the next one for as long as they could. She was a human sacrifice, and they were going to take everything she offered. She gave them her trust and love, and it showed in her submission to them. Dimitri was between her legs. Xavier had a suede wide-strapped flogger in his hand.

      The anticipation had her soaking wet and it was all because of them. When Dimitri's tongue first touched her, she thought she was going to fly off the table. Holding onto the straps, she tightened her grip. His tongue circled around her lips, moving slowly up, separating them, climbing higher, then latching onto her clit. Lightly sucking, he then nipped down as he eased two fingers in as the first strike of the flogger hit.

      Madison felt the difference in the flogger immediately. The lashes were of a wide, soft suede, a step up from the rabbit fur. The sensations running through her body were indescribable. The tongue lashing her clit, the fingers thrusting in and out of her, set a rhythm sure to send her into another realm. The lashes from the flogger left her skin a pink, rosy color, warming where the precise strikes landed.

      Dimitri left his fingers in her, backing away for the flogger to land on her clit.

      When Madison screamed, Xavier asked her, "What color are you?"

      Her response was immediate. "Green, Master!" she said, panting her answer.

      The grin Dimitri gave Xavier had the lashes hitting her ass. His fingers worked with the flogger to bring on the longest orgasm Madison had ever had. As her climax hit, Dimitri drove into her. Her tight satin walls pulsed around him, as Xavier continued striking her body with the flogger.

      Dimitri was on the verge of coming, pulling almost out of Madison, and Xavier brought the flogger down, hitting Dimitri's cock as it landed on Madison's clit. Dimitri couldn't hold back any longer, shoving his shaft to Madison's cervix and shouting as he did.

      Madison felt Dimitri unload his cum into her, which made her come again. She was starting to lose count. Dimitri pulled out of her body from behind. Xavier took the straps from her hands. He placed a blanket on her and removed her blindfold. While Dimitri cleaned himself as well as Madison, Xavier positioned Madison so he could pick her up, and Dimitri followed them out onto the balcony.

      A few changes had been done on the balcony while they were out of the room. On the balcony, Dimitri had the crew set up a three-person hammock. Xavier carried her to the hammock, while Dimitri got her something to drink. Climbing into the hammock, Madison snuggled close to Xavier, waiting for Dimitri.

      When all three were comfortable looking up at the thousands of stars above them, Madison broke the silence. Fingering her collar, she said, "Thank you both for everything that you did. Knowing that Brian Boxwood won't be able to hurt anyone again means a lot. You've also given me back a friend I probably don't deserve, but one I'm grateful for."

      "Of course, you deserve her. If fact, she's lucky to have you as a friend. Madison, you are a very special person. Who else could bring together two very dominant, jealous Masters?" She shrugged her shoulders. "Not only did you do that, but you also bonded us as a family. We should thank you," Dimitri explained. Caressing her face, his hand moved down to her collar. "I don't think I've ever seen anything more breathtaking than you in the moonlight wearing nothing but our collar." He turned her face to capture her lips in a tender kiss. "Don't get too comfortable, beautiful. We have more planned for you tonight." He pecked a kiss on her nose.

      Reaching over, she began stroking Xavier's long, hard, thick cock. "I have to agree, Master Dimitri," she said as she watched her hand gliding up and down, knowing exactly what she was doing to him. "This is one awesome view."

      "If you continue to do that, your time in this hammock will be cut extremely short," Xavier groaned as her hand moved down farther, gripping his swollen balls in her hand. "We planned this time out here to give your body a chance to recover. Have no fear, my little sub. You will soon be relieving the ache your hand is creating." She went to pull her hand away, but he caught it. Putting it back on his cock, he showed her what he liked, how hard to grip, how fast to stroke it.

      Madison loved stroking their cocks. Seeing the euphoria on Xavier's face, sent her heart soaring. Another was sucking the pre-cum that seeped from their slits. Moving her thumb up and spreading it on the head of his dick, she brought her thumb to her mouth. Sucking it clean, she moaned as the taste exploded on her tongue.

      Xavier growled, rolling carefully off the hammock. "Your time is up. Let's go, my lovely. Dimitri, bring our little tease to bed." Tilting his head back, his eyes scanned the sky. "This view is impressive, but I'm looking forward to the amazing view from our bed, as I watch you wrap those silky lips around my dick." Xavier crawled up the bed, lying on his back.

      Dimitri put Madison on the end of the bed. She kissed her way up Xavier's legs, until she reached his aching shaft. Dragging her tongue around his balls, she sucked one then the other into her mouth. She licked her way to the base of his cock, then pushed her tongue flat against it, sliding it up as if it were her favorite ice cream. Getting to the top, she engulfed his cock between her lips. Her tongue wrapped around it as she took him to the back of her throat.

      Xavier could not close his eyes. Watching Madison suck his cock, was an ultimately delicious sight. Leaving her injured leg stretched out on the bed, she pulled her other knee up. With her hair still in the braid, nothing blocked Xavier's view as her mouth launched into sucking his cock. Her head bobbing up and down was almost his undoing.

      As much as he wanted to unload down her throat, he needed to be joined with her, and in turn, so did Dimitri. He put his hand on her head. When those desired filled green eyes looked at him, he pulled free from her mouth with a popping sound. "I've wanted to be buried deep within you ever since our collar locked on your neck. Now, slowly lower your incredibly stunning body down your prize."

      Madison didn't hesitate. She did exactly what Xavier wanted. With Dimitri's help, she slowly lowered herself. Gliding down his shaft, Madison was biting her lip, loving the feeling of him deep inside her. When she was seated on his cock, he gave her time to adjust, making sure she had no pain in her leg. "You have no idea how magnificent you looked tonight, your skin the perfect shade of red. It took all my control not to come when the flogger hit your soaking wet lips."

      Madison felt her juices flow around his cock with Xavier's words. Knowing she had pleased them as well as herself, had Madison feeling free. She was safe and loved and it felt so damn good. She could finally let go and knew they would be there to catch her. She felt Dimitri behind her.

      "Lay those gorgeous breasts on Xavier," Dimitri told her. In this position it placed her ass up and open. The warm lube Dimitri drizzled on her ass slid down, causing her nipples to harden on Xavier's chest.

      Anticipation was driving Madison crazy, but then she felt Dimitri slide his finger through the lube. Dimitri pushed it into her entrance, past her rim. Madison pressed her hands to Xavier's chest, adjusting her position as he added two more fingers.

      Xavier watched as the ecstasy flowed over Madison's face. He reached his hand between her legs. His fingers slid through her lips separating around his cock. Pulling them back, he latched onto her clit, causing her to grind her body down on his fingers, locking them between their bodies.

      Watching in the mirror, Xavier was prepared when Dimitri removed his fingers. Positioning his cock, he pushed into her. "Push back, Madison." Xavier felt Dimitri slide home, completing their joining. "You were absolutely right about this mirror. Holy shit, this is the most erotic thing I've ever seen in my life." When all eyes turned to the mirror, that's when Xavier had had enough. "I need to move now, and it's going to be fast." Placing his hands on Madison's hips, holding her in place, he surged his hips up from the bed. He loved the feel of Madison's tight walls around him and feeling Dimitri's shaft through her perineal. Xavier knew this was how he wanted to spend eternity.

      Xavier was surging up and Dimitri was pushing from behind, setting a see-saw rhythm. Madison's orgasm built quickly. When it washed over her, blinding stars flashed before her eyes.

      Xavier pumped faster and harder. The feel of her walls pulsing and milking his cock, brought on the most explosive orgasm he had ever had.

      Dimitri followed Xavier. Madison's tight muscles convulsing around his dick sent Dimitri reeling. He groaned with his release. The three of them collapsed on the bed. Careful of Madison's leg, they lay there catching their breaths.

      Madison broke the silence. "Can we celebrate every day?" A grin fixed on her face. "Because I want all my memories from now on to be filled with moments like these."

      "I believe that can be arranged," Dimitri answered, kissing her. "We are going to make so many new memories. You'll have a hard time choosing from them."

      When they were cleaned up and lying in bed again, Madison asked them, "Would it be all right if we stopped in Colorado on our way home? I'd like to see my brother and sister. They may not want to see me, but I feel I owe them the chance. They were never part of my mother's schemes as far as I know. I wouldn't put it past my mother to have had something to do with Sarah being with Boxwood. But I won't know that until I talk with them." Snuggled between her men, she looked back and forth.

      "If you think this will make you happy, then, yes, of course, we can stop and see your family," Xavier told her, playing with her hair he had brushed out.

      "No. Not my family, just my siblings. I could give two shits about my mother. And as far as my father goes, he chose not to protect his children. He could have ended all the terrible things that happened. But he left his balls in a jar for his wife to control. He can rot with her in the next jail cell for all I care."

      "I'll have Jasmine make all the arrangements. You will be Colorado tomorrow night. I have a few days before I need to be back in New York. Adding a detour to Colorado sounds like fun. I'm looking forward to meeting your brother," Xavier said, smiling. "He at least got to punch that son of a bitch."

      "Your dad doesn't live too far from your brother if you change your mind," Dimitri commented, playing with the engagement ring on her finger.

      "I won't," she replied, then yawned. "I'm tired, but I don't want this day to ever end. I never knew a person could be this happy. My cheeks hurt from smiling," she teased them. "It's all because you both refused to give up on me." She added, looking at Dimitri then to Xavier, "I love you both very much." Madison fell asleep in the warmth and security of her Masters' arms.
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      Three Months Later

      Madison sat nestled between Xavier and Dimitri in the back of the black Bentley Curtis that Xavier's driver, had arranged for them. The tint of the glass hid the occupants inside.

      "Are you ready?" Xavier asked. The car had stopped at the beginning of the long driveway, giving Madison the chance to change her mind.

      "No. Not really, but have Curtis drive. I have to do this." Looking at Xavier, she said, "I'm sorry your dad broke his leg, but I was kind of glad." Bowing her head, a small smile played on her face. "It gave me a little more time to get my courage together. Plus, Sarah was released last week. Now, I can shock the hell out of both of them at the same time," she teased.

      They were quiet the rest of the drive up. The mansion that came into view as they rounded the corner had all of them gasping. The log cabin mansion rose forty feet high. The logs holding the front entrance to the house looked more like full grown trees rather than logs. Glass covered from floor to ceiling in between the log beams, opening the view to both inside and out. The heated driveway continued on to the far-right side, under a stone bridge walkway, ending at the five-bay garage. The bridge walkway led to the three-bedroom guest house. In the diminishing daylight, they could see the grounds were manicured. Frozen water falls and ice-covered fountains accented different areas. All were covered with a fresh coat of snow.

      Dimitri got out of the car first, helping Madison. Xavier came around the back of the car. The three of them stood in stunned awe looking at the huge house before them. Taking a deep breath, Madison approached the double glass front door. The portrait of a bear head was etched on the glass door. Everything was quiet, peaceful, and serene. Madison now understood why her brother chose to live here. "Ready?" Xavier asked.

      "As ready as I'll ever be."

      Xavier rang the doorbell. They didn't have to wait long. When the door swung open, a little boy stood in the doorway. Looking up at them, he burst out, "Mom! There are people at the door!" To them, he blurted out, "Who are you?"

      "We are here to see your dad. Is he home?" Dimitri asked.

      "No, he's not. Asher, go in the other room, and you know better than to open the door to strangers. Now go!" Laney Sinclair turned her full attention to her guests. "Can I help you? As I said, my husband isn't home. I'm Laney, can I help you?"

      When Madison just stood in stunned silence, Dimitri extended his hand to Laney. "Hello, I'm Dimitri, this is Madison, and that is Xavier. Will your husband be home soon?"

      "Are you here about the rehab house Matthew is building?" she asked, looking at the three tall strangers standing on her doorstep. The woman who stood between them came up to their shoulders. The full-length fur coat hid most of her body. When Madison raised her head, familiar moss green eyes looked at Laney. Turning her attention to the two men standing with her, she caught glimpses of their designer suits under their overcoats.

      "No, we are here on a more personal level," Xavier told her. "We can come back at another time. If you would give him my card." Handing it to her, he added, "It's very important we speak with him." Before the words were out, a blue Jaguar XF pulled in and around to the garage.

      "You might as well come in. Let me take your coats," Laney said, making them feel more comfortable. "Follow me, you can wait in the great room." They followed her into the enormous room with a vaulted ceiling. Two couches rested in front of a walk-in stone fireplace. A fire blazed within, warming the room. Floor to ceiling windows showed the setting sun in the distance. A table with chairs sat closer to the windows, while another two couches rested before what looked like a seventy-inch screen television. "Can I get you something to drink while you wait? I just made a pot of coffee."

      "That would be nice, thank you." Xavier waited until Laney left the room. "Are you all right? You're very quiet."

      "My brother is going to walk through that door any minute, and I'm terrified he's going to hate me for deceiving him."

      "He might be mad, but he won't hate you. Try to relax. If we thought you would be hurt, we would have never allowed you to do this." Dimitri squeezed her hand reassuringly.

      The minutes passed and Madison started to pace. The waiting was killing her. Laney walked in carrying a tray laden with the coffee and some pastries. As she placed it on the table, a cry from the monitor on the end table had Laney moving to turn it down. Before she did, Matthew's voice came through talking to his daughter, "No, no, no, Amber, Daddy's here."

      Madison would have dropped the cup Laney had just given her if Xavier hadn't been paying attention to her. Spilling some on both her and Xavier, she said, "I'm so sorry, I'm so clumsy." She grabbed for napkins to clean up the mess.

      "No harm, are you okay? The coffee was hot."

      Madison was confirming she was fine when she heard her brother approaching.

      "That's much better right, Amber? A clean, dry heinie makes everything all better, right? Now, let's go see what Mommy and Asher are doing." He walked into the room with his two-year-old daughter in his arms. The little girl had a head of curly brunette hair. When she smiled, her new teeth showed. She looked over all the new people, locking her green eyes on Madison.

      Realizing they weren't alone, he walked over by his wife, handing the baby to her. Laney introduced them. When Madison touched his hand, he released it as if he had been burned, staring at her as if he was seeing a ghost. "Do I know you?"

      Madison looked at her brother. He had grown a little taller and no longer had his boyish looks. She was looking at a man. His shoulders were wider, and his hair had a touch of grey in it. He had grown into a very handsome man. A family man. "I think you might want to sit down before I tell you why we are here. You too, Laney."

      They all sat and Madison told them who she was. She waited for them to take in what she had just said. Matthew stood and walked over to her. Touching her face, feeling her hair, and arms, he then pulled her into his arms, and all he asked was, "Why?"

      "It's a long story, and the way your daughter is squirming, I'm thinking it's dinner time?"

      "Yes, it is. You know, she's named after you." His smile beamed with pride. "Stay, please stay and tell me everything." Matthew's pleading eyes turned to Laney.

      Too shocked to give any other answer than yes, she nodded her head. "Why don't you go and get Sarah. I'll let Cook know we have three more guests for dinner." She rose with Amber in her arms and went to the kitchen.

      "How is Sarah doing?" Madison asked.

      "She still has a long way to go, but she's taken the first steps. I blame her husband, that piece of shit. I did everything I could to convince her not to marry him, but she wouldn't listen. Said it had always been her dream to marry him." He inspected the two men sitting next to his sister.

      "I don't think she'll have to worry about him anymore," Madison said, confirming what her brother suspected. "Matthew, these are my men, Dimitri Zilkin and Xavier Legend." He shook hands with both men. A pleading look came over Madison's face. "I'm hoping you will walk me down the aisle when I marry Dimitri this August. Dimitri will be launching his final BDSM cruise ship in Dubai. We will be getting married before the launch."

      Laney chose that moment to walk into the room. "A wedding in Dubai? How wonderful! Congratulations. When?"

      Matthew collected Madison. "Gentlemen, would you please explain to my wife your plans. We will go collect Sarah for dinner." He smirked as they headed to the staircase.

      "We'll be right back." Madison kissed both of them before she left.

      Laney had left Amber and Asher with the nanny, to eat. "So, you own a BDSM cruise line?" She was a petite woman. Her curves were in all the right places. She had long blonde hair and doe-like brown eyes. Dimitri confirmed her question. "After dinner if we have time, I'll have Matt show you our dungeon." Laney smiled at their shocked expressions.
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      Matthew knocked on Sarah's door. Opening it, he stuck his head in. "Sarah, dinner's ready. And we have some special people joining us tonight."

      Matthew opened the door the rest of the way, exposing Madison to her view. Madison would never have recognized her sister if she had seen her on the street. She was thinner than she remembered, and her hair was red. The eyes of green that resembled her own and Matthew's were clear.

      It took Sarah a little bit to process what she was seeing. Tears filled her eyes as she ran into Madison's arms, squeezing her so hard, she was starting to hurt her. Through sobs, Sarah asked her, "They said you were dead. Where have you been? What happened to you?"

      "I've missed you both. Let's go eat, and we can catch up on everything after that."

      The kids had been put to bed, and the adults were seated in front of the fire in the great room. During dinner, the talk was light, but now came the time for truths.

      Sarah just started talking. "You were right about everything. I should have listened to you. After Brian got sick, he was different. I was an intern." She looked at Madison. "I really fell in love with him. I think he loved me too. The accident changed everything." Sarah put her water down. "We had a car accident. They prescribed a strong pain killer and the rest pretty much explains itself. I knew he was getting into dealing the heroin, and I didn't want anything to do with it. I had found out I was pregnant and asked the doctor for help. I was getting sober, but not fast enough for the baby. I miscarried at twelve weeks. The depression got so bad and I knew with the drugs, I wouldn't hurt anymore. At least for a little while. The day I watched a girl I had seen around overdose, was the day I went to rehab. Finally, something scared the shit out of me bad enough to really try. I didn't want to be her. I filed for divorce and reached out to Matthew. I have a long way to go, but at least I have a chance." She faced Madison. "Now, it's your turn. How are you alive? Matthew searched for you. What happened to you after you spent the week at the Boxwoods? We all thought you were having fun."

      Madison's eyes showed the heat of her anger. "He never told you what happened between us?" Sarah shook her head. "He raped and beat me repeatedly. Then he threw a couple thousand dollars on the bed and left. It took me a week to even be able to get to the bathroom myself." Dimitri put a calming hand on her thigh, bringing her back. She bowed her head and composed herself.

      When she picked her head up, most of the anger was gone from her eyes. "There was a maid kind enough to help me. When I was able to leave, I took a bus to Los Angeles. I knew I could never go back to our house after what Mom did."

      Sarah had tears in her eyes. "I'm so sorry." Looking to Matthew, then back to her, she explained, "We never knew. Mom told us the Boxwoods had you stay with them, but that one day you were just gone. They told us you ran away, that you weren't happy at home, and if you couldn't stay with them, you were going to find a new home."

      Matthew spoke up. "When you didn't come home after a week, Sarah called me at school. I called the police from college to put out a missing person's report. I don't think they even tried looking for you."

      Hearing the sad truth, Madison needed a break. The rest of what she had to tell them could wait. "Well, the rest of my story is a long one and it's getting late. We should get back to the hotel. Can we come back tomorrow?" Madison asked.

      "No, you will not." Matthew stood up.

      Madison had known it was too good to be true, that they would accept her. The defeated look that showed on her whole body, had her men up and moving into defensive mode. "What the fuck? You finally get your sister back, and you don't want to get to know her again? I really was wrong about you. Let's go, Madison." Dimitri took Madison's elbow leading her out.

      "That's not what I meant." Matthew went to stop Madison, but Xavier and Dimitri blocked him. "I meant, we have a three-bedroom apartment attached to the house. I want you to stay. Here. Send your driver back to the hotel to get your things. Now that you're here, I don't want you to leave."

      Madison looked to Xavier and Dimitri; she didn't know what to do. With a nod from both of them, she accepted. "Under one condition, and it's mandatory. I want both of you to promise me." Madison paused to get their promise. "Under no circumstance, is Mom to know I'm alive. I never want to see that woman again. Or Dad, for that matter. My name is Madison MacIntrye, soon to be Zilkin-Legend, and we happily accept your invitation." Smiling, she hugged her brother and sister.
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      Enjoy this little snippet from the third and final book in the Midnight Oasis trilogy, Dulcinea's Destiny, Midnight Oasis – Book Three.

      

      Maximillian Greco sat across the desk from Dulcinea Bedford. In her hand, she held the final words from her mother. The envelope she held was already tear stained from when her mother had sealed it.

      Reading the writing on the front, she recognized her mother's handwriting. It read, 'Dulcinea, open this with Max, you will understand.'

      "If you like, I can leave the room until you're done? She asked that you remain here, but it's not necessary for me to be in the room," Maximillian asked her.

      "No, it's okay. Besides, it's your office." A beautiful smiled appeared on her face. "I know it's sad she's gone and I miss her. But she always had an angle and she could always make me smile."

      Max grinned back at her, knowing the woman she spoke of.

      Dulcinea opened the envelope. The two got comfortable in their chairs, and she began to read.

      

      Dear Sweet Girl,

      

      If you are reading this, it means I've left this Earth. Don't cry for me, celebrate for me because you know I'm in a better place. I want you to live. Live like there's no tomorrow. I tried very hard to make our bad times as good as could be. I regret not getting to do the things we always dreamed of. I would have liked to have seen Paris and Italy, but I die happy holding onto those dreams for you.

      Do you remember when you were twelve and we snuck into the movie theater? It was the first movie I took you to. Do you remember? I never laughed so hard at a sad movie. When you stood from your chair and yelled at me, "You named me after a whore? Why would you do that?" Do you remember what I said to you? "Because just like the heroine in my favorite movie, you are going to be very special to someone someday, and I hope they treasure you like Don Quixote."

      You, my beautiful Dulcinea, are going to be able to do those things now. Max has two more envelopes for you. In one envelope, are the dreams we dreamed. I might not have been able to give you much growing up, but you always knew you were loved. Now, I can give you what I couldn't when you were younger. Take what's in that envelope and live our dreams. Have fun and live for both of us.

      The other envelope. Oh, this is so hard. I prayed so hard on making this decision. But you have the right to know who your father really is. I pray you never meet him. Do not go looking for him! He is an evil man, and if you never meet him, he can never hurt you. Everything he touches turns to ash. If I could, I would never have told you, but I don't want you to guess anymore. In the other envelope is your answer. But I beg you to never open that envelope.

      I will be watching over you always. Do not live your days in sorrow. I will always love you, sweet girl. God couldn't have sent a more perfect angel to me when he blessed me with you. Until we can be together again one day.

      

      Love always and forever,

      

      Mom

      

      Max handed her the two envelopes. "Dulcinea, your mom was a very special woman and she loved you very much. Don't ever doubt that. She made sure you would be taken care of."

      "Mr. Greco. Did you know my mother well?"

      "Yes, I did. She was a good friend. Why do you ask?"

      Dulcinea opened the one envelope and looked inside. Her doe-like brown eyes rounded like saucers. "How did she do this?"

      "Every extra dollar she got, she invested. Right before she got sick, she took out the insurance policy. Ironic, right?" Max caught the comment quickly. "I'm sorry, that wasn't very sensitive of me."

      "It's okay, you don't have to apologize to me." Looking back in the envelope, she asked him. "What am I supposed to do with all of this money?"

      "You could do the same thing and invest it. Or you could do what your mother wanted you to do! Have fun, like have an adventure. I have a friend who is launching a ship in Dubai in a few months. I could sponsor you."

      "Sponsor me for what?"

      "It's a BDSM cruise. For the launch only, you need to be invited. If you're not invited, you could still go. You just need to be sponsored."

      Dulcinea had heard the term BDSM but had never really thought much about it. "What if I don't fit in?"

      Maximillian looked her over from a Master's position. She was a very beautiful woman. Her breasts were big, and her waist was trim. She had great gripping hips, but what drew a person to Dulcinea was her long dark hair and soulful dark brown eyes. "You'll fit in perfectly. That's why I'm suggesting it. I trust my instincts and they are telling me you need to come on this cruise. But if you don't want to participate, you can always wear the red band. It leaves Dubai in September if you're interested. You'll need to fill out paperwork and have a medical exam."

      "Do you think I should open the other envelope?" Dulcinea looked at Max.

      "That's totally up to you."

      Dulcinea sat in the chair holding the two envelopes and her mother's letter. Finally, she looked at Max. A look of resolve on her face. "Okay, I'll do it. Where do I sign?" She grinned. "BDSM cruise, here I come."
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      Jackson Blackhawk looked at his doctor and friend Peter Macalister. "You've got to be fucking kidding me? Check the results again. Somebody mixed up the results. It's not true."

      "Jackson, I'm really sorry, but it's true."

      "I just signed a three-year deal. What am I supposed to do? My life is fucking over."

      "Don't be so dramatic. Your football career may be put on hold, but you're not dying. Grow a set. My suggestion is to enjoy your vacation."

      "What are you talking about?"

      "Dude, they still have to pay you. This was an injury on their field, doing what they told you to do. You hit the injured reserve and you still get paid. Like I said, take a vacation. I'll give your coach my findings, so they'll have time to replace you. In the meantime, do you remember Dimitri Zilkin and Cameron Alexander from school?" Jackson shook his head yes. "They finally did what they always said they wanted to do. They have a BDSM cruise line. I happened to run into him and his fiancée. Super-hot chick. He sent me an invitation for the launch in Dubai. Why don't you come?"

      "What and be the third wheel with you and Davina. I don't think so."

      "No, idiot. You'd have your own room. Go online and check out the ship. It has a BDSM dungeon arena! Dude, this ship rocks. I would have to sponsor you, though. So think about and let me know."

      "What do you mean sponsor?"

      Peter explained the terms for admission onto the Black Diamond. "Like I said, think about it."

      Jackson left the doctor's office. He got into his black Mercedes and sat there. No more football for a while? What the hell was he going to do? He started the car and pulled out. He knew he should go talk to his coach, but now wasn't the time. So, he detoured down to the docks. He parked the car and got out. Leaning his six-foot-five, hard, lean body on the hood, he watched the ships. Peter might have a point. He pulled out his phone and looked for the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line. The images that popped up on his phone had his dick hardening.

      Jackson was a trained Master at the same BDSM dungeon as Peter and Davina. After sitting there for about a half hour, he called Peter. "All right, what do I have to do?"

      "Go online and print the contract and medical release forms. I'll do the rest. Dude, we're going on a freaking BDSM cruise. I hear there is an auction the first night, so make sure you bring your checkbook."

      "Thanks, Peter, this really could have been a totally shitty day. I think a vacation is just what I need. Talk to you later."

      He got back into his car and drove back to the city. He was around the corner from his Park Avenue apartment, when, sitting at the light, he looked around. People were walking through the crosswalk. Couples were sitting at outdoor cafes. He watched as a woman left a lawyer's office. Her tear-stained cheeks and red nose told him she had received some bad news too.

      He couldn't remember the last sub's name he had banged. That brought a whole new reality to the forefront of his brain. It had been a while since he had gotten laid. This cruise would fix that. He looked up and the light had changed. He began to roll forward, when all of the sudden, she was standing right in front of his car. Her long dark hair reached her ass, and what an ass. Standing on the brakes, his car screeched to a stop.

      Dulcinea was daydreaming as she left Max's office. She was going on an adventure, even if she had no clue what she was getting into. She needed to do some research. She guessed that's what made it an adventure. All of a sudden, she realized she was in the middle of the crosswalk, and a car was coming right at her. She froze.

      "Are you going to stand there all day? Or are you going to cross like everyone else?" the driver yelled out the window.

      She turned her face toward him as her big brown eyes glowered at him. "In a hurry to get some place you don't want to be?" she questioned as she started walking to the other side.

      She had a point. He really didn't want to go home alone. "Yeah, but I could change my plans if you're available?" he threw back at her.

      She looked at the car and the size of the man in it. "Nope, I'm good."

      "I can make it worth your while?" Jackson was moving his car slowly through the intersection while cars behind him honked for him to move faster.

      "You think I'm a whore?" she yelled back at him. Oh, if he ever knew my name, he would think I was. She looked toward the heavens. "Thanks, Mom," she said out loud.

      He got hard with the thought of those red lips wrapped around his cock. "No, that's not what I meant. I'm sorry. Would you like to get a drink?"

      "Really I'm good. I have some place to be. Thanks for not running me over." She began moving down the sidewalk faster, and Jackson lost her in the crowd.

      Well, I guess it's either the dungeon or my hand. He decided on the dungeon and headed that way.
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      The day of the launch was here. Dulcinea had flown over with Max and his friends. He had become like a surrogate dad to her. He had answered all her questions about the BDSM lifestyle. He had even taken her to his club so she could see firsthand what she could expect. And Dulcinea was very much looking forward to this new beginning.

      They were standing in line to get their photos taken for their cabin keys and the computer system. "Have you ever been on a cruise?" Rayna asked her. Rayna was Max's "sub." At least that's what he called her. They had also become close. Max had Rayna had taken Dulcinea shopping for the cruise. Dulcinea didn't think she would wear half of what they bought, but Rayna disagreed.

      "No. I've been looking forward to it since I agreed to come."

      The security guard was handing her back all her credentials when she heard, "Are you going to stand there all day? Or are you going to let other people board?"

      When Dulcinea heard the question, her head turned toward the familiar voice. Recognizing it, she asked Max to describe the man behind it. From the description, she knew it had to be the same man who had propositioned her in the street. She simply replied, "Nope, just leaving." She would not give him the satisfaction. With her shoulders held high, she turned and headed for the elevators with Max and Rayna.

      The doors were closing when she heard, "You still owe me a drink."

      

      Find out what happens to Dulcinea and Jackson in Black Diamond, Midnight Oasis Book Three.
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      Maximillian Greco sat across the desk from Dulcinea Bedford. In her hand, she held the final words from her mother. The envelope she held was already tear stained from when her mother had sealed it.

      Reading the writing on the front, she recognized her mother's handwriting. It read, 'Dulcinea, open this with Max, you will understand.'

      "If you like, I can leave the room until you're done? She asked that you remain here, but it's not necessary for me to be in the room," Maximillian asked her.

      "No, it's okay. Besides, it's your office." A beautiful smiled appeared on her face. "I know it's sad she's gone and I miss her. But she always had an angle and she could always make me smile."

      Max grinned back at her, knowing the woman she spoke of.

      Dulcinea opened the envelope. The two got comfortable in their chairs, and she began to read.

      

      Dear Sweet Girl,

      If you are reading this, it means I've left this Earth. Don't cry for me, celebrate for me because you know I'm in a better place. I want you to live. Live like there's no tomorrow. I tried very hard to make our bad times as good as could be. I regret not getting to do the things we always dreamed of. I would have liked to have seen Paris and Italy, but I die happy holding onto those dreams for you.

      Do you remember when you were twelve and we snuck into the movie theater? It was the first movie I took you to. Do you remember? I never laughed so hard at a sad movie. When you stood from your chair and yelled at me, "You named me after a whore? Why would you do that?" Do you remember what I said to you? "Because just like the heroine in my favorite movie, you are going to be very special to someone someday, and I hope they treasure you like Don Quixote."

      You, my beautiful Dulcinea, are going to be able to do those things now. Max has two more envelopes for you. In one envelope, are the dreams we dreamed. I might not have been able to give you much growing up, but you always knew you were loved. Now, I can give you what I couldn't when you were younger. Take what's in that envelope and live our dreams. Have fun and live for both of us.

      The other envelope. Oh, this is so hard. I prayed so hard on making this decision. But you have the right to know who your father really is. I pray you never meet him. Do not go looking for him! He is an evil man, and if you never meet him, he can never hurt you. Everything he touches turns to ash. If I could, I would never have told you, but I don't want you to guess anymore. In the other envelope is your answer. But I beg you to never open that envelope.

      I will be watching over you always. Do not live your days in sorrow. I will always love you, sweet girl. God couldn't have sent a more perfect angel to me when he blessed me with you. Until we can be together again one day.

      Love always and forever,

      Mom

      

      Max handed her the two envelopes. "Dulcinea, your mom was a very special woman and she loved you very much. Don't ever doubt that. She made sure you would be taken care of."

      "Mr. Greco. Did you know my mother well?"

      "Yes, I did. She was a good friend. Why do you ask?"

      Dulcinea opened the one envelope and looked inside. Her doe-like brown eyes rounded like saucers. "How did she do this?"

      "Every extra dollar she got, she invested. Right before she got sick, she took out the insurance policy. Ironic, right?" Max caught the comment quickly. "I'm sorry, that wasn't very sensitive of me."

      "It's okay, you don't have to apologize to me." Looking back in the envelope, she asked him. "What am I supposed to do with all of this money?"

      "You could do the same thing and invest it. Or you could do what your mother wanted you to do. Have fun, like have an adventure. I have a friend who is launching a ship in Dubai in a few months. I could sponsor you."

      "Sponsor me for what?"

      "It's a BDSM cruise. For the launch only, you need to be invited. If you're not invited, you could still go. You just need to be sponsored."

      Dulcinea had heard the term BDSM but had never really thought much about it. "What if I don't fit in?"

      Maximillian looked her over from a Master's position. She was a very beautiful woman. Her breasts were big, and her waist was trim. She had great gripping hips, but what drew a person to Dulcinea was her long dark hair and soulful dark brown eyes. "You'll fit in perfectly. That's why I'm suggesting it. I trust my instincts and they are telling me you need to come on this cruise. But if you don't want to participate, you can always wear the red band. It leaves Dubai in September if you're interested. You'll need to fill out paperwork and have a medical exam."

      "Do you think I should open the other envelope?" Dulcinea looked at Max.

      "That's totally up to you."

      Dulcinea sat in the chair holding the two envelopes and her mother's letter. Finally, she looked at Max. A look of resolve on her face. "Okay, I'll do it. Where do I sign?" She grinned. "BDSM cruise, here I come."
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      Jackson Blackhawk looked at his doctor and friend Peter Macalister. "You've got to be fucking kidding me? Check the results again. Somebody mixed up the results. It's not true."

      "Jackson, I'm really sorry, but it's true."

      "I just signed a three-year deal. What am I supposed to do? My life is fucking over."

      "Don't be so dramatic. Your football career may be put on hold, but you're not dying. Grow a set. My suggestion is to enjoy your vacation."

      "What are you talking about?"

      "Dude, they still have to pay you. This was an injury on their field, doing what they told you to do. You hit the injured reserve and you still get paid. Like I said, take a vacation. I'll give your coach my findings, so they'll have time to replace you. In the meantime, do you remember Dimitri Zilkin and Cameron Alexander from school?" Jackson shook his head yes. "They finally did what they always said they wanted to do. They have a BDSM cruise line. I happened to run into him and his fiancée. Super-hot chick. He sent me an invitation for the launch in Dubai. Why don't you come?"

      "What and be the third wheel with you and Davina. I don't think so."

      "No, idiot. You'd have your own room. Go online and check out the ship. It has a BDSM dungeon arena! Dude, this ship rocks. I would have to sponsor you, though. So think about and let me know."

      "What do you mean sponsor?"

      Peter explained the terms for admission onto the Black Diamond. "Like I said, think about it."

      Jackson left the doctor's office. He got into his black Mercedes and sat there. No more football for a while? What the hell was he going to do? He started the car and pulled out. He knew he should go talk to his coach, but now wasn't the time. So, he detoured down to the docks. He parked the car and got out. Leaning his six-foot-five, hard, lean body on the hood, he watched the ships. Peter might have a point. He pulled out his phone and looked for the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line. The images that popped up on his phone had his dick hardening.

      Jackson was a trained Master at the same BDSM dungeon as Peter and Davina. After sitting there for about a half hour, he called Peter. "All right, what do I have to do?"

      "Go online and print the contract and medical release forms. I'll do the rest. Dude, we're going on a freaking BDSM cruise. I hear there is an auction the first night, so make sure you bring your checkbook."

      "Thanks, Peter, this really could have been a totally shitty day. I think a vacation is just what I need. Talk to you later."

      He got back into his car and drove back to the city. He was around the corner from his Park Avenue apartment, when, sitting at the light, he looked around. People were walking through the crosswalk. Couples were sitting at outdoor cafes. He watched as a woman left a lawyer's office. Her tear-stained cheeks and red nose told him she had received some bad news too.

      He couldn't remember the last sub's name he had banged. That brought a whole new reality to the forefront of his brain. It had been a while since he had gotten laid. This cruise would fix that. He looked up and the light had changed. He began to roll forward, when all of the sudden, she was standing right in front of his car. Her long dark hair reached her ass, and what an ass. Standing on the brakes, his car screeched to a stop.

      Dulcinea was daydreaming as she left Max's office. She was going on an adventure, even if she had no clue what she was getting into. She needed to do some research. She guessed that's what made it an adventure. All of a sudden, she realized she was in the middle of the crosswalk, and a car was coming right at her. She froze.

      "Are you going to stand there all day? Or are you going to cross like everyone else?" the driver yelled out the window.

      She turned her face toward him as her big brown eyes glowered at him. "In a hurry to get some place you don't want to be?" she questioned as she started walking to the other side.

      She had a point. He really didn't want to go home alone. "Yeah, but I could change my plans if you're available?" he threw back at her.

      She looked at the car and the size of the man in it. "Nope, I'm good."

      "I can make it worth your while?" Jackson was moving his car slowly through the intersection while cars behind him honked for him to move faster.

      "You think I'm a whore?" she yelled back at him. Oh, if he ever knew my name, he would think I was. She looked toward the heavens. "Thanks, Mom," she said out loud.

      He got hard with the thought of those red lips wrapped around his cock. "No, that's not what I meant. I'm sorry. Would you like to get a drink?"

      "Really I'm good. I have some place to be. Thanks for not running me over." She began moving down the sidewalk faster, and Jackson lost her in the crowd.

      Well, I guess it's either the dungeon or my hand. He decided on the dungeon and headed that way.
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      The day of the launch was here. Dulcinea had flown over with Max and his friends. He had become like a surrogate dad to her. He had answered all her questions about the BDSM lifestyle. He had even taken her to his club so she could see firsthand what she could expect. And Dulcinea was very much looking forward to this new beginning.

      They were standing in line to get their photos taken for their cabin keys and the computer system. "Have you ever been on a cruise?" Rayna asked her. Rayna was Max's "sub." At least that's what he called her. They had also become close. Max had Rayna had taken Dulcinea shopping for the cruise. Dulcinea didn't think she would wear half of what they bought, but Rayna disagreed.

      "No. I've been looking forward to it since I agreed to come."

      The security guard was handing her back all her credentials when she heard, "Are you going to stand there all day? Or are you going to let other people board?"

      When Dulcinea heard the question, her head turned toward the familiar voice. Recognizing it, she asked Max to describe the man behind it. From the description, she knew it had to be the same man who had propositioned her in the street. She simply replied, "Nope, just leaving." She would not give him the satisfaction. With her shoulders held high, she turned and headed for the elevators with Max and Rayna.

      The doors were closing when she heard, "You still owe me a drink."
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      Six months before the cruise

      "But I don't want to leave yet, Max, couldn't we have one more drink?" Dulcinea whined at him, then turned to Rayna. "He never has any fun, does he?"

      Rayna's reply was to suck the lemon wedge placed in front of her with the shot of tequila.

      "I think you have had enough celebrating tonight. It's time to get the two of you home."

      "I'll help you get them to the car." Xavier had come over to help Max.

      "Xavier. Xavier?" Dulcinea yelled when she saw him. "Did you hear I passed my submissive training course? I'm a full-fledged sub now." She was slurring some of her words.

      "And as a new sub, you shouldn't be drinking this much." Xavier's tone was stern. He knew she had been celebrating, but she still needed to be responsible about it.

      "I haven't had that much, and they were little drinks. I think Rayna called them fireballs. They were so good, Xavier. They tasted like cinnamon red hots. Have you ever eaten a red hot, Xavier?"

      Xavier had started to guide Dulcinea to the car behind Max and Rayna. "No, poppet, I can't say that I have."

      "They are so good, just like the candy, all hot cinnamon tasting and a burn in the back of your throat. After a while it doesn't burn as bad, though." She smiled up at him as he caught her from falling off the last stair exiting the building. "Xavier, have you seen Max or Rayna? I'm not feeling that good, and I'd like to go home." A faint shade of green coated Dulcinea's skin.

      "Yes, poppet. Max is getting the car; you should be home in no time." Max stopped the car next to them and Xavier helped her into the back seat then belted her in. Rayna was already snoring in the front passenger seat. "She should be out before you leave the parking lot. Be prepared, Max, she was looking pretty green around the gills before I put her in your pristine Lexus.

      "I can only pray I can get her out before she hurls all over the Italian leather."

      "Good luck with that." Max heard Xavier laugh as he closed the door, sealing Dulcinea in the back seat.

      It was a little past midnight and Max figured with the streets so deserted, it would take him roughly thirty minutes to get home. He got comfortable in the driver seat, put on his favorite country station, and with the quiet snores of his passengers to keep him company, he began the trek home.

      Max stopped at the last red light before entering their gated community. From where he sat, he could see Jerry, the night security guard, leave the shack and get into the golf cart that waited outside the door.

      The light changed to green and Max pushed his foot on the accelerator, moving them into the middle of the intersection. Max never even saw the SUV before it plowed into the passenger side of the car, pushing it to rest against a telephone pole on the opposite side of the street. It then backed up and left.

      Max had lost consciousness for a few moments. When he came to, the three of them were on the side of the road, out of harm's way. The fire truck was dousing the flames licking the mangled metal of his Lexus. The paramedics were working on both Rayna and Dulcinea. He made his way over to them needing to know they were all right. Rayna assured him she was fine, just a few scratches. Dulcinea's situation was not the same.

      "Max, did you see the angel?" she had asked him.

      "No, Didi, I didn't." He took her uninjured hand in his, tears falling from his eyes.

      "He told me everything was going to be all right, he'd be watching over me. I couldn't see him, but I know I heard him." She paused, as if trying to gather her thoughts. "Max, are you there?"

      "Yes, Didi, I'm right here." He squeezed her hand.

      Dulcinea started to hyperventilate. "Max, I can't see you. Why can't I see you?" The panic was becoming real in her voice.

      Max waved to get the paramedic's attention. When he approached, he saw how agitated she was becoming. "Do you know if she is allergic to any medicine?"

      "Not that I'm aware of."

      "Max, don't leave me. Please help me."

      "Didi honey, you need to calm down. I'm not going to leave you. Everything will be all right."

      That was the last thing Dulcinea heard. The paramedic had given her a mild sedative that helped to calm her down but did nothing to give her back her eyesight.
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      Dulcinea stood in the middle of her junior suite, spinning around. "I still can't believe I'm here. Thank you so much. I can't wait to go explore the ship." She moved to give Max and Rayna a hug. Maximillian Greco and Rayna Luciano had become Dulcinea's family after her mom passed, but never so much as after the accident. Her left hand brushed against the strong shoulder of Max, while her right hand glided through Rayna's long red hair, gripping them in a family hug. They had all bonded for their own reasons and for them, they were a perfect fit. Max, the daughter he would never have, Rayna, the sister, and Dulcinea, for the first time in her life felt like part of a real family. They all seemed to fill an empty part of each other's lives.

      "Care to explain who you owe a drink to?" Max asked in his fatherly voice.

      Dulcinea gave Max her 'I'm a big girl' look."

      He raised his hands in surrender. "I've come to think of you as the daughter I never had. Plus, your mom would rain all kinds of hell down on me if I let anything happen to you."

      Dulcinea walked to Max and, reaching up, pulled him down by his shoulders and kissed his cheek. "I love you too, Max." She turned and walked to the balcony, saying over her shoulder, "He kind of almost hit me with his car and then mistook me for a prostitute. No big deal." She walked through the open door to the railing. She felt Max standing in the doorway.

      "What do you mean almost hit you? When did this happen?"

      "The day I left your office. It wasn't his fault. I was daydreaming when the light changed, his car lurched forward and I froze. I would have thanked him for not hitting me, but then he hit on me. So, I blended in with the crowd until he drove past."

      "Okay, but why does he think you owe him a drink?"

      "I guess because that's what he asked me to do. Right before I disappeared."

      "Didi, do I have to worry about this guy and you?" Max used the nickname she preferred. "I know you're old enough to make your own decisions, but since the accident you really haven't been out. I worry. Okay?"

      Holding her wrist up, she twitched it back and forth flashing the red wristband wrapped around it. "No worries at all."

      Max, being a lawyer, was a pretty even keeled type of person. Unless, it was a situation pertaining to Rayna or Dulcinea. Then the protective Dominant came out in him. "Don't take this lightly, Didi. Remember, not all Dominants are the same. This cruise is not like the dungeons you have attended with me and Rayna. You've completed your submissive classes, but those were executed by Dominants I knew. There are some Dominants who push the limits of BDSM. I just want you to pay attention, especially now. I would hate to have to hire a lawyer for my own trial." He pulled Dulcinea into his arms. "Go get changed and enjoy yourself. We have a wedding to attend." He pulled back, kissing her on her forehead. "We will see you at dinner. Are you sure you'll be all right on your own?"

      "I have to start sometime. I'm seeing more shapes now. I didn't bump into any furniture when I came in," she exclaimed excitedly.

      They walked back into the room. Rayna moved forward, kissing her on the cheek as she leaned in to whisper, "I say, go for it. What do you have to lose? It's just a drink right?" She pulled back, smiling. "I'll be by the pool after the wedding. Come and join me, we'll have a drink to celebrate."

      "Sounds good. I'll find you." Following them to the door, she asked, "Where is your cabin?"

      "Right down the hall. I promised Rayna we would book one of the Midnight Suites. Our door is out three or four steps to the wall, then down to the right another ten. If you need to call, we are in MS-4."

      "Max, leave the girl alone. You taught her how to defend herself and there is enough security on this ship. Have faith in her and where we are. Let's go explore our cabin. I'm sure I've done something you could punish me for?"

      "We will see you at dinner. Behave yourself and stay out of trouble."

      "Who, me?" Dulcinea put her hand over her heart, an innocent look on her face.

      "Don't be late," was the last thing Dulcinea heard before the door closed.

      Turning around in her room, she headed to the desk. Hoping the special program she needed to use the computer had been downloaded, she felt for the keyboard and positioned her hands, feeling for the keys. Max had told her to check her profile to make sure it was tagged showing her use of the red wristband. Clicking the two keys that would give her access, she commanded, "Open sesame." A smile spread across her face every time she said it. She waited for the confirming tone then said, "Open personal file."

      "Personal file open for Dulcinea Bedford. Confirm password?"

      "Believe."

      "Password confirmed. Before we start, would you like to give me a name?"

      Dulcinea thought for a moment then commanded, "Yes, I think Pepe will do."

      "Name change complete. Good afternoon, Didi, where would you like to go?" the computer requested. Dulcinea confirmed her information was right and did a search for other red-wristed passengers. The computer found the list; there were three other people listed, two women and one man. Dulcinea noted the women's names. She would stop at security and see if she could get more information on them. Already having a disability made her different. So, having a friend who was sporting a wristband as well could at least make that part a little easier.

      Moving around for most of her younger life, Dulcinea never had a best friend. Her mother had told her that she wanted to see as much of the United States as she could before she died, since they couldn't afford to go overseas. Later on she found out it was so her father couldn't find them. Her mother had always been terrified of him. Dulcinea had wished she could have asked her mother what had happened between them. But she knew it was too painful for her mother.

      Dulcinea always fantasized about what her father looked like. Did he have her dark hair color? Were his eyes the same doe-eyed brown as hers? She knew she had her mom's nose, but did she smile like him? Was he taller than her five-foot three inches? Dulcinea reached for her pocketbook and took out the envelope she had carried with her since receiving it. All her answers were inside, all she had to do was open it. But how could she when her mom had pleaded in her last letter for her not to open it? Finding the safe in the closet, Dulcinea placed the envelope inside and set the combination. Listening to the tone of each number, she pushed, thinking to herself, today is not the day for finding out who my father is. She knew that one day she would open that letter; she just wasn't ready today.

      The ship was scheduled to leave port at 5:00 pm. Dulcinea had time to change into her swimsuit and get up on deck. With the average temperature in the eighties, she wasn't worried about being cold. Rayna had used a braille label maker for her clothes, making it easier for her to find what she was looking for. The light from the balcony helped her locate her bags. She changed into the blue and purple bandeau top that barely held her chest in, along with the matching low-rise bikini bottoms she had picked out with Rayna. Pulling the matching sarong around her waist, she checked the computer to find the pool. She liked how the decks all had gambling names. The High Roller deck, the Blackjack deck, Baccarat, and finally her deck, the Roulette. Hearing the pool was on the High Roller's deck, she memorized the path. Feeling for her bag and cabin key, she headed towards the door, reaching for the cane she knew Max would leave to the right side of it. She took a deep breath and blew it out slowly. With her head held high and a smile on her face, she opened the door.

      Backing out of the room to make sure her door closed, she listened for the lock to catch. As she was pushing off the door to leave, she heard, "Now, there's an ass I'll never forget," as two hands latched onto her scantily clad behind.
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      As he stood in the middle of the suite, the blue eyes of Jackson Blackhawk traveled around the area. The six-foot-five linebacker for the newest arena football team, the New York Demons, had never seen anything like it. He thought to himself, how far have I come from the Navajo Indian reservation I grew up on in Arizona. Had he not won his football scholarship, he would probably be working there today. His brothers had not been so lucky, but they loved working for RB Construction Inc. All three of them had started families, two of them stayed close to home by Mom and Dad, and one was off in the military.

      However, if he didn't receive the clearance he needed to get back on the field, there was a chance he'd be working for that very company as well. Finding his duffel bag at the foot of his bed, he rummaged through to find his swim trunks. A knock at the door halted his search.

      First looking through the peephole, he smiled as he opened the door to find his agent Jeffrey standing before him. "So, what do you think of the suite? When I saw it was still available, I just had to reserve it for you," Jeffrey said as he breezed by him into the cabin. "Look at the size of this room." He stopped talking and turned to look at Jackson. "You should see the size of my cabin. A quarter of the size of this," he said, waving his hands in the air. "You'd probably hang off the end of the bed." He laughed, his attention back to exploring the suite. "Damn, you even have your own private dungeon." His voice trailed away as he entered the room.

      Jackson made his way back over to the duffel bag. "What are you doing here, Jeffrey?"

      Popping his head out from behind the glass brick wall, he replied, "I figured if you were taking a vacation, I could too. If we took said vacation together, I could keep an eye on you so you didn't do anything stupid." Quickly putting his hands up to defend himself, he added, "Not that you would do anything stupid. But I know you. The minute you think you're feeling better, you'll try doing something you shouldn't and there goes your career. I'm just here to be your conscience, to make sure you make smart decisions."

      "I'm not fucking five years old, you know?"

      "I'm not saying you are. But you and I both know your decision making lately has, shall we say, been less than desirable?" Jeffrey raised his eyebrows to emphasize his point.

      "I don't need a babysitter," Jackson huffed as he pulled his swim trunks from his bag.

      "What are you doing? The room comes with butler service. Leave that stuff. The staff will put it away."

      Waving the trunks in front of him so Jeffrey could see what he was holding, he said, "I'm going up to the pool. Is that okay with you?"

      "Don't be such an ass. You know what I'm talking about." His eye focused on the in-suite bar. "If you didn't happen to read the entire contract you signed for this cruise, you are only permitted three alcoholic beverages per day. Please do not use one of them to take your pain meds."

      "No worries there. I don't remember most of what happened the last time, but I sure as hell don't want to do that again."

      "Neither do I," mumbled Jeffrey. "So, going to the pool? Any other plans I should know about?" His voice perked up. Jeffrey finished his inspecting of Jackson's suite by walking out onto the infinity balcony. "I don't know if this is the creepiest or the coolest thing I have ever been on. I honestly feel like I'm walking on water and the view, wow!"

      When Jeffrey walked back into the suite, Jackson was leaving the bathroom area with a towel slung over his shoulder. "As for the rest of my day, it's wide open. So, why don't you stop worrying about me and go have some fun?" As he finished his statement, he noticed the red band on Jeffrey's wrist. "Really, the red band?" Jackson's eyebrows rose in question. "You told me you finished all your submissive classes. You should be ready to handle any Mistress or Dominant."

      "I did, but I would prefer to take things slow. I haven't had much experience and every time I've had a problem, it was with giving my submission totally. I will know my Mistress when we meet. Until then, I'm playing it safe. I'd like to sit in a chair at dinner." Jeffrey grinned at Jackson.

      "I guess this cruise could be the perfect platform for you. You need to take the training wheels off sometime. Plus, tonight, is the crewmember auction. If you wear the red band, you can't participate in it. Personally, I think that's a good place to start." Jackson put his hands up in the air, a smirk on his face, and said, "But who am I to tell you what to do?" Going back to his bag, he grabbed his Tommy Bahama boat shoes and put them on. "Now, if you will excuse me, I'm going to the pool and scope out tonight's entertainment." Stopping just by the door, he turned back to Jeffrey with an afterthought. "Oh, since you are here, I need you to do something. There is a woman on board and I want you to find out everything you can on her."

      "Really? Really? That's all you're going to give me to go on? How about height, hair color, eye color, shape, and oh, I don't know a name?" Jeffrey sarcastically replied. "It's not like there aren't any women on this cruise."

      Jackson gave him a half smirk. "You don't always have to be a dick, you know. I was getting to her description. Short, brown eyes, nice rack, even nicer ass, long dark hair. I don't know her name."

      "Okay, so that's a third of the passengers." Jackson gave him a frustrated look. "Don't worry, I'll narrow it down for you." They started walking out the door, when Jeffrey turned to him, saying, "The things I get paid to do!" He looked down the hall as a short brunette in purple and blue left her room. "Hey, what about her? She fits your criteria."

      Jackson looked up to see the woman who had played a starring role in most of his dreams. "Thank you, Jeffrey. Job well done. Now, get the hell out of here. I'll see you later." He walked past Jeffrey as if he wasn't even there.

      "I'll see you at dinner. Don't be late, it's mandatory," Jeffrey yelled, as Jackson walked away ignoring him. "Sometimes, it's like talking to a wall. A very large wall," Jeffrey mumbled under his breath. He looked down at his wrist seeing the red wristband, thinking Jackson may have a point. I need to just remember what I was taught and trust that the Mistress I buy tonight will understand what I need. He called out to Jackson, "Going to security and I'm going to have them remove the wristband. You were right. I hate when you're right." With that he turned and headed to the security desk.
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      Jackson never imagined in his wildest dreams that he would be standing behind the one woman he couldn't forget. Knowing that she was receptive to the BDSM lifestyle cut out a lot of the red tape. He could smell her perfume as she stood in front of him. Her intoxicating scent went straight to his cock, reminding him of how long it had been. He didn't want to wait any longer. Leaning over her body, using both hands, he grabbed the beautiful heart-shaped ass before him.

      Dulcinea jumped, dropping everything in her hands, crying out, "What the hell?" She jumped forward to try moving away from the hands gripping her, but her body bounced off the door, propelling her back against him. Jackson was unprepared for her reaction. Already losing his balance, he was even more unprepared when her foot shot out, kicking him into the wall across the hallway. Sliding to the floor, he watched as Dulcinea stood over him in a fighting stance. "That's right, the bigger they are, the harder they fall. That's what Max always says. Shit!" She stomped her foot on the ground. "Now, I have to tell him he was right." She relaxed her stance and kneeled down on the floor searching for her things.

      Jackson shook his head, clearing his view. The sight before his eyes stunned him. Her long brown hair fell to one side dusting the floor as she groped around on her knees, her beautiful ass high in the air. Her arms extended, she was feeling along the ground searching for her belongings. Jackson couldn't help but notice the red wristband she wore. Swearing, he pushed his body into a standing position, rubbing his shoulder. He started moving forward to help her when her arm shot out and she wrapped her hand around his ankle, stopping him.

      "No, I have to do this myself. Besides, I couldn't imagine you wanting to help the woman who just kicked your ass." She laughed as she found her cane, then used it to retrieve her bag and key. Standing, she said. "See, no help needed." Sliding the strap of her bag over her head, she shoved the key inside the pocket.

      Jackson stood in stunned silence. He couldn't believe what had just happened. He blurted out to her, "How the hell did you do that? If you really need that cane, how did you know where I was?"

      "You have to be kidding me. That's what you're worried about? I could go to security and have you held until we get to the next port, where they will drop you off and not look back. You should know the rules. You are a Dom, correct?"

      "Yes, I am, and as such, I was concerned for your health and safety," Jackson said, totally ignoring her statement.

      "Sir, you were the one on the floor. Not me. And the reason I need the cane is because I can only see a shadow of you. I could also sense where you were." Remembering her training, she included, "Permission to speak freely, Sir," as she quickly kneeled before him, perfectly placed, head bowed, her hands on her thighs, palms facing the sky, legs slightly spread.

      She had called him Sir, and he had become semi-erect, but seeing her before him, back straight, pushing her chest forward in a perfect submissive position, all the blood in his body raced to his cock. Jackson took a cleansing breath, forcing down the urge that coursed through his body. When he felt he was under control, he asked, "Could we please start over?" If he hadn't been intently looking at her, he would have missed the slight shrug of her shoulder. A smile formed on his full lips. Deepening his voice, he continued. "Hello, I'm Master Jackson. I believe we had an encounter on a street in New York. Would you be that woman? If not, I would like to apologize for my rude behavior." When Dulcinea didn't respond, he realized he had not given her permission. Damn it, Jackson get your head in the game, he thought to himself. "Yes, you may speak freely."

      "Sir, if I am the same woman, are you going to apologize to me as well?"

      "Yes, of course." He paused before he added, "Well, maybe not. I'm not going to say I'm sorry for something I really wanted to do." He tilted her chin up so he could look at her face. "What is your name?"

      "Didi, Sir. And I believe I may be that same woman." Dulcinea sensed him leaning towards her.

      "I see no scars; your eyes are the exact color of chocolate I knew they would be. What happened?" His breath brushed against her face.

      Dulcinea could feel how close his face was to hers. The timbre in his voice raced through her body going straight to her core, creating the moisture gathering in the lining of her bikini bottoms and causing her nipples to pebble in her bandeau top. Dulcinea's other senses since the accident were all on high alert. The spicy scent of his cologne mixed with the coconut scent of his shampoo had her thinking of an island. She smelled peppermint, letting her know he had brushed his teeth recently. She could feel the heat from his body radiating off him. Dulcinea remembered how sculpted his arms were and imagined the feel of them wrapped around her. She could see blurred flashes of light as his head moved back and forth examining her face. "I was involved in an accident. The doctor is confident my vision loss is not permanent, but he has no idea when or where it will come back."

      Jackson sat back on his heels and began to rise, taking Didi with him. "I didn't notice the wristband until after I had already grabbed that succulent ass." Making sure she had her belongings, he said, "I have to ask the question, though. Why are you wearing it? From what I just saw, you look like you've been a submissive for years." He placed his hand on the small of her back, guiding her down the red-colored hallway, on a black and red roulette designed carpet, towards the pool area.

      "Where are we going, Sir?"

      "I'm walking with you to the pool. I assume that was where you were going?" he questioned her.

      "Yes, but by way of security. I appreciate the gesture, but I'm sure you have other things to do. It was nice meeting you." Dulcinea wanted more than anything to follow him to the pool area and get to know him. However, she had heard the falter in his voice when he spoke to her. It was the way people sound when they are trying to make themselves feel better about your disability. The sound of pity. The sound when they thank God that it's not them.

      "You're really going to report me? I said I was sorry."

      Dulcinea's hearing perked up a notch. Now, this voice was different. This voice sounded surprised, then slid right into smooth without a breath in between.

      Dulcinea turned towards his voice. "No, that's where I was going. If you must know, I was going to inquire about the other red-banded submissives."

      "Well, I can tell you, one of the men has already taken his off."

      "How could you possibly know that?" She threw her hip out, placing her hand on it. Then just as quickly, she was back standing with her back ramrod straight, legs shoulder width apart, her hands clasped behind her back pushing her chest forward, with her head bowed. Submissive 101, the body language of a submissive can either earn them praise or warrant a punishment. Although, Dulcinea wore the red wristband, she was still required to follow the same rules as all the other submissives on the ship. Physical contact was the only thing taken off the table.

      Jackson was having a hard time keeping up on what was being said. Her movements were fascinating. The way she went from petulant child to submissive woman were captivating. The light shade of pink that flushed her skin had his cock twitching in his swim trunks again. Before the blood left his brain again, he blurted out, "He's my agent. He's probably just finishing up the paperwork to have it removed."

      "Oh! Well, one down." She sounded sad. "Thank you for that bit of information."

      She heard the whoosh sound of the elevator doors opening and missed the heat from Jackson as soon as he moved away. Waiting for the doors to close, she could feel his eyes on her. "I'd like to see you later; would that be all right with you?" Jackson knew he wanted to get to know this woman. She had enthralled him from the first time he had seen her. He had felt drawn to her deep in his soul; he would be a fool not to explore where this could go.

      As the doors were closing, he heard her say, "I think I'd like that. Sir."

      Jackson wanted to run back down the stairs to security as soon as the doors opened, but he knew that trust for a new submissive was very important. He would take things slow and get to know her. A foreign concept to him. Normally, his subs were already experienced in the BDSM lifestyle. When he went to a dungeon, he never questioned how they had become a sub. He didn't need to; the submissives in the dungeons were always willing to please. He wasn't sure how he felt about his reaction to Didi, but he knew he wanted to gain her submission. His duty as a Master was to know and understand the wants and needs of a submissive. Talking, Jackson found, worked better than anything else. Stepping out of the elevator, he surveyed the pool area looking for a lounge chair. Knowing Didi would be heading this way, he wanted to find a lounge so he could see her when she arrived. There were two rows of chairs close to the pool, then another set closer to the railing. He scanned the area looking for an empty set of lounges together, then headed that way to make himself comfortable until she arrived.
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      Dulcinea arrived at the security desk and waited her turn. Trying to tune out the question the woman in front of her was asking, she focused on the sounds around her, knowing the dungeon arena was located in the middle of the deck. She couldn't help but hear the sounds of paddles and hands landing on exposed cheeks. Grunts and groans, whimpers and screams, set butterflies in motion and goose bumps racing over her body. After her encounter with Master Jackson, Dulcinea didn't need any more incentive. Moving forward, she reached out to grip the security desk. She pasted a smile on her face and asked, "Hello, I'm Didi. Is there any way you can give me the names of the other passengers who are wearing the red wristbands? I wanted to introduce myself, since I too am wearing a red wristband."

      In a sweet southern drawl, Dulcinea heard, "Nice to meet you, Didi, I'm Alexander. If you were to ask about any other passenger, I wouldn't be able to release that information. However, different rules apply to the wearers of the red wristbands. We are instructed to make sure all passengers are aware who they are, to ensure their safety. So, to answer your question, darlin', I'll write down the names for you and you can use one of the computers at the end of the desk…" He trailed off talking, realizing what he had just said to her. "I apologize, Didi. I can send the information to your computer. It will be there when you arrive back at your cabin. Can I help you with anything else?"

      There was that same tone Jackson had used earlier. Dulcinea shook it off. "No, that's all. Thank you for your help, Alexander." She put a smile on her face that grew wider when she heard him release the breath he was holding. Right before she left the counter, she said to him, "See ya around." While counting her steps, Dulcinea used the wall and her cane to make her way to the elevator. She reached for the wall, feeling for the button to call the elevator. As her fingers found it, another set of fingers brushed along hers. Startled, she pulled her hand back. Flesh slapping flesh was what Dulcinea felt and heard. "I'm so sorry, Sir." Her words were drawn out. She could feel her face heat with embarrassment.

      "No need to apologize, it was an accident. I was trying to be a gentleman and get to the button before you. I should apologize for startling you." The doors for the elevator opened. "After you." His voice had a slight accent to it, but Dulcinea couldn't place it.

      Dulcinea moved into the elevator, and finding the panel, she hit the button for the High Roller deck, then took a step back. She felt his presence as he moved in next to her. From the shadows around him, she could tell he was tall, but not as wide as Jackson.

      "A word of advice," his voice was deep, but his tone had an edge. "You are on a ship full of Dominants who will have no problem spanking that ass. You need to lighten up and learn the difference between helping and hampering. Caring for a submissive is not an obligation, it's a pleasure, and sometimes people are just nice and want to help. I would let them." He paused and added, "I'm Master Samuel, what is your name?"

      "Permission to speak freely, Sir?"

      "Granted."

      Dulcinea raised her head, tilting it towards Samuel. "A pleasure, I'm Didi. Sir, I'm new to being a submissive and I'm even newer at being blind. I've been trying so hard to do things on my own, per doctor's recommendation, that I miss the difference between help and pity sometimes."

      The elevator came to a stop, and the doors opened. Samuel left the small confines first. Dulcinea followed. "Are you going to the pool?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Would it be okay if I helped guide you to a chair? I see one available, but to get to it looks like a mine field for you." He laughed as he looked at the sight before him.

      "I think that would be best, Sir. May I touch your shoulder?"

      Samuel knew the rules—as long as she was wearing that wristband, she was basically off limits. "Ready?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      He cleared a path for her to a lounge chair near the railing. He guided her around his body, sliding her hand down, letting her feel the flexing muscles in his arm as he helped her to sit. Bringing his body down before her, he placed her hand in her lap. "Make sure you put sunscreen on. You don't want a sunburn your first day on the ship. I'm going to keep my eyes on you, Didi. Think about what I said, and I think you will begin to hear the difference between help and pity. I'll bet you find more help. See you around, Didi." Samuel stood up and walked away.
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      Jackson had no idea who the douche escorting Didi to her lounge chair was, but he knew he didn't like it. He also knew he had no claim on her, especially with her wearing that damn wristband. He would have to take it slow, but that was the last thing he wanted to do. He slumped back in his chair. His well laid out plan to sit by her just went to shit, and to top it all off, he couldn't even observe her now. He closed his eyes to ward off the headache he could feel coming on.

      "Are you okay? You look white as a ghost."

      Jeffrey plopped down in the chair next to him. Great, he thought to himself, this is only going to make it worse. "I have a headache. What do you want, Jeff?" He turned his head and opened his eyes with a frustrated huff.

      "Excuse me for caring." Jeffrey sat back on his chair with a pout on his face. "You know," he started to say quietly, "this is the first vacation I have taken in ten years. I really have no idea what to do with myself."

      Ten years, Jackson thought, that's how long Jeff's wife Anna has been gone. He had hired Jeffrey six months after she died. They had become friends as well as business associates. He wasn't a bad looking guy, dark hair, dark eyes pronounced even more by his wire-framed glasses, average height with an above average build. The one thing Jeff did for himself was his workouts. Jackson never understood why he had never remarried until he had taken Jeff to his club. Jackson had seen a totally different Jeffrey that night. He was not the same man who sat across from Cedric Kuharchek, owner of the Demons, and negotiated the best contract any player had ever received. That night told Jackson all he didn't want to know about his agent, but it defiantly explained why he was still looking. Finding a Mistress for Jeff had become Jackson's mission ever since. "There are a number of things you could do. They are getting ready to start the Close Shave contest. Why don't you go watch?"

      Jeffrey's eyebrows lifted and he scrunched his face as if he had eaten a lemon. "No. I like my pussy shaved, but I don't need to see it done. Got any other ideas?"

      Jackson sat forward on his chair, looking down the end of the row towards Didi. He then slid his gaze to the douche standing by the bar. Although he was engaged in a conversation with a very sexy redhead, his eyes kept glancing to Didi. Jackson whipped his head towards Jeffrey. "I do have an idea." Jackson quickly continued. "You see the ass talking with the hot redhead by the bar?" He waited until Jeffrey acknowledged who he meant. "I want to know everything about him, right down to the color of his short hairs. Nothing is unimportant."

      "And I'm working on my vacation, why?"

      "Because I pay you and besides, you said you needed something to do."

      "And why am I investigating said ass across the way?"

      "I need to know what I'm up against if there is another player in the game. You know how I hate to lose and I'm not losing Didi to him."

      "I take it Didi is the girl from the hallway?"

      Jackson sat forward, his legs on either side of the lounge chair. A questioning look was on his face when he turned to Jeffrey and said, "You ask a lot of questions, you know that?"

      "Well, if you would be more forthcoming with any information on this situation, I wouldn't have to try to rip the answers out of you like I'm pulling teeth."

      "She's the chick I told you about. The one I almost hit." That got Jeffrey's attention, as Jackson had told him about the whole incident.

      "Where is she?"

      "Down the end of this row of chairs, and Romeo over there helped her get to it."

      Jeffrey leaned forward, looking in the direction Jackson had pointed out. At the end of the row, was a dark-haired, petite woman, reclined in her chair. He sat back in his chair and turned his attention to the ass, as Jackson so eloquently called him. Trying to get a feel for the man, Jeffrey watched his interaction with those around the bar. After a little while he stood from his chair.

      Jackson looked up at him. "Where you going? You just got here."

      "Well, if I start looking for shit on the douche bag right now, you might have some answers by dinner. By the way, we are at the same table."

      "Thanks, Jeff. I'll see you at dinner."

      After Jeff left, Jackson was going to walk down and get to know Didi. For reasons he couldn't explain, he felt a need to protect her. He did not, however, plan on her being inundated with people when he had finally gathered his things. Seeing the smile on her face told him she was happy these people were there. He knew now was not the time to approach her; these people looked like family. Even though he had no idea who they were, he sensed she would be safe. As he made his way past them, he couldn't help overhearing Didi huff out, "I'm fine, Max." A grin formed on Jackson's face. Yes, Didi would be just fine, he could feel it. Jackson left the pool area and headed back to his suite. He had some research to do on his own.
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      Dulcinea lay in the lounge chair listening to the new audio book she had installed on her phone. The narrator had just read the part where the heroine had come face to face with her captor when she felt fingers touch her hand. Knowing it was Rayna didn't stop Dulcinea from jumping. She pulled the ear buds from her ears and asked, "How was the wedding?"

      "It was beautiful. Madison looked stunning. I cried when I saw her and her brother walking down the aisle together." Rayna sat down in the chair next to Dulcinea. "I don't think I've ever seen two grown men that happy at the altar. What about you, Max? What did you think about the wedding?"

      Dulcinea knew how badly Rayna wanted to be Max's wife. The problem was Max didn't have any idea. Rayna never pushed the idea of marriage with Max because she knew how destroyed he had been when his wife had cheated on him. Max had married right out of college. His law practice was just starting and he ended up marrying his receptionist. When the marriage started going south, Max had been looking for something to liven it up. He had been out of town on a case when he was invited to a club. That night changed his life. He had met Dimitri and Cameron, becoming friends and later, business associates. He had found a dungeon the town over from his home. He made inquiries about it, applied for membership and had attended classes to become a Master. The night Max intended to introduce his new lifestyle to his wife, was the day he had come home early and found her in bed with her yoga instructor. He had stood in the doorway, stunned at first, then angry. He had taken out his phone, snapping picture after picture. He then told her to pack her things and get out of his house, and if she thought she was getting anything in the divorce, she only had to look at the pictures to see that was never going to happen. Max had never been the same.

      Max took his time before he answered, "They are not as bad as they used to be. In recent months, I've lost three friends to the bonds of matrimony. Why, I still don't understand, but if it makes them happy, who am I to say shit about it?" He gazed at Rayna when he continued. "However, I am starting to see a certain appeal to it again."

      Dulcinea had to stop herself from flinching when Rayna squeezed her hand, trying to keep her voice even so not to show Max how elated she was at his statement. "Well," she paused before she continued, tilting her head to the side as if looking for the right words to say, "that's good to know." Straightening her head, she flashed Max a quick smile then turned her attention to Dulcinea. "Everyone is getting together in the Masters' lounge for a celebratory drink. They aren't having their reception until the last night on the cruise. It's going to be an Arabian Night theme. I think it goes perfect with their launch here in Dubai. Would you like to come and say hello to them? Unless you're not done exploring?"

      "No, I think I'd like to come. It would be nice to congratulate them. They understood why I didn't want to attend, right?"

      "Yes, poppet, they did."

      Dulcinea saw no sense in going to a wedding she couldn't see, but she did want to be a part of the party. "Would you help me back to my cabin so I can change before we go?"

      Rayna's head whipped up to see if Max had the same shocked expression on his face before she answered. "Of course, poppet, is everything okay?"

      "Yes, everything is fine. I had a run in with one of the Masters and he suggested I try to lighten up. Not in so many words, but you get my meaning, right? I shouldn't say run in, so calm down, Max. We shared an elevator and he kind of… pointed out that it's okay for me to ask for help." She put her hands up to try to ward off the lecture Max was gearing up to let loose. "He reminded me that as a submissive, I should be accepting of the help offered on the ship. See the difference, Max?" Dulcinea heard Rayna's soft laugh. "Does his face have a confused look on it?" she asked, squeezing Rayna's hand.

      "You pegged him perfectly." Rayna reached out and cupped the side of Max's face. "She knows you so well." With a smile on her face, she turned her attention back to Dulcinea. "Okay, let's get you back to your cabin and changed. We'll meet you there, Max. Save us some seats." She leaned forward and kissed his cheek.

      "All right, but don't take too long. I hate these things when I'm by myself."

      Max turned and looked at his girls when he got to the Master's lounge door. He had been with Rayna for a while now and he knew, with all of her friends getting married, she would be getting the wedding bug too. He knew that if he were to ever walk down the aisle again, it would be with Rayna. He just needed to get Dulcinea settled, and then he could concentrate on what he wanted.
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      "So, tell me everything. What did she wear, what did they wear? Was it a nice service, did you cry?" Dulcinea started the questions as soon as they were in her cabin.

      "First, what do you want to wear?"

      "The pink one with the white large print flowers." Dulcinea had loved this one the first time she had tried it on. She liked the way the material hugged her curves from the tops of her thighs all the way up to the crochet halter top that held her chest up. "Could you pull out my pink wedges too? Since I have you with me, I can wear them." She gave Rayna a toothy smile. "Now, spill. I want details."

      "Everything was beautiful; she wore a Vera Wang one-of-a-kind strapless dress. The underskirt was gold which enhanced the white lacy overlay that had black stripes like a tiger designed into the pattern. She wore her hair up, exposing her neck, and with the plunging neckline, it allowed for her to show off her unique collar. She looked stunning. The guys wore simple tuxedos, and I don't think there was a dry eye when they read their vows. Max handed me his hanky."

      Dulcinea had changed while Rayna was talking. She came out of the bathroom, teasing, "Such a gentleman," then quickly changed her tone. "No movement on that front yet, huh?" She sat down on the edge of the bed to put her shoes on.

      "You know, Didi, I don't think he'll ever be ready. I used to think that in order to feel safe and loved, I needed to be married. Not so much anymore. I've been with my fair share of Dominants in my life, but I've never felt more safe or more loved than when I'm with Max. If he never asks me to marry him, I'm okay with that. As long as I can wear his collar, I know he'll always be there for me."

      "I know," Dulcinea whined. "But it would be so great to plan your wedding with you. I missed your collar ceremony."

      "Do you have everything you need?"

      "Oh, could you wait a minute while I check the computer for the information I requested?"

      "Is this for the other red band wearers?"

      "Yes."

      "Go ahead. You could probably stop by their cabins in between the party and dinner. Maybe make some plans?"

      "That was my thought too." Dulcinea estimated where the keyboard was as wearing a higher heel threw off her depth perception. Touching the keys that would wake up the computer, she said, "Open sesame." She laughed. "Every time I do that I can't help but laugh." She continued on after she heard the tone. "Open personal file Pepe."

      "Confirm password."

      "Believe."

      "Password confirmed, where would you like to go?"

      "Email from Alexander."

      "You have one email from Alexander. Would you like me to read it?"

      "Yes, Pepe."

      "Lily is in cabin number 408, Natalie is in cabin number 415, and Reed is in cabin number 309. There is nothing further in the email. Would you like to respond?"

      "Yes, please tell Alexander thank you."

      "Response sent. Is there anything further?"

      "No, Pepe, you can shut down."

      "Well, now that you have your information, we need to get going, Max is probably waiting outside the door for us." Rayna started to walk then stopped short. "Hey, you never said what you did all afternoon?"

      "I think I met 'owe me a drink guy' today. His name is Master Jackson. I was leaving my room and the next thing I knew, two hands were planted on my ass cheeks. When I tried to move away, I bounced off the door into him. Then I did what I was taught. I kicked out and knocked him into the wall. Oh, remind me I owe Max a 'you were right, I was wrong apology.' After I left Jackson to go to security, I was getting on the elevator and I met Master Samuel. He had a slight accent, but I couldn't place it. He helped me get to the lounge chair. He was also the one who told me to relax. So, here I am relaxing. Thank you for the help by the way."

      Rayna could tell Dulcinea was excited about meeting these men she described. Since the accident, she had stopped all dating. It was nice to hear the happiness back in her voice. "So, two men, huh? Just remember what Max said. We can't always be there and I don't want anything to happen to you."

      "Neither one of them gave me any bad vibes. Do you think Max is going to go all postal and want to know everything about them? Blood type included?"

      "That is his normal MO, but on this cruise even more so. Don't worry, he won't interfere if that's what you're fretting about. We discussed this and I told him that he'd better let you spread your wings or he wasn't getting me to spread my legs." Rayna laughed. "You should have seen his face; it was priceless."

      Dulcinea grinned, not only at the visual she created in her mind, but at the way she could feel Rayna's love for Max. "Then it's agreed, we won't say anything to Max until I know something more about these men. For all I know, after today, they may not want anything to do with me."

      "Stop the self-pity shit right now. You and I both know you are a beautiful woman and any man would be lucky to have you by his side. Like your mom said, your Don Quixote is out there and when you find him, you'll know. You may have lost your sight for a while, but you didn't lose yourself. Don't do it now. Understand?" Rayna had raised Dulcinea's chin while she spoke. "You, my girl, deserve everything. So stay strong and go and get it. Now, hold on because we need to step it up a little." She placed Dulcinea's hand on her arm and guided her to the door. "Who knows, we could be planning your wedding by the end of this cruise," Rayna joked as she walked beside Dulcinea to the Master's lounge. Rayna heard the change in Dulcinea's voice immediately.

      "Not if I can't see, we won't, and that's not a pity poor me statement. That's a fact of life statement. I don't know when my sight will come back, but I know it will and until then, no wedding."

      "I understand, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to upset you."

      "You didn't know how I felt. Let's change the subject. I'm getting my hair and make-up done before dinner, but would you be able to help me finish getting ready?" Dulcinea lightened the tone of her voice.

      "Of course, poppet. Oh no!" Rayna exclaimed. "He's waiting outside."

      The two women approached Max as he leaned on the wall just outside the entrance. "Was it too crowded inside?" Rayna asked.

      "You know me so well, Red." He leaned forward, capturing her lips in a gentle kiss. "Where is the rest of that dress?" he asked when he greeted Dulcinea, kissing her cheek.

      "I'm really not sure, this is the only part of the dress I wanted." Dulcinea knew Max still saw her as the lost young woman he had first met, always trying to protect her. On this cruise she was going to make him see the woman she had become. They entered the Master's lounge and Max was leading them towards the wedding party. Dulcinea had met all of Max and Rayna's friends, so she knew most everyone attending. "Um, by the way, I owe you an apology." Dulcinea leaned close to his ear. "You were right. The bigger they are, the harder they fall. Who knew?" She raised her hands and tilted her head, showing her confusion.

      "What are you talking about, Didi?" Max had an edge to his voice. The kind that sent worry shivers down her spine.

      In the quietest voice she could muster, she said, "I kind of kicked Master Jackson into a wall today and he was really big."

      Max took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Explain," was all he said.

      Dulcinea explained what had happened and how she had remedied the situation. Then she went on to explain her encounter with Master Samuel. By the time she was done, Max had done two shots and was calm enough to speak civilly. "You need to be careful, Didi, or there will be hell to pay." And that was all Max said on the subject. "Now, let's go wish the happy trio well."

      Rayna leaned into Dulcinea on the opposite side. "Not gonna say anything until you know, huh?" she mimicked Dulcinea. "Well, that went right out the window." Her tone had a touch of sarcasm but with a twist of humor.

      "You know I can't lie to him." Dulcinea huffed, "Besides, he always finds this shit out anyway. Come on, tell me where everyone is."

      Rayna laughed at Dulcinea's response only because she knew it was true. Max always found out. Everything.

      They led Dulcinea over to an empty table. "What would you like to drink?"

      "Cranberry juice for me."

      "I'll take a white Russian; here is my card."

      "Rayna, we have a long night ahead of us."

      "I know we do, that's why I want it now. You go; I'll get Didi settled." Rayna pulled the chair out for Dulcinea. Once she was seated, Rayna took the seat next to her.

      "So, who all is here?"

      "Well, there's Dimitri, Madison, and Xavier. Sadie and Cameron. Marco and Jace. Oh, and Sheikh Colin and Lucy, they brought their son on the cruise. I don't see him now, he must be with the nanny, but he's so damn cute. Nicolas and Payton are going to have to keep their daughter away from him." Rayna laughed at her own joke, then continued. "Isabella and Caleb, Captain Joshua and Melanie, and, of course, Gabriel. Greyson is here with Raven." Rayna leaned in close to Dulcinea's ear and whispered, "A little birdy told me that he's going to collar her on this cruise, but you didn't hear that from me."

      "Tell me where everything is. I know we walked mid-way down the center aisle. I can see shadows of where the windows are and I think the bar. I can tell there are lights behind it and shadows in front of it, but then everything else is mushy darkness."

      "Well, Isabella and Sadie hung some wedding decorations behind the bar and on all the tables."

      "No, no, what does the room look like? The colors, the design, I get an intimate feeling listening to the piano playing."

      "Yes, I guess you could say it has an intimate feel about it." Since Dulcinea had lost her sight, Rayna had been seeing the world with a whole new outlook. She appreciated the little things, things most people would not take notice of, she now looked upon them as significant. "All right, where to begin? The piano is to your left, straight ahead beyond the tables, next to that is the bar. At the end of the bar is the entrance to the kitchen area. Along the far wall in front of you are the windows, and then to your right are the doors." Rayna hesitated then continued. "I like how they did the colors in here. The walls are a military green, the carpet is earth tone, and the bar is deep brown with gold accents. The glass shelves holding all the bottles are lit with a yellow light. The walls also have wall sconces with yellow lighting."

      Dulcinea was about to ask Rayna what everyone was wearing when she heard, "Didi, we were so sad you couldn't attend the wedding, but I want your word you won't miss the reception." Madison had come over to greet them, kissing first Dulcinea then Rayna. "Rayna, how have you been? We need to do a girls' night when we get back from our honeymoon. They're taking me to Italy. I'm so excited." Madison squealed like a little kid.

      "I've heard it's beautiful. I hope you get to see some of it." Rayna grinned.

      "Rayna told me you looked beautiful. I'm so happy for you, Madison. They are both great and they love you so much." Dulcinea told her, "I hear it in their voices when they talk to you. The same way Max talks to Rayna."

      "How does Max talk to Rayna?" Max repeated her words as he placed their drinks on the table.

      "The same way Dimitri and Xavier talk to Madison; you know that Master tone you use. That's all."

      "Did you hear that, gentlemen? We have Master tones." Max threw the question at Dimitri and Xavier. "I've brought back two very impatient grooms."

      "Max is correct, Madison; you have fifteen minutes more, then we are carrying you out of here," Dimitri announced.

      "Could we have one more dance before we go?" Madison questioned Dimitri.

      Xavier spoke up. "I'll dance with Didi if that's all right with you?" He placed his warm hand on her shoulder.

      "I'd like that very much." Dulcinea placed her hand in his as he helped her up and led her to the floor. Xavier placed his hand at the small of her back, as one of her hands reached for his shoulder, the other in his hand. "I remember the first dance lesson you taught me, 'the man always leads,' I couldn't believe you were still standing by the end of the class."

      "Yes, my feet took a beating that day, but look at you now." He twirled her around, hooking his arm around her waist as he reeled her back into his arms. "How are you doing, Dulcinea? Have you been able to see more?" Being a part of Max and Rayna's family, extended to their BDSM family as well. Xavier, Cameron, and Dimitri, being part of that extended family, had played a big part in making sure Dulcinea had the best specialists when she had lost her vision.

      Xavier, however, felt a kinship towards her. When he had asked Max about her parents, Max could only fill in the blank for Mom. Not Dad. Xavier had tried to find out who her father was but had no success. He examined the possibility she could be a sibling of his and Cameron's but until he had solid proof, he wasn't going to say anything. Since that conversation with Max, Xavier had been very present in Dulcinea's life. So, when she had needed to learn to dance, he offered his assistance and taught her. Never making his presence too obvious, he always made himself available when she needed help.

      "I'm doing well, Xavier. I haven't gained any more of my sight, but I'm here on this ship with all my friends and family and I plan on enjoying every minute of it."

      "That's very good to hear. When we are finished dancing, I would like to introduce you to Sheikh Colin. He's Lucy's husband. I think you are going to want to hear what he has to say." Dulcinea heard the hope in Xavier's voice.

      She stuttered her next step upon hearing his tone. She didn't want to read too much into meeting the CEO of a pharmaceutical company, but the way Xavier hinted at good news, gave her an idea of what they were going to discuss. Dulcinea came back from dream land, quietly speaking. "I hope you understand why I didn't attend the wedding."

      "I do, poppet. Just know Madison will come and drag you out of your cabin if you don't come to the reception. You wouldn't want to miss me dressed like Genie, now, would you, or Dimitri dressed as Aladdin."

      "I wouldn't miss it." She smiled at him as the song came to an end.

      "Come with me. We'll collect Max and Rayna along the way."

      Dulcinea held onto Xavier's hand, as he led her through the maze of people. Finding Max and Rayna already with Colin and Lucy, Xavier headed in that direction. "Colin, Lucy, this is Didi."

      "It's very nice to meet you." Dulcinea put her hand forward in greeting.

      "We don't shake hands, Didi, we hug." Lucy pulled her into her body and wrapped her arms around her back, locking Dulcinea's arms to her body. "I've heard so much about you, I feel like I know you already." She stepped back, releasing Dulcinea.

      Colin touched Dulcinea's shoulder. "You have to excuse my wife. She can't control herself when she is excited about something. It's a pleasure to meet you, Didi. I'm sorry it's under these terms, but I hope I can change that for you." Colin heard the hitch in Dulcinea's breathing. "Let me explain first, so you understand what will happen. Come, let us go sit, and I will tell you everything."

      They all moved to a table away from the celebrating. Dulcinea was guided to a chair, Max and Rayna standing at her back. Colin and Lucy sat to one side, Xavier to the other. "When Xavier first told me of your accident, I was heartbroken for you. The thought of you possibly never being able to do your design work again didn't seem fair. Then, I got extremely mad, thinking of the person who did this to you. I wanted revenge." Everyone at the table heard the rage in Colin's voice. "Then, I calmed down and thought of the best way we could help. So, I hired a team of scientists to begin working on whatever they believed would repair your eyesight." He reached in his pocket pulling out a small bottle. He placed the bottle in front of Dulcinea, then placed her hand on it. "It will not give you back your sight," he stated before she could ask. "But it will keep your nerves from further damage until your sight is returned. The scientists feel that if you use this twice a day, it will help keep the axons located in the ganglion cells from deteriorating."

      "What exactly are axons and ganglion cells?" Dulcinea asked, a very confused look on her face.

      "The long squiggly things behind the eyes that send pulses along the nerve. That's the best way I know how to describe them to you."

      "So, what would this do?" Max questioned him.

      "Until Didi's eyesight is returned, it will help keep her nerves active. You may see her eyes twitch, where right now, they are always straight. The drops will help her eyes move; the pupils will move involuntarily."

      "Okay, you've told me the upside, what's the downside?" Dulcinea spoke up.

      "Some of the side effects are an itchy or burning sensation; also, it could discolor your pupils, and finally, that it won't help at all. There is a chance your nerves endings may have already begun to lose the stimulus they need to keep them active. If that's the case, then the drops will have no effect one way or the other." Colin paused, waiting for what he had said to sink in. "Didi, you know I would never even approach you with anything that could hurt you. Only good things for you."

      Dulcinea heard the change in Colin's voice as he went from business Colin to big brother Colin. He sounded just like all the men in her life when they were trying to protect her.

      "No pressure, Didi. I will give the drops to Doc Ashberry. When you are ready, you can go to him and he will administer them. It would be better to wait until the morning, though, in case you have any reaction to them."

      "I don't know what to say," Dulcinea stated. "I think I'll take your advice and wait until tomorrow; that will give me all night to think about it. Thank you, Colin, maybe it will help define the black mushy areas. Instead of mush, I might be able to see a defined shadow. Who knows? Anything is possible, right?"

      "It's all up to you, Didi. Your computer can contact Doc when you're ready. Isn't that right, Colin?" Rayna asked.

      "I would imagine it could," Colin stated but with a questioning tone, like he wasn't sure.

      "Yes, my computer can contact Doc. Now, let's get back to the celebration before I have to leave," Dulcinea answered their question. "I know Max brought me a drink. Could someone get it for me?" When she had her glass in her hand, she raised it, and everyone followed suit. "To the happy threesome. May there always be food on the table, may there always be money in the bank, but always make sure there is a man in her bed when she goes to bed at night." Dulcinea waited for everyone to settle down, then continued. "We wish you nothing but happiness. You have a special bond that I hope to find one day. Don't ever lose that. Congratulations." Everyone drank and cheered the trio on as they exited to start their honeymoon. After the room settled down, Dulcinea asked Rayna if she would help her to the door so she could make her appointment at the salon.

      Rayna let her know she would be approaching the door in approximately four to five steps and that it pushed open. "I have to go let Max know I'm leaving with you. Wait outside and I'll be right there." Rayna turned back into the room in search of Max. With both hands on the door, Dulcinea pushed, only to hear the sound of flesh slapping metal. The door stopped moving as it hit the resistance of another human body.

      She quickly apologized, "I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to hit you with the door. I didn't see you."

      "Well, that is obvious."

      Dulcinea heard the same slight accent. "Master Samuel?"

      "The same. We have to stop meeting like this."

      Dulcinea heard the laughter in his voice. "Yes, I believe we do. Are you okay?"

      "Yes, I'm fine, but this will have to be added to your list of transgressions." Samuel was just about to ask her if she needed any help when a curvy redhead came through the door.

      "Didi, is everything all right?" Rayna looked the tall, dark, handsome stranger over. "And you are?" she asked, directing her question at Master Samuel.

      "Everything is fine. Rayna, this is Master Samuel. Master Samuel, Rayna, my sister and best friend."

      "As you can see, I'm not really her sister, but she's closer to me than any sister could be. Do we understand each other?"

      "I understand. It's nice to meet you," Master Samuel responded.

      "Nice to meet you, too." Focusing on Dulcinea, she said to her, "Come on, I have to get you to the salon then get back here as soon as I can. Max is making threats."

      Dulcinea knew a punishment would be in Rayna's future if they didn't hurry.

      "I can take her," was all Dulcinea heard before being jerked to a stop.

      "Really, you wouldn't mind?" Rayna agreed with Dulcinea's feeling on Samuel taking her.

      "No, really, I wouldn't mind. Sir Max will be disappointed he won't be able to punish you, but I'm sure you can figure out a way to make it up to him," Samuel bantered back to her. "Come along, Didi, you don't want to be late." He put his hand out for her to take. "My hand is just below yours."

      Rayna walked back through the door but stood and watched as Samuel led Dulcinea to the salon. She was going to find Max when he came up behind her. "What are we watching?" He leaned over her, looking out the door.

      "Dulcinea and Master Samuel."

      "The same Samuel she was referring to earlier?"

      "Yes."

      "Why so worried? Didn't she say she got a 'good vibe' from him?" Max had done air quotes.

      "That's not what I'm worried about. Right before they left he said, 'Sir Max'."

      "And?" His voice told his frustration. "I really hate dragging things out of you, Rayna."

      "That's the thing. I'm not really sure what's bothering me. He sounded like he knew you. Weird, right?"

      "Rayna, it's very possible he could know me from the club. Should I be worried about him with Dulcinea?" he asked, looking over her shoulder again.

      "No, he's only walking her to the salon. I'll point him out at dinner tonight. If she's going to be spending time with him, I think you should find out what you can on him. Just to be on the safe side." Rayna turned her head and smiled up at him.

      Looking into her eyes, he said to her, "You know me better than that. We should have everything on him by dinner. As well as Master Jackson. Now I have no reason to punish you. I'm disappointed. You will have to make me feel much better if you want to go to the crewmember auction tonight."

      Rayna turned into his arms, wrapping her arms around his neck and bringing his head down to meet hers. As her lips brushed his, she whispered, "I think I know exactly what you need." Reaching down with one hand, she rubbed her palm along his rock-hard shaft. "My lips wrapped around this perfect cock, while I kneel at your feet. Would that make you feel better, Master?" she asked, sucking his lower lip between her teeth.

      "I suppose that could sway my feelings," Max commented before he devoured Rayna's mouth, kissing her until her legs turned to jelly. "We need to go now," he demanded, grabbing her hand as he headed to the elevators.
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      "Do you know the bride or the groom?" Samuel asked as they walked to the salon.

      "I know the bride and both grooms."

      "Lucky lady."

      "Yes, she is. Madison went through a lot of crap growing up. She's due for a happily ever after."

      "We all have our issues growing up. It's how you deal with them as an adult that makes you the person you become. That's what my mother always told me. She had some major issues when she was younger, but her family wouldn't let her quit. I'm very happy they didn't. Otherwise, I might not be here today."

      "I didn't have much of a family growing up, it was just me and my mom." Dulcinea paused and turned in the direction they had just come from. "I didn't know anybody in that room until after my mom died. Then as I met them, I became the adopted daughter or sister they never had. Instant family." Samuel could hear the happiness in her voice.

      "My family is very close. I will be in charge of both my mother's and father's businesses when the time comes. They are teaching me now so that I'll be ready. When did your mother pass?"

      "January of this year."

      "I'm sorry for your loss."

      "Thank you. It's kind of strange. Sometimes I feel like she orchestrated my meeting Max for the purpose of giving me a family. I think she knew how much we both needed each other."

      Samuel stopped walking. "We have arrived at our destination."

      Dulcinea heard a sadness in his voice. "Is everything all right? They didn't close, did they?"

      "No, they are here. That means our time together has ended. I am enjoying your company more and more each time we meet. However, maybe next time you could hold off on the bodily damage?" The tightness in his voice changed to a more teasing tone when he finished.

      "I really am very sorry, Master Samuel."

      "How about this, in place of your punishment, have them call me when you are almost done and I will come and escort you wherever you need to go. Then, we could talk some more, and I won't have to defend myself." Samuel opened the door and guided her inside. At the front desk, the receptionist introduced herself as Vicki. "Hello, Vicki, I'm Master Samuel, this is Didi and she has an appointment."

      "Nice to meet you both. If you'd like to guide her back, Rocco is ready for her now."

      Dulcinea noticed the pitch change in Vicki's voice when she responded to Samuel. She could hear the excitement, thinking to herself that he must be good looking. "Would you be able to contact Master Samuel when I'm almost finished?"

      "I would gladly contact Master Samuel. Are you coming to the crewmember auction tonight? There is a kid's club in my town that could use some new balls and I would be willing to enter to help them if I knew you would be in the audience bidding."

      Dulcinea couldn't believe this woman had the nerve to flirt with Master Samuel right in front of her. Not that she was jealous or anything, but he had walked in with her.

      "What cabin should I call?" Vicki asked, the seductive tone sliding off her tongue.

      "I'm in cabin 502 and thank you for the information. I'll keep it in mind." Samuel took Dulcinea's hand and guided her to Rocco's chair. "I don't know how you are going to make her more beautiful than she already is but have a go at it." To Dulcinea, he said, "I will see you soon."

      A rosy bloom erupted across her cheeks with his compliment, causing her to forget all about Vicki. "Thank you, Master Samuel."

      Samuel wasn't sure if she was grateful for his help or his compliment, but either way he left the salon with a smile on his face, knowing he would see her again.
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      Max escorted Rayna and Dulcinea into the dining room. They were directed to the captain's table and made their way over. Max held the chairs for both women as they sat. "Tell me everything you see. It's hard for me to make out any shapes with the lighting." This brought Dulcinea back to the question she had been asking herself all day. "Rayna, do you think I should try the drops?"

      "Poppet, I can't answer that question fairly for you. Being the selfish person I am, I want your full sight back yesterday, so, yes, I want you to try the drops. But then the sane person in me says it's not my call. You're the one who has to go through whatever side effects there are, if any. You're the one who knows in your heart how much disappointment you can handle. I can't do anything to help you there, just know Max and I are here for you with whatever you decide." She gave Dulcinea a hug then sat back in her chair. "Okay, where to start. We are in the middle of the room. In front of us are the windows, with tables in front of them. To our right is the entrance, and behind us are tables as well as the entrance to the kitchen area. Then finally, to your left is where the band usually is, but there is a giant screen in front of where they should be."

      "I hear the piano and harp. Can you see them?"

      "No, they must be behind the screen. That must be where Chef Gillian-Michelle is hiding dessert." Rayna explained to her, "You see, on every cruise so far, each chef has tried to one up the others in the dessert presentation. I can't wait to see what she has created. In fact, this is the first time they've hired a female chef. She must be extremely gifted."

      "Wow, I can't wait. Now, tell me color schemes." Working in graphic design, Dulcinea was always interested in how someone decided what to do with the space they created.

      "The walls are white, with black and white scrollwork on them. They have black wall sconces giving off a warm glow. The carpet is light grey with black running through it. The chairs are covered in black cloth, while the tablecloths are white. The china is black, the glasses are crystal and the napkins are black as well. There are black and white floral centerpieces as well. I guess they really wanted the name of the ship to come out in this room. It kind of looks like a black diamond." Rayna laughed.

      "Okay, now give me the layout of my place setting."

      "Plate in the center, three forks to the left, two knives to the right, spoon at the top of your plate, a glass to each end of it. Your water is in the glass at the head of the spoon."

      Dulcinea reached out as if she could actually see what she was doing and wrapped her fingers around her water glass. Taking a sip, she placed it back on the table before asking, "Is everyone seated yet?"

      "I think we are just waiting for the happy trio and there are a few seats empty at some of the tables, but for the most part, the dining room is full."

      "I believe the trio have arrived." The room erupted with a thunderous applause when Dimitri, Madison, and Xavier entered the room. They made their way to the table, as the last stragglers of guests took their seats.

      "Good evening, everyone, and welcome aboard the Black Diamond," Dimitri's voice boomed out, getting everyone's attention. "I would like to introduce a few people; first, is Captain Seamus MacDougall. He's been commanding ships all of his life, so we're confident in his abilities. Would you kindly take a bow, Captain?"

      Rayna described the Captain to Dulcinea. Red hair, green eyes, about six-foot three, with a medium build and a full beard and mustache.

      "Next, I would like to introduce Travis Campbell, head of security. If you should have any problems, please contact Travis or anyone in the security unit."

      Rayna again described Travis to Dulcinea, "Wow, he's really tall. Like basketball height. His hair is sandy-brown, short on the sides, longer on the top. He has green eyes, and to be honest, the man looks like a brick wall. I can see why they hired him for head of security."

      "Finally, I'd like to introduce my friend and business partner, Cameron Alexander. Get to know him, because after tonight, you won't see us until we dock again." Reaching down, he brought Madison's hand to his lips.

      "Now, a few announcements before we eat." He went on to tell everyone about the crewmember auction, the after parties and about the Arabian Nights reception planned for the last night of the cruise to celebrate their wedding. He finished with, "As with our previous cruises, all passengers wearing a red wristband are a hard limit. We ask that you respect the safeguards we have put in place." Dimitri looked to his right and saw dinner was ready to be served. "That's it for now, please sit back and enjoy, everyone." As he sat, the waiters and waitresses began serving the main course.

      Conversation resumed around the table. Rayna whispered to Dulcinea, "I'm not sure if you can sense it, but both of your men's eyes have not strayed too far from you since we sat down."

      Dulcinea almost spit out the water she had just put in her mouth. "What are you talking about?" she asked after she swallowed.

      "Well, Master Samuel is at eleven o'clock, and I'm assuming the very large man at two o'clock is Master Jackson."

      "Describe him to me."

      "Like I said, very tall, dark, short hair, can't really tell eye color, but he does fill out his custom-made suit extremely well."

      "Excuse me, Rayna," Max spoke up.

      "I'm just trying to describe him accurately, Max. How would you describe him?" Rayna questioned him, raising her eyebrow as she did.

      Max was quiet from a moment. "I guess she described him pretty well, but then being a football player, I would expect him to be big."

      "How do you know he plays football?"

      Rayna got Max's attention, hoping to relay the message he needed to change the subject. "I've read about him in the newspaper, a shame about his injury."

      Dulcinea sat straighter in her chair. "What injury? What are you talking about?" She was suddenly worried that she may have injured him when she kicked him into the wall.

      "I read that he tore his shoulder up pretty bad." Max gave Rayna a smug smile.

      Relieved that Max had not told Dulcinea about what they had found in the reports related to both men, Rayna relaxed back into her chair.

      Feeling very guilty, Dulcinea asked Max, "Do you think I hurt him?"

      "I'm sure if you did, you would have heard it when he hit the wall. I wouldn't worry too much about it," Max said before being drawn into another conversation.

      "Rayna?" Dulcinea asked, getting her attention. "Tell me what Samuel looks like," she asked, thinking of Vicki's reaction to him earlier.

      "Well, he's not as tall as Master Jackson and he's not as wide, but you can tell he goes to the gym. He has dark, shoulder length hair." Rayna paused, trying to look at him from a different angle. "Nope, still can't tell what eye color in this lighting, but if I remember from this afternoon, they are dark."

      "Thank you, Rayna." Dulcinea went back to eating, her thoughts wandering to the two men she had met today. When she had been with Samuel, it had been nice, simple, no pressure. But with Master Jackson, her insides had joined her eyesight and gone to mush. She was sarcastic and rude and she didn't understand why she had reacted so differently between them. Then again, she bumped into Master Samuel numerous times today. That, however, was not the case with Master Jackson. Maybe after their encounter, he did all he could to avoid her. Maybe, he couldn't handle a strong submissive, or maybe he just didn't get the same feeling she got when he looked at her. Maybe she just wasn't good enough, but if that were the case, why was he looking at her throughout dinner?
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      Jackson had made sure he had a good view of the captain's table from his chair in the corner. He had inquired as to where Didi would be sitting, hoping there was a possibility that she could be at his table, only to learn where she would really be. That just meant he would not be making any headway with her during dinner, but it didn't mean he couldn't enjoy the view. She looked stunning in her gown of light blue and what appeared to be black mesh. The mesh started at the bottom and in a six-inch-wide panel that stopped at the Queen Anne collar. If he had to explain what it looked like, he'd describe it as a racing stripe.

      Jeffrey sat to his left, while Peter and Davina were on his right. As he watched Didi interact with the table of people she sat with, he noticed the redhead next to her lean in and talk quietly to her. He determined that she was explaining what the room looked like because she was looking all around. Next, her focus was on the table, and he thought to himself that she must need help finding her place setting. Finally, her attention was on him. He made like he wasn't paying attention, but he knew she was describing him to her now. His chest puffed out a little knowing she wanted to know what he looked like. But then, her attention was turned to the other corner of the room. Jackson followed her line of vision and found the douche bag from the pool.

      "Jeffrey, what did you find out about the ass by the pool?"

      Jeffrey gave Jackson a mournful look. "You really don't want to know."

      "Yes, I really do want to know," Jackson fired back.

      "In the report I read, he is the son of Vladimir and Francesca Romanoff; his grandfather was Yakov Ostrovsky and his uncle is Viktor Ostrovsky, two of the most powerful Russian mafia families. When the time comes, he will be taking overpower from both of them." He leaned in close so only Jackson could hear. "He has been put through and trained in every aspect of torture, jungle warfare, and any kind of karate or jujitsu. They have been training him since birth. He's a living, walking hit man." Jeffrey sounded impressed by the man's credentials. Sitting back in his chair, he finished. "Through the sports grapevine, I heard that Sebastian Zilkin got into some trouble with the Ostrovsky family." Jeff looked thoughtfully at Samuel, then he asked Jackson, "Do you think he's here to handle matters for his family? Maybe he's going to take out Sebastian on this cruise."

      Jackson gave Jeffrey a look. "You need to stop reading those crime love stories. I think they're beginning to warp your brain." Jackson looked back at Samuel. Now knowing the man's history a little, he could see the man's training. With a smile on his face, he politely and cordially worked the table. But when no one was watching, or so he thought, he would look at Didi with such longing. Jackson could feel his blood pressure rise at the thought of him with Didi. There was no way he was going to let that happen.

      Looking up at the table where she sat, he watched her—the way she pushed the stray pieces of hair from her face, the intent look when she was listening to something someone was saying to her. The smile that formed, then the laughter that followed had him smiling and his cock twitching. She had a pure goodness about her. Everyone she touched embraced her and Jackson understood the feeling. His two encounters with Didi had immediately affected him. Instead of jumping into bed and fucking her brains out, he felt a strong need to protect her, to find out what she needed. Both in and out of bed.

      Jackson began to visualize Didi bent over a spanking bench, her arms secured over her head, legs spread, exposing her glistening center. That glorious ass raised high and exposed for him to do as he pleased with had Jackson's cock getting hard with the image he created in his mind. Dimitri's raised voice shook the thought away and brought him back to the present.

      "I hope everyone has enjoyed their meal. Now, Chef Gillian, her sous-chef Cynthia and the rest of the kitchen staff have been working through dinner creating the masterpieces behind this screen. I'm told they are ready for the presentation. Chef Gillian, take it away."

      "Dimitri, Cameron, and guests, I have tried to create something unique and pleasing to the eye, combining both Masters Isaac's and Raymond's unique creations. I present to you, Mannequin Dessert Dungeon." The screen was removed and behind it was a complete dungeon set up with live mannequins placed about on different pieces of equipment, displaying the tasty morsels Chef Gillian had created.

      The sudden stillness of the room sparked an awakening inside of Dulcinea. The feeling intensified when the entire room seemed to groan. She was just about to ask Rayna to tell her what was happening when the dining area detonated with cheering and applause. Dulcinea grabbed Rayna's hand to get her attention. Leaning her head towards Rayna, she asked, "You need to explain what everyone is looking at, then you need to take a picture on my phone. When I get my eyesight back, I want to see what kind of an amazing creation could make an entire room hold their breath, as well as excite the hell out of them." Dulcinea grinned at Rayna.

      Rayna smiled at Dulcinea for her accurate description of what she felt was the room's reaction. She began to tell her what they all saw. "Okay, I'll start all the way to the left of the display. There is a piano being played by a very shirtless Dom and a harp played by a submissive in a transparent flowing dress. There is a light from the floor angled up onto her beautiful body, putting it perfectly on display while she is playing. Along the top of the piano is a huge replica of the Black Diamond, which I presume is all edible. To the right of that is a group of Dominants wearing only black leather pants, standing as if talking, some holding trays off their shoulders and some at their waist with pastries on them. Their submissives, in an array of undress, are kneeling at their feet holding shot glasses of different cheesecakes. Next to them is a St. Andrew's Cross with a submissive attached. She is wearing a green corset and nothing else. Her Dominant is wearing a black muscle shirt and black jeans; he's spanking her with a cane. Her arms, hung from chains, are outstretched, holding a tray in each hand." Leaning in closer, Rayna whispered, "I'm not sure if it's make-up or if it's real, but she has one rosy looking ass."

      Dulcinea heard the humor in Rayna's voice. "What dessert is on display by them?"

      "Why chocolate covered strawberries, of course."

      Dulcinea laughed at her answer. "What's after that?"

      "A spanking bench, a naked male submissive strapped to it. His Mistress is wearing a short chain mail mini skirt with a chain midriff halter top. She's wearing some ass kicking heels too. In her hand is a flogger in action. The leather hide tails are…" she paused as if gathering her thoughts, "I don't know how she's doing it, but somehow the flogger tails are suspended in the air. Fruits, pretzels and cookies line the sub's body and the bench he is strapped to. The last piece is an inversion table, and Chef Gillian has placed a female submissive on the table. One of her Dominants is at her entrance, the other is positioned to be pushing into her mouth and all three of them are naked. Her body is covered with waffle cones full of ice cream and brownies along with cupcakes. In between the bench and the inversion table, they set up a chocolate fountain and fondue station. I wish you could see it, Dulcinea, it really is a piece of art."

      "Well, then that's it. I'm going to have Doc Ashberry administer the drops tomorrow. I'm determined to get my eyesight back, and if this will help in some way, I'm going to do it."

      Dulcinea's words were cut short as Chef Gillian-Michelle began to speak again. "May I please have Masters Dimitri, Cameron and the newest member to the Midnight Oasis Cruise Line family, Sheikh Colin, join me for a sampling of this feast?"

      The captain's table was asked to join them, but Dulcinea stayed at the table. She sat contemplating her decision while Max and Rayna brought her something from the display.

      Jackson knew with dessert progressing along, there wouldn't be much more time left for him to approach her. Looking over at his dinner companions, a thought came to him. "Hey, Pete, let's go extend our well wishes to Xavier and Dimitri before they leave." Jackson looked at Pete, willing him to say yes.

      "Yeah, I think that sounds like a good idea." Turning to his left. "Davina, would you like to join us?"

      "No, you go ahead, I think I would just like to enjoy my dessert. I would prefer a more relaxed setting to be introduced to them. I know if I were them, I would be looking for the exit." Davina gazed at Peter.

      "All right, we'll be right back." They got up to leave the table. Peter gave her a quick kiss, "I think we should be looking for the exit as well." He moved away, a silly grin on his face, following Jackson towards the head table.

      "You're still going to attend the auction tonight, correct?" Jeffrey threw the question at Jackson.

      "Yes, Jeffrey, have no fear. I will be there. I have a few things I'd like to tell your Mistress about you." Jackson laughed at Jeffrey's shocked expression.

      They had timed their arrival as Dimitri started their farewells. Jackson placed his hand on Dimitri's shoulder. "Do you have a few minutes to greet an old friend before you leave?"

      Looking up from his seat, recognition registered on his face. "Holy crap, Jackson Blackhawk, how the hell are you?" Dimitri rose from his chair, engulfing him in his arms. "Damn, man, you've gotten even bigger since school." Seeing Peter over his shoulder, he said, "Hey, Pete. I'm glad you came." They did that 'guy hands clamped, shoulder to shoulder bump' touch. "We'll have to get together later in the cruise, but right now we are going to our cabin and not leaving until we really have to."

      Jackson turned in greeting Cameron as well. "Congratulations on your wedding, too. By the looks of it, I'd say things are going well."

      Cameron stood up and bear hugged Jackson. "Sadie, I'd like you to meet Jackson Blackhawk. We used to work out together, he was the only person in school who could give me a run for my money in the ring."

      "Yeah, but you still kicked my ass every time."

      A pregnant Sadie stood to greet Jackson. "It's a pleasure to meet you. Cameron has shown me pictures of all of you together. Funny, I don't remember you looking so big."

      Jackson laughed then replied to her, "He must have only showed you pictures of the first year. After that I had my final growth spurt. I grew two inches taller and added about sixty pounds of pure muscle." He flexed his bicep.

      "None of it, however, was added between his ears," Cameron joked back with him.

      "It was nice meeting you, Sadie, but I think Dimitri would like to finish the introductions so they can leave." Facing Cameron again, he said, "We'll have to sit down and reconnect."

      "Sounds good. Enjoy the cruise." Cameron gave him a wicked smile.

      Jackson walked over to Dimitri as Madison and Xavier rose from their chairs. Dimitri introduced them and then ran down the table introducing its occupants. When he got to Dulcinea, he said, "And on the end is our Didi."

      Jackson had made his way down to her end of the table so that when he spoke, the sensation of his voice had the butterflies in her stomach taking flight again. "It's a pleasure to meet you all, however, Didi and I have already met. Isn't that right, Didi?"

      The flush that flowed over her body with his announcement caught the attention of everyone at the table. "Yes, that is correct, Master Jackson. How is your shoulder?"

      Her question caught him off guard, but he recovered quickly. "It's been better. I had a small accident earlier, but a trip to the masseuse helped immensely. I would like you to accompany me on a walk around the deck." In a tone only she could hear, he added, "I believe that would satisfy my desire to punish you for your transgression."

      The thought of a punishment given by Jackson had her squirming in her seat. Trying to disguise the ache between her legs, she leaned towards Rayna. "I'm going to go for a walk with Master Jackson. I'll see you at the show."

      Jackson noticed the attention they had drawn when Dulcinea rose from her chair. "Jackson, I know I don't have to remind you of the hard limit wrapped around her wrist. I will, however, tell you to tread lightly with our Didi," Dimitri advised.

      Jackson acknowledged Dimitri with a head nod. Dulcinea could feel the warmth from Jackson's hand under hers. "My hand is below yours for you to take." Dulcinea dropped her hand onto his very large warm hand and the wetness exploded in her panties. When they were closer to the exit, he continued, "I've thought of nothing but you all day."

      Passing in front of him, her hip grazed his semi-erect cock. "I've had some thoughts of my own today, Sir." Dulcinea smiled up at him.

      Rayna watched as the door closed behind them, a smile on her face. She turned towards Max and caught a glimpse of concern on Samuel's face. The same face that quickly contorted into one of anger. She nudged Max in the ribs, drawing his attention towards what Rayna perceived as a bad sign.

      Concern and apprehension filled Samuel when Master Jackson approached Didi, and it quickly changed to a wave of anger with his gaze following them out the door. Samuel had been looking for Didi for so long and he was not ready to let her go. He needed to find a way to secure Didi's loyalty before this Jackson Blackhawk staked his claim. Intent to find out everything about Master Jackson, first and foremost his weaknesses, Samuel said his goodbyes and left the dining room.
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      Jackson steered Dulcinea towards the elevator. "Where are we going?" she asked when she felt the elevator rise up.

      "I've heard the view from the sun deck is amazing." Seeing the disappointment on her face, he added, "I'd like to try to describe it to you."

      This took Dulcinea by surprise. "I think I would like that very much." Her expression relaxed as they settled into a comfortable silence.

      They exited the elevator and Jackson guided her up to the sun deck. "May I take your cane and put it on the tabletop?" Dulcinea folded the cane and handed it to Jackson. Before he moved to the table, he placed both of her hands on the railing. Jackson came up behind her, sending a shiver through her body. "Are you cold?" Not wanting to explain that it was him creating the feelings flowing through her, she acknowledged him with a slight head nod. "I'm going to put my hands on either side of yours and lean my body into you. Will you allow that, Didi?"

      Dulcinea swung her body around to face him. She became intoxicated by his scent. A dreamy look passed over her face as she inhaled. "God, you smell good." Realizing that she had said that out loud by the laugh he released, had her face blooming a lovely shade of red.

      "You didn't answer my question, Didi."

      He watched as her expression changed to one of worry. "I'm sorry, Sir. Yes, I would like that." She turned her body back towards the railing.

      Jackson placed his hands on either side of her as he described and leaned his head close to hers, his breath whispering along her exposed ear. "This was one of the things I thought about today. Having you all to myself, under the stars with the moon reflecting off the water. I knew you would look beautiful in this setting, but I wasn't prepared for the stunning vison you truly are."

      "Thank you, Sir. Could you describe what you see, please?" Dulcinea needed to get his focus back on why they were really there. She couldn't deny that his smooth lines created another influx of moisture in her panties, but it was too soon to be feeling this way. Right? she questioned herself.

      "Describe what I see," he repeated. "Well, I see a length of solid light blue, covering a very spank worthy ass. A very soft looking back that I would like to leave my mark on, leading up to a neck that I would place numerous kisses on, and a head of dark hair that I want to hold in my hands as your lovely mouth takes me so deep, I see the stars bursting in the sky as they are right now."

      Dulcinea's legs felt like jelly when Jackson was finished with his description. She turned so the front of her body pressed against his. "Master Jackson." Her voice panted as she asked him, "May I feel your face?"

      Pleased to have her hands on any part of his body, he led her over to a chair. Adjusting his hard-on before he sat, he opened his legs for her to stand between. Her breasts now eye level to his mouth, he tamped down his hunger. She held her hands up and he took them in his, leading them to each cheek on his face.

      Dulcinea felt a day of growth on his cheeks. Her right hand moved down towards his strong square chin, while her left moved up towards his eyes. His jaw clenched as her chest grazed along his when she took a step farther between his legs. Her fingers brushed against his closed eyelashes, "What color are your eyes?"

      "My mother calls them azure blue; everybody else calls them husky eyes."

      Her hands continued their exploration of his face. "That's a good picture for me." She skimmed her right hand down his neck, then caressed it up to his ear, while her left moved to his nose. It felt like it had a bump in the middle as she rubbed back and forth.

      "I've broken it so many times, I fix it myself now."

      Dulcinea giggled at his statement. Her right hand now traveled up, her fingers sifting through his thick hair, sending chills through his body straight to his cock. Her left hand was tracing across his full lips. She placed her fingers on the middle of his bottom lip, slowly tracing a pattern around his mouth. A mouth she would like to feel on her lips, her breasts, her body. After feeling his face, she visualized the guy she remembered from the car. She realized this was an extremely beautiful man. The realization pushed Dulcinea from her position between his legs.

      Jackson reached out, grabbing her hands. "Hey, what just happened?"

      "I remembered what you really look like."

      "And?" he prodded her to continue.

      "And, I'm not the woman you need." Dulcinea used her cane to get back to the railing.

      Coming up next to her, he asked, "What are you talking about? How would you know what kind of woman I need?"

      "I did have my sight at one time, you know," Dulcinea whined.

      "Watch your tone, Didi. That was close to a snide comment."

      She turned away from him. "I never seem to fit into any crowd. When Max and Rayna introduced me to the BDSM lifestyle, I felt like I had finally found a place I was welcomed into." She hesitated, before she continued. Her body shivered with the thought of what she was going to tell him next. Seeing the chill run across her body, Jackson took a step forward, allowing the heat from his body to surround her. "I had finished my submissive classes and we went out to celebrate. On our way home, an SUV ran a red light. He hit our car at the passenger rear seat, where I was sitting. If a good Samaritan hadn't come along, we wouldn't be here because the car ignited from the ruptured gas tank. The SUV never stopped, and the good Samaritan disappeared as soon as help came."

      Dulcinea turned towards Jackson, finishing her story. "I woke up in a hospital bed, with no sight at all and a broken wrist. Max and Rayna had minor scratches and concussions. Max told me every airbag went off in the car. After about a week in the hospital, I was released to a rehab center for the blind. I had to relearn everything I took for granted all over again. Little by little, I've gained some vision, but like I explained earlier, I can only see shadows. I'm not the tall, skinny model kind of woman. My hips will always look like these, my breasts stopped growing at sixteen, and my height at eighteen. I had the worst acne, growing up. I was never asked to the dances or bonfires. We moved around too much, so Mom home-schooled me. When I finally made it to college, the acne had cleared up and that's when I realized I definitely wasn't part of the beautiful crowd. That's not the kind of woman you need to be escorting around in public to further your career."

      "When I was younger, on the reservation still, my grandmother had a vision. She told me that I would leave and go to a white man's school. That I would hear the roar of the crowds like a gladiator, and that when I found my mate, I would know her. I think you're that woman, Didi."

      Dulcinea chuckled. "I think she only told you what you wanted to hear. Jackson, another reason why we shouldn't be together is that Didi isn't my name, but when I tell you my name, it will all make sense." She paused, and Jackson watched as her face showed her indecision to tell him. "My real name is Dulcinea Bedford."

      She waited for his reaction to her announcement. "I think it's a beautiful name. Why don't you use it?"

      "You have no idea where my name came from, do you?" Dulcinea asked with surprise in her voice.

      "No, I really don't."

      Dulcinea took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "Well, my mother named me after a whore in the play Man of La' Mancha. She loved the whole idea of the damsel in distress being saved by her romantic hero. So you see, not only wouldn't I fit into the beautiful people crowd, if I use my real name, I'm branded a whore by any person who has seen it." She stressed the "has."

      "Dulcinea, do you think I care what other people think? Trust me, when you get to know me better, you will see that those things don't matter to me. You have the one thing all those other model types and small-minded people don't have. You're a part of my lifestyle." He wanted to mold his hands around her face and kiss her until he was the only thing on her mind.

      They stood together contemplating what the other had said. Dulcinea broke the silence. "Sir, could you tell me what the sky looks like? Oh, and I really do prefer Didi." She turned her body towards the rail again.

      Taking that as a good sign that he had broken through her barrier, he smiled to himself. Breathing freely, he leaned into her body, saying, "It's so dark it looks like thousands of little diamonds are bursting with light everywhere across the sky. The moon reflecting off the water makes it look like it's shining across miles of the surface. My mother would say it's a lover's moon." They stood again quietly at the railing when Jackson stated to her, "Didi, nothing I am looking at is more stunning than you."

      The butterflies were moving in her stomach again. Listening to the sounds around them, Dulcinea asked him, "Are other couples near us?"

      For the first time since coming up to the sun deck, Jackson noticed the other couples scattered around the deck. "Yes, there are. Would you like me to tell you what they are doing?" His voice took on a seductive tone.

      "Yes, I would like that."

      Jackson pulled away from her body to look around. "Well, there is a couple to the right of us. His submissive is on her knees pleasuring him. To the left are two women, one bent over a table while the other is spanking her with a paddle." Jackson stood for a minute with his eyes closed listening to what Dulcinea heard—the slapping sound of the paddle hitting bare flesh, the undeniable moan of pain mixed with desire, the grunts from the right side changing to groans of satisfaction. When he opened his eyes, they landed on Dulcinea. Her cheeks were flushed, her nipples were protruding through the thin fabric of her dress, and as she shifted from leg to leg, he was sure she was trying to relieve an ache between her legs. "Didi, if you remove the red band from your wrist, I can help ease that throbbing between your legs."

      Dulcinea wanted that more than anything. The minute Jackson had begun telling her what he was seeing, her core had begun to pulse. The heat from his body puckered her nipples to tight little nubs. She had known that they had not been alone, but to have Jackson confirm what she had heard, sent a new wave of hunger through her. She visualized what he had described, further heightening the passion of it all. "I can't."

      Two simple fucking words. "I can't." Having self-esteem issues himself, he snapped at her, "You can't, or you won't? Is the Indian from the reservation not good enough?"

      Jackson started to turn away, but Dulcinea reached out for his arm, stopping him. "I can't. Security has to remove them, but only at certain hours of the day. And just so you know, I could give a crap what your nationality is. Hell, for all I know, I could be Chinese. Would that make a difference to you?"

      He realized what an ass he had been. "No, you're right. I shouldn't have snapped at you like that. I have some issues of my own, but we don't have time for them now if you want to catch the show like you told Rayna." He saw the realization on her face that she had forgotten all about the show.

      "Oh, crap. I forgot all about that." Dulcinea started to panic.

      "Relax, Didi. I'll get you there in time. My hand is under yours." When her hand was resting on his, he told her with a commanding tone, "I may not be able to touch you now, but I can tell you to not touch yourself tonight." A look of astonishment flashed across her face. "I could see your body's reaction to the way I described the couples on the deck, I could smell your arousal." He leaned in close, his warm breath caressing her ear. "When your body is satisfied with multiple orgasms, I will be the one to orchestrate it. So, baby, there will be no sliding your fingers to tug on your hard nipples. Or, the creeping of your nails across your navel scratching a path to the wet folds between your legs. One more thing, Didi, no butt plugs or vibrators, either. I want no misunderstanding; I will be the only one creating those orgasms. Understood?"

      Dulcinea's voice quivered as she answered him, "Yes, Sir." She missed his warmth as he moved away.

      Jackson led the way and she followed. This time they moved with more speed, arriving just as the lights in the theater began to flash, indicating that it was show time. Jackson stopped her right before the door. "I want to spend time with you tomorrow. I would like to explain some of my insecurities; will you have breakfast with me?"

      Dulcinea looked thoughtful for a few seconds, making him wait just that little bit. Finally, settling a very seductive smile of her face, she said to him, "Only if," she leaned in as if telling him a secret, "you help me find Rayna and Max." She finished with laughter in her tone and an amazing smile that lit up her whole face.

      "Deal. Be ready at 8:00 am," he quickly said, moving her forward into the doorway. Scanning the theater, he found who he was looking for. "Ready, here we go."
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      Samuel learned a long time ago that loose ends get tied up. The torture he had endured for his one and only loose end kept the memory fresh in his mind. Now, following Jackson and Didi on their walk brought back that rush of pain. There will never be another loose end, he thought to himself. He watched the exchange between Jackson and Didi from a discrete distance, seeing the way her face was so animated, expressing what she felt. Watching the expression of fear cross it, had his heart racing. Not knowing his loose end's history didn't help, either. However, knowing Didi was protected with her wristband did. He watched as the two made their way to the theatre. Once he knew Didi was back with Rayna and Max, he returned to his cabin.

      He grabbed his briefcase, took out his laptop and opened the file titled "Persons of Interest." Searching through it, he found what he was looking for. Dulcinea Bedford's face was displayed on his screen. The caption under it read, Your special skills are required to find a needle in a haystack. Finding said needle will enable the spinning wheel to produce an untold amount of gold thread. Your time runs out when Rumpelstiltskin is released from his present confinement. All hunters are welcome in the chase.

      Leaving her picture on the screen, he opened another window, typed in the name Jackson Blackhawk, and numerous pages opened. Samuel sighed, talking to himself, "It's going to be a long night."
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      Jackson plopped down into the seat next to Jeffrey, glancing at the menu in his hand before nudging him in the shoulder. "Find anything you like?"

      "I think I have. The sous-chef Cynthia, read her bio."

      Jackson held the menu, reading the caption at the top. All submissives, Dominants and Dominatrices, have agreed freely to participate in the crewmember auction. All proceeds to benefit a charity of their choice. All crewmembers agree to remain with their purchaser for a period of twenty-four hours. Anything beyond the twenty-four hours is for pure pleasure.

      When Pete had first told him about the cruise, he had had every intention of bidding in tonight's auction. Now, after meeting Dulcinea, he had no desire. Following the list of names down until he found Cynthia's profile, glancing at her picture, he began to read,

      

      Dominatrix: Mistress Cynthia—Goddess Cynthia, 5'2", dark hair, amber eyes, 38-30-38.

      My Description: I am an elegant premier Mistress. A sexy, sympathetic, well-spoken goddess. Experienced and truly understand the mindset of a submissive. To achieve your fantasy, you will need to please your Mistress in every way. If you don't, your punishment will be severe. I prepare my scenes uniquely for each individual, from soft and sensual to hard and wild. I enjoy the element of surprise so a blindfold could be used. I also like my submissives to be with me until the end, a cock-ring could be in your future. A good spanking to build you up, restraining you with your ass high in the air, your balls resting on the table with your dick peeking out from under them or in a diaper position, exposed for my soft flogger, building the intensity with a riding crop, and if you're ready for it, my caning will take you to a head space you will only get from me.

      My charity is: Mount Sinai Food Bank

      Opening bids will start at $5,000.00

      

      "She sounds like the perfect Dominatrix for your initiation, Jeffrey." Jackson was quiet for a minute before leaning in and adding, "By the way, once she knows you're a virgin submissive, she is going to light your ass up." Jackson whispered, as the auction had started while he had been reading. "Hey, have you ever heard about a movie called Man of La' Mancha?"

      "Sure, the story of Don Quixote, Sancho and his lady love Dulcinea. Why?" Jeffrey's curiosity was piqued, Man of La' Mancha was not a typical movie Jackson would watch. He was more a Black Sunday or Draft Day kind of movie watcher. He sang in a whisper to Jackson, "To dream the impossible dream."

      "What the hell are you doing?" Jackson fired back.

      "It's a song in the movie."

      "Aw, crap, it's a freaking musical?"

      Jeffrey's head gave an affirmative nod. "It's a good freaking musical." Jeffrey's focus was drawn to the stage. "Oh my, she is a goddess." Jackson looked to the stage to see Mistress Cynthia's leather clad body strutting across the stage.

      "She is…" Jackson started to say, but Jeffrey cut him off.

      "No talking, I need to pay attention. I don't want to screw this up."

      Jackson sat quietly watching, a smile on his face. He had never seen him so animated or determined; this was the Jeffrey who brokered million-dollar deals. He was bidding against a woman on the opposite side of the room. The beauty on the stage dressed all in red wore a leather corset vest, zipped in the front, showing off her ample chest and hugging her slim waist. When she turned around showing the leather painted onto a luscious ass, he saw the lacing along the back of the corset. She wore four-inch thigh high boots and opera length gloves. Long, straight hair was pulled into a high ponytail falling to her ass. Settling in the center of the stage, she stood and cocked her head to the right. Legs braced apart, shoulders square, in her hand she flipped a black riding crop up and down.

      As they bid, she would walk across the stage, back and forth with each change in the amounts. They had been going back and forth in increments of fives reaching sixty thousand dollars, when Jeffrey yelled out, "One hundred thousand dollars." Mistress Cynthia's prowling of the stage stuttered to a halt.

      The auctioneer glanced to the right. "Going once," his eyes searched around the room for more bids. "Going twice…" Jeffrey was biting at the bit waiting for the gavel to drop. Finally, he heard, "Sold for one hundred thousand dollars to the gentleman holding paddle number twelve."

      Jackson swore Jeffrey had tears in his eyes. "Jeff, are you all right?" he asked hesitantly.

      "I don't think I've ever been this happy spending that kind of money," he panted. "You have to come with me to meet her in the back." Jeffrey's enthusiasm to claim his Mistress had Jackson smiling. They made their way out of their seats and headed to the designated area set up to receive the payments.

      Waiting in line, Jackson asked, "Hey, Jeff, when you were married, was your wife a Mistress?"

      "No, Irene would have never gone for this, however, she did give me my fair share of punishments, unbeknownst to her," Jeffrey said, a grin on his face.

      Jackson smiled at the secret his friend had revealed. "So, how long have you known you were a submissive?" Curiosity coated his voice.

      "Since the first time Irene and I role played. Her suggestion, not mine," Jeff was quick to counter. "I felt it to my bones as she cuffed me to the bed. Irene, however, said she felt very uncomfortable in that particular role. She never played the role of a Mistress again, but that didn't stop her from the roles of policewoman or substitute teacher." Jeffrey raised his eyebrows up and down, smiling.

      After Jeffrey took care of the business end of the deal, he was told where he was supposed to meet his Mistress. "Come with me. I'm really nervous," Jeff begged Jackson. "I want you to meet her. You know, make sure she's not a sadist or anything."

      "Would you relax, rely on your training, and for the love of God, keep your mouth shut."

      They walked out the sliding glass doors to the outside deck. Turning to his left, Jeff stopped dead in his tracks, Jackson bumping into him. Looking up, Jackson understood why Jeff had stopped. Sitting on a bench, her leg crossed over the other, tapping it in the air, Mistress Cynthia sat, her focus faced away from them. The moon glistening off the water radiated on her, creating a silhouette. Her long hair, pulled over her shoulder, rested along her right breast, as her hand still tapped a cadence with the riding crop.

      The daze Jeffrey was in was broken with her words, as, never looking their way, her voice carried to them. "I don't like to be kept waiting. Present yourself," she demanded.

      This had Jeffrey jumping to attention, moving forward at a quick clip. Jackson laughed as he followed behind him. Jeff landed on his knees in front of her, arms grasped behind his back, chest out, eyes lowered, chin high. A perfect submissive pose for Mistress, he thought.

      She looked up at Jackson, curiosity on her face when he walked up behind Jeffrey. "Good evening, Mistress Cynthia. I'm just delivering your property to you." He held his hand out. "Master Jackson, and this is Jeffrey, my agent and friend."

      She rose from her seat, holding Jackson's hand. "Pleasure to meet you. Tell me about my new pet since you know him well." She started prowling in circles around Jeffrey.

      Jeffrey's body seemed to deflate a little with Mistress's question. "Your position falters, pet, do you disrespect your Mistress?" She smacked the riding crop on his ass.

      Jeffrey quickly rearranged his position, but before he could answer her, Jackson cut in. Jackson knew it was a test by his Mistress. "Your new pet is very new to being a submissive, Mistress. I believe if he could answer you, which he won't until given permission, he would say, 'No, Goddess.'"

      A knowing smile formed on Mistress Cynthia's lips. "So, Master Jackson, what do I need to know?"

      "Overall, he's a good guy. He could have gotten me a better bonus in the deal he negotiated for me, but he'd never do anything to hurt anyone on purpose. I'll let him tell you the rest." He paused then added, "When he can," emphasizing the words, hoping to drill them into Jeffrey's head.

      "Thank you, Master Jackson, I will take very good care of your agent and friend. Now, say your goodbyes to my pet. We have a long night ahead of us."

      "Well, I'm outta here. Jeff, I hope this is everything you dreamed it would be and more. Have fun."

      Mistress Cynthia leaned down, placing the riding crop under Jeff's chin. Pulling his face up towards hers, she said, "Open your eyes, pet, and say goodbye to Master Jackson. You will remember his title and your place for the duration of this cruise. Do you understand?"

      Turning his head to look at Jackson, a huge smile was on his face. "Thank you, Master Jackson, for delivering me to my Mistress."

      Jackson tipped his head back at Jeffrey. "Enjoy your night. I have to go watch a freakin' sappy musical." As he reached the doors to head back inside, he heard Mistress Cynthia say to Jeffrey, "Oh, my little virgin pet. The things I am going to do to you. On your feet, follow your Goddess."
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      Dulcinea knocked on Rayna and Max's door. She knew it was late, but she really needed Rayna's advice. "Poppet, what are you doing here so late? Is everything all right?"

      Dulcinea heard the concern in Max's voice, "No, I'm fine. I would like to talk to Rayna, though, if that's okay?"

      "By all means, come in." He yelled over his shoulder, "Rayna, Didi is here to talk with you."

      Max guided her farther into the room. "I'm not interrupting, am I? I just need some advice."

      "Do you want me to leave, or is this something I should know about as well?" Max asked her as he guided her to the couch.

      "You'd just find out anyway. You might as well stay."

      Rayna joined them on the couch after wrapping herself in a silk bathrobe. "What can we help you with, poppet?" She snuggled into Max's arms as they sat waiting for Dulcinea to speak.

      She sat on the edge of the couch, angled towards them, like she used to do with her mom. "Well, you know how I told you about my encounters with both Master Jackson and Master Samuel." Dulcinea paused, taking a deep breath, and then she blurted out, "I think I want to remove my wristband." There, she said it. Finally saying it out loud, had her body relaxing with relief. Ever since Master Jackson had left her with Max and Rayna at the theater, she hadn't been able to stop thinking about what she could have been doing if she weren't wearing this stupid wristband.

      "Dulcinea, you're the only one who has a say in when that wristband comes off. They aren't pressuring you, are they?" Max asked. His voice was calm, but Dulcinea heard the underlying growl of displeasure.

      "No, Max, they've been great. Master Samuel has been nothing but a gentlemen helping me today. Now, Master Jackson, he's a little bit more of a problem." Dulcinea's face flushed with the thought of Master Jackson's offer to relieve the ache between her legs.

      Rayna looked up at Max, a smile on her face. However, when Max looked down at Rayna, he had a much different face on. "Explain, poppet."

      Dulcinea came back from dreamland. "He thinks I could be his mate, according to his grandmother. It's crazy, right?" She extended her hands out palms up, tilting her head in a questioning pose.

      "And this is bad, why?" Rayna questioned her.

      "Because, I could never fit into his world."

      "It seems you already do," Max countered back at her.

      This brought Dulcinea's hanging head up. "He did say that. He said that was the one thing I had that all the other women didn't. But I'm afraid I won't live up to the expectations he may have."

      "Poppet, you have a lot of questions." She nodded her head up and down, agreeing with him. "But you are asking the wrong person. If you feel that you would like a D/s relationship with Master Jackson, you're an adult. Make the decision. However, if you don't think you will fit into his day-to-day world, then you are sadly mistaken. Didi, you can adapt to any situation and come out stronger in the end. If I were to guess, Master Jackson would shield you from all the publicity that surrounds him in the public eye if you told him that's what you needed."

      Dulcinea contemplated what Max had just said. "You wouldn't be disappointed in me if I did? I know how you have looked out for me since Mom died. If I did this, you wouldn't have to worry about me anymore." Her smile lightened the mood.

      "Poppet, we will always worry and I could never be disappointed in you. I brought you into this lifestyle for this exact reason. When you finally submit to your Master, all the decisions and doubts will go away. You will be able to free your mind. Knowing, at the end of the day, when he walks through the door, you can dump all the crap on him and he will take care of it as well as you."

      Dulcinea got up from the couch, Max and Rayna rising also. Max engulfed her in his arms. "We will always love you, poppet, always, no matter what." He kissed her on the head and released her to Rayna.

      "Let's go, I'm going to walk you back to your cabin." Kissing Max, she whispered in his ear, "I'll be right back. Stay awake until I get here. I may be a little bit, though."

      "I'll be waiting, mouse." Rayna couldn't remember the last time he had used his endearment for her. He had given her the nickname the first time they were together. She'd had a Dom when she first entered the lifestyle who trained her to be silent during their scenes. He had only wanted to hear himself. Max had been determined the first time they were together that he would get her to react verbally to the pleasure he was giving her. But after the fifth earth-shattering orgasm drained her body of energy, she fell asleep, never once uttering a sound. It had been a while since he had used it, as she had definitely become more verbal, the longer she was with Max.

      Rayna guided Dulcinea back to her cabin. When they were inside, Rayna asked her, "What about Master Samuel? The whole time we were with Max, you never really mentioned him."

      Dulcinea sat at the end of her bed. "I don't feel the same way when I'm with him. With Master Samuel, I feel… I guess I feel comfortable, safe. Like a friend."

      Rayna sat next to her. "What did the two of you talk about while he escorted you around today?"

      Dulcinea thought for a minute, then tilting her head, she said, "You know, I just realized. We talked about me all day."

      "Like what?" Rayna asked, trying to hide the concern in her voice.

      "You guys, my mom, my childhood. I was so enjoying talking to him that I never realized he countered my questions with another question of his own. When I see him tomorrow, I'll find out about him. He's easy to talk to."

      "Poppet, if you agree to be Master Jackson's submissive, he might not like the idea of you being friends with Master Samuel at first. Dominants tend to be very possessive of their subs."

      "I'll talk to both of them tomorrow. I'm having breakfast with Master Jackson at eight. I'll find Master Samuel after that. You'd better go. You don't want Max falling asleep before you get back. Thanks, Rayna, I feel much better."

      Dulcinea walked Rayna to the door, and giving her a hug, she said, "Let's go to the casino tomorrow. I'll hit the spin button and you can tell me if we win." Dulcinea laughed at her own joke.

      "Sounds like fun. Goodnight, poppet." Rayna kissed her on the cheek then headed to her cabin.

      Dulcinea set the security slide bolt then turned to find the computer desk. Waking up the computer, Dulcinea commanded, "Open sesame."

      "Confirming."

      "Open personal file?"

      "Confirm password?"

      "Believe."

      "Password confirmed; where would you like to go?"

      "Pepe, compose an email to Doc Ashberry."

      "What would you like to say?"

      "Doc Ashberry, I would like you to administer the drops in my eyes tomorrow. Please contact me with a time that is good for you. Thank you, Didi." After Dulcinea confirmed the message, she told the computer to send it.

      Feeling the red band around her wrist, she asked, "Pepe, find other participants wearing red wristbands."

      "I have found one entry matching that description. Lily, cabin 408. Would you like to send a message?"

      "No, thank you, Pepe. What times are red wristbands removed at security?"

      "Red wristband removal times are as follows: between 10 am and 12 pm, between 2 pm and 4 pm, and finally, between 6 pm and 8 pm. Do you require anything else?"

      "Thank you, Pepe, you can shut down now."

      She moved her way over to the sliding door, opening it to allow the sea air in. Then dropping her clothes as she went, she climbed between the cool, clean sheets. Feeling the softness of the sheets rub along her legs, brought thoughts of Master Jackson to her head. Visualizing how he would relieve the ache between her legs, had her dripping wet again. Remembering his command, brought a halt to her fingers that had been slowly creeping over her hips. A frown formed on her face. She moved her hands back up to her head as she flopped on her side, frustrated. Tucking her hands under the pillow her head rested on would help prevent the urge to ease the throbbing between her legs. And then a thought came to Dulcinea. If I'm this frustrated, Master Jackson must be too. She snuggled her head into her pillow, a grin on her face knowing she was not the only one going to bed unable to relieve an ache. Then as quickly as the thought came, another followed, I'm not allowed, nothing was ever said about him. For all she knew, he could be down in the Dungeon Arena doing whatever. This had her flopping on her back. Nope, if I want any sleep tonight, I need to fall asleep with the thought of his balls being blue tonight. The grin back in place, Dulcinea rolled over and fell asleep.
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      Promptly at eight o'clock, Dulcinea heard the knock announcing Master Jackson's arrival. Opening the door, she couldn't help herself when she greeted him. "Master Jackson, I presume?" Sounding like a snooty butler, she smiled up at him.

      Jackson stared at the vision before him, the light from the balcony surrounding her. She wore a simple mid-thigh white sundress with a large purple and black flower design sweeping diagonally from her right shoulder to her left thigh. Her chest was pushed up high along the sweetheart neckline, and she had three-inch wedges buckled around her ankles. The minute Jackson saw her, he envisioned Dulcinea naked and cuffed to his bed, which promptly sent a rush of blood to his cock. Pulling his eyes back up to her face, he looked into beautiful mocha brown ones that, even without her sight, lit up with her smile. "Who else would you presume to be at your door at eight in the morning?"

      "No one." Her tone was light. "I just like saying it like that. Max hates it."

      "Are you ready to go?" Jackson asked.

      "Yes, I am. I just need to grab my stuff and we can go."

      They arrived at the busy dining room and made their way over to the beginning of the buffet. "You hold your plate and I'll fill it with what you want. Good?"

      "Sounds good." She tilted her head up. "You'll have to tell me what it is first, though, okay?"

      "You're not allergic to anything, are you?"

      "Not that I'm aware of."

      "Good, that makes it a little easier."

      They made their way down the tables spread with all different stations. Omelets, waffles and French toast were offered. Fruits, cereals, rolls, and bagels lined other areas. At the end where the beverages were, Jackson asked, "Would you like orange, apple, or cranberry juice?"

      "Orange is fine. Do you want to come back and get them?"

      "That might be a good idea. There is a table by the window; would you like to sit there? We need to go down two steps to get to it," he added.

      "I think that would be nice. Just let me know when we are nearing the step." Jackson guided her to the table, down the steps without incident.

      Placing her plate on the table, Jackson held her chair as she sat. She found her napkin and put it her lap while Jackson retrieved the drinks. Coffee carafes as well as hot water for tea sat on the tables.

      When Jackson was seated across from her, she asked him, "Master Jackson, could you tell where everything is? When we sat, my plate got turned around and I hate eating when I don't know what I'm eating." She smiled sweetly at him.

      Jackson looked over at her plate. "All right, can I do a clock analogy?"

      "Yes, that would be perfect."

      "So, at two o'clock you have some hash browns. Four o'clock are your scrambled eggs, you have French toast with blueberries drizzled on top at eight o'clock, and finally at ten o'clock is the bacon."

      "Thank you."

      They were silent while they ate. Dulcinea was just about finished when she brought up her appointment with Doc Ashberry. "I have an appointment this morning to have some experimental drops put in my eyes."

      Jackson jumped in, "Is it safe?"

      "Yes, Colin says the worst I might get is a burning or a dry itchiness. He also said that the drops could help my nerves stay active even though I don't have vision."

      "What time do you need to be there?"

      "Ten o'clock. Rayna and Max are going to meet me there. I'm really hoping I don't have a reaction to the drops. I need to speak with Master Samuel as well sometime today."

      Jackson didn't like her thinking about Master Samuel. From everything that Jeffrey could dig up on him, he wasn't the type of guy one just shot the shit with. He had some pretty powerful people in his corner as well. If someone pissed him off, they disappeared. If Didi was his sub, he would command her not to see him, but since he wasn't, he settled for saying, "I will ask you as a friend. Please stay away from him."

      "I don't understand what all the fuss is. Rayna doesn't seem to like him, either. You have to get to know him before you pass judgment. Don't judge his cover. I didn't. Besides, he can't be all that bad. Sheikh Colin sponsored him."

      "Just be careful. I've heard some things that lead me to believe he's not as nice as he seems."

      "Let's talk about something different. Are you booked for any shore excursions when we dock tomorrow?"

      "I have a reservation at Atlantis to sleep in one of the underwater suites. I thought it would be cool to sleep with fish swimming around as I slept. You have anything planned?"

      "Max and Rayna were invited to tour the sheikh's palace and sleep in one of the guest wings. I was going to tag along. I will probably just sit by the pool; it makes no sense to walk around with them when I can't see anything. Colin has already said he will assign one of the maids to be my guide while I am there. From what I hear, it's so big it would take me a year and a day to find my room." She laughed, shaking her head with the thought.

      "I have a water activity reserved for the afternoon. I think you might enjoy it. Eyesight is not required. Unfortunately, a bathing suit is." He wanted to reassure her that he understood not all things required sight. "Would you like to join me?"

      "Are you going to tell me what it is?"

      "Nope. If you want to know, you'll have to come with me." Jackson tossed his napkin on his plate. "I don't think I could eat another bite. Didi, I'd like you to join me for a walk, I told you last night I wanted to tell you some things about myself. I'd like to do that, but not in here."

      "I'd like that. I have to be at the sick bay by ten, all right?"

      "Then if you are done, we're ready to go." Jackson got up, and moving to Dulcinea's side, he told her, "My hand is right next to you." Dulcinea stood up, holding Jackson's hand. As soon as her fingers grazed over his arm, the bulge in his pants became painful. Her touch was laced with the innocence of her submission, as well as her gentleness. "Have you made any decision on removing your wristband?"

      "If all goes well with the drops, I am going to head to the security desk as soon as I am finished. I checked the times last night." A beautiful flush blossomed on her cheeks.

      As soon as they were standing by the outside railing, Master Jackson stood next to her. "Before I start, did you obey me last night, Didi? Or have you earned your first punishment?"

      The timbre in his voice flowed through her body, straight to her core. "No, Sir, I obeyed your command."

      "Did you think about touching that wet pussy last night in bed?" Jackson's sultry voice sizzled across her skin.

      "Yes, Sir. I did." Her voice was barely a whisper, said with her head down. "That further prompted my decision to have it removed."

      "You have made me very happy, Didi. However, we will see how you feel after we talk. Would you like to sit in one of the chairs?"

      "Here is fine, I like to feel the ocean spray on my face." Her hair waved gently with the breeze of the wind. The sun reflecting on her face gave her an ethereal glow.

      "When I was in high school on the reservation, I was recruited by the same school Cameron and Dimitri went to. That's how we all know each other. Well, anyway, the school housed mostly rich, snobby assholes. The first day in the locker room after practice, the entire football team initiated me in by breaking four ribs. I was pissing blood for two days after. Cameron found me on the floor of the locker room. I thought he was going to finish the job, but he helped me to his room. Then Dimitri got Pete; he was studying to be a doctor. I was laid up for a week, and I told Coach I had the flu. The team made sure they didn't hit my face so, to Coach, it would look like I was fine. Having the flu, gave me a plausible excuse. After the week, my ribs were still on fire, but I had to get back out on the field. I knew just doing the warmups was going to be torture, but Coach wasn't to find out what happened or the next beating would be worse. I was terrified. I walked into the locker room to change and was greeted with pure silence. A cold whisper of fear crept through my body. I dressed and made it to the field; Coach called me over to him. I could feel every eye on me as I jogged over, gritting my teeth the whole way. When I got to him, he quietly asked me, "How bad is it, son?" I wasn't sure if he knew I had been beaten or if he still thought I was sick with the flu. I told him I could tough it out, and you know what he said to me?"

      Dulcinea just shook her head.

      "He said, 'You're off my field until you're healed. You are no good to me in this condition. Cameron explained to me the pain you're in.'" Now, my first thought was, oh shit, I'm dead, Coach wasn't supposed to find out. Then coach turned to the team and said to them, "Cameron Alexander has made it perfectly clear to me that Jackson is a close and personal friend of his. He also reminded me that the last guy he fought, he laid out in thirty seconds. So, I would suspect that Jackson is now initiated firmly into this football family and no one will be getting the flu ever again. Am I making myself clear?"

      Jackson paused and turned so his back was on the railing. "We've been friends ever since. Pete and I were on the cruise with Cameron and Dimitri when they came up with the idea for this BDSM ship. We thought they were joking, but look at them now, huh?" Dulcinea just nodded in agreement. "Getting back to last night, the same reaction I got with the football team was the same reaction I got from most of the girls in class." Jackson hesitated, getting his anger under control.

      "Master Jackson, you don't have to tell me this." Dulcinea could feel the tension vibrating off his body.

      "I don't trust people very easily, Didi. I don't feel that way with you. You are different, not in a bad way, but in a good way. I shouldn't have taken past anger out on you, especially when you did nothing to deserve it." He paused, gathering his courage. "I was in my junior year when I met a girl in my chemistry class. We were lab partners; we got along well and became friends. We met throughout the school year to work on projects. She was nice and sweet, and she always smelled like vanilla. She would tell me about her family and friends, sometimes she would ask about mine. I was falling for her and asked her to the Annual Football Banquet and Award Ceremony. After the banquet, we went back to my room. I knew I was a Dominant and so I asked her if I could tie her to the bed. That was the only time I had ever asked her to be a part of a scene."

      Jackson quickly added, "I also told her that at any time if she didn't like what I was doing to say red and I would stop. We spent the whole night together." Dulcinea could hear sadness in his voice of what could have been. "The next day I received a message from her saying she was leaving town for a family vacation and not to worry about her. I thought it was strange, but she had mentioned long family getaways when we had talked. When I hadn't heard from her in a month, I tried to call her, but her phone had been disconnected. I went to her house and her mother answered the door. When I told her who I was, she slapped me across the face and told me, 'My daughter does not want to see you ever again. When she told us she was pregnant with your child, we knew it would ruin her life. So, our daughter is where you will never find her, and the half breed you put into her has been disposed of. Now get off my property before I have you arrested for abuse. Don't think I didn't take pictures of the marks you left on her body. What made you think you could have ever fit into our world? You're nothing but a filthy Indian who will never be anything more than that.' Then she slammed the door in my face. I lost a child before I even knew I had one. I received something in the mail right before graduation from her, but I never opened it. I just threw it away."

      "I'm so sorry, Jackson." Dulcinea reached out and touched his arm with compassion.

      "Ever since then, I have only been with subs in a dungeon setting. That is until you stepped in front of my car. I have thought about you almost every day. I drove down that street at the same time of day, but I never saw you." He shifted his body so that he was facing Dulcinea. "Don't you see, it's fate. I've been searching for you, and here you are, just like Grandma predicted."

      Dulcinea's smile grew on her face, a warm glow spreading over her body. She felt special knowing he had gone to the trouble of trying to find her. Wanting his grandmother's prediction to be true, she could only think of how her mother's world had been torn apart by falling for a man too quickly. "Could we put a hold on the prediction talk?" She moved her head closer to his shadow. She lowered her voice, whispering in a sultry voice, "I'd like to find out first what it's like to be with a man." Her face blushed with embarrassment before she lowered her head. She knew if she was going to be with Master Jackson, having him know ahead of time that she was a virgin was probably a good idea.

      The minute Jackson heard her claiming to be a virgin, his cock hardened as fast as a bolt of lightning striking the earth, causing him to groan in pain. "Take my hand; we need to get you to sick bay and then to security." Jackson practically shouted the words at her. "As soon as that wristband is off, I'm claiming you."

      At first Dulcinea didn't know how to react to Jackson's response to her being a virgin, but then he made it abundantly clear. A smile formed on her face and she held on to Jackson as he led her to Doc Ashberry.
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      Things had not gone as Dulcinea had planned them. Instead of going to security, she found herself grounded in sick bay. The drops had caused her eyes to become red and itchy. For precautionary reasons only, Doc had recommended she stay. After Xavier and Max had heard that, she knew she would not be removing her wristband today. Defeated and irritated, she lay on the soft bed listening to an audio book the computer was reading to her.

      "Do you actually enjoy the sappy drivel written in those books?" Samuel asked as he pulled a chair up next to her bed.

      Dulcinea's face lit up at the question, "Have you ever read one, Master Samuel?"

      "I can't say that I have."

      She could hear by his response that reading an erotic romance novel was something a man of his caliber would never do.

      "Pepe, read me page one hundred and forty-nine."

      "Re-reading page one hundred and forty-nine."

      Samuel leaned forward resting his elbows on his knees as a male narrator began to read.

      

      Naomi listened as her Master gathered the things he would need for their scene. Kneeling on the floor, Naomi's head bowed, her hair encasing her face and the palms of her hands facing skyward. Her back was straight, thrusting her chest forward. Her hard nipples awaited the anguish of having clamps applied to them. Her knees were spread wide, allowing her to feel the cold air brush along her wet center.

      Master came up behind her and said, "Pick your head up, dove. I need to braid this thick, luscious hair. I want nothing in the way of your long, smooth back. I want you to feel my lash without even the littlest thing as a piece of hair getting in my way." Master braided her hair and pinned it to the top of her head, then he had her stand.

      He reached around and picked up the clover clamps that will adorn her nipples through the scene. He grabbed her left breast, molding his hand to it, squeezing down to her hard little nub, and captured it between the teeth of the clamp. Her breath left her in a hiss of pain, knowing the pleasure she will have keeps her from voicing her discomfort. He reached for the right breast, applying the other evil little trap, and stood before me with a smile on his face. "You look stunning in my jewelry. Now come to me so I can feel how wet you are for your Master."

      

      "Okay, okay, I get your point. You can shut him up now."

      "Pepe, go to sleep." Dulcinea giggled at the embarrassment she could hear in his voice. "I think having my books read to me is the only thing I like about my situation now. If I didn't lose my sight, I would have just kept reading them to myself. Now, I like hearing the emotion of the narrator."

      "How long have you been reading them?"

      "All my life. Do you like to read?" Dulcinea asked, waiting to see if he would dodge her questions like he did yesterday.

      "No, when I do read, it's normally not good. What did the doctor say about your eyes?"

      "He's going to try the second set of drops later, to see if I have the same reaction. He thinks my eyes might need to adjust to having this foreign substance put in them. We decided if it happens again, he'll stop putting them in."

      "I don't see Master Jackson around. Has he already abandoned you?"

      "No, I asked him to leave. I didn't want him hanging around down here with me when there is so much he could be doing. Why are you here?"

      "I heard you were stuck down here and thought you would like some company. I could leave if you want me to." He started to rise from the chair.

      "No, please stay. It is kind of lonely." She propped herself up higher in the bed. "Would you tell me about yourself? I realized last night, you never told me anything about you."

      Samuel knew if he didn't tell her something, she would become suspicious of his motives towards her. "It is not a very nice tale." His accent was more pronounced with his statement.

      "I would still like to hear it."

      "Very well, I will start at the beginning." He got comfortable in the chair and began to tell her about himself. "You asked for it. My mother was raped at the age of eighteen. My biological father was into women trafficking. When he saw my mother, he wanted her for himself. He kept her for two months, he beat her, starved her, tortured her." Dulcinea placed her hand on his as his anger grew telling her about his mother. "He damn near killed her. When my grandfather found her, she was chained to a bed, naked and drugged. It's a miracle I'm not handicapped. My grandfather burned the building to the ground after they had removed all the other women. My grandfather was a very powerful man. He also put the word out that the bastard who did this was his. It took him years to find out who the bastard really was. By then I had begun my grooming to take over the family business. My grandfather became very sick, and my uncle took over running things. I asked my uncle to leave the matter of my father to me and he agreed."

      Samuel paused in his story, getting his anger under control. "My mother was never the same, but she did find a man who has loved her every day since he met her. For the first five years of my life, she wouldn't have anything to do with me, it was all Vladimir. He made sure I was bathed and fed. He would play games with me and read to me. When I was sick, he took care of me. Then one day, I was playing by the pool and fell in the deep end. My mother was supposed to be watching me. I saw her as I struggled to stay above water; she was standing at the side of the pool watching me, and then something snapped in her. She dove into the water, bringing me up and to the shallow end. When my feet could touch the bottom again, I tried to pull out of her arms. She had never touched me so I was afraid she would hurt me. She wouldn't let go of me, she kneeled in the water holding me, crying and kissing me, saying over and over how sorry she was. From that day on, we were a family."

      "Did you ever meet your biological father?"

      "I haven't met him yet, but I know where to find him."

      Before Dulcinea could ask any more questions, Doc came in and asked Samuel to leave so he could do the second set of drops. "Didi, if you're up to it tomorrow, I'd like to take you somewhere. There is something important I have to do and I would like you with me?"

      "Let's see how this next round goes. Are you staying at Colin's palace?" she asked before he left.

      "Yes, I have an open invitation anytime I'm in town."

      "Maybe we could talk more tomorrow then. I'll be stuck by the pool while everyone else takes the tour."

      "I look forward to it, until tomorrow."

      Samuel left and Doc Ashberry sat in the chair he had vacated. "I don't know if I trust that one yet."

      "Not you too, Doc. What is it about him that you all see that I don't?"

      "I can't put my finger on it, but something is just not right with him. You be careful, Didi."

      "Why should she need to be careful?" Xavier asked, walking in the room.

      "What are you doing here, Xavier? Shouldn't you be on your honeymoon?"

      "I knew Doc was going to put the drops in again and I needed to be here. Both Madison and Dimitri understand. Now, are you ready?"

      "Ready as I'll ever be."

      Doc put the drops in each of her eyes. She waited a few minutes and the same reaction occurred again. "Didi, honey, I don't think we should put any more in. This time the area around your eyes is getting puffy and swollen. I'm going to get some saline and wash your eyes out, then put some ice packs on to help with the swelling."

      Xavier reached for her hand, asking, "Do you feel any pain, Dulcinea?" His voice was laced with concern.

      "No, I do feel the tightness of the skin by my eyes, though. Is it really red?"

      "I think the ice will help with that. I'll let Max and Rayna know you'll be spending the night in sick bay. We'll see how you are in the morning."

      "Thank you, Xavier, I don't want to ruin your honeymoon."

      "You could never do that, poppet. Get some rest." Xavier turned to Doc. "Let me know if anything changes." Doc saluted him as his response when Xavier left the room.

      "All right, little lady, let's get you settled in for the night."
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      The next morning, Dulcinea woke up to Doc singing Marvin Gaye's What's Going On.

      "Good morning, Doc," Dulcinea said as she stretched in the bed. "What is going on?" She teased him, "Do you think I'll be able to get out of here today?"

      "Let me just take the gauze off and we'll see. Come sit on the edge of the bed." She could feel Doc tugging on the gauze wrapped around her head that was holding the large balls of cotton that rested on her eyes. After he removed them, he asked her, "How do you feel?"

      "I feel fine, no more burning. Are they still puffy and red?"

      "No, I think whatever was in the drops that caused the irritation has run its course."

      "So does that mean I can leave?"

      "Bored with my company already?" Doc teased with her.

      "No, Sir, I'd just like to get off the ship even if it is just to sit beside the pool at the palace."

      "I understand, Didi, I like being on dry land for a little while on our stops as well."

      "What do you mean you're just going to sit by the pool? I thought you were going to join me in my excursion," Jackson said as he entered sick bay.

      "Permission to speak freely, Sir?"

      "Granted."

      "I thought you would have already left. I still need to get changed and pack a bag to stay at the palace. I don't want to hold you up."

      "Max and Rayna already have your bag packed. She has also laid out clothes on your bed for you to wear today. I spoke with them last night and told them what I wanted to do. They agreed to help and told me to tell you they would see you later back at Colin's. So, let's get you up and out of bed. We have about an hour's ride to get to our destination."

      "Still keeping it a secret?"

      "You know it. Now, let's get moving."

      After Dulcinea got showered and changed, Jackson escorted her to the taxi that would take them to Atlantis the Palms, Dubai. After Jackson checked in, he took Dulcinea to his room. They walked in and Dulcinea could feel an openness in the room. Jackson looked at the walls of glass next to both sides and above his bed. He explained what he was looking at to her. "There are hundreds of fish swimming all around the bed. There is a gentle light illuminating them so that when they swim by, their colors are lit up brightly. It truly is an amazing sight."

      He dropped off his stuff and she left whatever she would not need on their excursion. Jackson was about to take her in his arms and kiss her when he noticed the wristband still attached to her.

      "I thought you were going to remove the wristband yesterday?" he asked, stepping back from her.

      "I never got the chance. I was going to do it this morning, but we left the ship before I could. Is that a problem?" Dulcinea questioned.

      Sounding disappointed, Jackson answered, "No, but as long as it is on you, I can't touch you. I would have liked our spare time to be filled differently, however, I am a patient man. One more night won't hurt."

      Dulcinea grinned at him, saying, "You will have your fish to keep you company." She stifled a laugh.

      "Not funny, Dulcinea. Oh, by the way, I watched the movie. I never thought I would be able to stay awake, let alone actually like it. Your mom must have been a real romantic, huh?" Jackson asked offhandedly. When she didn't answer, he looked up to see tears rolling down her face. Jackson didn't even think she knew she was crying. He gently wiped the tears from her cheek.

      "No, she loved the idea that a soiled prostitute could still matter to someone, be important to them, be the only thing that makes them happy. My mother had that clouded vision when she met my father. Until he wasn't her knight in shining armor anymore. She told me he was cruel and that if she hadn't left when she did, he would have killed us both. I've hated my name ever since."

      "I liked your name before the movie, I thought it was different. It helps make you unique."

      "You mean strange, don't you?" Dulcinea teased back at him.

      "No, I don't mix words, Dulcinea. You are unique and special and I think, deep down, a romantic. I think you love having the name more than you let on. Because no matter the meaning behind it, it will always remind you of your mother and the things she loved. We should go; we don't want to be late," he commented, feeling she was uncomfortable talking about her mother.

      Jackson led her to an outside private pool area. As they approached, a member of the staff greeted them. "Jackson Blackhawk, it's a pleasure to meet you. I'm a big fan. I'm Gregg, and this is Jessica. We will be your handlers for today."

      "This is Didi," Jackson introduced her.

      Dulcinea said, "It's nice to meet you. I'm not sure if Jackson said anything, but—"

      Gregg interrupted her before she finished, "We are well aware, no need to worry. We are going to need you to put on a wet suit before you get in the water, though. Jessica can help."

      Dulcinea held on to Jackson's arm nervously. "Why do I need a wet suit? You just said bathing suit."

      "Would you please just trust me?"

      "Fine," she huffed out and allowed Jessica to take her arm.

      "Didi, don't think your wearing that wristband protects your ass when it comes off. I'm keeping count."

      "Yes, Sir," was all she said.

      They returned to the pool area, Jessica leading her back to Jackson. "Are we all ready?" Gregg inquired. Getting the go ahead from Jackson, he continued. "Now, what I would like you to do is climb into the pool and walk to the center with Jessica, I'll meet you there in a minute."

      Jackson helped Dulcinea to the designated area along with Jessica. When they were in the center of the pool, Dulcinea felt something brush against her leg prompting her to scream and panic. Jackson picked her up in his arms, holding her across his body. "Relax, baby, it's just a dolphin."

      Being held in Jackson's arms, had Dulcinea's mind and body wandering to places they shouldn't be. She couldn't help it, though, being in his arms, gave her a sense of security like she had never known. "You brought me to see dolphins?"

      "No, I brought you to play with dolphins. I wanted to go swimming with them, but with the injury to my shoulder, that was out. So this was the next best thing. I've always loved dolphins, I studied marine biology in school, and I've always been fascinated by the sea. Living in the desert, we don't see much water or dolphins. They are such amazing animals." He swung her in his arms as one began to swim around his leg. In all, there were three dolphins in the pool with them. "Can I put you down now? I didn't mean to scare you."

      "Yes, you can put me down. I had no idea what it was, I just knew it was big."

      For the next two hours they played, hugged and even kissed the dolphins. When they were done, Jackson took Dulcinea to lunch. By the time they arrived back at Colin's palace, the sun was beginning to set. Jackson walked around and helped her out of the car. "I had a wonderful time today, Sir. I hope next time I swim with dolphins, I can see them." The smile she presented him with told him she wasn't saying it to make him feel bad because she couldn't see, but to tell him one day she would see.

      "I will see you back on the ship tomorrow. I would expect your first stop to be the security desk. Yes?"

      "Yes, Sir. First thing."

      Jackson went back to the car. With the number of vehicles in the driveway blocking his vision, he could still see as Dulcinea walked through the door. He had started the car and turned it around to head back out the driveway. Looking in the rearview mirror, he watched as she came back out but guided very quickly by Master Samuel. He slowed the car down and watched as Samuel put her in the passenger seat of his car. Jackson hit the gas and made it out of the driveway before they could notice him. He parked on the side of the road to wait. He watched as the car emerged. The windows were blacked out so no one could see in. He began to follow them through what he would consider a suburban area. All of the houses looked the same as he went along, row after row.

      Jackson kept his distance back as they drove through a warehouse area. He stopped on the side of the road when they drove into one of the parking lots. The car stopped next to a warehouse with a door. Jackson noticed other cars in the parking lot, indicating more people were inside. He got out and made his way over to them as Samuel was getting Dulcinea out of the car. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?"

      Jackson's word stilled Samuel's movements. "This doesn't concern you, Blackhawk, I suggest you leave." Samuel's voice had an edge to it Dulcinea had never heard before.

      "The hell it doesn't," Jackson fired back. "Where are you taking her?"

      Dulcinea answered for him, "It's all right, Jackson. Samuel said he had something important to show me." Trying to calm the situation down between them, she added, "I told him I would go with him."

      "But did he tell you his 'something important' was located in a warehouse?" Jackson fired back, trying to let her know that whatever was inside was not good.

      "We have a meeting to attend, invited guests only. Had you brought Dulcinea back earlier, we wouldn't be in such a rush. What did you do, follow us?"

      It was Dulcinea's turn to ask a question. "How do you know my real name? I never told you." The fear was evident in her voice now.

      "I know everything about you, poppet. Now if question and answer time is over, we need to get moving."

      "You are out of your fucking mind if you think I am letting you take her into that warehouse." Jackson moved to get Samuel away from Dulcinea, stopping short when he heard the sound of a gun cocking.

      "I didn't want to do this, but you're leaving me no choice. In that warehouse, is a man I have been waiting my whole life to meet. In order to do that, I have to bring Dulcinea with me. Nothing and no one is going to stop that from happening. So, if you want to help, fine, you stay in the background, hidden away. Don't believe half of what you hear and stay out of my way. Do you understand?"

      "Why is she so important to this meeting? Why can't you go by yourself?"

      "I knew I should have taken care of you, like the loose end that you are," Samuel mumbled under his breath. "I will explain everything when this is done. Do not do anything stupid, because we are not dealing with stupid people. Give us a five-minute head start, then if you must, quietly enter the building. Follow the voices. Nothing will happen to Didi, I will guard her with my life." He turned to Dulcinea. "Please trust me, nothing will happen to you. I need you to stay close to me, just know if I could have told you this differently I would have. Now, we need to go."

      Dulcinea clung to Samuel's arm as they walked through the door. Samuel walked to the left when they were inside, past rows and rows of automotive parts. In the back of the warehouse, was an open office. Samuel could hear the voices as they approached. He turned to Dulcinea, whispering close to her ear, "Remember what I said. I'll take care of you."

      They came out from behind the last row, and there was a counter in front of them. An opening on the side led to the desks behind it. An Asian-looking woman sat with her feet up on one desk. A very large muscle-building type man stood as they approached, and another gentleman sat behind one of the desks using the computer. "Rumpelstiltskin?"

      "At your service. I see you have brought my package. You can leave your information with my slave. If the test proves you've brought me the right girl, I will have the funds transferred. You can go now."

      "I've waited my whole life for this moment. I think I would prefer to give you the information myself." Dulcinea heard the anger back in Samuel's voice. "Thirty-four years ago, for two months, you beat and raped my mother who was eighteen at the time. Is this ringing any bells in that little mind of yours?"

      The monster behind the desk started to laugh. "Boy, do you know how many women I have been with throughout my life? How could you possibly expect me to remember your mother? Enough of this shit. Leave my package and get the fuck out before you can't."

      Samuel stood taller in his spot next to Dulcinea. "Her name is Francesca Romanoff, her father, my grandfather, was Yakov Ostrovsky. Ringing any bells yet?" Samuel let what he had said sink in. When he saw the realization spread across the man's face, he continued in a satisfied manner. "That's right; I'm the prince of the Romanoff/Ostrovsky clan."

      Samuel watched as the man's face lost all color. "Oh, so you know who I am now. Yes, you are right. I'm Samuel Romanoff, and just to make sure you really understand who you are dealing with…" Samuel never finished his sentence. The next thing Dulcinea heard was a ringing in her ears from the gunshot. The sound cleared and, again, she heard Samuel saying, "Now, that you understand how serious this matter is for me, I believe we can talk." Samuel had his gun pointed at the woman behind the desk. The shot Dulcinea had heard hit the man standing right between the eyes. She heard him crumple to the ground. "I have a question for you, Father, why do you need Dulcinea? What is so important that you would put a bounty out on her head?"

      The man behind the desk stood up and began walking toward them. "That imbecile of a nephew put all of my assets into her name. He found out that she is my daughter, so before he died, he transferred everything to her. I want it back."

      Dulcinea's body swayed with what the man had just said. He was her father. Now, everything her mother had said about him made sense.

      "And when you have her back, what will you do with her?" Samuel asked.

      "She will sign my assets back over to me, and then, who knows?" He seemed to be deep in thought. "Maybe Tia here could give her a few lessons and she can work in one of my stables. I have no fucking use for a daughter."

      Samuel knew exactly what he was talking about. "So, you would let your own daughter be beaten and raped by an unknown number of men? Is that what you mean?" Samuel wanted to hear him say it.

      Dulcinea felt a cold chill run through her body before everything went black. She collapsed into Samuel's arms. At the same time, Tia grabbed for her gun, but before she could raise it, Samuel fired a bullet into her chest. Lowering Dulcinea's body to the ground, Samuel focused on the man in front of him. "It seems you are out of minions. Are you ready to stand up for yourself and be a man for once in your pathetic life, you low life piece of shit?"

      "Yes, we'd all like to hear the answer to that question as well." Samuel turned his body, keeping an eye on his father as he looked to see who had made the statement. Standing at the end of the rows, were Xavier, Cameron, Max and a very pissed off Jackson. Samuel gave them a questioning look as they walked over to stand with him. Jackson picked Dulcinea up off the floor and cradled her in his arms. Max quietly said to Samuel, "Let's get the hell out of here first; we'll explain when we get back to the palace."

      "We meet again, boy. I thought for sure that wimp of a nephew had finally done something right, but here you are standing before me. Who are your friends?"

      "Allow me," Xavier cut in, holding up his hand to Cameron. "I would be another one of your ill-begotten children. You do remember my mother, don't you?" When he showed no sign of recognition, he went on. "Oh, now, Richard, you're showing your age. How could you not remember Lydia? She started this whole cycle with you, until you killed her because you couldn't have her." Xavier's tone had turned cold and distant. "I'm forgetting my manners; my father Emmett would not be pleased. He raised me better than that. Allow me to introduce Maximillian Greco, he is the man who is going to make sure Dulcinea never has to worry about another thing in her life. With your assets liquidated, I'd say she's looking at a sum of over five million dollars. Does that sound about right? Father."

      Shock registered on Richard Arcola's face. He looked around at the men standing before him. Pasting a fake smile on his face, trying to hide his fear, he said, "Now, boys. Couldn't we come to some kind of understanding? There is more than enough money to go around, and with Samuel's skills, we could run the underground circuit."

      The men looked at each other, and for a brief moment, Richard had thought he had won them over until Samuel said, "Max, Jackson, take Dulcinea and wait for us outside. We shouldn't be that long."

      Max made his way over to where Jackson had been standing with Dulcinea in his arms. "Let's go, Jackson. They'll clean up this mess."

      Jackson followed Max out of the warehouse. As soon as the door closed, they could hear the muffled sound of gunfire from within. Jackson placed Dulcinea in the car that Max and the others arrived in. As he was closing the car door, Xavier, Cameron, and Samuel emerged from the warehouse.

      Samuel walked up to Jackson. "How is Dulcinea? Has she—"

      Jackson didn't give him a chance to finish the sentence before he punched him the mouth. "You sick son-of-a-bitch. You used your own sister for bait. What the fuck is wrong with you?"

      From his position on the ground, his hand rubbing his jaw, Samuel said, "You're very lucky my sister likes you, or we would be having a very different conversation right now. I will explain everything as soon as we get Dulcinea back to the palace."

      Jackson reached down, extending his hand to Samuel. "Sorry, dude, but seeing her entire body shake while she was standing next to you and not being able to do anything about it got my adrenaline going."

      "Let's get going; I'm sure everyone back at the palace is wondering what happened to us." Max spoke up. "Everything good in the warehouse?"

      "Set up perfect. When the bodies are found, it will appear as if they had a three-way love triangle that went very wrong. The news will report that Arcola is dead and that should disperse the rest of his minions and unless someone else steps up to take over, it should be the end of his drug and women trafficking rings," Xavier answered.

      "I will be searching out all of the holes the low life have crawled into and ripping them apart. Anyone having anything to do with Richard Arcola will be destroyed or killed, either way, I'm good," Samuel countered.

      "We can discuss that later; right now we have to leave," Max said, walking to the other side of the car. They all got into their vehicles and made their way back to the palace.
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      Dulcinea woke up to a very heavy weight on her stomach. Her head ached, and she desperately needed the bathroom. Opening her eyes, she focused on a face. A shocked hush of a word left her mouth, "Jackson?" She reached for his face, laying her palm against his cheek, a days' worth of scruff scratching her hand. She gazed at the lines of his face as he slept. How could such a big man be so beautiful? The dark lashes of his eyes, the curve of his nose? Seeing the bump she had felt, put a giggly smile on her face. Her fingers brushed against his lips that were slit, his gentle breath releasing. Looking past Jackson's shoulder, then above her head, and finally the other side of the room, she saw everything. There was gold filigree on the molding around the room. The huge bed they lay on had a canopy twelve feet high above. Heavy brocade embroidered curtains lined the bed. End tables of dark wood and gold were on either sides of the bed.

      Dulcinea wanted to stay right where she was, but her bladder had other ideas. Looking around the room, she spotted a door, assuming it was the bathroom. She started to remove Jackson's arm from her waist as she tried to slide out from underneath it without waking him. She was almost to the edge when he locked his arm around her waist and hauled her back against him. "Where do you think you are going?"

      "I need to use the ladies' room, Sir, and I was trying not to wake you." Dulcinea wanted to explode with her news.

      "Give me a minute to wake up and I'll help you." Jackson snuggled his nose in her hair. "You smell so good."

      "Sir," Dulcinea said a little loudly. "I do not need your help." She hesitated for a minute. When he didn't respond, she continued. "I can see," she whispered close to his ear.

      Jackson whipped his head up from the pillow, narrowly missing her face. "What did you say?" he asked, seeing the amazing smile on her face and the happiness swimming in the pools of tears forming in her eyes.

      "I can see. I can see you. Your face, your hair, your magnificent body." Her face blushed with her innocence. "I can't believe it. The doctor said that it would come back, but I was really starting to doubt him." She removed his arm and scooted to the edge of the bed. "Which door is the bathroom? And don't go to sleep; I have a lot of questions. The first one is why are you in bed with me?" He started to answer, but she held up her hand. "Bathroom first, then talking."

      Dulcinea made her way to the bathroom. She stood in the middle of it thinking she could fit her whole apartment into just this room. After relieving her bladder, she stood in front of the mirror. For the first time in six months, she was looking at herself. She looked at her dark hair in amazement; it had gotten so long. Her nose was a little red from the Dubai sun, but her eyes, her eyes were different. She leaned closer to the glass to get a better view. Her right eye was no longer chocolate brown, but a very light blue. Panicked, she closed first one eye then the other. She could see out of both eyes with no impediment. So why had one changed color? Then she remembered Colin's warning that the drops could cause this.

      "Hey, are you all right in there?"

      She heard Jackson's question from the other side of the door. What would he think of her now? She was a freak, how would he ever be able to look at her and not see it every time? She moved to the door and turned the handle. With her head bowed, she opened the door.

      Jackson knew immediately that something was wrong. She had gone into the bathroom on a cloud and she was leaving it dragging in the mud. "What happened?" She tried to brush past him but he wouldn't allow it. Standing in front of her, he forced her chin up with his fingers. When he could see her face, her eyes were closed. "Open your eyes, Dulcinea." He said it with the force of his dominance. Slowly, she fluttered her eyelashes open and Jackson saw her concern. "This is what has you concerned?"

      She nodded in agreement, tears sliding down her cheeks. "I will understand if you want to leave. Now, not only do I have the name of a prostitute, but I'm also a freak to look at." This time when she brushed past him, he let her go.

      Jackson knew nothing he said was going to change her mind. He also knew the only way to prove to her that it didn't matter to him was to show her. He couldn't show her the way he would have liked to. With the wristband on, talking was the only way he could try to make her understand. He plucked a tissue from the box and followed her back into the room. She sat on the side of the bed, a dejected look on her face, tears staining her cheeks. He sat down next to her, handing her the tissue. "You know this means nothing to me. If you had purple hair or a ring hanging from your nose, I would still think you were the most beautiful woman I have ever seen." He paused, shaking his head. "Well, maybe not the ring, but I would still desire you."

      "Could you go get Rayna for me? I need her help and a little time."

      Her head still lowered, he got up from the bed. Relieved that she hadn't sent him away, but only on an errand, he grabbed his shirt and, putting it on, said, "I will let Rayna know you need her as I leave." Her head picked up to look at him, uncertainty on her face. "I will see you back on the ship. Remember, your first stop is security."

      She gave him a weak smile, then lowered her head again. "Yes, Sir." She stayed that way until she heard the door close and then she let the tears really fall.

      That was the state Rayna found her in. "Didi, honey, what's the matter?" Rayna wrapped her arms around Dulcinea, hugging her.

      After a few seconds of comfort, Dulcinea pulled back and opened her eyes. She watched Rayna's face change to one of shock. "Your eye is blue," she stated frankly.

      "Yes, I know. That's what has me upset."

      "Wait, did you say you know. Did Jackson tell you this?"

      Dulcinea bit on her lip, a small smile appearing when she told Rayna. "No, I saw it myself. I can see, Rayna."

      The two of them did their own little happiness dance, when suddenly Rayna stopped jumping. "We need to go tell Max. He's going to be so happy for you. We will still need Doc to take a look at you when we get back to the ship, though."

      "Rayna, do you know what happened yesterday?"

      Dulcinea watched Rayna's face change to one of concern. "I will let the men handle the storytelling as they were there. Now, we need to be on the road by three to get to the ship. So, get your ass moving. I will go tell Max the good news." Rayna hugged her again. "I can't believe finding out you have brothers brought your eyesight back." Rayna pulled away and left the room.

      Saying it out loud to herself, Dulcinea repeated her words in disbelief, "I have brothers?"
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      Everyone had been stunned to learn Dulcinea had her eyesight back. Each one had their own opinion of how her eye color could have changed, and all wondered if it would be permanent. They agreed that after she was cleared by Doc, they would meet in Max and Rayna's cabin. Max had cried when he heard the news, the guilt that he had been carrying finally released. Dulcinea had looked for Jackson, but Max had told her he had left for the ship right after he told Max the good news.

      The ride back to the ship, however, was a quiet one. Everyone had agreed that until they could all sit together and tell Dulcinea everything, no one would say anything. She hadn't seen Jackson since he had left her room and thinking of him brought a question to her mind. As they boarded the ship, she yelled, "Rayna," getting her attention. She walked closer to her and asked, "Why was Master Jackson in my bed this morning while I still wore this wristband?"

      "He wouldn't leave. From the moment he brought you into the palace, he wouldn't leave you. He must have thought with the bed being so big, it wouldn't matter if he slept on the other side."

      Dulcinea let the conversation drop. She knew if she told Rayna that he had not slept on the other side, but right behind her, Rayna would say something to Max or Xavier and then she wouldn't be able to see him at all. The doubt rising up in her had her thinking, but maybe he doesn't want to see me anymore.

      They boarded the ship, each one heading in a different direction. The meeting was to take place in an hour and Dulcinea had something she needed to do before. Being able to see, enabled her to appreciate the beauty of the ship she was on. Seeing the poker décor radiating around her, told her why it was called Black Diamond. Taking the elevator up to the Roulette Deck, she knew she would find security there as well as her cabin.

      Looking at the clock, she knew she had fifteen minutes, or she would have to wait until six o'clock. She didn't want to wait any longer. She made her way over to the security desk. Keeping her eyes lowered, she approached the desk. "Hey, Didi, it's me, Alex. What can I help you with?"

      "I need to have my wristband removed, can you help me with that?" She saw him look to the clock for the time. Then he looked around the counter.

      "Yeah, we're not all that busy right now. I can help you fill out the forms if you need me to?"

      "No, Sir. I can fill them out myself." She lifted her eyes to look at him as he handed her the papers.

      "Oh, my sweet Lord, what happened to your eyes? Are you telling me you can see now and this is what happened?"

      "Yes, and I guess, yes. I don't know if it's permanent, but I can see and that's all that matters to me. All my life, people have stared at me. Now at least I'll know why. Can I have the papers now?" she asked with a snip to her voice, tired of already having to explain her disfigurement. She took the papers to the side and signed where it was needed. When she handed them back to Alexander, he went through them to make sure everything was in order, then asked for her wrist. He used what looked like the tool a salesclerk would use to release security tags from clothes. He slid it along the outside of the wristband and it released in his hand.

      Rubbing her wrist, she said thank you and was on her way to her cabin. The walk didn't seem as long now that she could see where she was going. She had ten more minutes before the meeting, and she wanted to change before she went. She went to her computer and voice activated it. Dulcinea had the computer send Doc Ashberry an email. She told him about her eyesight and that when she was finished talking with everyone, she would be down to see him.

      Rushing around her cabin, she found the short black mid-thigh dress she and Rayna had picked together. Although, at the time Dulcinea had no idea what it looked like on, she just knew it was comfortable. She pulled it from the closet and a pair of black heels as well.

      She slipped the dress on over her head and ran into the bathroom. She brushed her unruly hair and pulled it up on the sides. Stepping into her heels, she ran back into the bathroom for the use of the full-length mirror. She adjusted the front to keep her chest covered. As she did so, she took notice that the V in the front of the dress went down to her navel, something she didn't remember when she had tried it on at the store. She straightened out the cluster of four straps on her right shoulder leading down to the base of her back, then did the same with the left. She felt like her old self.

      After the meeting, she would pay a visit to Doc, but for right now, she needed to find out what had happened yesterday. Standing by the door, she turned and looked at the safe. If what they were saying was true, then she already knew the identity of her father. Reaching the safe, she punched in the numbers, pulling out the envelope and stuffing it in her purse.

      Max answered her knock. "Come in, poppet. You are looking rather well." Max raised his eyebrows, questioning her appearance.

      "I'm feeling pretty good too, Max. Has everyone arrived?"

      "Nope, waiting for one more. Go join everyone inside. I'll be there in a minute."

      When Dulcinea walked into the room, she took in the sight before her. A living room was set up in the middle of the suite, and to the right was another entrance by the glass blocks. Tucked into the wall, was a king-sized canopy bed. There was another brick wall on the left, enclosing the bathroom. A kitchen slash bar was next to that, and right next to the entrance was a walk-in closet. Through the wall of windows, Dulcinea could see the infinity balcony.

      She looked at her family gathered together. Sadie sat across Cameron's lap together in a chair, his hand resting on her belly. Dimitri and Madison sat on the couch talking with Rayna, and Xavier was standing with Samuel by the balcony windows, drinks in their hands, talking as if they had known each other all their lives.

      Samuel turned from talking with Xavier when he saw her. "Wow, little sis, you clean up beautifully."

      Dulcinea got a blank look on her face, then started to lose her ability to stand on her legs. Black dots danced before her eyes. Samuel started moving forward to help her when she was wrapped and held between two very muscular arms. "Kneel," was all Jackson said to her. Through the ringing in her ears, she understood what he wanted and moved into position. He placed his palm on the back of her head and told her to try to push her head up against the pressure he was applying. Once the black dots went away and the ringing in her ears stopped, she dropped her head away from his hand.

      "Thank you, Master Jackson, I'm much better now." He helped her to her feet and over to the couch. Looking to Samuel, she said, "Are you really my brother?" Now she understood why she didn't feel the same way about him as she did Master Jackson.

      "Yes, I am. It also appears that Xavier is as well."

      "That horrible man in the warehouse is our father?"

      "Was our father," Samuel corrected her.

      "The same man who did all those horrendous things to your mother?"

      "Yes, Dulcinea. Just like he did to my mother, and I'm sorry to say, probably to yours as well," Xavier answered.

      "How did you know all those things about me?" she asked, looking to Samuel again.

      Samuel sat down next to her on the couch. "What do you remember from yesterday?"

      "I remember you saying that I was the key for you to meet him. That you brought me to him in exchange for money. You shot that man; he didn't even do anything." She pulled back from him as if disgusted by his presence.

      "You're right. I did all those things, but you need to let me explain." Jackson handed her a glass of water before Samuel continued. "Didi, in my family, I need to be able to protect myself. I have been trained to do so, in the most extreme circumstances. In order to perfect my profession, I am, at times, hired out. When your picture came up, with a very large bounty, it piqued my interest. You are, after all, very beautiful. When I began my search, it was for the money. After I found out who you were, it was about keeping you safe. Finally, when I found out who the monster was who wanted you, I knew I had found my one chance to avenge my mother as well as Xavier's and yours."

      Samuel reached for her hand and she didn't pull away. "The man I shot was just as bad as our father. He was his right-hand man, and while Richard was in prison, Dwayne made sure things kept running smoothly. Along with Tia, the woman at the desk."

      "Are they all dead?"

      "Yes," was all Samuel said.

      Madison spoke from behind Dulcinea. "Didi honey, that man hurt more people in this room than I care to name. Removing him from the face of this earth is the best thing for everyone."

      Dulcinea reached into her pocketbook and took out the envelope from the safe. The one her mother requested she never open. Max came over and sat on the arm of the chair behind her, knowing what she was about to do. She unfolded the sheet of paper and read.

      

      My dear sweet girl, I knew you would eventually open this envelope. How I wish I was there to shield you from the horror who is your father. Against my better judgment, I will tell you his name. I have never lied to you. Dulcinea, please do not look for him. He will not accept you, and if he did, it would only be to use you.

      I am watching over you, keeping you safe. Now that you know the name of your father, burn this and never speak of it to anyone. If he can't find you, he can't hurt you. Dulcinea, your father's name is Richard Arcola. A drug smuggling, women trafficking, sadist. A man who has beaten and raped women and children alike. I knew none of these things when I met him. He was charming, romantic, and he knew exactly what to say to draw me in. After I became pregnant with you, he changed.

      It was like a switch went off in him, and it released the man he had always been. Being with me until I was having his child, was all he was waiting for. He resumed his hidden life, including hitting me once he found out you were a girl. I ran to protect you, sweet girl, and I would do it again. Now, you can live your life without questions about your biological father. Dulcinea, you are the only thing good that has ever come from that man. I love you, my sweet girl, go and live your life now.

      Love always,

      Mom

      

      Tears ran from Dulcinea's eyes. The confirmation from her mother validated everything that Samuel had said. "Samuel, can I ask you something? How long have you been gathering information on me?"

      "Since the day you graduated from your submissive training."

      "You were there that night, weren't you?"

      "Yes."

      "You pulled us all from the car after the accident. Didn't you?"

      His lack of reply told her she was right.

      "Why didn't you stay, at least let me know something about you?"

      "I wanted to so badly. I just found out I had a sister who was by all accounts alone and the target of some very bad people." He turned to Max and Rayna. "Thank you for taking such good care of her." Rayna's eyes filled with tears. Max gave a head nod of gratitude. "I was not the only one contracted to bring you to him, but I made sure I was the only one. The man in the SUV was one of them. I was determined to keep you alive and well, however, he did not share your fate. Had I stayed any longer, I would not have been able to help him to his speedy demise. I knew you were safe. I needed to make sure you stayed that way."

      She turned to Xavier. "How long have you known we were related? Before you taught me to dance?"

      "I didn't know for sure until yesterday when I heard Samuel talking to Arcola." He paused, gathering his thoughts. "I felt a pull towards you, something I couldn't explain. I felt very protective of you. I have wanted to do a DNA test since I met you but didn't want to tell you because I wasn't positive. I was going to steal a few strands of hair from your brush but felt that was an invasion of your privacy. After a while, it didn't matter; I thought of you as my sister even though I had no proof. I am very happy that you are my sister. It validates why you are so important to me." He pulled her up from her seat and hugged her.

      Max came up behind her and pried her from Xavier's hold. Turning her towards him, he asked, "Have you been to see Doc Ashberry?"

      Wiping tears from her eyes, she answered, "No, I emailed him and told him I would be there after our talk." She bowed her head as she remembered her eyes looked very different now. "Do you think they will stay this way?" she whispered to Max.

      "If they do, they will only enhance your beauty, making an already very special woman shine even brighter."

      "I think I'd better head down and see Doc. I'd like to get this done before dinner. There is so much I'd like to do now that I can see again." She kissed Max on the cheek. "I'll see you at dinner."

      Jackson, who had been quiet during the meeting taking in everything that had been said, pushed himself off the wall. "I'll take you."

      Dulcinea looked up from grabbing her purse. "Are you sure? I can get there by myself now." She didn't want Jackson to feel obligated to her. He had made sure she was all right. Until, she woke up next to him with two different colored eyes. He had told her he liked her name but having two different colored eyes, put her into an entirely different category of weird. "If you don't mind, I'd like the company." She figured if friendship was all they would have, she was going make the most of it.

      "Would you wait for me by the door? I'd like a word with your family," Jackson politely asked.

      Dulcinea heard murmured sounds from the living room. She heard her name a few times but nothing more than that. She was getting ready to walk back into the room when Jackson came walking up to her. "All set?" A strange smile formed on his lips. He opened the door for her to walk through.

      "Are you going to tell me what happened back there?" she asked when the door closed.

      His response was that of a petulant child, "Nope."

      He placed his hand on the small of her back. His warm fingers radiated against her skin as they made the walk to sick bay in silence.

      Doc made it perfectly clear that this was something far beyond his scope of medicine, but he did an eye exam. From the basic testing, he found that her eyesight had returned, as predicted by her doctor. As far as if the color would come back, he could not comment on that. She would need a specialist. Dulcinea didn't know how to feel. On the one hand, she was happy she could see. On the other, who was going to be able to look past her eye color to see the real her? "I suggest you see your eye doctor when you get home. He could probably recommend that specialist."

      "Thank you, Doc, for everything. I was going to do that."

      Doc looked up at Jackson. "She's special, always has been, always will be. Make sure she always feels that way." Doc tilted his head down as he eyed Jackson over the rim of his glasses.

      "You have my word," Jackson replied.

      They left sick bay as quietly as they had entered. They turned the corner where they would find the elevator. As Dulcinea reached to touch the call button, Jackson grabbed her hand, stopping her. She looked up at him with a questioning expression on her face. He took her hand and brought it to his lips, kissing her palm. His tongue snuck out of his mouth and drew circles on it. He then slid his tongue along her arm that was missing the wristband. "When did you have it removed?" Not giving her a chance to answer, he continued his path up her arm, feathering kisses to her neck. She cocked her head to the side, allowing him access. He continued his trail to her ear, sucking on her ear lobe until he whispered, "I have been ramrod hard for you since I walked into Max and Rayna's cabin." He took her other hand and placed it on his cock. "Do you feel what you do to me?" He groaned, as her inexperienced hand began to rub along his hard length. "Dulcinea, you no longer wear your red wristband, will you submit to me and only me?"

      Dulcinea didn't know how long Jackson would want her after they docked, but until they did, she wasn't going to waste a minute of the time they did have. She nodded her head in agreement.

      "No, Didi, I need to hear it." Jackson pulled back from her, holding both of her hands in front of her.

      "Yes, Master Jackson, I will submit to you."

      He pulled both of her hands behind her back as he leaned down and kissed her. Not a soft passionate kiss, he possessed her mouth, his tongue dueling with hers, both of them starved for the other. He reached for the elevator button, never releasing her lips. When the doors opened, he picked her up off the floor. She wrapped her legs around his waist and he walked onto the elevator. Molding her body to his, he continued to make love to her mouth. When they arrived at their floor, he carried her to his cabin, never breaking their kiss. At the door, he placed her back on her feet. She looked around and realized her cabin was down the hall.

      "Did you know that we are neighbors?"

      "Yes."

      "Did you plan that?"

      "No, Didi, fate did." He held the door open for her to precede him into the cabin.

      "You have the same cabin as Max and Rayna?" Dulcinea asked, able to appreciate the vastness of the room with her newfound sight. A little nervous now that she was totally alone with Jackson, she was making small talk.

      "It would appear so."

      "What is behind the clear bricks by the bedroom?"

      "Why don't we explore it together?" He took her hand and led her into the dungeon.

      Dulcinea gasped as she walked into the room. A private dungeon was not what she had pictured behind the wall. She stood in the walkway examining the room. The lighting was low and very intimate. Everything smelled of new leather. The crops, floggers, and canes hung from holders on the wall. A couch was set along the far wall, a spanking bench, a whipping post, and the centerpiece in the room was the St. Andrew's Cross. As she stood taking in the room, she could feel the wetness gather in her panties, anticipating what Master Jackson would do to her in this room.

      He came up behind her. "Dulcinea, I know you signed a contract for the ship, but before we go any further, I would like you to sign my contract. It is similar to the ship's, with one exception. You will only submit to me. I do not share, and as I've told you, I do not trust lightly. Signing this allows us to move forward without any doubts, to focus on us."

      Dulcinea had learned in her submissive classes that a contract between a Dominant and a submissive was important to open the lines of communication and trust. Each D/s relationship was different, so it would make sense that Master Jackson would have his own contract for his submissive.

      "I also have a strict privacy and confidentiality clause. Because of my professional life, I have never signed a contract with a sub before. I never trusted anyone enough."

      Dulcinea thought back to the girl from college who had hurt him. She knew by him offering the contract, he was telling her that he trusted her.

      "Being new to the BDSM lifestyle, I'm sure your hard and soft limits have not been tested yet, so we will leave those blank to be filled in as necessary." He turned her to look at him. Placing his fingers under her chin, he tilted her head up. "Are you ready to be mine, Dulcinea?"

      She looked up at the man who was promising to be her protector, lover, and disciplinarian. The man who would take her virginity, and in the process teach her about her body. He would test her limits and bring her to new sexual heights. Her body was vibrating, awaiting his command. "Yes, Sir." She took the contract and pen from him, signing her name along the line that indicated submissive. Jackson's signature was already above the space where the Master would sign.

      "Now that that is out of the way, there is something else that needs to be taken care of. Come with me." They left the contract in the dungeon area as Jackson pulled her back into the room. He sat on the end of the bed, standing her in front of him. "Remove your dress."

      Dulcinea reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it up and over her head, letting it fall to her feet. She stood before him in her black panties. The intensity of his gaze had her moving her hands to cover herself. His voice stilled her movements, "If you cover one piece of skin from my view, I will spank your ass. I have dreamed of this body for several months. I want to memorize every inch of it, to burn into my brain."

      Dulcinea placed her hands together behind her, spread her feet shoulder width apart, and straightened her back. Lowering her head, she stood in a perfect submissive position, opening her body for his inspection.

      Jackson rose from the bed, walking towards her as a lion would stalk its prey. "I vow to never give you cause to use it, but what is your safe word?"

      "Doll."

      He glided his fingers along the top of her breast. "Such perfect breasts." He cupped one in his hand. "The perfect size for your Master's large hands." Dulcinea felt the wetness growing in her panties. Jackson stood behind her now. His fingertips grazed along her shoulders, his lips blazing a trail behind them. Dulcinea's skin tingled with the sensation he was creating, goose bumps racing along her arms. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach. Her nipples extended to hard nubs, awaiting Master Jackson's touch. Still placing kisses on her back, he hooked his fingers inside the waistband of her panties, dragging them down. "Move your legs together and let them drop to the floor." Jackson was on his knees behind her. She went to slip her shoes off, but he stopped her. "I like you the height you are right now." He leaned forward and nipped her ass cheek. Trying to be as graceful as possible, Dulcinea stepped out of her panties. However, when her foot got stuck and she started to lurch forward, Jackson wrapped his arm around her stomach, centering her.

      "I've got you." Jackson's warm breath caressed the small of her back. "I will always catch you," he said as his hands rose along her flat stomach, encasing her exquisite breasts in each of his hands. "Walk over to the bed, bend over and extend your arms. I want this luscious ass up in the air."

      With every step Dulcinea took, she rubbed her legs together to stop the fluids dripping down her legs. Placing the palms of her hands on the bed, she straightened her back and spread her legs.

      "Another perfect position." Jackson came up from behind her again, dragging his tongue through her sopping pussy. "How wet you are for your Master. Tell me, Dulcinea, do you want me to eat this pussy before I push my cock through your virgin barrier?" His fingers trailed the path that his tongue had taken. "Do you feel my fingers sliding through your wetness?" He groaned with his own desire to be deep inside her. Pushing two fingers inside her entrance, he said, "Baby, do you feel how easily my fingers slide into you, do you feel your walls clamping down on them? You are so tight. Soon, I will be bucking into you and those muscles are going to contract around my cock as I make you scream your release. But first, I am going to make you come all over my fingers, so I can lap up every drop." He pulled his fingers out and she whimpered at the loss of them. Dragging them up, he circled them around her puckered hole. "I will have you here as well, but I will make sure you are well prepared for that." He pulled his hand away and smacked her hard on her ass, leaving his handprint. The sting of his hand landing on her ass made her jump unexpectedly. "Lie on the bed, Dulcinea, keep your legs spread and your arms above your head. Otherwise, I will tie you to the bed."

      Dulcinea climbed on the bed. Tucking her hands under the pillows, she spread her legs. When she opened her eyes, she found the mirror above the bed. She watched as Master Jackson moved his body into position between her legs, his wide shoulders pushing them farther apart. The first swipe of his tongue was like lightning up her spine. It electrified her whole body, setting it on fire. "You smell divine, but you taste even better." Jackson positioned his hands to hold her folds open, exposing her little clit. His thumbs posed at her entrance, he knew if he didn't want to cause her too much pain, he needed to prepare her for his large cock. He continued his assault on her clit. He licked and sucked, his tongue circling, driving her to a place she had never been before. When he nipped down on her clit, it sent her hips bolting up off the bed. She was so wet, his right thumb slid easily into her opening, his left following right next to it. The pumping sensation of his thumbs and the tongue lashings were driving her to an orgasm which she could never achieve on her own.

      "Master, may I come?" Dulcinea panted out.

      "Yes, my Dulcinea. Keep your eyes trained on me. I want to see those beautiful, mismatched eyes as I command your body. I want to feel your body pulse around my fingers as I wring out every drop of your release."

      The more he talked, the higher he took her. "Come now, Didi." She had no idea how she kept her eyes open and focused on Jackson. The flashes of lights and feeling of euphoria that erupted when Jackson commanded her release had tears leaking from her eyes. Dulcinea had learned that withholding orgasms could be a form of punishment. After the pleasure that she had just experienced, she prayed she never did anything to cause Master Jackson to use that form of discipline.

      Before she knew what was happening, Jackson had climbed her body, his cock positioned at her entrance. "I'm going to make you mine now. Only mine." Jackson pushed his cock into her quickly so as to minimize the pain. Pushing past her hymen, he buried his cock into her tight channel. Her sharp intake of breath stalled his movements. "Are you all right?"

      "Yes, Sir." She needed more, but she didn't know what she needed more of.

      "I'm going to move now, and you should feel no more pain, only pleasure."

      Jackson began to pump his hips in and out of her, creating the same friction that amplified the incredible explosion his tongue and fingers had brought on. He started thrusting faster, driving her to the pinnacle of detonation. Throwing her head back on the pillows, her shoulders pushing back into the mattress as her tight channel pulsated around his cock, she screamed her release. Jackson pumped three more times into her before grinding his pubic bone against hers. Needing to be as deep in her as he possibly could be, his cock brushed against her cervix, and he grunted as his body ignited in the most intense orgasm he had ever had.

      Lowering his body onto his elbows brought his face down, capturing her lips in a soft passionate kiss. Still buried deep inside her, he kissed her down her neck, sucking on it then biting down on it, making her jump. "If you keep moving like that, there will be no reprieve for you," Jackson said as he shifted his semi-erect cock inside her. "Are you in much pain?"

      "No, Sir, but can I please touch you?" Dulcinea begged, getting her breathing back under control. She had wanted to thread her fingers through his hair the whole time he was perched between her legs. She also knew she needed permission.

      "I would like that."

      Dulcinea brought her arms down, tangling them around the back of his head. She raked her nails along his scalp from the base of his neck to the top of his head, applying just enough pressure to send a sensation through his body, straight to his cock.

      Jackson pulled out of her and rolled to the side, pulling her with him. She whimpered at the loss of him. "I don't want to hurt you any more than I already have. If I stayed inside you, I would take you, over and over, claiming what is mine."

      Dulcinea had never felt so free; giving everything to Master Jackson allowed her to just feel.

      "You stay here," he said as he rolled off the side of the bed, his eyes roaming her delicious body. Knowing she would be sore, he said, "I'm going to run a bath." He glanced at the blood smeared on her legs and the sheets. "While we are in the bath, I will have housekeeping come and change the sheets." The blush of embarrassment blossomed over her body. "I will be back to get you."

      Dulcinea stretched out on the bed, her body chilled with the loss of Jackson's body heat had her pulling the sheet up to her neck as she curled onto her side. Snuggling down, she got comfortable. Propping her head up on the pillows allowed her to watch Jackson walk naked around the cabin. His beautiful body was like poetry in motion. She lost sight of him as he went into the bathroom. She closed her eyes and listened as Jackson made the phone call, his voice getting louder as he moved closer to the bed.

      Pulling the sheet from her body, he told her, "Let's go, sleepyhead. Housekeeping will be here in five minutes, and I want your beautiful body buried under a cloud of bubbles hidden from anyone's view." He picked her naked body up, and cradling it to his own, he carried her to the tub. He placed her on the side so she could slide down onto one of the seats. Jackson climbed in opposite her.

      Her back was to the door when housekeeping came in, but Dulcinea never even noticed them. Jackson had taken her feet in his lap and had begun rubbing his thumbs up and down the middle of each foot. As he massaged the upper part of her foot, from the base of her toes up to the front of her ankle, Dulcinea moaned at the heavenly feeling he was creating. No one had ever given her a foot massage. "How are you feeling now?"

      "A little tender but getting better. Where did you learn to give foot massages?"

      "I've had more bumps and bruises on me from football that I care to mention. So, I hired a professional private masseuse. She taught me a few things."

      "Do you like playing football?"

      "I do. There's nothing like the feeling of walking out of the tunnel and hearing the crowd cheering for you. Then when you're on the field with your teammates, the adrenaline that courses through your veins is indescribable."

      "Did you always want to play?"

      "I was good at it, so yeah, I guess I did. I never thought of doing anything else."

      "What about your degree in marine biology?"

      "I'll probably retire in three years when my contract is up. Who knows, maybe after that I could volunteer at an aquarium. I don't think I could work at one, though. What would be the point in retiring?" he joked with her. "Besides, I won't need the money."

      "According to Samuel, I'm apparently extremely wealthy." Dulcinea sighed.

      "You don't sound happy about it."

      "All my mom used to say when I was younger was, 'You wait and see, Dulcinea, one day you and I are going to be able to travel to all the places we dreamed about. We will see Paris, Scotland, Ireland, Spain and, of course, the land down under'. Now, I can do all that, but she's not here to enjoy it with me."

      He pulled Dulcinea onto his lap. "Your mother is always with you, Didi, she's right in here always." Jackson laid his hand over her heart. "Come on. Let's get you out of here before you prune up." Jackson stood up with Dulcinea in his arms, a deluge of water falling from their bodies. He placed her on the side of the tub while he grabbed towels. Wrapping one around his waist, he stood Dulcinea up, drying her off, then he handed her another towel for her hair. "Take this one and rub some of the wetness out of your hair. I need to let the water out of the tub."

      Dulcinea walked across the suite, towel drying the ends of her hair. She walked to the balcony, noticing that the sun had gone down. The ship would stay in port for two days, allowing passengers to further explore Dubai. She smiled as she stood looking towards the lights of the city, wondering if she and Jackson would be leaving this cabin at all. She wrapped the towel around her shoulders and walked through the doors.

      Jackson came out and encased her in his arms. Pulling her body back against his, he rested his chin on her shoulder. "How did I do describing the view?"

      "Without the background noise, I don't know if I can appreciate it as much," she teased with him. "However, your description of the stars bursting in the sky was right on the money. Thank you, Sir."

      She turned in his arms. "Sir, may I kiss you?"

      "No, my little sub, but I will kiss you." Jackson leaned down, sealing his lips to hers. Sliding his tongue along the seam of her lips, opening them, he deepened the kiss. Taking the towel from her shoulders, he dropped it at their feet. When he broke away from her, he said, "I want you again, but I'm afraid to hurt you.

      "I didn't break before. I'm here to serve you, Master."

      "And I'm here to take care of you."

      Dulcinea bowed her head and whispered, "Please take care of me, Sir."

      Jackson scooped her up and carried her back to bed. Laying her on the cool clean sheets, he joined her on the bed. He molded her face in his hands and brought his lips down, fusing them with hers. His hand left her face, and grazing his knuckles down her neck, he trailed a path down to her erect nipple. Jackson took the hard nub and rubbed it between his thumb and index finger. Dulcinea moaned from the fire he was igniting in her body.

      She slid her fingers through the silken strands of his dark hair. Jackson curved his fingers around her breast, applying pressure to her swollen nub. Lost in the pure ecstasy he was creating, her nails grazed against his scalp. She heard him groan.

      He pulled back from kissing her. "I'm going to make love to you this time." He shifted his hips forward unhurriedly. "I want to feel your hands on me. Your nails scoring my back." Dulcinea took her hands and moved them to his shoulders, running her nails down to his ass. Digging her nails into the skin, she tried to get him to move. "Are you trying to rush your Master, Dulcinea?" he asked her, looking into her unique eyes.

      "No, Sir."

      "That's a good thing, because rushing your Master would only prolong you achieving the release your body is climbing to." Jackson moved over her body. "Open for me, Dulcinea." She spread her legs wide, and Jackson's cock slid through her wet folds to her center as he settled between her legs.

      Dulcinea was so wet, Jackson's cock met no resistance as he pushed into her. With controlled thrusts, Jackson began pumping as her nails clawed down his back.

      Dulcinea purred as he started picking up his pace. He moved his mouth down to her breast, wrapping his lips around it. Lashing his tongue back and forth, he captured her nipple in his teeth, biting down. The sensation shot straight to her core, her muscles tightening around his cock involuntarily. She brought her hands back up to his head as he kissed and nibbled his way over to her other nipple. Holding his head in place, he drove her into a frenzy with his mouth and his amazing cock.

      Jackson could feel Dulcinea's walls starting to clamp down on his cock. "Dulcinea, do not come until I tell you to. If you come before you have permission, I will have to discipline you." Jackson's words were forced out as he continued to pound into her. He knew he would not last much longer, thrusting into her, his balls slapping against her ass. He reached down between them and grabbed her clit. His latching onto it pushed Dulcinea into another unbelievably fantastic orgasm.

      He felt her pulsing around him and he wanted nothing more than to release the load of cum climbing to the tip of his dick. But he had commanded her not to come. She would not be rewarded with his release. He pulled out of her body, and Dulcinea knew right away that Jackson had not come.

      He stayed between her legs, and swiping his fingers through her wet folds, he brought his fingers to his mouth, licking his fingers dry. "You did not wait for me, Dulcinea."

      "I'm sorry, Master, I tried, but when you pinched my clit, it was too much."

      "You will learn to wait and I will enjoy every minute of teaching you." There was a knock at the door, halting Jackson's words. "For now, cover yourself up. I believe dinner has arrived."
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      Dulcinea had spent the night in Master Jackson's suite, and true to his word, he was teaching her how to control her orgasms. Throughout the night he had brought her to the edge, then latched onto her clit, sending her spiraling into another world, using that as the stimuli to help her connect with the orgasm sensation. Her body was drained by the time Master Jackson had tucked her into bed. She didn't remember her head hitting the pillow. Her real submissive training had begun.

      Dulcinea opened her eyes to find Jackson looking at her. His head was cradled in his hand, a smirk on his face. "I thought you were going to sleep the day away. We need to get up. Colin and Lucy have plans about spending a day at Burj Al Arab and are anxious to tell everyone about it. We are to meet for breakfast in the dining room." Jackson had not made a move to get out of bed and curiosity got the better of her.

      "Shouldn't we get out of bed then?"

      "I thought I would reward you with a pre-breakfast-breakfast."

      Understanding his meaning right away, Dulcinea lowered her eyes, a red blush blossoming in her cheeks. "Sir, I have never pleasured a man with my mouth."

      "Look at me, Dulcinea," Jackson commanded. "You have no idea how much that pleases me. Training you for my pleasure is so much easier than breaking you of bad habits. Now, on your knees." Jackson laid his body back against the bed, propping his head in his hands. "Bring my body to life, so that all I crave is to have my cock buried deep inside you."

      "I'm allowed to touch you anywhere, Sir?" Her question was innocent, but Jackson heard her excited undertone.

      "Yes, Dulcinea, anywhere, but if you do something that displeases me, you will feel my crop on your mouth-watering ass." Jackson had placed the riding crop on the bed.

      Dulcinea had heard girls talking in college about giving head. She had no idea what they were talking about, so naturally she went to the school library and looked it up. At first a whole bunch of X-rated porn sites came up, but she had picked through them and found an article entitled, The Five Points of Giving Good Head. At first she had been grossed out by it, but then after reading that this was one of the most pleasurable spots on a man, she started taking notes.

      Thinking back to the article, she remembered it had said, You first need to arouse your partner, don't jump right in. Build him up. Make sure you include his balls; they are sensitive so use caution. Make sure you open wide, watch your teeth, only using a little nibble along the head and shaft. Having his dick deep in your mouth will eventually trigger your gag reflex. Do not panic, just breathe. With a little practice (we suggest a banana or cucumber) you will be able to suck the biggest dick down your throat. Oh, and don't forget to swallow every drop. Don't be surprised if you orgasm at the same time he releases down your throat; many women do. Good luck.

      Jackson thought for sure she would go right for his cock. Instead, she started placing small kisses all across his stomach. She worked her way up to his tight nipples and taking one between her teeth, she bit down, eliciting a growl from him. Leaning over him, she rubbed her chest against his as she climbed high up his body. As she kissed her way up his neck, she latched onto his ear lobe, gently biting. Her tongue swirled around the outside of his ear, leaving moisture in its wake, and then she gently blew across it. At the same time, she reached back and grabbed his shaft in her hand. Moving her hand, she began jerking him off to the rhythm of her tongue.

      Just when Jackson thought he would lose his load in her hand, she pulled back. Her inexperience was killing him. Feathering kisses down his torso, she kneeled over him, holding him steady, then she engulfed the head of his cock in her mouth, sliding her tongue down it, then back up, sucking him into her warm, wet mouth. Her other hand reached down and began massaging his balls. Bobbing her head up and down, she swallowed more and more of his cock in her mouth. When she relaxed her muscles, his cock was hitting the back of her throat.

      Jackson's hips started rising off the bed. He brought his hand down and pressed it to the back of her head. "I'm going to reward you with your first load of cum, Dulcinea. Do not disappoint me." Holding her head in place, he bucked into her mouth, pushing deep down in her throat as he erupted. His juices squirting, had her throat muscles working to swallow what he gave her.

      When Jackson's body relaxed back on the bed, Dulcinea pulled her mouth from him, licking every last drop off him. He pulled her up onto his body. As she lay prone across his chest, it brought her face to face with him. Propping herself up on her elbows on either side of his head, she looked down at the smile that spread across his face. "For someone who has never given a blowjob, you are very good at it. Care to explain?"

      "Does that mean I did it right, Master?"

      "Yes, baby, you did it right."

      She loved hearing him praise her for doing good job. Her main goal as his submissive was to please him in all things. "I read about how to do it."

      "Who said college was a waste of money? That was worth every penny." His expression changed abruptly. "Dulcinea, how excited did you get giving me head? If I were to touch you, would your sweet pussy be weeping for me?" He watched her face, and the more he talked, the more he could see her excitement. "Kneel over me," he commanded.

      She pushed up, using his chest to walk herself up onto her knees. When she was in position, Jackson inched his body down. His head rested on the bed, her center positioned right above his face. He reached around each of her thighs, holding her in place as he pulled her down. The first stroke of his tongue had her back arching in ecstasy. "I can see you were very excited." He continued his assault, his tongue licking along her wet clit. "Open yourself for me." Dulcinea reached between her legs and, using her fingers, pulled her wet lips back, leaving her clit pushed forward and exposed. She heard his rough voice say, "Beautiful."

      Jackson flicked his tongue back and forth as he moved in and out of her entrance, escalating the throbbing in her core.

      "Master, please. May I come?"

      "No. I want you coming all over my pulsing cock." He slid back up the bed under her. "Lower yourself onto me, Dulcinea." She did exactly as he commanded, taking him inch by beautiful inch into her body. When she was fully seated on him, he thrust his hips up off the bed, driving farther into her. Holding her hips in place, he began pumping into her. Stroke after stroke ramping up her desire, her need to orgasm with Master Jackson was overwhelming. "Sir," she panted out, bucking up and down on him, "I need to come."

      Jackson could feel her walls starting to clench around him. After the lessons he had taught her last night, he latched onto her clit and pinched.

      Dulcinea threw her head back, her body pulled taut as she screamed her powerful release.

      Her scream was music to Jackson's ears. Surging up into her one last time, had Jackson fracturing beneath her.

      Dulcinea's body crumpled down onto his body, and she could hear the rapid beat of his heart under her ear. Her breathing matched its pace. She picked her head up and leaned her chin on his chest, mumbling to him, "I. Need. A. Nap." Enunciating each word, she then laid her head back on his chest.

      Dulcinea screeched as she found herself flying through the air, landing on the other side of the bed, with Jackson pinning her to the bed. "You can't have one. Breakfast will be ending soon. Where is your cabin key?"

      "In my bag. Why?"

      "Questioning your Master has finally earned your first punishment. Unless you would like to add on to said punishment, I suggest you get your key for me. Then go and get in the shower."

      She climbed off the bed, moving quickly to retrieve what he requested. He was right behind her when she turned around and handed it to him. Pulling her into his arms, he said, "Don't worry, Didi, you will love every strike of my riding crop." He kissed her on the head. "Get in the shower; we have thirty minutes."
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      While Dulcinea had been in the shower, Jackson had gone to her cabin and picked out clothes for her. Since all of her clothes were still marked in the labeled bags Rayna had helped her with, Jackson had no problem finding what he wanted. There was a black and white bathing suit, along with a black sarong and her black three-inch wedge heels, laid out on the bed. While she dressed, he showered. She was bending over to put her shoes on, and Jackson damn near had a heart attack.

      "What the hell are you wearing? Where is the bathing suit I picked out?"

      "This is the bathing suit you picked out," she said, holding her shoe in one of her hands, as she turned to face him.

      "What happened to the rest of it? I'm sure there was more material covering your ass."

      "Would you like me to change, Sir?" Dulcinea was having fun with him. She could see the look of shock on his face at the thong bottom the one-piece suit sported. Looking to let him off the hook, she said, "Don't worry, Master Jackson, the thin sarong you brought should cover it."

      "That's nice. Do you have something to cover your chest that looks like it's going to spill out for the whole ship to see?"

      "Sir, I promise I will not 'spill out.' No one but you will be looking at me anyway." She had put her shoes on as they were talking. Walking up to him, she told him, "Thank you for getting me clean clothes to wear. This bathing suit happens to be my favorite."

      "Well, it's not mine; you will only sunbathe sitting on your ass. If you want sun on your back, you will come back here and tan on the infinity balcony. Do you understand, Dulcinea?"

      "Yes, Sir, I understand."

      "I'm not ready to share what is mine with the rest of the ship yet." He didn't need to explain himself to her, but he wanted her to know how special she already was to him. Dressed in black cargo shorts and a collared black and white shirt, Dulcinea noticed he had dressed them alike. Something she was sure his subconscious did on its own.

      Riding in the elevator down to the Baccarat Deck for breakfast, she asked him, "Should I call you Master or Sir when we are in public?"

      "Jackson when we are in public will be fine. Hand me your wrist." Once she had extended her arm, Jackson attached a wide band cuff on her wrist. The wolf made of black diamonds stood out in the web design of turquoise and mother of pearl. The strands of the dream catcher were inlaid with diamonds, while the three feathers fanning out on the bottom were made of blue sapphires. Three dream catchers in total circled the cuff on an intricately designed weave of scrolled white gold. Jackson locked the cuff on her wrist, kissing the seal. "Now, everyone will know that you are mine."

      Dulcinea held it up, looking at it. "It's beautiful, Sir. Thank you." He kissed her as the doors opened.

      This time when they entered the dining room, Dulcinea could see the tables in front of the windows to the right, which were layered at staggered heights, allowing for an unobstructed view of the ocean. To the left was a buffet table filled with cereals, breads, pastries, and donuts. French toast, eggs, bacon, and sausage were offered as well. There was a waffle station as well as one for omelets. At the end were the juice beverages. Carafes of coffee and hot water for tea sat on each table.

      Jackson led the way through the line of food, Dulcinea following behind. He walked them to the group of tables where her family was sitting. Seating her next to Rayna, he took the seat opposite her. Rayna leaned over, whispering in her ear, "When we are alone, you can tell me everything that happened last night." Saying louder for everyone to hear, she said, "What have we here, Didi, you traded one wristband in for another?" Her statement had three very dominant males looking her way.

      "No, she traded a wristband for my cuff. If anyone has any further questions or objections, we can meet later in the gym."

      "As long as you have no objection to us getting to know our sister, we should be just fine." Samuel spoke over Dulcinea's shoulder before leaning down to kiss her on the cheek. He took the chair next to her, eyeing Jackson as he did.

      "No objections here. I believe families should be close. It's not always possible, like with my family in Arizona. I get back to the reservation when I can, but it's hard sometimes. Having an extended family helps, though."

      "Good, I'm glad you agree. Xavier and I plan on monopolizing a good portion of her day today." Turning in his chair towards Dulcinea, Samuel added, "Now that you know who I am, I'd like the chance to explain to you my life. I'm sure Xavier would like the same opportunity."

      Xavier took the seat next to Jackson. "I agree with Samuel, Colin and Lucy have planned our entire day with activities tomorrow. We can take advantage of our time today getting to know each other better."

      Jackson looked at the two brothers and smiled. "Like I said, family should be close. If she is with you, I know she will be safe. Wearing my cuff should also award her the security of my protection." Looking at Samuel, he added, "You are positive no one else will come after her?"

      "Yes, the news broadcasted the identities of the bodies found in the warehouse. That should put the final nail in Arcola's plans to find Didi. With no one to pay the bounty, it should send any of the stragglers scurrying."

      "That's good to hear. I'd still like eyes on her until we are back at home in New York," Max said from his seat at the table.

      "Don't worry, Max, all eyes will be on her," Jackson said as he rose from the table. "I'm going to leave you in the capable hands of your brothers. Just remember, they are both Masters as well as your brothers. Behave yourself; they will be reporting back to me."

      "Yes, Jackson. I remember." Everyone started rising from their seats to go their separate ways until dinner later on. "Hey, no one told me the plans for tomorrow," Dulcinea said as Jackson came up behind her to hold her chair.

      Leaning into her, he said, "I'm sure your brothers can tell you and then you can tell me later." He kissed her on her cheek. "I'm going to find Peter and then see if Jeffrey has any skin left on his back." He chuckled at the thought. "I would like you to meet them later. I'll have Vanessa arrange a seat for you at our table tonight for dinner," he mentioned as he turned to leave, but Dulcinea halted his progress by grabbing his arm.

      "Who is Vanessa, Master Jackson?" Her voice held a demanding tone to it.

      Jackson turned around, a small smirk on his face, "How possessive you have become after one night with me." He put his fingers under her chin, raising it. "No worries, Didi. She's the Maître d', although a very beautiful woman. She only has eyes for Chef Gillian. I will see you in a little while; have fun with your brothers." A smile firmly in place, Jackson turned and left the dining room.

      "Don't think he's going to forget your demanding tone, poppet; he's just adding them up," Samuel said over her shoulder as they both watched Jackson leave.

      "Thank you for the reminder." She turned to face him. "So, let's go sit by the pool and you can tell me everything about you, since you know everything about me." She sighed.

      "Not everything, Didi," Samuel commented.

      "Excuse me," a woman's voice called from behind Dulcinea, stopping them. She turned to face a petite blonde approaching them. "I'm sorry to interrupt, but are you Didi Bedford?"

      "Yes," Dulcinea answered cautiously.

      With a relieved sigh, the woman said, "Wow, it's about time. I've been trying to find you for two days. I'm Lily Sullivan. I thought maybe we could get together and hang out, since we are both wearing…" her voice trailed off, "red wristbands." She huffed out, "Well, shit, I can see you've already removed yours. You at least lasted longer than the other two." She laughed. "Well, it was nice to meet you. Enjoy the rest of the cruise." She started to walk away.

      "Hey, where are you going? Just because I'm not wearing it doesn't mean we still can't be friends. It's nice to meet you, Lily." She extended her hand. "These are my brothers, Xavier and Samuel." Dulcinea sounded so proud.

      After introductions were done, they agreed to meet later at Chocolate Surrender, the ship's new dessert, candy, and chocolate store.
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      Dulcinea settled down into one of the lounge chairs, Samuel in the one next to her. She had taken off the sarong before she sat.

      "Oh shit, Didi. Now, I understand your Master's concern with your bathing suit." Dulcinea could hear the discomfort in his voice.

      "If you're going to look at it from a Master's point of view, then I say get over it. Look around, Master Samuel," she said, stressing his name. "There are way more people wearing far less than me here. If you're looking at it from a brother's point of view, well then, yuk. Stop looking." She watched him look around the pool area and seemed to sense when he realized she was right. He pushed himself against the back of the chair, relaxing. "You're not going to take your shirt off before you're too comfortable?"

      "I don't ever take my shirt off in public. That is just one of the things that I will explain to you."

      She looked around, realizing that Xavier wasn't with them. "When did we lose Xavier?"

      "At the elevator, he said he would find you later."

      "You told me what happened at five, but nothing else. Why don't we start there? What happened when your mother snapped out of whatever haze she was in?"

      "Well, she became a normal mother, with one exception. Every day of my life from that day forward was always a test." Dulcinea looked at him, confused. "A test for survival. My mother wanted to make sure that I knew to never trust anyone. That everyone was the enemy. She hired the best trainers in every form of defense. From boxers to Ninja Masters, to chemists. She hired marksmen to teach me every available gun to shoot. I learned the crossbow, as well as the bow and arrow. I learned how to filet a fish in record time, with every knife in our kitchen. For my fifteenth birthday, they gave me a professional chef's knife set." He gauged her reaction and continued, "The reason I do not take off my shirt is because of my training."

      "I guess that was a nice gift," Dulcinea interjected.

      "It would have been if I had any interest in cooking, but to this day I carry it everywhere I go. No one questions so many knives when they think you're a chef. It's been a perfect cover on a few occasions."

      "So you really kill people for a living?"

      He could hear the hesitation in her voice. "I used to, and I am very good at it. You were my first near miss. I got too close; it was personal to me, and I let my guard down. I'm so sorry, Dulcinea. I think back to the night of the accident and replay it over in my head. What could I have done differently? How did I let this happen to my sister?"

      She reached for his hand. "You have nothing to apologize for. You didn't know that SUV was going to hit us. You should look at it from this point of view; if you hadn't been there, I would be dead right now. If you hadn't pulled us from the car that night, we would all be dead. I'll take living and blind over not living any day." She let go of his hand with a squeeze. "Any girlfriends, fiancées, or brides?

      "No, I've had a few regular subs, nothing permanent, though." She gave him the look that said, 'yeah, and why aren't any of them permanent?' "You really can't figure that one out?" He raised his eyebrows at her. "I'm sure you have watched your fair share of drama shows. They always go after the people who can get to the suspect." Awareness dawned on her face. "If I had no one I cared about, they couldn't hurt me."

      "Do you think that will ever change? Don't you want to have a family?"

      "I never really thought much about it, until now. Didi, all my life, the main driving force behind me getting up every day, was to kill our father. I thought of nothing else. I trained, I studied, and two years ago, I had the son-of-a-bitch right where I wanted him, but Cameron beat me to him. Then the bastard got thrown in jail."

      "You didn't have anyone on the inside who could have done it for you?"

      "No, Didi, I did. Every day he was in that hell hole was a nightmare for him, but that would have been too easy. I wanted him to suffer, just like my mother did. I wanted him to become so desperate that he would find a way out, just like he did. I would have thought he would have lain low for a while, but then he found out that his nephew Ryan had left all of his assets to you before he died. Well, that changed all of his plans. He let the underworld know he was out and placed a bounty on your head. With all the cockroaches doing all the work, he just had to sit back and relax. He found out Tia and Dwayne had come here to Dubai. So, he hopped on a plane, and here we are."

      "Now that he's gone, do you think you might want to try the family thing?"

      "It's possible. Having you and Xavier in my life, has already changed that. They would now have two pawns to use against me."

      "Does that mean after the cruise I won't get to see you?" She sounded sad.

      "No, we will stay in contact. I have a penthouse in New York, and when I'm in town, we can meet. It does, however, mean that from the moment you and Xavier walk off this ship, as well as everyone who was sitting at that table this morning, you will all be guarded. You will never know they are there, but I need this, Dulcinea. I don't want anyone to be hurt because of me and my reputation."

      "I think it's a little extreme, but you do what you have to do." She let the conversation drop. They sat in a comfortable silence for a while. He was starting to close his eyes when she asked, "Hey, what are the plans for tomorrow?"

      "Cars will meet us at the docks and transport us to the Burj Al Arab hotel. The fourth tallest hotel in the world, and yet thirty-nine percent of the building is non-occupied. Amazing, right?" Dulcinea heard the excitement in his voice as he continued. "The whole thing rests on ninety poles of steel in the Arabian Gulf and weighs over five tons. It took one hundred and sixty craftsmen to create the pieces. Then it was transported halfway around the world to be constructed. They even considered the marine life in the area when they designed it."

      "Have you ever thought of designing your own building?"

      "I used to sketch pictures of buildings, but nothing ever came of it. Other things took precedence."

      "Then we have something in common. I am a graphic designer. I did, however, have to take all the courses that went along with it. I took a semester of interior design. It wasn't all that bad; it helped me to put my apartment together. Anyway, go on."

      "After we get there, we will be shown to rooms assigned to us. We have the day to explore the surrounding area, or just hang by the infinity pools or in one of the air-conditioned cabanas. Then dinner at the Al Muntaha restaurant, capped off with a night of dancing at the Gold on 27 Nightclub. Like we said, the entire day is filled with activity."

      "You're not kidding, but it sounds like a lot of fun. Do you even know what fun is, Samuel?" Dulcinea looked up and saw Lily and noticed that her wristband had been removed. She also saw how the unattached Doms were circling. "You know, Samuel, Lily over there is kind of pretty, don't you think? She's got all her curves in the right places and she looks like she could use someone to save her. What do you think?"

      Samuel looked up at the pretty blonde. She was settling into one of the lounge chairs as another Dom tried to get her attention. "Colin did say I could bring someone if I wanted to."

      "I think you should. You've done what you had to. Now enjoy yourself. Who knows, she could be the one?" Dulcinea teased him.

      Getting out of his chair, he told her. "If we are done, I think I will go see if the fair Lily needs to be rescued." He leaned down and kissed her cheek. "We will talk more, Dulcinea." He stood up. "I think I see Xavier coming this way."

      Samuel passed Xavier as he made his way over to Lily. Xavier plopped down in the seat that Samuel had just vacated. "Would you like to go get some lunch?"

      "Lunch? I just finished breakfast. Is that all you do on a cruise is eat?"

      "Normally, it's eat and drink. On this cruise, it's eat and fuck."

      "Xavier," she yelled and smacked him in the arm.

      "What? You know I'm right." He chuckled, rubbing his arm.

      "Fine," Dulcinea huffed. "Let's go get something to eat, and you can tell me what you know about our father." She stood up from her chair, grabbing the sarong to tie around her waist.

      "Did you forget the rest of that bathing suit in your cabin?"

      "Not you too? You sound just like Jackson and Samuel."

      "Don't you think there's a pattern here then?"

      "Next time I wear a bathing suit, I will make sure my ass is enclosed in some material. Does that make you happy?"

      "Very, let's stop by your cabin now. You can change before we eat." Xavier started to lead her towards the elevator.

      "Fine, but only because I'm ready to get out of it. Not because you all told me to."

      "You still have much to learn. As a submissive, your Master will take on the responsibility of dressing you. Not in what you would like to wear, but in what he would like to see you in. Or out of."

      "Now that I know you're my brother, these conversations seem a little off…" Dulcinea's voice trailed off, not knowing how Xavier would take her comment.

      Xavier stood in front of Dulcinea. "Poppet, nothing has to change. As a Master, I am here to help guide you. You are still learning to be a submissive. As your brother, I can be there for everything else. Now, let's go get you dressed."

      Xavier picked out a floor length, bright blue halter sundress. Teasing her, he told her it would bring out the blue in her eye. She smacked his arm again but ran into the bathroom with it to change.

      They went to the sports bar and had some burgers. Xavier told her about his and Cameron's mother Lydia. He told her about the woman he thought of as his real mother. He spoke about his father Emmett and how they had protected his identity until after his mother had died, leaving him a letter explaining his birth. He told her how he had longed for a brother or a sister, growing up, and how two years ago, that had happened.

      "When I had seen Madison on the Onyx, I thought she was a doppelganger." Dulcinea tilted her head. "You know, the person's double." She nodded her head in understanding. "But then, I heard her voice, and I knew it was her. That man in the warehouse almost killed her, and we spent many years apart because of him." Xavier looked deep in thought. "I'm just grateful that I have this second chance with her. Your Uncle Dimitri…" he trailed off as her head whipped up with a huge smile on her face. "Yes, we've already discussed it. That is what he would like you to call him from now on. Anyway, he felt that something was off between him and Madison and that's when he came to me. Now, we are happily married, and hopefully soon we will be pregnant like Sadie and Cameron."

      They finished eating their burgers in comfortable silence. As they were getting ready to leave, Dulcinea asked Xavier, "So, I'm not related to Cameron, right?"

      Xavier chuckled and started escorting her to the door. "No, you're not related to him."
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      Jackson had spent the afternoon filling Pete and Davina in on Dulcinea's family drama. He also told them that he had given her his cuff. "I haven't felt like this about anyone since college. I just don't know how I'm going to fit in with the rest of her new family." Jackson hated when his insecurities were exposed. "I'm a Native American Indian, from a Navajo reservation in Arizona. They are all billionaires who own their own businesses. Heck, they could probably buy the Demons if they wanted to."

      "Would you relax? Yes, you are those things, but you are also the number one tight end in arena football. It's not like you're poor or anything, you're just missing a few zeroes on the end. Jackson, Didi is not with you for your bank account. Apparently, she doesn't need it," Pete said under his breath. "Dude, she liked you before she found any of this out. Would you relax? So when do we get to meet her?"

      "She's joining us for dinner, so please be on your best behavior. Davina, keep him in line tonight, will you?"

      "Master Jackson, it's a nice thought, but you know I can't do that. If he is out of line tonight, you will have to be the one to put him in his place."

      "My perfect Davina. So well said." Peter gave Jackson a look that said, 'You tried; it didn't work.'

      "I have to get going, I need to check in on Jeffrey. I haven't heard anything from him since the night of the auction. I'll see you later."

      Jackson left Peter and Davina and went in search of Jeffrey. He stopped at the kitchen first and found Mistress Cynthia prepping for dinner. She was chopping parsley with a very long knife. Standing to the side, Jackson got her attention. "Hello, Mistress Cynthia, would you be able to tell me where I might find my friend Jeffrey?"

      Cynthia stopped chopping and looked up at Jackson. "He is in my cabin until dinner tonight."

      "Would I be able to talk to your sub? There are a few details that as my agent he needs to be aware of."

      "You will leave him as you find him. Yes?"

      "Yes, of course."

      Mistress Cynthia passed Jackson her cabin key and went back to chopping. "Bring it back to me when you are done."

      Jackson left the kitchen and found Mistress Cynthia's cabin. He took a deep breath, trying to prepare himself mentally for what he might be walking into. He put the room key in and turned the handle, but what he saw was something he could never have been prepared for.

      Lying in the middle of the bed was his agent and friend, his arms spread to the upper corners of the bed. His ankles were attached to a spreader bar, nipple clamps were attached, and his cock stood at attention. A cock ring coiled around his scrotum and shaft.

      When Jeffrey saw Jackson, he started squirming on the bed. Jackson immediately walked into the bathroom, retrieving a towel and throwing it over Jeffrey. Then he plopped down in the chair by the window. "So, is this all you've been doing on your vacation?" Jackson asked.

      "Pretty much, and yes, I'm loving every minute of it. Don't tell me you're here to ruin it?"

      "Nope, not me. You can stay tied to her bed for the rest of the cruise for all I care. I was wondering if you were coming to dinner, but I would have to say that it's a big fat no."

      "Why?"

      "I invited Didi to sit with us at dinner so you could get to know her, but I can see you will be a little tied up tonight. No worries, there'll be time enough for you to meet her."

      "What was so special about tonight?"

      "Before breakfast today, I put my cuff on her. She had some family drama. I'll tell you about that another day when you have clothes on, but bottom line is she's mine now. I thought you would like to meet her. Oh, by the way. The douchebag." Jackson waited.

      "Samuel Romanoff?"

      "Yup, him. Turned out he's Didi's brother, as well as Xavier Legend."

      "I didn't see that one coming. Does she know what he does?"

      "I would think by now she does. I left her with them to find you and Peter." Jackson stood up from the chair. "I'm glad you found someone who can take care of you, Jeff. If Mistress Cynthia lets you out of her cabin, come and find me. Otherwise, I'll see you on dry land." He turned to leave, then remembered the towel. "Sorry, dude, I have my orders," he said as he snatched it off his body, tossing it the bathroom.

      "Really! You couldn't leave it where it was?" Jeffrey whined.

      "Nope. See you later, Jeffrey, enjoy."
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      When Jackson had knocked on Dulcinea's door to pick her up for dinner, she opened it wearing a strapless, backless trumpet mermaid gown. It had a sweetheart neckline with a black applique design over a grey crepe. The feather-like design ran along the top of her breasts, traveling down the front and back. Over her stomach, hugging her butt and ending mid-thigh, the gown stretched tightly across her body. From the hips down, the grey crepe bottom trumpeted out around her legs down to the floor. She wore a five-inch pair of Jimmy-Choo grey embroidered mesh heels on her feet, with a one-inch lift in the front and two grey bows at the ankle. Even with her heels on, she was still at least ten inches shorter than Jackson. Her hair was piled high on her head, her makeup was done in smoky greys, and a touch of lip gloss finished her look. She wore a V-shaped diamond necklace that Max and Rayna had given her for graduation. A pair of diamond infinity earrings dangled from her ears, and Master Jackson's cuff rested firmly on her wrist.

      He wore an Armani black tailored suit, with a grey shirt stretched tight across his chest. Being the size he was, most of his clothes were tailored to him. His tie was a purple and silver paisley design.

      Even though Jackson had picked out her dress for this evening, he had no idea it would hug all of her curves to perfection. He stood taking in the beauty that stood before him. "I can't believe that you are mine. You look absolutely stunning, Dulcinea." He leaned down, taking her lips in a gentle kiss.

      "I don't think I will be able to kneel in this dress, Sir."

      "No worries, baby. When it comes time for you to kneel tonight, you will no longer be wearing this dress." He smirked at her. "Shall we go? I'm anxious for you to meet Peter. Jeffrey, you'll have to meet when the cruise is over. He is otherwise tied up right now." He grinned at his inside joke.

      During dinner, Dulcinea sat next to Jackson listening to Peter tell her stories about their school days together. She and Davina became fast friends, talking about everything from flowers to tattoos. Didi told her she was new to submission and Davina offered to help any way she could.

      The couples spent the evening together. They saw the burlesque show, then went to the after party as well. Jackson had held her close as they swayed to the music.

      By the time they arrived back at Jackson's cabin, Dulcinea was dragging. "I should have taken a nap this afternoon," she said as she walked past him into the cabin. "Your friends are very nice, Master Jackson. I enjoyed getting to know Davina tonight." Pausing at the back of the couch, she asked, "Sir, is it all right if I take off my shoes now?"

      "Come to me, Dulcinea, I will help you undress." Dulcinea walked around to Jackson who was sitting in his slacks on the couch. His jacket, shirt, and tie had been thrown over the chair. He sat forward on the couch. "Place your hands on my shoulders and keep them there." Dulcinea did as she was told. "Now, pick up your right foot." Bunching up the material at the bottom of her dress, Jackson found her foot and removed her shoe, duplicating the process with her left. He tossed both shoes to the other end of the couch.

      Without her shoes on, she stood eye level with Jackson seated. He reached out his hands, cupping her face, holding her in place for his kiss. Jackson took advantage of Dulcinea's tilted head, exposing her long neck to him. He kissed a blazing path along her jawline up to her ear. Sucking her earring in his mouth, he then released it as he followed the outline of her ear with his tongue. "You have been a very bad girl, Dulcinea," his voice whispered along her skin. Jackson dipped his hand to the small of her back. Slowly, he lowered the zipper holding her dress on. As soon as the zipper reached a certain point, Dulcinea's dress released from her body, sliding to the floor.

      Jackson licked his tongue down her body, sucking her nipple into his mouth. The pleasure/pain sensation that was described in her submissive class didn't do it justice. The pressure that Master Jackson was applying, although painful, had her panties flooded with her arousal. He pulled her nipple to a hard point then bit down, inflicting the same tension a nipple clamp would. Dulcinea's head tilted to the side as her eyes rolled to the back of her head. At first, Dulcinea's body jerked with the pain, but then Jackson began lashing his tongue back and forth across the tip of her nipple caught in his teeth. Dulcinea groaned when he released his teeth, letting the blood flow back to her nipple. "You have flaunted these beautiful tits under my nose all night. Now, I get to punish you for the bad girl who you are."

      Dulcinea was losing her ability to stand. She had never been this aroused in her life. The thought of Master Jackson using his crop on her body, sent a new flood of moisture between her legs.

      "Go into the dungeon area and wait for me."

      Dulcinea kept her hands on his shoulders as she made her way out of all the material bunched at her feet. When she was free of the confines, her feet practically floated through the room. She immediately went to her knees. She reached up and released the clasp of her necklace, then let it slide down her body to the floor. Collecting it, she put it off to the side and quickly removed her earrings, tossing them with the necklace. She then straightened her back, placed her hands on her thighs face up, and bowed her head. With her hair still artfully arranged, it left her shoulders and upper body free from anything that would hide her body from Master.

      Dulcinea allowed the effective lighting in the room to help her body relax. She slowed her breathing down as if meditating, releasing the nervous anticipation of Master's arrival. Her peripheral vision picked him up as he came in the room. His bare feet stood just inside the doorway, but he made no move to come farther into the room.

      Jackson stopped his forward progress when he saw the exquisite sight before him. Dulcinea knelt in a perfect submissive pose. He knew he had awakened her desire, yet her breathing was controlled. Moving into the room, he walked to her, handing her a glass of water. "I give my lovely submissive an A for her perfect waiting position." He stood back and moved around to the racks of riding crops, saying as he went, "Please drink the whole glass." He paused in his selection and watched her put the glass to her mouth. "Did you know that not drinking enough water can affect your sex drive? Being a football player, I know the importance of drinking water. Tonight, my dear Dulcinea, you drank not one. Starting now, that changes." He plucked the crop he wanted off the wall and smacked the tip upon his palm. The sound reaching Dulcinea's ears sent a jolt through her body. "You will drink a minimum of three glasses a day." When her eyes went wide, he added, "And we will build you up from there." Another stinging sound emanated from his palm. He continued his methodical walk around the room until she was finished drinking.

      He took the glass from her hand and placed it out of the way. "Stand up," he commanded. Dulcinea stood, arms clasped behind her back, legs shoulder width apart. He walked around her, sliding the cool crop along her warm body, as anticipation chills ran along her skin. "Your brothers informed me that while you were speaking with them today, you had a tone in your voice that raised their eyebrows." He smacked the riding crop down on her left cheek. The sting that registered in her brain had a hiss leaving her mouth before she could stop it. "You will not speak with disrespect, what you say and how you act reflects back to me, your Master. I know what you are thinking. 'But they are my brothers.' On this ship, they are Masters and, as such, will be treated with the respect they demand." Another smack with the crop landed on her right cheek. Being more prepared this time, she bit her lip.

      Jackson walked in front of her, her lowered eyes immediately landing on his enormous cock jutting up to his naval. "I have had this hard-on since you opened your door tonight. Seeing you in that dress, reminded me of a package under the tree at Christmas. It has your name on it, but you can't open it until the appointed time. Well, I've opened my package and now I want to play with it all night long." He took the end of the riding crop and hooked it under the elastic waistband of her panties. Leveling the handle, the crop slid between her legs pulling the front of her panties down but leaving the back of them to tighten around her ass.

      Jackson pulled the riding crop back, sliding it through her wet folds, her panties snapping on her waist with the loss of crop. He brought it up to his mouth, and from her lowered eyesight, she saw the tip of his tongue jut out and glide over the tip, collecting the moisture from it. "Hmm… nectar of the Gods." Jackson flattened his tongue against the leather, collecting every drop. "Remove your panties and move to the spanking bench. The sooner we get your punishment out of the way, the sooner my cock can be buried deep within your honey pot."

      Dulcinea laid her body over the flat leather bench, dangling her arms to the side. Jackson took each wrist, cuffing them, then pulling the chains taut, her elbows resting on soft leather pads. Wooden dowels were placed at the top of the pads for Dulcinea to wrap her hands around. Once her hands and upper body were secured, he moved to her legs. Taking her right leg in his hand, he guided her knee to the pad resting on the side of the bench. Using the leather straps, he locked her leg to the bench, repeating the process with her left.

      When he was finished, Dulcinea was secure. Her head was able to move from side to side, but the rest of her upper body had been locked down to the bench. The lower part of her body partially hung off the table with her legs in the kneeling position which left her totally exposed.

      Jackson spoke softly as he rose to his feet. "I have never seen a more beautiful sight."

      Until those words left his mouth, Dulcinea had been a little uncomfortable. She had never been strapped to a spanking bench and didn't expect to be positioned as a frog. But hearing Master say she looked lovely, told her she was doing it right. She snuggled her cheek into the leather bench with a smile.

      "What is your safe word, Dulcinea?"

      "Doll, Sir."

      "Good girl."

      Jackson took the crop and grazed it down her back, then in quick succession, he landed the wide head down her right cheek five times, then moved to the left, bringing the five smacks upward. Dulcinea had never felt such pain on her tender cheeks, but as fast as the sting had come, it quickly dissipated to an incredible warmth centering in her core. She could not halt or hide the shine of the fluid trickling down her leg.

      "I see my punishment has excited you, should I continue?"

      "Yes, Master, I am here for your pleasure." Her voice was smooth and sultry.

      "That is correct, baby. Seeing your need for me, pleases me very much." He landed the head of the crop twice more on each side, then smacked directly on her pussy. Dulcinea's body trying to arch on the table had her growling. The leather flick on her wet lips added more zing to the pain. "That one was for your tone with me earlier."

      Using the handle of the riding crop, he pulled it through her wetness, and gliding it over her puckered hole, he smacked the end down. "Soon I will have my dick buried so far in your ass, my balls will be slapping your clit, but not tonight." Jackson thought he heard her whimper.

      He finished his punishment, leaving a beautiful glow of pink on her tender bottom. "That last one was for teasing your Master, then giving him no relief. But I know you want to be a good girl."

      "Yes, Master, I will not tease you anymore without giving relief." Her voice was breathy as she answered.

      Jackson placed his hand on her hips, then slowly pushed the head of his cock into her entrance, her tight opening quickly clamping down on him. He pushed farther in as her body welcomed him home, wrapping around him like a warm glove. When he was fully seated inside her, he leaned his body forward, over her, and asked, "What color are you, Dulcinea?"

      "Green, Sir, all green."

      Jackson knew she would not be able to control her orgasm tonight after all the stimuli he had created. "Very good, baby. Come when you need to," was all he said and then he pulled almost all the way out of her, thrusting forward. He began pounding into her. Her first orgasm overtook her as she clamped down on him. He continued with his pace. Knowing she was building to another, he pinched her clit between his finger. "Come again," his voice growled his command. A scream ripped from her as the first wave hit her. Still, he continued. He brought his wet finger to her puckered hole and pushed it in.

      Never in her life, had Dulcinea felt such abandonment. Her Master had breached an area of her body no one had ever entered before and she wanted more. Her pushing back as much as she could, told Jackson that she needed more. He added another finger, then began a see-saw effect with his fingers and cock.

      Jackson didn't think he would last much longer, but he was going to make sure she came at the same time. He wanted to feel the walls of her channel pulsing around his cock, while her muscles around his fingers did the same. Jackson commanded her again, "Come hard now!"

      Dulcinea's body bowed on the table, her head snapping back. Tears splashed on her cheeks, as a scream ripped from her mouth. Jackson pushed as far in as he could go, his release erupting, bathing her cervix and pulling another orgasm from her.

      He removed his fingers as his body folded over hers. Once his breathing was under control, he pulled out of her. Dulcinea's sated body relaxed on the warm leather as Master Jackson released her from the bench. When he had removed the last of her restraints, he helped her up and sat her on the edge. A hiss escaped her lips as her rosy ass hit the leather bench.

      Jackson moved between her legs, and taking her in his arms, he lowered his lips to hers, kissing her gently. "You were perfect, Dulcinea." Moving his hands to her head, he held it while he placed another gentle kiss on her forehead. "Come, I will get you cleaned up."

      He carried her to the bed, laying her down and wrapping the blankets around her. Dulcinea lay with her head resting on the pillows, the rest of her body still humming with the stimulation Master Jackson had created. He returned with a warm cloth and another glass of water. After wiping Dulcinea clean, he handed her the glass of water and two tablets. "They are pain relievers." When she put the glass on the nightstand, he told her, "Roll; I'm going to apply a balm crème. This should also help." The crème was cold when it first touched her skin, but it quickly warmed, the more Jackson massaged it in.

      When he was finished, he put the jar of crème next to her empty glass. He pulled the covers up over them and settled her in his arms from behind, his cock nestled against her butt. Contentment unlike anything Dulcinea had ever experienced seeped into her body. She snuggled into Jackson's arms, as sleep began to overtake her body.

      "I think I'm falling in love with you," he whispered as his arm tightened around her.

      She heard his even breathing and knew he was asleep. She hugged his arm to her, needing his body closer to hers, and whispered back, "I know I'm in love with you." She then closed her eyes and fell asleep.
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      Dulcinea awoke to the smell of fresh coffee. When she opened her eyes, she watched as Jackson began transferring dishes to the table on the balcony. "I know you're awake," he yelled. "No one could sleep through the smell of that coffee. Go to the bathroom, then grab your robe and join me."

      When she walked out onto the balcony, she almost stepped right back in. In the daytime, the infinity balcony allowed a certain freedom. "This is so weird; I feel like I'm standing on water." She made her way to the table he had set. Pulling off the silver dome, she found a trove of food. "Master, there is no way I can finish this."

      "I will help, have no fear, but you will eat. For the activities I have planned for your body, you will need the energy. Now, eat."

      She filled a small plate with what she liked, adding some fresh fruit as well. She made sure she drank a glass of water, as well as two cups of coffee.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Jackson sat watching her eat. He could do this for the rest of his life. Now, he understood what his brothers and grandmother had been trying to make him understand about having a mate—that special person to make his life complete, to wake up every morning with and go to bed beside every night.

      He sat in his lounge pants and a white muscle shirt. "When you are finished, go in the closet and get the things you will need for today as well as tonight." She looked at him, confused as to why her clothes were in his closet. "Yesterday during dinner, I had your things moved in. It made no sense for you to be in one room and your things to be in another. You will need at least three changes of clothes and a bathing suit. Make sure this one has cloth covering your ass, understood?"
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      Dulcinea answered him with a grin on her face, "Yes, Sir." She wondered if he knew she heard his whispered confession last night. She watched his muscles flex as he reached for things on the table. The way the sun glistened in his eyes changed them, making them look as blue as the sky above. His jawline was scruffy with a day's growth on it that Dulcinea knew would scratch her sensitive skin. His beautiful hands, hands as large as the plates they ate off, were so big yet so gentle. Dulcinea knew she could look at this man for the rest of her life.

      He pushed back from the table, standing, "Come with me." He reached out and grabbed her hand, and she followed him into the bathroom. He turned, picking her up to sit on the counter next to him. "I am going to do one side, then you will finish the other. Pay attention, I do not want to be wearing little pieces of tissue paper."

      Dulcinea watched as he grabbed a can of shaving crème, applying it to half his face. He then opened a case and pulled a barber's razor from within. He started in his neck area, pulling the razor along, leaving clean skin in its wake. He rinsed the razor and continued the process. When he was finished, he rinsed his face and turned to her. She couldn't help the giggle that erupted when she saw his half-shaved face. But when he took her hand and placed it on his cheek, her giggling was quickly replaced. His warm skin felt like velvet along her fingertips, Dulcinea had never realized how sensual shaving someone could be. She looked into his eyes, and she could see the trust he was instilling in her.

      Holding the razor out to her, he said, "Your turn."

      Dulcinea looked at the razor in his hand, and determined to keep that look in his eyes, she took the razor from him. Before she started, she had him move between her legs. She then lathered the shaving crème on her hand and using a circular motion, she rubbed it on his face and neck. When she was ready, she reached again for the razor. He lifted his head, exposing his neck to her. She placed the razor above, her free hand holding his neck steady, and scraped it up to his chin. Exhaling the breath she had been holding when no blood appeared, she continued. Stroke after stroke, she cleaned the crème from his face. When she was finished, she ran hot water on a face cloth, wiping off any excess shaving crème.

      While she had shaved him, Jackson had watched her face with fascination. The way she tilted her head, making sure she was at the right angle. The way she bit her tongue in the corner of her mouth as she concentrated. All of these things had his cock growing with excitement. Jackson looked into the mirror beyond her head, feeling the shave he just received. "I think you have earned yourself a new job."

      Dulcinea was pleased with herself. She had been given a task for her Master, and she had done it to his liking. Her smile beamed across her face.

      "Now we need to get showered and ready to go. The cars are to meet us on the dock at twelve."

      "If we shower together, that should save some time," Dulcinea commented as she jumped off the counter and dropped her bathrobe on the floor.

      "Do not try to top from the bottom, sub. I had already planned on fucking you in the shower. Having you shave my face was one of the most erotic things I have ever had done to me." He walked over and picked her up. "Wrap your legs around me."

      Jackson had her cling to his body as he set the water temperature then stepped in. He backed her into the water. She leaned her head back, letting the water cascade through her hair. As her head was back, Jackson began kissing her exposed neck, working his way down to her breast. Hoisting her farther up his body as if she weighed nothing, he captured her nipple in his mouth. She locked her fingers together and held his head to her breast. Water ran down between her breasts as her head moved to the side.

      "I can't wait anymore, Dulcinea, I have to be in you now." With that, he impaled her on his cock as he moved her body around against the wall. Holding her to the wall, he began to piston into her. His mouth found hers as he pushed his tongue in, imitating the action of his hips. Holding her hips in place, he pounded her body against the wall. Dulcinea felt the stirring deep in her that would soon blossom and burst into another incredible orgasm.

      She broke away from his kiss. "Master, may I come?"

      Jackson felt her walls starting to tighten around him and knew she was close. "Yes, baby. I want to feel you pulse around me. Come now." Jackson reached between them and pinched down on her clit. At the same time Dulcinea shattered in his arms, Jackson pounded into her, roaring as he climaxed. He laid his head on her chest, breathing hard. "Woman, I have done drills on the field that didn't drain me like you do," he said, pulling out of her.

      Dulcinea gave him a peck on his very soft cheek. "Maybe if we do it enough, you will build up more stamina." She laughed as she moved into the water spray.

      Jackson grabbed the shampoo off the shelf, and pouring some in his hand, he began massaging her scalp. "If we had more time, I would show you my stamina, but you, my Dulcinea, would not come until I allowed you. I don't think you would like your punishment when you failed," he said with such confidence. Finished washing her hair, he told her to rinse. He grabbed the conditioner and repeated the process.

      Dulcinea had turned towards him, lathering the soap in her hands. Reaching up, she rubbed her hands from his shoulders down his chest. Then she slid her hands down his cock and around his balls.

      The action had him reaching for her hands. "If you continue doing that, we will never leave the shower. Now finish washing; we have to get going."

      Dulcinea understood they had to get moving, but now that she knew how it felt to fall apart at the hands of her Master, she didn't want to leave the cabin. They finished in the shower and while Dulcinea dried her hair, Jackson packed their bag.

      They met the others by security before proceeding to the awaiting cars. Samuel arrived with Lily trailing behind. Dulcinea's face lit up when she saw the two together. Nudging her brother, she softly said, "I'm glad you took my advice." To Lily, she said, "Good morning, I'm so glad you could come with us today. It will give us time to get to know each other."

      Lily had half a smile on her face when she saw Dulcinea. "Good morning. Can you tell me who picked this godforsaken time to leave?" She started to whine, "And please tell me there will be coffee when we get there."

      Dulcinea laughed. "Not a morning person, huh?"

      "I'm normally better than this, but someone kept me up very late." She grinned at Samuel. "Plus, I'm supposed to be on vacation." She leaned her head on Samuel's shoulder.

      "You will again be on vacation as soon as you get into the awaiting Rolls Royce. Within, you will be served the finest coffee you will ever taste. Good morning, I'm Xavier Legend, and you are?"

      "Lily Sullivan, Sir." Lily bowed her head, answering his question.

      "Nice to meet you, Lily. Please pick your head up, I like to look people in the eye when I meet them." Lily raised her head and smiled, looking into Xavier's crystal blue eyes. "That's better. I assume you have partnered with Samuel for our extravagant excursion today?"

      "Yes, Sir. This is an opportunity of a lifetime; I couldn't believe it when Master Samuel asked me to come."

      "Yes, we are all going to see amazing sights today." He turned to Dulcinea. "How are you doing today? I see you still have beautiful, mismatched eyes. If it means anything, poppet, I think they just make you more beautiful." He kissed her on the forehead and turned to the rest of the group. "If the four of you are ready, head on down through security. Sheikh Colin and Lucy are already outside; they'll tell you where to go. See you at the hotel." Xavier walked back over by Madison and Dimitri, picking up their bags when he was by them.

      Dulcinea watched as the three of them headed down, Sadie and Cameron following. Max and Rayna were waiting for them by the elevator. "Morning, everyone," Max announced. "Ready to go see the fourth tallest hotel in the world?"

      "Another morning person?" Lily lowered her sunglasses to look at Max.

      "Not normally, but I did some research on the hotel. I'm looking forward to seeing a two-bedroom hotel room that is larger than our entire penthouse." He extended his hand to Lily. "Maximillian Greco and this is Rayna Luciano."

      Lily shook their hands. "Lily Sullivan, nice to meet you both."

      "Morning, Didi, I take it you slept well?"

      "I did, thank you, Max, but we should talk later; we don't want to keep Colin and Lucy waiting." Dulcinea flashed a full-toothed smile at him that made him laugh.

      "Fine, we will talk later. Promise?"

      "I promise." Walking over to him, she snaked her hands around his waist, hugging him. "Don't worry, Max, I'm always going to need you."

      "You do know how much we love you, right, poppet?"

      "I love you too, Max. Now let's go have some fun."
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      They took the elevators down and were greeted by the sight of three Rolls Royces. Chauffeurs in tuxedos and driving hats stood by three opened doors. The minute they walked off the ramp onto the dock, their bags were taken from them and placed in the trunks.

      Sheikh Colin and Lucy greeted them, explaining the four of them would ride to the hotel. It was an approximately thirty to forty minutes' ride, depending on traffic. Colin informed them that for anyone who had been unable to roll out of bed early, a light breakfast would be served in the Rolls, as well as a full buffet when they got to the hotel. After getting into the vehicles, they headed to the Burj Al Arab hotel Dubai.

      The ride to the hotel was quiet, filled with taking in the sights and eating. By the time they arrived at the hotel, everyone was ready to start their adventure into the world of luxury.

      The opulence of the hotel was seen the minute they pulled up to the door. After crossing the curved bridge, they arrived at a circular drive that rounded a fountain. Colin had told them that at night it looked like a volcano erupting and they would see it when they left. When they walked into the lobby, in front of them was another water fountain. This one, however, was centered between the escalators and climbed as high, with dancing water and lights. As they rode the escalator to the next level, they could watch the water or the aquarium on the opposite side. When they got off the escalator, there were all kinds of shops and boutiques. They were escorted to the elevators and whisked up to their royal suites.

      Dulcinea could not believe what she was looking at. Everything seemed like a fairytale. Samuel, Lily, Jackson and herself were appointed a two-bedroom royal suite. When the door was opened, three butlers lined the walkway into the entrance. Straight ahead of them was a wide marble staircase leading to the second floor. One of the butlers offered them a tour of the suite. They followed him as he showed them the lounge area big enough for fifty people, the bar, the dining room, and butler kitchen. He showed them the cinema room and the library as well as the lift. He took them upstairs where there was a private lounge and bar. Each of the bedrooms had king-sized beds that boasted brilliant purple comforters on them with a half canopy above. The walls were painted in different shades of purple and gold. Dulcinea's favorite room was the ensuite bathroom, along with a Jacuzzi in the middle. It included a five-head rain shower that could fit six people in it. The suite also had his and hers dressing rooms.

      The hotel was at their disposal per Sheikh Colin, his only request, they all meet back at seven o'clock for dinner. During dinner, each of them express to him a fact about the building they were visiting, as he wanted them to appreciate the wonder of not only the building, but the Arabic heritage that went with it.

      The women decided to sunbathe by the infinity pool, while the men opted for the air-conditioned cabana with a bar and televisions. Dulcinea and Lily found two lounge chairs and got comfortable. "So, tell me about yourself, Lily. Where did you grow up? Did you go to college? What do you do now?" Dulcinea asked.

      "Wow, okay, where do I start? Well, I grew up in a small town in North Carolina. No, I never went to college, and currently I'm in between jobs. My turn, how long have you known Maximillian and Rayna?"

      "You can call him Max, everybody does. I think I've known Max pretty much all my life. We didn't see each other all the time, because my mom and I moved around a lot. Rayna, I've known ever since they got together; she's like a big sister, When I couldn't see, she did so much to help me. She really is perfect for Max."

      "How long have they been together?"

      "I think," Dulcinea started then tilted her head thinking, "oh hey, how long have you and Max been together?

      Rayna and Sadie were walking up to join them. "We've been solid for three years, but on and off for about ten, why?"

      "Lily was curious. Lily, Rayna, and Sadie. Ladies, Lily."

      "Nice to meet you. When are you due?" Lily asked Sadie.

      "Not soon enough. I have another ten weeks to go," Sadie said as she plopped into her chair. "I don't remember Lucy being this big with ten weeks to go."

      "I don't know if I'll ever have kids. My mom died when she delivered me. I don't know if there could be something genetic about it, but I don't know if I'd want to take the chance." Looking at Sadie's face full of fear, she said, "I'm so sorry, I didn't mean anything by that. I'm sure you and your baby will be just fine. I didn't realize what I said."

      "I understand, every birth is different," Sadie said to her.

      "Sorry to hear about your mother. Did you grow up with your father?" Dulcinea sympathized with her.

      "No, I never knew who he was. Lived in foster homes most of my life. I learned how to take care of and defend myself. Some of the homes were pretty bad. I finally landed in North Carolina with a Chinese family who taught me how to really defend myself."

      "What do you mean?" Dulcinea asked.

      "I learned how to use a sword, I can throw Chinese stars, and I can kill a man five different ways with my hands." All the women looked at Lily, their mouths hanging open wondering if she was telling the truth. Lily laughed. "I said I can kill, not that I have killed."

      "I'll have to let Samuel know his new sub can probably kick his ass." This time Dulcinea laughed.

      Lily looked at Dulcinea. "Can I ask, were you born that way, with two different colored eyes?"

      "No, this recently happened. I was in a car accident and lost my sight. The doctor had said he didn't think it would be permanent. Sheikh Colin commissioned a bunch of scientists to make these drops they thought could help. I had a reaction to them so I stopped using them. The other day…" She paused and looked at Rayna and Sadie. "I had something dramatic happen and when I woke up, I had my eyesight back, but I also had two different colored eyes."

      "Wow, that's some shit. Where are your parents?" Lily threw at Dulcinea.

      "My mom died earlier this year, my biological dad the other day, but I still have Max. I never knew my father, either. Did you ever try to find your dad? My mom, in her dying letter, begged me not to find mine, but I was always curious."

      "I tried for a while, but I kept running into brick walls. After a while I just gave up. I'm better on my own, never having a family and all."

      "You never know, if things work out between you and Samuel, you'd have a whole new family." Dulcinea laid her head back and closed her eyes. Rayna and Sadie nodded their heads and murmured agreements then also reclined in their chairs.

      Lily looked at the three women and thought to herself, not if they find out who I am.
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      Madison and Lucy joined the women for some shopping in the boutiques and then the spa. After massages were done, it was on to hair and makeup. No expense was spared. By the time Lily and Dulcinea returned to the suite, the men were hanging out in the bar watching soccer. As the women walked through the door, both men stood from their chairs. "I think it's time we explore our master suite; I wouldn't want to lose you in it." Jackson approached Dulcinea before she could walk farther into the room.

      A big smile formed on Dulcinea's face. "You might be right, Master. I could get lost in my dressing room." As they were leaving, they passed one of the butlers who was carrying an envelope. When he walked past, they continued on to their room.

      Jackson had Dulcinea in his arms as soon as they crossed the threshold. He carried her to the bed, about to toss her on when she yelled, "Wait!" Jackson pulled her back to his body. "If you do that, all this work would have been for nothing." She pointed to her hair and makeup.

      Jackson just looked at her, a grin on his face. He tossed her on the bed anyway, then climbed on top of her. "I'm sure Colin wouldn't mind you having it fixed up when we're done."

      Dulcinea slid her fingers through Jackson's hair. "I believe you may be right."

      Jackson lowered his lips to hers. Deepening the kiss, he slipped his tongue past her lips and began the torture of removing her clothes as he did. He bit down on the strap of her dress and dragged it down her arm with his mouth. Then he nibbled her skin back up to her neck. Moving to the other side, he put the strap in his mouth. However, this time when he moved down her arm, he pulled the zipper at the same time, allowing him to strip the top half of her. "Pick up your hips." As she did, he pulled the rest of the material off. Jackson crawled up her body and reached over her head for the tassels holding the baroque drapes. "Hold these," was all he said as he began moving his way back down her exposed body.

      He molded her breasts in his hands and lathered them in his saliva. Sucking them in his mouth one at a time, he pulled her nipples to hard points. He could hear mewling sounds from deep in Dulcinea's throat as she felt the drip of fluid between her legs.

      Jackson moved farther down her body, kissing her flat stomach and running his tongue around her navel. He nuzzled his nose along the small patch of hair hidden behind her lace panties. Dragging his tongue along her center, caught Jackson by surprise. Looking between her legs, he saw a slit from her clit to her entrance. "My beautiful Dulcinea, did you wear crotchless panties for me?"

      "Rayna told me I should get them. I didn't understand what they were for, and I thought they were totally useless." She smiled down at him. "I understand now."

      Jackson pulled the opening wider, then licked his tongue up to her clit, catching her honey as he went, moving slowly and methodically. Circling his tongue around and around and slipping it down to her entrance, he rimmed the edge, saying to her, "Is this where you want my attention, Dulcinea? Do you want to feel my tongue push into you, over and over, until you're dripping wet and ready for my cock?"

      "Yes, Master," Dulcinea groaned as he dipped his finger in her.

      "You like it when I use my fingers?" He pulled it out, adding another one and pushed farther into her. "I'm going to find your magic spot and when I do, I'm going to make you squirt all over this three-thousand-dollar comforter." Jackson started working his long fingers in and out of her, curling and twisting in tandem with his tongue. "You're going to come, Dulcinea, and then I'm going to make you squirt." Jackson pumped his fingers in her faster and faster, his tongue circling around her little hidden treasure.

      Jackson could feel her walls clamping down on his fingers. When he bit down on her nub, Dulcinea's body bowed off the bed, her orgasm ripping through her. He kept his fingers deep inside her, feeling her muscles constricting around them. Then he began to massage her inner walls with his knuckles as he flattened his tongue along her slit, moving it back and forth. With his other hand, he pinched down on her nub. The motions together had Dulcinea's hips grinding into the bed reaching for something, but not quite sure what, and then it happened. A euphoric sensation eclipsed in her like nothing she had ever felt in her life, allowing her body to relax into the release as warm fluid squirted from her.

      Releasing the tassels, Dulcinea's body flopped on the bed. "Holy crap, that was intense." She felt Jackson hook his fingers into the side of the crotchless panties, and he ripped them off her. Flipping her over, he positioned her so she was on her elbows and knees.

      He moved over her body and pushed his cock into her. "Yes, it was, but we are not finished yet." Holding her in his hands, he shifted his hips. Pulling out of her, he thrust his cock forward, impaling her, Using controlled, methodical strokes, Jackson drove into her. He knew it would not take long for Dulcinea's body to tip the scales of pleasure her way once again. He plunged into her, building her higher. "I'm going to come, Dulcinea, and then I'm going to pinch you just right. When I do, your body is going squeeze every last drop out of me into your tight passage."

      Dulcinea could feel Master building to his release. She knew she had to wait for him, then he would trigger hers. He pushed into her one last time, digging his fingers into her skin to hold her in place. Reaching around, he slid his fingers through her wet folds, and latching onto her clit, he squeezed. "Come for me, Dulcinea," he commanded.

      Dulcinea's walls clamped down on him, then started pulsing around his shaft. Growling, Jackson threw his head back. Never in his life, had he ever had such an all-consuming release.

      He pulled out of her as she crumpled to the bed on her stomach. Jackson followed her, lying next to her, both panting and out of breath.

      Mumbling into the comforter, she asked, "Do I have time for a nap before dinner? If I don't close my eyes for a bit, I may just fall asleep in my soup."

      Jackson shifted off the bed, and pulling the covers down, he scooped her up and placed her between then, following in behind her. "We have a while, so close your eyes. I'll wake you in enough time to get ready."
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      Didi dressed for the occasion in a one-shoulder black lace and deep purple chiffon-bottom gown, a small train trailing behind, her feet laced up in five-inch Mando Blahnik heels. The stylist had come to the suite and had artfully piled her hair atop her head. Jackson's cuff secured on her wrist finished the ensemble. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she stared at a woman who for the first time in her life truly felt beautiful.

      When she walked into the living room, she found an equally handsome-looking Jackson in his tuxedo. A bow tie wrapped around the neck of his plum-colored shirt. His face was clean shaven, emphasizing his strong jawline, and his hair had been pulled tight to the nape of his neck with a leather lacer.

      He rose from his chair and gazed at her. Dulcinea started to become self-conscious under his intense appraisal. He walked as if he was stalking his prey. "It doesn't matter what you wear, you are always beautiful, but tonight, you look radiant. How mad do you think Colin would be if we stayed in for dinner tonight?" he asked as kissed her cheek.

      Dulcinea stood still, feeling his warm lips on her cheek, and knowing what those lips could do had her considering the question. "I think he would be very upset, Sir," she softly said. "He did not request much of us. We really need to go."

      Jackson had pulled away, adjusted his growing erection in his slacks, and offered her his arm. When they arrived downstairs, Samuel was nowhere to be found. Lily told them he had gotten a note right after they had gone upstairs earlier. He had read it, seemed to have gotten angry, told her to go lie down and rest and that he would see her at dinner. When she had asked him if everything was okay, he had told her, "It will be. Now, go rest." Lily told them she hadn't seen him since. Worried about her brother, Dulcinea was eager to get to dinner.

      They took the elevator and arrived at the Al Muntaha Restaurant. The room sported bright colors of alternating blue and green light fixtures all along the ceiling as well as the rug on the floor. Floor to ceiling windows surrounded the room. They were escorted to a round table arranged especially for them. The beauty of Dubai could be seen in the panoramic view all around them. With no other patrons in the restaurant, they were able to see the sights from any view they wanted. The sun was beginning to go down and the lights of Dubai city were starting to come alive. From one angle, they could see the Jumeirah Beach Hotel, its unique design lit up in shades of reds, blues and purple. What made this hotel different was it appeared to be shaped like a wave during the day; blue-plated glass was designed to reflect the waves of the ocean. Yet farther away, they could see the twists and turns of the sleekly designed buildings that showed off Dubai's wealth. Another artificial archipelago could be seen in the distance from the height they were.

      They walked over to greet Sheikh Colin and Lucy, as well as Dimitri, Madison, and Xavier. The others had not arrived yet. "I take it you have enjoyed your time so far?" Colin asked.

      "Sir, this has been the most amazing experience of my life. Thank you for your hospitality," Dulcinea expressed her appreciation.

      "Dulcinea, it gives me great pleasure to share a bit of my homeland with all of you. It also makes my little dove extremely happy." He pulled Lucy in close to him. "I would do anything to make my Lucy happy. She has given me the most handsome little boy, nothing she asked for would ever be denied." She looked up at him with a questioning look. "Provided it does not put her in danger."

      "It's just a little jump from a plane. No big deal, people do it every day. There are men in the military who do it multiple times a day."

      "Lucy, discussion finished, you are not going skydiving. I wouldn't care if the Pope were jumping with you; it's not happening." Colin kissed her head. "If anything were to ever happen to you, I don't know how I would live."

      "I love you too, my darling." She turned to Lily, "I don't see Samuel. I thought he would arrive with you?"

      "It has been a truly enlightening day, thank you for having me. Samuel received a note earlier and I…" her voice trailed off as she heard his voice.

      "I'm right here." Walking up to Lily, he kissed her on the cheek. "I'm sorry I ran out earlier, but it was important." Turning to the others around them, he said, "Good evening. Sorry I was late. When everyone arrives, I will fill you in on what has been brought to my attention."

      Colin waved a waiter carrying a tray filled with crystal champagne flute glasses over. Everyone took one and Colin made the first toast of the night. "To family." He raised his glass and sipped the Pernod-Ricard Perrier-Jouet. The unique blend, designed especially for him and Lucy, had more than just Colin moaning in appreciation as the cool liquid hit their palates.

      Max, Rayna, Cameron, and a sleepy Sadie joined the rest of the party. "This place is amazing," Max said as he helped himself to a glass. "I cannot believe this building rests on an artificial island held up by ninety steel piles, just so it wouldn't disturb the marine life below. Truly incredible."

      The others joined in, accepting glasses as well. Sadie was given a flute of sparkling water. "Shall we take our seats?" They all moved forward towards the table. "Prepare to have your taste buds aroused with the finest cuisine that Dubai has to offer."

      They all took their seats around the table. Dulcinea was seated between Samuel and Jackson. Placing her napkin in her lap, she leaned over to Samuel. "Is everything okay? Lily was calm, but I could tell she was upset."

      "I will make sure everything is okay, don't worry, Didi. I will tell everyone after we enjoy this beautiful spread." Samuel placed his napkin in his lap.

      Before them, there were numerous appetizer dishes. There were oysters, scallops, shrimp, Alaskan King Crab, and caviar. There was hummus, lobster risotto and special Arab dishes of moutabel, spinach fatayer, meat sambousek, and lamb kibbeh. For the main course, there were several choices, including turbot, black streaked mancole bream, and filet mignon.

      During dinner, Lily was seated between Samuel and Max. Conversation flowed around the table as they all enjoyed the scrumptious delicacies. Lily leaned to Max, asking him, "Have you ever been married, Sir?"

      "Divorced, a long time ago," Max replied, wondering where the question had come from.

      "I'm thinking your ex wasn't like Rayna?" Lily continued.

      "Nothing like her, my Rayna is very loyal. My ex would spread her legs for anyone who looked at her." Max clutched Rayna's hand as she sat to the other side of him, bringing it to his mouth and kissing the back of it. Rayna, involved in another conversation, turned and awarded him a warm smile, then turned back to what Dimitri was saying.

      "When you were married, did you want children?"

      Max turned in his chair to look at her. "When I was living under the foolish assumption that my ex did as well, yes, I did want them. However, after finding her in bed with another man, that was enough to put a stop to any dreams it was going to happen."

      "Would you want them now with Rayna?"

      He looked over his shoulder at the vibrant woman beside him. His attention focused back to Lily. "If she wanted a child, yes, I would. I don't think I would be here to see him or her go to college, but I would do it to make her happy. Is this what you women were talking about today at the pool?" He laughed, making light of the line of questioning. A serious expression flew to his face. "Did she say she wanted a child?"

      Lily smiled at the intensity of his look, a look that said how she answered this mattered to him. "No, Sir, I didn't hear her say that." She watched the eagerness in his gaze disappear. Lily leaned closer to whisper, "I did, however, hear her say she would someday like to be married." Max grinned. "Would you get married again, Sir?"

      "Can you keep a secret, Lily?" Max leaned towards her.

      "Yes, Sir. I am very good at keeping secrets."

      "I'm going to ask her at the Arabian Nights party." Max leaned back, a cocky grin in place. "At least now I know she won't turn me down."

      Lily laughed, as Colin began tapping his fork on his glass getting everyone's attention. "I see everyone has eaten their fill. Now, I would like to know what you discovered about this incredible hotel. "Max," Colin spoke, "I have already heard your discovery. The leaders of Dubai are very aware of the need to protect the marine life." Colin looked around the table. "Who's next?"

      Colin knew when he had asked them to do this, he would hear the wonder and awe in their voices of the Burj Al Arab hotel. It amazed Cameron that it was the fourth tallest hotel in the world at one-thousand-fifty-three feet high, had sixty floors, twenty-eight of which were double story floors, and yet thirty-nine percent of the building was unoccupied. Madison couldn't believe the square footage of the Royal suites at eighty-four hundred and that the smallest suite was bigger than her entire first apartment at one-thousand-eight-hundred and twenty square feet. Dimitri, that it was handcrafted in Finland, then transported halfway around the world and constructed in eleven months. Xavier, the amount of steel and concrete used. The facts went on around the table, and by the time they were finished, Colin stood with the biggest smile on his face. "Thank you, everything that you have said tonight is true, but hearing it through your eyes brings the wonder of it all back to me again." He gave them a bow and sat down.

      Dessert and coffee had been served when Samuel spoke up to the table of people. "I have some news and although it is not good, it is manageable." When he had their attention, he continued, "I received word today from my father that there is yet one more hit person who has not learned of Arcola's death, maybe so by now, but nonetheless." Dulcinea felt a chill as if someone had just run over her grave. Samuel took her hand in his. "Look at me." Gaining her focus, he said, "No one is going to hurt you."

      Jackson said over her head, "Do you know who it is?"

      "Their handle is Black Widow, and she is female."

      "Do you know anything about her?" Xavier inquired.

      "I took the time after I spoke with my father, to do some research. Apparently, she kills as her spider name portrays her." He leaned over to Lily and asked her, "Do you know how a black widow kills?"

      Lily gave Samuel a knowing smile. "She uses her venom to kill."

      "Now, what do you suppose she would use? If you were guessing?" Samuel asked with a smirk on his face and a flip of his hand.

      "I would think she would use poison. Am I close?" She sat back in her chair.

      "Nailed it right on the head. Why is that, Lily?"

      Dulcinea looked around Samuel. "He's not saying what I think he's saying." Lily looked at her with pleading eyes, "Oh my God, you're here to kill me." She looked down at her plate, cleared of any food that had been on it. "Am I going to suffer?" she asked with such resignation.

      Jackson was flying out of his chair, intent on strangling the life out of Lily, but Samuel stopped him as Lily was yelling, "I didn't do it! I didn't do it!" Samuel finally got Jackson under control. He sat back in his chair at Samuel's request and took Dulcinea up on his lap. Lily repeated, "I didn't do it. I'm sorry, Dulcinea, I was going to. I wanted the money." Shrugging her shoulders, she turned to Samuel. "I'm sure you will agree with me, knowledge is power. I did my homework, where she worked, where she went, and who she went with." She turned to Max. "That's when I saw you. The first time was at the hospital. It would have been so easy then to kill her, but when I saw you crying in the chair next to her…" Tears were rolling down Lily's face. "I had been given a picture of my father, the nurses sent it with my mother's things. When I was older, I searched, but I never found him. I gave up. Until I saw you sitting in that chair. You looked just like the picture. I had every intention of putting the needle into her IV-bag, but I thought if the man who abandoned me could cry for a stranger, I needed to know why."

      "I didn't…" Max started to speak, but Lily held up her hand.

      "I know that now! I wanted a father so bad when I was growing up, but all I got were assholes and idiots. Until my last family, Mr. and Mrs. Wang. They taught me so much. I had finally found something I was really good at." Looking back to Samuel, she continued. "I've always admired you. I couldn't believe you even noticed me. That's part of what makes me good at what I do. I blend like a chameleon; most people don't know I'm there unless I want them to know." She took a sip of water. "But when push came to shove, I wanted a family more than the money. So, here we are." She reached in her pocketbook and took out the mangled picture of Max. "This is you, correct?"

      Max took the picture from her hands, turning it to see the image. His breath caught when he saw a much younger looking version of himself. He remembered the day Renee had taken it; it was the day he had won his first case in court. He flipped it over. On the back, he could just make out the words, Maximillian Greco wins first case. A tear slid from Max's eye. "I didn't know you were out there. I would have moved Heaven and Earth to find you."

      "I know that now." She looked at Dulcinea. "I have you to thank for that. I don't know if you'll ever be able to forgive me for what I was going to do to you, but I want to thank you for helping me find my father." She gazed at Max. "I've waited twenty-eight years to say this." She put her hand out to Max. "Hello, I'm Lily Sullivan and I'm your biological daughter. I hope you can accept me as I am, but either way, I would like the chance to get to know you."

      Max looked at Lily's tear-stained face. Now that he truly looked at her, he could see glimpses of himself and Renee. "Your mother, may she rest in peace, was a bitch right to the end. She knew how much I wanted a child, so instead of telling me, she kept it to herself. It will take some time but, yes, of course, I want to get to know you." Max engulfed her in his arms. Turning with her in his arms, he said, "Rayna, I'd like you to meet my daughter."

      They looked at each other for a brief moment, then Rayna reached for her, pulling her into her arms. "Welcome to the family." This only brought more tears to Lily's face.

      "Speaking of family," Max voiced. "Rayna," he got her attention and continued, "I have been in love with you for some years now." Rayna tucked Lily under her arm. Holding on to her the way she was, was probably leaving bruises, but if Max was doing what Rayna thought he was doing, she needed something to hold to and Lily was the closest thing. "I have been carrying this around since we boarded the ship." He pulled a small Tiffany box from his pocket. "I just told my daughter." Max's gaze slid to Lily, who was smiling brightly knowing what he was about to do. His eyes leveling with Rayna's again, he said, "I told Lily I was going to do this tomorrow night at the Arabian Nights reception. Each day, I was waiting for that perfect moment, when I would surprise you, you'd cry and say yes. But right now, I can't picture a more perfect moment to ask you, in front of our closest friends, some new, some older." Everyone chuckled. "Rayna, I have always wanted a family; I was just too scared to try again. You have stood by me all these years, never asking for more than I could give, and yet you had it all. I'm now coming to you with an unexpected grown addition, but I'm sure she will make a wonderful babysitter to a younger brother or sister. If that is what you want? I know the child would be the safest with no one else." He paid the compliment to Lily, letting her know how much trust he already had in her. "Little mouse, will you marry me?" He flipped the top of the box open, exposing an elegant four-karat emerald cut ring. Eight smaller round diamonds outlined the platinum band.

      Rayna stood for a moment, tears seeping from her eyes, her smile radiated about the room. "Yes, Max. I would love nothing more than to be your wife and a part of your family." She reached for Max, dragging Lily with her for a group hug.

      "Well, I hate to interrupt this Hallmark moment, but there is still the issue that Lily was going to kill Didi. I'm just saying, I think it will be hard to babysit while she's sitting in jail," Jackson said from behind Dulcinea. Everyone turned to look at him. "What, she did attempt to kill Dulcinea? Doesn't that require jail time?"

      Dulcinea answered for all of them, "Yes, it would if any charges were going to be filed against her. Which they aren't."

      "Dulcinea?" was all Jackson said.

      "Jackson, if I filed charges against her, I'd have to add my brothers, Cameron and Max." She rubbed her hand down his face. "Don't you see, if she was going to hurt anyone, she would have done so a long time ago. I say let bygones be bygones. Just like I have to get used to Samuel's line of business, Max will have to get used to Lily's." She started to laugh. "If you ever do get caught, at least you have the best damn attorney money can buy watching over your ass," she said, looking back at Lily.

      Everyone seemed to begin moving at once, offering their congratulations to the happy couple, the women flocking to Rayna, the men heading to the bar for drinks and cigars. Everyone except Lily and Samuel, who walked over to the windows looking out at the night sky, silently appraising each other.

      Lily broke the silence, "I wanted to tell you, but I knew you wouldn't believe me. I have no proof of who I say I am, so why would you listen? I would like to start over if you will allow it, Sir, full disclosure." When he didn't say anything, she added, "You as well, Sir."

      Samuel knew what she was asking. "I knew there was something different about you from the moment we met. I never get too close to anyone, for fear of them getting hurt because of who I am."

      "You wouldn't need to worry about me. I know how to take care of myself, Sir."

      "I believe you can."

      Pleading her case to him, she continued, "Sir, separate, we are good. Together, we could be unstoppable. Both professionally and privately. I will understand if you would rather have nothing to do with me. I know I hurt you by not trusting you, but you have to understand, you weren't part of the package when my plans were being laid. When I saw you on the ship, I thought for sure you were here to do the job I couldn't do any longer. Then I noticed how you shadowed her, but that's all you did. At first, I was reconsidering my decision to let her live because of your attention to her. Then I realized, you acted like Max towards her. I didn't understand why this girl was awarded so much love from strangers. I thought wearing that stupid wristband would give us something in common, but then Master Jackson ended that. I would have just stayed in the background, never making my presence known, but I had to know." Lily turned from the window, finding Dulcinea in the crowd. "After spending the day with her today, I understand why. She's that type of special person. The one who has everything going for them, a good family, education, friends, and yet has a vulnerability that pulls you to protect them. I'm grateful I made the right decision. I now have my father in my life, and a soon to be stepmother."

      "You are absolutely right. If you hadn't made your presence known, I probably would have never noticed you. My focus was on killing the man I had trained my whole life for. We do have a kindred spirit where our professions lie, but my trust will be a hard thing to earn again. The punishment, will be even harder." He gave her a grin, telling her that she hadn't totally ruined everything between them.

      "I never expected you to notice me, Sir, and I await any punishment you deem fit for my crimes. I'm grateful to you, Master, for your mercy." She bowed her head as two tears slipped down her cheeks. She was grateful to Samuel for listening to her, but happier that her Master was going to make it all go away.

      He wrapped her in his arms and kissed the top of her head. "Come, let's join the others. I will let you anticipate your punishment until we are back on the ship." Samuel curled his arm around her back and guided her over to where everyone was celebrating.
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      Jackson also wanted some alone time with Dulcinea, to find out how she really felt about everything that had transpired tonight. He placed his hand on the small of her back and guided her away from everyone towards the windows facing the wavy looking hotel. When they got there, he positioned her in front of him. If one looked at them from the back, they would think only Jackson stood there. He wrapped her up in his arms, leaning down to her. "Are you really okay that the woman who was going to kill you, might one day be your sister-in-law?"

      "Jackson, I have to look at it like this. If my brother wasn't the man he is, I'd already be dead, and Richard Arcola would still be alive to rip someone else's world apart. You play football, Max is a lawyer, my brother…" she paused. "He kills people and will one day run the biggest Russian crime family. I don't care. I have a real brother. I have two real brothers. I don't have to pretend to be part of a family like I did with Max and Rayna." She quickly amended, "Don't get me wrong, I love Max and Rayna. I wouldn't have made it through losing my eyesight if it weren't for them, but I can have a real one now. Although, Samuel will have to return to Russia, I will still be able to visit as often as I can. I will also be able to spend time with Xavier. Yet, I think I will wait a little while until the honeymoon phase is over. But even there, Jackson, I gained an uncle and a sister-in-law already."

      "I don't know if I totally understand, putting aside the reason you were all brought together. I do, however, understand the need for family. I know I wouldn't be where I am if it weren't for mine. I can't wait for you to meet them." She started to move out of his arms, but he held her firm against his body. "I know you are skeptical of the whole mate thing, but I'm not. I know you're the woman I'm supposed to be with. I am a patient man. I will give you all the time you need, as long as it's spent with me." He turned her in his arms, capturing her lips in a promising kiss. Dulcinea snaked her arms up around his neck, holding on to him. Picking her body up as if she were a child, he looked into her chocolate brown eye and crystal blue one. "Only mine."

      The rest of the evening was spent at Gold On 27 nightclub, dancing and enjoying Colin and Lucy's hospitality. Max, Lily, Rayna and Samuel always seemed grouped together, leaving the others to congregate amongst themselves. Jackson and Dulcinea spent most of their time on the dance floor. It didn't matter if it was a fast or slow song, they clung to each other swaying to the music.

      Dulcinea stepped back from Jackson when she heard the distinct sound of the guitar that began playing the next song. It was definitely not the type of song one would hear in a night club, but Dulcinea turned around and knew Xavier would be standing right behind her.

      "Can I cut in?" She smiled up at Jackson as he moved back to allow Xavier to take his place. With her hand on his shoulder, she stepped into his arms. "The first time we danced to this song, you cried your eyes out. I'm glad to see it doesn't affect you that way anymore."

      "This song always reminded me of my mother. Pink Floyd was her favorite band and Wish You Were Here was always playing. Now I relate it to you teaching me to dance, and I don't cry as much."

      "How are you doing with all the fireworks that blew up tonight?" Xavier spun her out and brought her back.

      "I'm glad no one is trying to kill me anymore and I'm happy for Max. In a way, I lost two fathers, but I gained two brothers. So all in all, I think I'll be all right. How about you? You gained another brother you had no idea about. Will Samuel's reputation affect you in any way?"

      "No, we will keep our business lives separate, but if he ever goes legit, he knows I'll be there to help him. How are things with you and Jackson? He seemed pretty annoyed no charges were going to be filed."

      "I explained how I felt about it and I think he understands. He just wants me to be safe."

      "How much safer can you get? With a sharpshooter, a knife thrower, and a man who can knock someone out with one punch, I don't think you can get much safer." He chuckled.

      "You know what I mean!"

      "Yes, I do, poppet. Is he the one for you?" Xavier asked like a typical big brother.

      "He's sure I'm the one for him, and I think that matters more. Because I would hate to fall in love with him and then he decides he's not sure."

      "I can see your point of view, but I wouldn't make him wait. Life is too short and speaking as your older brother, can he get us tickets to some games?" Dulcinea smacked him on the arm as the song ended and Jackson came back to collect her. "Take good care of her, because if you don't—"

      Jackson didn't let him finish. "There is no place I could hide?"

      "Exactly." He gave Dulcinea a peck on the cheek and went to catch up with Dimitri and Madison.

      Colin made the announcement in the early morning hour that it was time to head back down to the waiting Rolls Royces that would return them to the Black Diamond. Their belongings had been gathered and placed into the waiting vehicles by the staff. This time Sadie and Cameron rode with Dulcinea and Jackson, allowing Lily to ride with Max. As the vehicle pulled across the bridge leading away from the hotel, Dulcinea looked out the back window at it. She would always remember the sail-shaped hotel that gave her a family.
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      Their arrival back on the ship gave Captain Seamus the approval he needed to leave port at the appointed time of five am. Dulcinea was dead on her feet by the time they'd gotten out of the cars at port. Jackson had taken her shoes off and had been rubbing her feet for most of the ride.

      When the car stopped, he handed her shoes to her. She pressed them back into his hands, telling him, "I would rather walk over shredded glass then put those back on my feet right now." Jackson laughed, putting each of her shoes in his pockets. Scooping her up, he carried her to the ship. Dulcinea snuggled her head under his chin, sighing, "I could easily get very used to this."

      Jackson smelled the coconut and vanilla scent of Dulcinea's hair, pulling her closer to him and kissing the top of her head. "So could I, baby."

      He then carried her to his suite and tucked her into bed. He joined her, pulling her against his body.

      She molded perfectly to him. Her feet were cold so she rubbed them against his legs, stealing his warmth.

      "Close your eyes and get some sleep. You need to recoup some of that energy for the Arabian Nights party tonight. I have heard that the party held on the last night of these cruises has become legendary. I think this one will end the same way."

      "How much more legendary can it get with all that has happened in the last few days?" she mumbled.

      "I don't know, but I'm keeping an open mind." He lay in bed listening to Dulcinea's even breathing as she drifted off to sleep. She was right, he thought, the past few days have been pretty eventful. She had explained why she wasn't going to say anything, but Jackson was still having a hard time understanding it. True, Lily hadn't done anything to Didi, but that didn't mean she hadn't been responsible for the deaths of other people. Then again, the same could be said for her brother; the two kind of went together.

      After spending the day with her family, Jackson wondered if what had happened to him in college would happen again. That one day, the Native Indian wouldn't be welcomed into their inner circle, and he wouldn't be good enough. Although, there would be no mother to slap him in the face, she did have brothers with enough wealth that they could hide her away from him. Jackson made good money playing football and Jeffrey had invested it very wisely. It wasn't like he was poor, but he was nowhere in their league.

      Jackson knew Dulcinea was different; she was her own person. He looked down at her sleeping. "I know you are the person I'm supposed to be with. I'm not going to let my past ruin the happiness I know we can find together." Jackson tucked the sheet in tighter around her, then closed his eyes, a satisfied grin on his face as he went to sleep.
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      Dulcinea was sleeping, yet on the edge of waking up. The dream she was experiencing felt very real and yet, she knew it wasn't. She was in the woods. She had no idea how she had gotten there or how to get out. As she turned in a circle from where she stood, everything looked the same. Spinning in place, she felt the leaves and pine needles strewn upon the rough terrain beneath her bare feet. The air chilled her skin underneath the t-shirt she wore, arousing her nipples. Dulcinea hugged herself as an uneasy feeling flowed through her.

      The cool morning air mixing with the warmth of the ground created a mist along the forest floor surrounding her ankles. Tilting her head back, she looked above at the umbrella of branches and leaves, creating the roof above. The only light came from the streaks of sun above the tops of the trees, peeking through staggered openings, allowing strikes of light to hit the ground. The quiet and utter stillness was broken by the rustle of branches. She flipped her head in all directions trying to find which way the sound had come from. She located the direction she heard the rustling coming from and moved her body behind the wide tree trunk, awaiting its arrival.

      Dulcinea watched in fascination as an enormous black wolf prowled into the clearing, pushing the mist from the area. He sat down on his hind quarters and lifted his head, smelling the air around him. Dulcinea knew he had caught her scent as his snout leveled in her direction. Panic hit her body, telling her to run. She hadn't taken ten steps before the wolf was on her, knocking her to the ground. Out of breath and panting, Dulcinea lay perfectly still with her eyes closed. The beautiful black animal began prowling around her, moving his circle in closer and closer each time he stepped.

      Dulcinea relaxed her body and opened her eyes, accepting the fact this beast was going to kill her. The wolf reached her feet, smelling them. She couldn't help the smile that actually appeared when she felt his wet nose. He moved quickly up her body, startling her. His snout was inches above her own nose, and his coal black eyes stared into her mismatched ones. She kept her gaze firmly on his, her body tensing as she awaited what he would do next.

      In what Dulcinea could only describe as a smile, the wolf lapped his long tongue from his mouth and dragged it across her face. Then he moved away from her, only to coil his body back around to lie alongside her. Keeping her in front of him, he laid his big head on her stomach. Releasing the breath she was holding, she reached her hand out, gently gliding it over his soft fur.

      As she lay on the forest ground, looking to the sky above, she heard a voice, "Do not fear the wolf, for he is your mate. You were his from the moment he drew his first breath. He knew you by your scent and your eyes of the sky and earth. His loyalty is unmatched, he will guide you, teach you, discipline you, and respect you. These are reasons why he mates for life, but above all things, he will love and protect you with his dying breath. Can you accept him as your mate for life?"

      The wolf started licking her hand, then her arm, and moving up her body, he nuzzled her neck, licking a path up to her ear. When his wet nose touched her ear, Dulcinea jumped awake.

      "You were having such a nice dream; I wasn't trying to wake you," Jackson whispered as he licked her ear. "Was I in your dream?" Trailing his tongue along her jawline up to her mouth, he flicked his tongue across her lips, causing her to smile.

      "I believe you were, Master Jackson." A rush of warmth eclipsed her body, settling in her soul. Dulcinea had no idea what the dream really meant, if it meant anything, so she skirted the question. The way Dulcinea felt about Jackson, had her believing every word of her dream, but it was just a dream. Until she knew how things would stand with them after they got off the ship, she would keep the dream to herself. "And you were doing this very same thing."

      Jackson pressed his lips to hers, gently nudging them open, allowing his tongue to sink deep into her mouth. His hand traveled down her front, encasing her breast, gripping and releasing with the motion of his swirling tongue. Moisture flooded her panties as if he had milked it from her. His mouth followed the path his hand had traveled, trapping her nipple between his teeth. The pressure made Dulcinea cry out. "You will need to get used to that; there's a pair of nipple clamps in the other room waiting for you. I'm looking forward to seeing you adorned in them. For now though, we will begin your other training." When Dulcinea gave him a blank look, he flipped her onto her stomach, smacking her ass with enough sting that she raised it higher for another. "My greedy Dulcinea, did you enjoy my love smack? Have no fear, baby, I will give it my full attention it just a few minutes."

      Jackson reached to the side of the bed, retrieving the items he had placed there earlier. "I want your ass high and open for me."

      Dulcinea assumed the position, with Jackson sliding into place behind her. She heard the pop of a cap and felt fluid seep around her puckered area. Warmth quickly replaced the cold as Jackson massaged it around with his fingers. "Dulcinea, I want you to relax and push back when you feel me pushing in." As his fingers pushed their way past her rim, he heard her inhale then push back as she exhaled, seating his fingers in her to his knuckles.

      He began moving them in and out of her. "You are incredibly tight, and my cock is dripping with the thought of being buried in you here. For now, you will have to settle for a sad imitation." He withdrew his fingers and inserted a rib-shaped plug. This time when Dulcinea pushed back, her breath released in a low moan.

      She shifted her hips, adjusting her position, and felt it move with her. Jackson smacked her ass again and her muscles tightened around the plug. Wetness leaked down her legs, a hiss leaving her mouth.

      "Stay where you are." He positioned himself behind her. "I can see you weeping with desire for me." Taking his cock, he rubbed it through her wetness, pressing it up along her folds, gathering her moisture. Pulling back and finding her opening, he pushed in, filling her. She didn't think she could feel any fuller, until Jackson shifted her arms out in front of her. With her face and chest resting on the bed, he forced her arms above her head.

      Jackson felt like his dick had been pressed between a vise, with the way Dulcinea's muscles clamped down on him. Her smooth channel released him as he pulled out, then latched down, sucking him in on his forward thrusts. Jackson began tunneling into her, over and over. Feeling the pressure building at the base of his shaft, he knew he wouldn't last much longer. He reached around her hip, finding her little nub, pinching down as he said through gritted teeth, "Come now."

      Her body's responsiveness to his command shot fireworks off behind her eyes. Jackson pushed so far into her with his own release, she lost the balance of her legs as her body was pinned against the bed by his body.

      He relieved some of his weight from her body. "You are unbelievably special, Dulcinea," he said through kisses as he made his way down over the smooth skin on her back. His hands massaged her back as he sat up behind on his knees, his cock still semi hard inside her. Molding his hands around her hips, he pushed forward, then quickly pulled out. "Turn over, baby, I'm not finished with you yet."

      When she rolled on her back, she positioned her legs with her knees up, her feet flat on the bed. Once he had her positioned where he wanted her, he twisted the plug out of her. Then he climbed up her body and slowly pushed back into her, her hips rising off the bed to meet him. He set a slow and passionate rhythm, grinding in as far as he could, retreating with slow, sure strokes, ramping her up.

      Dulcinea could feel Master's cock growing bigger, stretching her wider. She knew to wait, but her body, already charged from her earlier orgasm, was making it hard to do. Dulcinea yelled out, "Master, may I come?"

      Jackson had held out as long as could, waiting for her to ask, "Come now for me, baby." He reached between them, pinching down on her clit, causing her hips to rocket off the bed. Jackson held her in place, filling her with the most powerful release he had experienced yet. Every time he came together with this woman, he felt like a tried youth.

      After pulling out of her, he fell to her side, tucking her along his body. "I have been waiting for you all my life, and now that I've finally found you, you're trying to kill me." He smiled down at her. "I'll be right back." He got out of bed and came back with a warm, damp cloth. After cleaning them both, he tossed it to the side and climbed back, tucking her back under his arm.

      Dulcinea curled into Jackson's warmth. "Will you tell me about where you're from, about your family? Like I said, Mom and I moved around a lot." She snuggled her head against his shoulder. From this position, she could hear his steady heartbeat. Getting comfortable, she settled in beside him.

      Jackson kissed the top of her head when she finally stopped moving. "Well, up until the time I left for college, I lived with my mom, dad and three brothers. Our adobe-style home was on a Navajo reservation called Window Rock. It's the city capital and where the government is located for the Navajo Nation. They call it Window Rock because amongst the flat, red desert land, there are areas of mountains. Our council building was built in front of two mountains that form a circle in the sandstone, like a window. It was originally called 'the rock with hole through it,' but the council voted to shorten it to just Window Rock. I grew up in a three-bedroom house. There was only one bathroom when my parents bought it. After Mom only had us boys, she had my father build a bathroom just for her, said she needed a sanctuary away from us boys. We knew if Mom was in there, we weren't allowed to bother her. I shared a room with Anso, and Dakota and Tika shared one."

      "Who's the oldest?" she asked.

      "That would be me, then Anso, Tika is the youngest."

      "You mentioned they were married, are they all married?"

      "Yup, I'm the sole survivor."

      "Did your grandmother predict who they would marry too?"

      "It is said that we are all born with a spirit guide. Some are sea animals, others ancient tribal warriors, even nature can be a spirit guide. Anso's is the eagle, Dakota's is the cougar, and Tika's is the black bear. No matter the form of the guide, they will always search out its mate. When I asked them how they knew that they had found their mates, they each said in a dream."

      "What is yours?" She leaned her head on her hand, resting on his chest to look at him.

      "Mine is the wolf. You know that they mate for life, don't you?" Jackson had been teasing, but he didn't think Dulcinea took it that way as he watched her face pale. "Hey, what's the matter?" His voice was full of concern.

      Dulcinea thought it had been a wolf in her dream. Was his spirit guide haunting her? "Nothing, why?" She couldn't say anything about her dream. He would think she was mocking his wolf spirit legend.

      "You just became white as a ghost. I was teasing; well, it is true, but I know you're not ready yet. I'll know when you are."

      She laid her head back down. "Did you get along with your brothers?"

      So not ready yet, he thought as he smiled then answered her. "I got along better with Dakota than the other two. Anso was always ratting us out to our parents, and by the time Tika was here, I was into dating." A thoughtful look appeared on his face before he continued, "You know, we really had nothing in common. He liked punk music. I liked rock. He liked army men and hunting. I played football and hated hunting. I guess that's why he enlisted when he graduated."

      "Where is he stationed?"

      "Not too far from here, actually. He's at a small base in Al-Kharj, Saudi Arabia." He continued, "He was the one who told me about the dolphin swimming at Atlantis. When he has leave, he likes to take Naomi, his wife, to Dubai. Being a US soldier affords him a lot of respect there." Then Jackson asked her, "What was your mom like?"

      "My mom was a little crazy, but a good crazy. I remember one time when we were living out of our car, we parked by a drive-in movie. For a week straight, I watched Casablanca with Humphrey Bogart, over and over. I never heard the words from the actors, but my mother would tell me what was happening because she had already seen it. To this day, I've never watched it to actually hear the lines from the actors themselves."

      "It must have been hard growing up like that, never really having a home. I would come home from school, do my homework and my chores, and then help my mom in the kitchen. We all did; she wanted to make sure we could cook so we wouldn't starve. Dad wanted us to learn so we could get the hell out of the house. With four growing boys in the house, the food never seemed to last long. But Mom would always make sure Dad's special pack of cookies was never eaten."

      He got a big smile on his face. "I remember finding his hiding spot one day. I had eaten about four cookies when my mother found me. She took them away and told me, 'Your father works hard every day for his family. He makes sure there is food on the table, clothes on your back and a roof over your head. When he gets home, he goes into Daddy mode, playing with you boys, helping Anso with his homework, and throwing the football with you. He doesn't ask for much but gives everything. You boys eat everything that isn't tied down. These are your father's special treat. Go put them back where you found them. I will tell him I ate the cookies, and he will never have to know that you found his special hiding spot. One day, Jackson, when you are older and have children of your own, you will understand.' I didn't have to wait until I had kids to understand, though."

      Jackson's body tensed before he spoke again. "I found out exactly what my mom had meant. When I was in college, she would send care packages with my favorite treats. I had no idea at the time my roommate was such an asshole. I came back from class the first time she had sent one, my mouth watering for a taste of home. I walked in, threw my stuff on the couch and headed for the fridge. I opened the door, grabbed the dish and found three quarters of it was gone. I was so pissed, but this was before Cameron had taught me to take care of myself, so I started hiding any treats from home."

      "Didn't he wonder why you never got any more?"

      "No, because in a way, he would know about them." Dulcinea looked at him, confused. "My mom would call to let me know something was coming. I would then make the same dish, but I would leave an ingredient out. I would take that dish and put it in the fridge and keep the one from my mom for myself."

      Dulcinea laughed. "Would he still eat the one you cooked?"

      "Oh yeah, he didn't care. He figured, what was the Indian going to do about it? He did it on purpose. Until, one night after going a few rounds with Cameron, I walked in and he was sitting at the table shoving the last forkful in his mouth. I had never defended myself to him, but that night I was so mad, I beat the hell out of him. It was the last time he ate any of my food." A satisfied gleam showed in Jackson's eyes. "I still hid the special treats from mom, though."

      "Does she still send them to you?" she asked, her fingers skimming across his chest.

      "Every now and then when she's cooking with the grandkids. Anso has two, and Tika has one."

      "Do you want kids someday?" she asked tentatively. Dulcinea knew this was not the question to be asking right after having Jackson's cock so far in her that if she wasn't on the birth control, they would have surely made a baby. On top of that, they had only known each other a few days. A wave of protectiveness flooded her senses as he hugged her tighter.

      "Yes, I would like children someday, but this is a conversation we will have another time." He brought his hand up under her chin, tilting her head up to look at him. "However, I do think we will have beautiful children." He captured her lips in a gentle kiss. Pulling back, he said, "Now, close your eyes. I'll wake you when it's time to get ready."

      Dulcinea's heart was racing so fast, she thought for sure Jackson could feel it. This gorgeous man had just said they were going to have beautiful kids. How could he possibly know that? They had barely met and yet he sounded so confident. She turned in his arms on her side and Jackson molded himself behind her. Closing her eyes, she wondered if the wolf would come to her dreams again.
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      Dulcinea stood before the full-length mirror in Jackson's suite, rotating her hips in a figure eight, making the chiffon ruffled layered pants shake all around her legs. The turquoise-colored material started at the top of Dulcinea's thighs and went to the floor. From the top of her thighs to her hips, was a belt-like strip of material, inlaid with crystals, creating a floral and leaf pattern. The halter top had the same pattern as on the waist area. Three flowers outlined in crystal edged the inner area of her left breast, leaving one to rest in the center of the top while two strips of material swooped under her right breast, creating the leaves. She had straightened her hair, leaving it free to run down her back. She placed the headpiece on and attached the yashmak. Once in place, the focus shifted to Dulcinea's unique eyes. The blue and silver eyeshadow enhanced each of her eyes differently. The bold blue liner and extended eyelashes gave her a very exotic look.

      Jackson had opted for a simple sultan's costume. A pair of black balloon pants were trimmed in turquoise. A wide black sash wrapped around his waist held an Arabian sword, while the matching vest allowed for every muscle in Jackson's stomach and chest to be exposed. His hair hung to his shoulders as he placed the silver turban on his head, a feather sticking out from the middle of it. "You know these are not lasting until the end of the party, correct?"

      Dulcinea laughed as he pointed to his giant feet in the curly-toed slippers.

      Before they left the room, Jackson took her in his arms. "You look absolutely beautiful." He placed a kiss on her forehead, then looked down at her feet. "Without your heels, you are extremely tiny." Dulcinea giggled at his comment; only to him, was she tiny.

      The last after party and reception for Dimitri, Madison, and Xavier had been planned for months right down to the gold tassels on the three-tier pillow wedding cake to the genie lamp resting on top of it. Madison, Lucy, and Marco had met weekly and spoken every day about one idea or another. The design they had finally all agreed on made everyone feel like they had walked onto the set of Aladdin.

      Dulcinea and Jackson stood in the entrance of the party area. Everywhere they looked, there was scarf-like material in bold red, yellow, gold, and purple. The centerpiece for the evening, the Dungeon Arena, was tented in royal purple and gold. The edges overlapped on the outside of the railing, encasing it in the tent. The tent entrance was still closed, as the arena would not be used until the bride and grooms arrived.

      They walked around the tent to the right, looking at the incredible sights before them. The bar area had been designed to look like a bazaar tent. The bold blues and greens of the tent flaps were lined with pots, urns, and baskets. Circling farther around as they walked, they could feel the Persian rugs that covered the deck area through the slippers on their feet. The tables and chairs that had been there earlier in the day were replaced with bean chairs and smaller tables scattered amongst the rugs. Hookah and Shisha pipes were centered on the tables. Areas for sitting had been arranged with screens and draped cloth throughout the area.

      Lucy and Marco had designed the area for Madison, Dimitri and Xavier. A sitting area was draped in cream-colored cloth, splattered with black stripes and gold interwoven together. Cushions lined the internal walls, and pillows and tables were placed in designated areas. A lantern hung from the center of the cloth above, lighting the space around while floor lanterns set the atmosphere. Columns placed in certain sections, pottery with giant fans arranged in them, and lighted palm trees added to the authenticity.

      Waiters and waitresses wearing colorful harem outfits wandered around the party carrying trays of leek and feta filo cigars, stuffed zucchini, and chicken pine and nut meatballs. A section of the area had been arranged for food and another for dancing. If Dulcinea didn't know they were floating on a ship right now, she would swear they were in a sultan's harem.

      Jackson spotted Mistress Cynthia and someone he assumed was his agent Jeffrey. He steered Dulcinea towards them. "Didi, I would like to introduce Mistress Cynthia," Jackson said as he looked down at the man by her feet.

      Dulcinea moved into her submissive stance before she spoke. "Nice to meet you, Mistress." She kept her head bowed.

      Mistress returned the greeting, "We are at a party, no need to stand on formalities tonight." She looked quickly to Jackson. "Unless, your Master has instructed otherwise."

      "No, Mistress, I agree. No formality, but respect always." He again glanced down at Jeffrey. "Mistress, may I have a word with your pet. In private?"

      Cynthia got a smug smile on her face, "Of course, Master Jackson. I will keep your Didi company while you do." She used her riding crop to raise Jeffrey to a standing position. When he was upright, she released the leash clasp on his collar. "Go with Master Jackson, you have earned your reward." She turned her face away as she held out her hand. Jeffrey bowed his body over it, kissing it before he walked off to the side with Jackson.

      "How ya doing, buddy?" Jackson asked hesitantly, looking at what he was wearing. Jeffrey wore a strict leather, full body harness, and from what Jackson knew of body harnesses, he was sure Jeffrey's cock was resting in a cock ring stuffed into tight leather shorts. Encircling his neck, was a spiked choker, and set in the middle to the front, was a circle the leash attached to.

      Jeffrey made sure his back was to Cynthia. "Jackson, you have no idea. This is the most relaxed I've been in ten years. I think I love her. I just can't let her know that. She has a thing with commitment. We've talked, when I could, and I've told her that I would like to continue seeing her after the cruise."

      "How do you plan to do that? She works here and you work with me, remember?" Jackson's voice was filled with surprise.

      "No, she doesn't. She did this gig as a favor to Chef Gillian. She actually lives in New York. Lucky me!" Jeffrey was practically jumping up and down. "Hey, I take it things worked out for you and the really nice ass girl?"

      Jackson looked to Dulcinea. "You could say that. She's still not totally sure, but I have something planned that I think will change all that."

      "I'd better get back. Oh, by the way, thank you." When Jackson remained quiet, he reminded him, "For the subtle hints to keep my mouth shut. I wasn't such a fast learner; my ass has the welts to prove it. However, being with her all week, I've gotten much better. In fact, tonight I get my reward for not speaking until I was directly asked." Jeffrey's face lit up with the thought. "My Mistress will allow me to finally bring her pleasure. My cock has been trapped in one cock ring or another, and tonight, she will free it." Jeffrey tugged on the material of his shorts. "If I haven't done any damage to it in these things she calls shorts. I'm sure I'm sporting a male camel toe right now."

      Jackson laughed at Jeffrey's joke. "Of course, you're on display, you're a grown man, Jeffrey. You are my agent and you have been my friend for just as long. If Mistress Cynthia makes you feel half as happy as you look, I'm all for it. I'm really happy for you."

      "Thank you, Jackson. I would have never done this if it weren't for you. Next contract deal you sign, I'll make sure you get that bonus." He put his hand on Jackson's shoulder.

      "I don't think there will be another contract." Jackson looked to where Dulcinea was standing.

      Jeff's face went pale. "What do you mean? That's your life, it's all you've ever done. So, you're banged up a little, you have years of playing still."

      Jackson smirked at Jeffrey. "Don't worry, Jeffrey, Dulcinea will need someone to help her manage all her shit now. I'm sure if I put in a good word, she'd hire you."

      "You'll have to explain everything when we get home. I've only heard bits and pieces, but I did hear the phrase 'a boat load of money.' If she needs my assistance, I'm more than willing to help." Needing to get back to his Mistress, Jeffrey said, "We'll get together next week at your penthouse. Right now, I need to return before my Mistress is displeased with me."

      "Let's go. I wouldn't want her to take that riding crop to your ass in those shorts. I'd bet they'd amplify the contact of it."

      The guys walked back over to the women, Jackson wrapping his arm around Dulcinea, Jeffrey kneeling at his Mistress's feet. They conversed a while longer, then made their way back over to the wedding tent, when the bride and grooms were to make their entrance.

      Dimitri, Madison and Xavier walked through the entrance at the same time the flaps were pulled back on the Dungeon Arena tent, revealing the BDSM equipment hidden behind the royal purple and gold sheer cloth draped around it. Another lantern was hanging from the center, smaller lanterns with imitation lighting were rimmed around the railing, and genie lamps were emanating swirls of incense smoke into the air. The trio arrived dressed as the characters from Aladdin. Xavier sported Genie's tall blue turban with a blue vest and balloon pants, a genie lamp attached to his belt. Dimitri wore Aladdin's dress sultan's suit with a turban, and Madison made a perfect Jasmine. Her hair flowed in waves about her shoulder, a thin gold band crown was peeking out above her forehead. Her black, white, and orange halter top lacked the material of the original character, but the flowing matching material of her harem pants and curled-toe slippers were spot on.

      Colin and Lucy followed them in, Colin as Jasmine's father the Sultan, Lucy as Rajah, Jasmin's tiger. The one-piece romper she wore was made to look like a Bengal tiger. The hood of orange and black had little cat ears and her belt attached the bushy tail that dipped to the floor. Legwarmers of the same pattern wrapped her calves.

      Wearing the tall black and red turban Jafar was so fond of, a black flowing robe, and a cobra head staff, Jace escorted Marco, wearing a fez hat and a red vest trimmed in gold, making him the perfect Abu.

      The MC for the evening announced them as they entered. Madison's grooms escorted her to the dance floor, as Billy Joel's Just the Way You Are began playing. Everyone clapped, then began joining them on the dance floor, as others moved to the dungeon arena, the first dance signaling the start of the reception.

      Jackson led Dulcinea to the dance floor to join them. He noticed immediately that she was taller, and looking to her feet, he saw she wore a pair of five-inch silver heels. "I wouldn't want to hurt your back, Master."

      He hugged her to him and she could feel him laughing as he glided her across the dance floor.

      "Where did you learn to dance?" she asked as he spun her into a dip.

      "Cameron felt it would help with protecting myself." Dulcinea's brows furrowed together. "If I had moves," he paused as he spun in a circle in front of her, "I could move in the ring."

      She smiled and he took her back into his arms.

      The music shifted from soft and sedate to club party music. Jackson escorted her to the wedding party tent, finding Max with Rayna, Lily and Samuel. Everyone sat around celebrating with the trio. Dulcinea sat on a cushion next to Jackson when Samuel came over and sat on the floor, leaning his back against the cushion she sat on. "You'll be happy to know Lily has agreed to come to Russia with me. She is giving up her black widow ways and will help me with the family business."

      "You really like her?" Dulcinea asked, happy for him.

      "I do." Looking to Jackson, he said, "I think I get what you meant by fate. Even when I knew I should hate her for trying to hurt you, I couldn't. I wanted to protect her, and now I'll be able to."

      "I'm happy for you, Samuel."

      "So, when can I expect you in Russia? I want you to meet my family. My mother is going to love you."

      Before she could answer, Cameron tapped on his goblet getting everyone's attention. "Congratulations, I've watched the three of you these past months leading up to your wedding. You have a special bond that will only grow stronger as you travel down this road of matrimony. There are sure to be bumps in the road you travel on, but with love, trust, and unity, you will be able to pave the way into the next day. Never go to bed angry and have the nearest florist on speed dial." Sadie smacked his arm. "Seriously, though, we wish you nothing but happiness. Let's raise our glasses to Dimitri, Madison, and Xavier, wishing you many happy years." They all drank and the party continued.

      Dulcinea got Jackson's attention to let him know she was going to talk with Max and Rayna. As she approached the group of Dimitri, Cameron and Colin standing with Rayna and Max, she heard Cameron say, "Well, we have successfully launched all three ships. I think it's time to focus on family now for a while."

      "I'd say you're right. There's nothing I would want more now than for Madison to get pregnant, but there will be time for that. In the meantime, we have a bunch of new nieces and nephews we can spoil."

      "If you do decide to design a fourth cruise ship, I'd love to be considered to design some of it," Dulcinea offered.

      "Have no fear, poppet, should we add any further ships to the fleet, your designs would be appreciated," Dimitri complimented. "Besides, I think you'll be busy with Rayna, planning a wedding."

      Jackson came walking up, and hearing the word wedding, asked, "Whose wedding?"

      "Max and Rayna's."

      "For a second, I thought you might have been considering your own." Dulcinea bowed her head. She wasn't ready to say yes to marriage yet. Jackson tipped her head up. "You might not be ready for marriage, but would you be opposed to wearing my collar until then?"

      Everything around them became suddenly quiet as Jackson continued. "Dulcinea, I know we haven't known each other long, but when two people…" He looked at Xavier, Dimitri, and Madison. "Or three, are fated to be together, it doesn't matter how long they have known each other. You just know."

      He took her hands in his. "In my culture, you are given a spirit guide to help you find your way through life. My wolf guide has howled for you since the first time I saw you. I know you are not ready for the commitment of marriage, but I can wait until you are. What I cannot wait for is to have my collar adorning your beautiful neck. A symbol of my loyalty, guidance, discipline, and protection. My wolf has guided me to my mate." He reached behind him as Samuel handed him a square box. He opened it and revealed a Cartier diamond and platinum collar. The diamond lattice design stretched out around to the back of the collar. A dreamcatcher rested in the center, the face of a wolf made of black diamonds in the middle of it, and three platinum feathers hanging from the bottom.

      Dulcinea had tears leaking down her face as she kneeled before Jackson. Locking the delicate looking collar around her neck, he handed her the key. "I give you this key as it is the only one made for the lock. Keep it protected; it represents your commitment to your Master. Keep it close; it shows your loyalty. Keep it safe; it shows your trust. I love you, Dulcinea, and ask you to submit to me and only me for as long as you wear my collar."

      Lily handed her a tissue. "Thank you," she said to her. Reaching up, she trailed her fingers along the intricate design. When she looked up at Jackson, she said, "Six months ago, I was starting my new lifestyle, and a freak accident took my eyesight, delaying that from happening. Determined not to let it stop me, I pushed on with the help of my family. When I boarded this ship, the last thing I expected to happen was for me to get my sight back. The circumstances behind that gave me an even bigger family. Waking up to find two different color eyes was definitely not in the equation, and yet through it all, you were right by my side." She pinched her fingers together, holding them up to him. "I had a little doubt after you left the sheikh's palace without a word. That went away very quickly after my doctor's visit."

      Dulcinea blushed, thinking about what they had done waiting for the elevator that led right to his suite. "Thank you, Master Jackson, for the honor of wearing your collar. An extension of your dominance and protection. A reminder that no matter where I am, you are always with me. The first thing I think of in the morning and the last thing at night. I need only to touch it and I feel your strength surround me." She glided her fingers down the feathers. "I accept your collar, with the promise to follow your guidance, as your teaching will be focused on my wellbeing. I will keep the key safe, for the trust I have in my Master is unbreakable. I submit to you my all, my promise of loyalty and commitment to you and only you. For as long as you will have me."

      Jackson dragged her to her feet, molding her to his body and seducing her mouth with a burning need. Whispering against her lips, he said, "Say your goodbyes, we are leaving."

      Dulcinea giggled with excitement. "But, Master, they haven't cut the cake yet!"

      "Whining has earned you five lashes, would you care to add to it?"

      Dulcinea felt the moisture flood her panties with his promise. "No, Sir." She tried to hide her smile, but then she remembered that it was disrespectful to her Master, so she held her head so he could see.

      "Does something amuse you, my sub?"

      "No, Sir, more like excitement." She broadened her smile.

      Turning to the nearest waiter, he asked, "Would you have some desserts and one slice of wedding cake delivered to my suite?" Looking back at her, he asked, "Will that suffice?"

      "Yes, Master." Dulcinea turned away from him to say good night to Max and Rayna but was surrounded by all of the women wanting to see her collar.

      Colin came up next to Jackson. "You have very good taste, Master Jackson. I received the bill from the Cartier jeweler today. It is a unique piece and looks lovely adorning her neck. I'm happy I could play a part in your union." Without giving Jackson a chance to reply, he walked away with a grin on his face.

      Samuel was next. "You know what I do for a living. I would hate to have to visit you for business instead of pleasure." He slapped him on the back and moved on.

      Xavier, Dimitri, Cameron, and Max approached, handing him a cigar. "Welcome to the family. I think Samuel said everything," Xavier commented.

      "She's been a little lost since her mom passed. We were a fine replacement but having you and her brothers gives her back that something that was missing." Jackson understood what he meant, but Max continued, "Unconditional love." was all he said and walked away.

      Jackson spotted Dulcinea amongst the women and walking up to her, he hoisted her over his shoulder. "But, Jackson…" was all she got out before he smacked her ass.

      "Master Jackson, and it is time to leave."

      She settled down, hanging over his back. Just as they were leaving the tent area, Madison called out to her. Arching her back on his shoulder, she found Madison just as the bouquet of white roses, black calla lilies, and orange irises came flying at her. Lifting her hand out of reflex, she caught it.

      "This should have gone to Rayna," she yelled.

      "But we already know she's getting married," Madison said. As they left the wedding reception, Dulcinea watched her family recede. Xavier danced with Madison and Dimitri in a slow, erotic dance. Max held Rayna in his arms, circling her around the floor as she admired her ring up against the lighting. Dulcinea could feel Rayna's happiness in her smile.

      Colin and Lucy stood off to the side talking with Lily and Samuel; she could tell a deal had been struck when the two men touched their glasses together. Finally, Cameron, sitting on the floor amongst all the pillows leaning on one of the cushions. Sadie rested between his legs, his hands rubbing her growing belly. He leaned his head around her, and Dulcinea knew he had said something wonderful to their child resting there. As he moved back into his position behind her, Dulcinea watched Sadie snuggle a little closer, like a cat settling on its master, but what sealed the deal for Dulcinea's conclusion, was the broad smile that lit up across her face.

      It had taken Dulcinea twenty-nine years. They weren't all blood relatives, but they were her family. She turned her head and looked to the stars, expressing her gratitude silently, "Thank you, Mom. You knew when you sent me to Max how much he wanted a child. You knew how much I needed a father figure. Now look at us. Although, I do not have a father, I'm sure you helped kick his ass straight to Hell. I do have two amazing brothers, technically, three if you include Cameron, and with him, I get a new niece or nephew. Max will finally have the real family he's always wanted and I can't help but think you helped that along, while watching out for me at the same time. I miss you, Mom, but I have Jackson now. I think he could be the one, but isn't it too fast, Mom? You jumped into your relationship with my father and look what happened. I know Jackson isn't like Arcola, but feelings change. What would I do if that happened, Mom? What should I do? I'm wearing his collar, in our lifestyle it's more important than a marriage, but it's easy to remove. I love you, Mom, and I know you'll let me know what to do." Dulcinea ended her silent request to her mother.
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      Jackson carried her slung over his shoulder all the way back to his suite. When they entered, he carried her straight to the bed and plopped her down on it. Leaning his body over hers on his hands, he said, "As lovely as you look right now, you will look priceless when I have stripped you of everything but my markings. On your feet." He pulled her to a standing position. Turning her around, he released the clasps holding the halter top at her neck, letting the sides slide down her chest. Unhooking the ones holding the material around her back, had the whole top falling to the floor.

      Gliding his hands down her hips, he took the material of her ruffled bottoms along with him. "Step out." Squatting behind her put her ass right in front of his face. Her thong was the last item of clothing to remove. Biting her ass, he made her jump. "Go into the dungeon and wait for me."

      Dulcinea made her way into the room, taking a minute to look at the collar encircling her neck. Gliding her fingers over the delicate stones in the face of the wolf, she didn't hear Jackson walk in the room. When she saw him in the mirror behind her, she rushed to get into position as if caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "Disobeying my request has just added another five. Move to the bench." Jackson stood behind her and looped his fingers in her thong, moving it off her hips but not removing it completely. He laid her body over the bench. "I'm going to spank you with the butt plug anchored in you. Then, when you are sopping wet from your punishment, I'm going to replace it with my cock."

      When he kissed the small of her back, it sent chills along Dulcinea's skin. "Lift your legs onto the pads." He helped her get into position.

      She was already wet as Jackson slid his fingers through her folds collecting her moisture. Gliding his finger to her tight entrance, he pushed it through. A groan escaped from deep in her throat as she pushed back on his intrusion. Dulcinea felt the cool lube slide against her warm skin. As with the last time, it quickly warmed. He withdrew his finger, rubbing the warming fluid around, then inserted two digits, dipping and twisting, preparing her for the wider plug. Pulling back his fingers, he swirled the plug along her wetness. Pushing it in her core, had Dulcinea pushing her ass up in the air farther. He withdrew it slowly, spinning it as he went. "I didn't want your sweet honey to go to waste." Placing the plug at her puckered hole, he pushed it home.

      Dulcinea bit her lip, a whimper escaping when Jackson set the butt plug in place. Prepared for her punishment, she was not prepared when Master Jackson put her thong back in place. Smacking her hip shifted the plug, causing a wave of pleasure to rush to her core. "Move to the St Andrew's Cross."

      Dulcinea shifted her legs from the pads they rested on. Getting her feet under her, she stood straight, feeling the pressure of the plug in her ass. With each step she took, it moved, creating a friction. Jackson reached for her arm, rubbing it gently up to the cuff at the top. Locking her wrist in, he repeated the process on the other side, gliding his warm hands along her waist, then hips. Kissing his way over her ass, he made his way down her leg, stretching her stance, which pushed the plug farther in. Again, he repeated the process with her other leg.

      Jackson looked at Dulcinea strapped to the cross. "What is your safe word, baby?"

      "Doll, Sir."

      "Good girl. I want to hear you count for me."

      "Yes, Sir." Dulcinea's voice was labored.

      "You are being punished for trying to delay your Master when it was time to leave. Your addition penalty is for not following my command." As he said the last word, he brought the crop down across her ass.

      As Master Jackson was talking, Dulcinea was anticipating his first strike. Moisture gathered in her thong, and she was grateful he had left it on. "One," she shouted in surprise. The sting morphed into a warmth that coated her thong. "Two." When the second hit, she was better prepared. "Three." Dulcinea's head rolled forward to her chest. "Four," her voice beginning to fade. She tried to close her legs, but the restraints held her spread wide. "Five," was more a breath than sound. Her body was pushing her ass back as if greeting the riding crop. "Six." With each smack, her core clenched, in turn making her ass muscles clench as well. "Seven," was screamed as Master Jackson set the tip of the riding crop to smack against her sensitive pussy. The thong was no help at this point as fluid dripped down her leg. "Eight." This one hit below where her ass cheek met her thigh. "Nine." He expertly placed that one in the same spot on the opposite leg. "Ten," was barely a whisper.

      Jackson tossed the riding crop to the side, and kneeling behind her, he removed the plug. She was still strapped to the St. Andrew's Cross when he spread her ass cheeks and entered her. The fullness Master Jackson created made Dulcinea pull on her restraints as she pushed back to take him inside her. Holding her hips in place, he rocked into her, pulling out almost all the way then pushing back in. He set a steady pace.

      Jackson knew he wouldn't last long nestled in her amazing tightness. When he was watching her ass clench down on the plug each time he struck, his dick had been weeping to be inside her. He wanted to savor this moment for as long as he could, but she was making it impossible. Clamping her walls on him every time he drew back, was milking his cock to an intense height. Nothing in his life to this point could compare with how she was making him feel right now.

      "Please, Master, may I come?"

      Dulcinea's words broke through his euphoric feeling. Releasing her hips, one hand reached and pinched her nipple, eliciting a scream from Dulcinea and forcing her walls to clamp tighter around him. Master Jackson growled his approval. His other hand snaked around to her center, sliding two fingers through her slick folds straight to her core entrance. Plunging them deep inside, his knuckles grazed against her hot spot. "Come now, baby," Jackson grunted out, as his thumb rubbed down hard on her clit.

      Dulcinea's body clamped down on Master Jackson as the most intense orgasm hit her. Her head whipped up, her throat muscles extending, as stars exploded around her eyes. She could feel her body draining his cock with each muscle pulse. Jackson pulled his fingers out of her, scissoring them over her clit, prolonging the throbbing of her orgasm. He pinched down hard on her nipple and her body pulsed around him again as he took her to a new height.

      Screaming his name then following it with a lot of "oh my God, oh my God" had Jackson grinning as he pulled out of her. Cleaning himself, then her, he began removing her restraints. "Permission to speak, Sir?" Dulcinea's voice was panting through quick breaths.

      "Granted," he replied as he set her feet on the ground.

      Tilting her head, she watched him remove the leather wrist cuff and rub the blood back into her arm. "That was… unbelievable. I'd read about multiple orgasms but thought they were a myth. No one ever really talks about them and now I know why, because there are no words to describe what I just felt." She laid her head on his shoulder as he released her other arm, then he scooped her up before she crumpled to the ground on unsteady legs.

      "I felt it too, baby." Jackson carried her out to the bed. Using the room remote, he raised the television console from the floor. He turned the fire on in the bottom screen then filled the room with the rhythm of Motown.

      "Master?" Dulcinea asked, waiting until she had his attention as they snuggled in the bed. "What happens tomorrow?" When Jackson didn't respond, she continued. "When we get off the ship. Will you call me? Go on dates? I don't know how this works. Do I come to you when you call, but otherwise we don't see each other?"

      He had felt her body tense before she spoke. "I will call you every day, just to hear your voice. We will go on dates. I have events for football I have to attend and I'd like you by my side. You will come when I tell you to, and if it's all right with you, I would very much like to see you every day. In the morning before I start my day and every night before I close my eye. You are what I want to see. Move in with me. I have a huge penthouse in Manhattan. You'll be close to Max and Rayna."

      He was going on, trying to convince her, and yet he already had, "Yes."

      "Really, just like that?"

      "Really, just like that," she repeated.

      "Will you come meet my family?"

      "Where did that come from?"

      "I figured if I just slipped it in there, you would say yes and I could hold you to it." He looked at her with puppy eyes. "I've met yours. I think it's only fair you meet mine. My season doesn't start again until April. We could go for Thanksgiving and then spend Christmas with your family. Here, cold, in New York."

      "What if they don't like me?"

      "Baby, they are going to like you, don't worry. So you'll come?"

      "Yes, I'll come."

      Jackson snuggled her into his arms, a pleased smile on his face, as the day's activity caught up to him. Once she met his family, she would know, just like he did, that they belonged together.

      One month later…

      Dulcinea had moved in with Jackson. She had gone to a specialist for her eyes and he confirmed what they had all thought. Although her eyesight was back to normal, her eye color would remain as it was. He told her if it really bothered her, she could get a brown-colored contact. She replied with, "As long as Jackson can look at me like this, he's all that matters."

      They had settled into a good routine. Dulcinea went back to work, and Jackson did his appearances. She wasn't ready to go public with their relationship, so she spent those nights at home. Jackson also flew to California for some endorsement shoots as well.

      Dulcinea had taken that time to spend with Rayna, planning her wedding. "All right, so we have the venue, and I think the Plaza at Christmas is going to be beautiful. I like that you are going with the purple and silver. It will make the red and green decorations stand out more."

      "Have you considered marriage yet with Jackson?"

      "We're not discussing me. We are making sure everything is ready for yours. Now, the bridesmaids dresses, the flowers, music, and photographer are all set. You and Max have an appointment next week for cake tasting. Don't forget. Your menu is planned, so I think the only thing left is the seating chart, and I'm leaving that for you and Max. Just remember, you don't want Samuel's Uncle Viktor too close to Dimitri's brother Sebastian."

      Rayna put down the magazine she was flipping through. "If this were your wedding, would you do it different?"

      Dulcinea hugged the clipboard she was holding to her chest. "If this were my wedding, I'd want it simpler." She reached up, touching her collar. "Just my friends and family, and his, of course."

      "Of course, indoor or outdoor?" Rayna teased back.

      "Outdoor. Having limited sight for a while there, I appreciate the sun more now."

      "What colors?"

      Dulcinea closed her eyes, imagining what Rayna was drawing. "I don't know, maybe plum and cream."

      "Sit down or buffet?"

      "Buffet, it's simple, and then I wouldn't want to limit anyone."

      "Where would you honeymoon?"

      "Some place with water, so Jackson could swim with the dolphins…" Dulcinea opened her eyes, looking up at Rayna's smug smile. "You did that on purpose?"

      "Of course, I did, poppet. All I did was make you see you're ready to get married and Jackson is the one."

      A smile spread across her face. "That was so simple. How?"

      "You just needed to picture yourself in the future. Once you had the dream, your heart chose the face."

      "Now, how do I tell him? I can't walk up to him and say 'okay, I'm ready now. Put a ring on it.' I just can't do that." Dulcinea was pacing back and forth as they talked now.

      "Didi honey, relax. You're not going to have to say a word—"

      "You can't tell him, either!" she blurted out.

      "Dulcinea." Rayna got her focus. "He will know. Just relax, he will know."

      "Really?"

      "Max knew, didn't he? I never said a word and look at where we are." Rayna grinned at her. "Trust me. Let it go, we were just talking anyway, right?"

      Dulcinea, for a bit, had really been lost in the fantasy. "You're right. We were just talking."

      "Let's get back to the planning." Rayna clapped her hands together, sat back in her chair and picked up her magazine again.

      "This is how you plan to help?" Dulcinea asked, waving her hand at Rayna.

      "What? That's what I have you and Lily for." A grin on her face, she shifted in the chair and plopped her feet up on the coffee table.

      "You guys are going to have a great time in Russia for Thanksgiving. I hope next year, Jackson and I can go. I know Xavier, Dimitri and Madison are going to Xavier's dad's. Do you know if Cameron and Sadie are going too?" Dulcinea started thinking on her plans for Thanksgiving. She was going to meet his family. He was ecstatic; she was terrified. The doubts of everything she found wrong in herself reared their heads. She knew Jackson loved her, but would his family? Then, she wondered, if they liked her and Jackson told them about her family, how would they feel then?

      Rayna broke into her thinking. "Last I heard, Colin, Lucy and the baby were flying in and joining them as well. It's been a while since Lucy has had an American Thanksgiving. She had Colin rent a suite along Thirty-Fourth Street by Herald Square so their son could have a front row seat for the parade and not be uncomfortable. They are all meeting there, then going back to Emmett's to eat.

      "That sounds like fun too. Maybe I can talk Jackson into waiting until after the parade to leave, what do you think?"

      "I think if you even bring it up, your Master is going to make sure you have one rosy little ass when you board your plane." Rayna pulled her feet off the desk, stopping Dulcinea from her pacing. "You are going to be fine. They are going to love you like we all do. Remember that." Rayna took her in her arms and hugged her tight. "You're such a special person, there's no way they couldn't love you." Wiping a tear from her cheek quickly, Rayna added to lighten the mood, "And if they don't, you could always have Samuel talk to them." She gave her a peck on her cheek. "Now, I need to get going. I'll talk to you on Thanksgiving." Strapping her purse on her shoulder, she said, "Give them a chance. For all you know, you may not like them." With that, Rayna left Didi alone.

      Dulcinea looked at the closed door, saying to the room, "She makes a good point, what if I don't like them?"
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      Jackson had made all the arrangements for them to go see his family. They flew in the day before Thanksgiving on a private plane, to avoid any media. A Range Rover was waiting for them when they arrived at the small airport. He explained it was only about a ten-minute ride from there to his parents' home.

      Dulcinea was fine until the wheels landed on the tarmac. She knew first impressions were important. She didn't want to look too prudish, but she didn't want to seem too snobby, either. She had chosen a simple yellow sundress that flared a little at her hips, landing above her knees. On her shoulders, she wore a white-and-yellow-flowered, short-sleeved, cropped sweater. A pair of three-inch wedge sandals were on her feet.

      Jackson reached over, taking her cold fingers and lacing them through his warm ones. "Relax, baby. They are not going to care how you look, believe me." She turned her head and gave him a look of disbelief. Realizing what he had said, he amended himself, "Well, they'll care what you look like, but not how you're thinking."

      "And how am I thinking, Jackson?" Dulcinea raised her eyebrows at him.

      "We will never know the answer to that question, because we are here." Jackson pulled down a long, tree-lined driveway. Dulcinea noticed a garage and stable to the right. As they approached, a dolphin fountain was centered in the middle of the circular drive.

      Dulcinea didn't know what to expect when he had told her about his home, but the house before them was not what she had pictured. "I thought you said you grew up in a three-bedroom house. This does not look like a three-bedroom house."

      "A few years ago, with my signing bonus, I had this built for them. Anso's family is in the right wing, to the left, is Tika's. Mom and Dad live in the central section, and I have the wing to the rear of the house. Plus, there's an additional smaller house to the rear of the property for when Dakota comes home. I'm not sure if he could get home this year, but we'll find out."

      "Holy shit, Jackson, this is not what I expected." Looking down at her simple outfit, then back up at him, she said, "Now, they'll think I'm a gold digger. Plus, my name and my eyes!" She started to hyperventilate.

      "Dulcinea, look at me," Master Jackson commanded. Her eyes shot to his. "Breathe with me, in… out, in… out. Good, now keep breathing and listen to me. No one here is going to judge you or make you feel uncomfortable." He gave her a minute to calm down. "Better?"

      "Yes, Sir. Thank you."

      "Besides, how could they think you're a gold digger? Your net worth is more than mine." He grinned at her, grabbing her chin and pulling her towards him. "Please relax. I promise it will be okay." He kissed her on her nose. "Wait here, I'll get your door." Jackson got out of the car and walked around to open her door and help her out.

      "It's an elegant looking home." When they approached the arched wrought iron front door, they walked under a long pergola, with vines above creating a comfortable shade. When Jackson opened the front door, she looked at him, "Don't you knock?"

      "No, it's my house. Come on; let's go." He escorted her through the door, yelling, "Mom, Dad, we're here."

      She had done everything she could to stall this moment, so afraid they weren't going to like her. Like a puppet, she let Jackson guide her along. They walked in through a foyer. In front of them, was a hallway leading farther into the house. The staircase to the second floor extended over the foyer, and to the right, was a dining room. Jackson steered them to the left, walking into a living room/den area.

      Dulcinea was surprised when she entered, noticing the strange set up of the room. One section had a floral couch with chairs and bookshelves around it, a thirty-two-inch television on the wall. Another section had an old beat-up leather couch and two recliners. The table had water marks from cold drinks sitting without a coaster. A full entertainment center with a sixty-inch television lined the wall. Farther into the room, on the far end, was what looked like a couch facing out a wall of glass, leading to a courtyard. Sliding glass doors could be found on either end and in the middle, there was a built-in fireplace that could be seen from either the courtyard or the living area. Jackson explained, "My mom has her shows, my dad and brothers have theirs, but then Mom and Dad like to spend special time with each other just talking."

      Dulcinea stood where she was as Jackson went to find his parents. As she stood there, a little girl walked in behind her. When the child saw her, she froze on the spot. The little girl had dark brown hair and dark brown eyes and looked a little like Jackson. "Hi, I'm a friend of Jackson's," Dulcinea tried to soothe the girl's fear.

      "Lea, honey, this is Uncle Jackson's friend Didi, remember I told you she was coming?" A blonde-haired woman came out wiping her hands on a rag and extended her hand. "Hi, I'm Rosa, Anso's wife, and this little one is Lea. Can you say hello, Lea?" Rosa was about Dulcinea's height, with amber eyes.

      The little girl tucked her head into her mother's lap as she squeaked out, "Hello," to Dulcinea. To her mother, she said, "Mommy, she has funny eyes." Rosa looked up into Dulcinea's eyes.

      "Little doll, is that you? Man, look how big you got. Come give me a hug." Jackson squatted down as the little girl started running at full speed to him.

      "Uncle Jack, Uncle Jack, what did you bring me?" she shouted as she jumped into his arms.

      "Did you say hello to my friend Didi?" Lea got all shy again but answered with a nod of her head. "That's good, Lea, because we want Didi to stay around, so we all have to be nice to her, okay."

      "Okay, Uncle Jack. What did you bring me?" she repeated excitedly.

      Rosa came up behind Dulcinea. "Please forgive her innocence. She doesn't mean anything by it; it's just something she can't help but notice," she explained to Dulcinea, shrugging her head towards Jackson. "Every time he visits, he always brings her something. She's just come to expect it now. Come into the kitchen; Mom is getting stuff ready for tomorrow."

      Dulcinea looked in Jackson's direction. "Little doll, let's go see what Grammie is cooking. I'll give you your present at dinner if you're good."

      "Okay, Uncle Jack, Grammie made all kinds of cakes and I got to help," she stated proudly as Jackson placed her on the ground.

      "Those were pies, sweetheart. You helped with the pumpkin. Now, go see if you can find Papaw and Uncle Tika in the garage. Let them know that Uncle Jackson is here. Then come back and Mommy will get you some fruit before dinner."

      "Okay, I'll go get them fast. Be right back, Uncle Jack." Lea took off running through the hallway.

      "I was just bringing Didi into the kitchen to meet Mom. I suggest you keep your fingers out of her dishes. If you're lucky, you might get a piece of cornbread." Rosa kissed Jackson on the cheek in greeting then led the way to the kitchen, announcing as she entered, "Look who I found in the living room."

      A beautiful older woman stood by the solid island in the middle of the room. Another one was stationed right next to it, with a stove covering the surface, pots littering the top of it. A huge copper vent towered over it, leading up to the roof. She was about five-eight, long, straight, jet-black hair tied back, and eyes as blue as the sea. Wiping her hands on the cloth resting on the counter and moving forward at the same time, she said, "Jackson, baby, you're home." Enfolding him in her arms, she hugged him, pulling him down for a kiss then releasing him and standing back. "You must be Didi? Jackson hasn't told us much about you, but what he did was enough. Please call me Maria." She hugged her. "We're glad you could join us. Now, are you hungry, can I get you something to drink?"

      "A glass of wine, Didi?" Rosa asked, waving a glass and bottle in the air.

      Dulcinea looked to Jackson. "Go ahead, we're on vacation."

      "Yes, please." Dulcinea headed over towards Rosa, as a very tall man with a full head of salt and pepper hair and very deep brown eyes came in. Lea was perched up on his shoulder. Another very tall man followed him into the room. He was taller than the man he walked with, but shorter than Jackson. Bald, with a goatee, his blue eyes were shining with happiness at seeing Jackson.

      "Look, Mommy, I found Papaw and Uncle Tika," Lea shouted happily as her grandfather set her on the ground.

      "Damn, boy, have you gotten bigger?" Jackson's father asked then headed straight for him, engulfing him in his arms. "You have to come around more, we miss you around here." He patted his back. "So, where is she?" He turned in the room and spotted Dulcinea. Whistling, he said, "Okay, I see why you wouldn't want to bring her around here. Simply lovely." He took her hands in his, kissing the backs of both of them. "Hinto Blackhawk at your service."

      "Nice to meet you, Sir."

      "Please call me Hinto. Now, if you will excuse us, I need to speak with my boy in private. We'll be right back. I think we got everything you asked for…"

      Jackson stopped his dad from talking. "I'll be right back, Didi, Mom and Rosa will keep you company. Oh, and this is my brother Tika." Looking at his brother, he said, "No story telling until I come back." He gave her a quick kiss and followed his dad out of the room yelling over his shoulder, "Don't fill up on too much. You don't want to miss what Mom has planned for dinner."

      "It's nice to meet you, Didi. Don't worry, when he's not around later, I'll tell you all the horrible things he did as a kid." Tika gave her a devilish look.

      Maria cut in, "You must be tired from your trip. Why don't you let me show you where you'll be staying? You could lie down for a bit before it's time to eat."

      "That would be very nice, thank you, ma'am." She finished her wine and put the glass in the sink. "I'll see you later?" she questioned Rosa.

      "Yup, I'll see you later. Get some rest. I think it will be a busy night."

      "Nice to meet you as well, Tika. I look forward to story time later." She gave him an impish grin.

      Dulcinea followed Jackson's mom out of the kitchen and up the stairs. They walked through a glass archway over the courtyard below. The walkway led to the back end of the house. "Did Jackson design your house?"

      "He had some say in what was done. This walkway was one of them, his living area was the other." They reached a set of double doors. His mom took a key from her pocket, and inserting it, she unlocked the door. Turning the knob, she let the door open, and handing her the key, she said, "Make yourself at home. Jackson will let you know when everything is ready. Welcome to the family, Dulcinea. Please call me Maria; when people call me ma'am, it makes me feel old." She gave her a big smile and kissed her on the cheek. "I know you are going to make my son very happy."

      Dulcinea didn't know what to say, so she just smiled. She walked in and closed the door. She placed the key on the table next to the door. She glanced around and saw a full kitchen on the left. On the right, a large living room, including a sixty-inch television and a fifty-five-gallon fish tank. Walking down the hall farther, she came to a set of double doors.

      Turning the handles, she opened both doors wide and walked into the bedroom. In front of the floor to ceiling windows, in the middle of the room, was a king-sized bed with a purple and grey comforter. A bathroom was on her left, with a Jacuzzi sitting in front of a wall of windows. A glass shower stall was positioned in the corner, and Dulcinea counted at least eight spray jets. The vanity ran along the far wall, with a mirror above the two bowl sinks resting on it. Between the Jacuzzi and shower, was a toilet and a bidet. On the left side of the bed, a couch and two chairs sat before a fireplace, with a large, framed television above. A walk-in closet and another television rested on the wall in front of the bed.

      The most amazing thing in his room, though, was a floor to ceiling, wall to wall aquarium. If she sat on the right side of the bed, it was all she saw. Jackson found her standing in front of it, watching the colorful fish swim around. "You found my favorite spot in the house." He wrapped her up in his arms.

      "They're so colorful. Who takes care of them when you're not here?"

      "Mom and Anso feed them daily, and once a month, I have a professional who comes in to make sure all the levels are right and also, to make sure none of them are sick. Mom and Anso have them on speed dial in case they think something might be wrong."

      "Is this why you wanted to sleep in the underwater room at Atlantis?"

      "I thought it would be cool to have them swimming all around me."

      "We'll have to go back someday so you can sleep with the fishes." She grinned at what she said.

      "Yes, we will. Come, I need you to meet one more person before you get comfortable."

      He headed to the far-right corner of the room. Behind the curtains, there was a sliding glass door leading to a balcony with a set of stairs. At the bottom of the stairs was a golf cart, "Climb in," Jackson instructed her.

      They took the cart and drove along the back walkway to get to the driveway. Dulcinea saw their Range Rover sitting there, but Jackson went in the opposite direction. As they drove, Dulcinea took in the area around them. In the distance to one side, a mountain formation could be seen, and in the other direction, flat land, with islands of mountains. At the far end of their property, sat a small cottage. It was simple in design and in need of some repair. Jackson stopped the golf cart at the entrance gate. He climbed out then came around to help her.

      He opened the gate, then followed her in walking up to the door. He knocked twice. "Ona, it's me, Jackson."

      "I know it's you, little one, come inside and bring her with you."

      Jackson opened the door and Dulcinea walked into the darkened room. "Ona, this is Didi. Didi, my Ona." When she looked like she didn't understand, he continued, "My grandmother." Dulcinea nodded her head, acknowledging her understanding.

      Come inside, child, sit. I need to see how my little one is." She sat Dulcinea in a chair and walked to Jackson. She was a tiny woman, with long, white hair.

      Jackson, already leaning down from lack of head room, leaned farther for her to kiss his forehead. "Ona, I'm sending the construction crew. You need repairs done and I don't want to hear any arguing this time."

      "Fine, fine. I'm not in the mood to bicker with you, but would you go get some wood for my fire? I'll sit here with Didi." She gave him a sweet smile, with a full mouth of teeth.

      Jackson looked to the floor next to the fireplace and seeing the pile of wood, he grinned at his Ona. "Yes, ma'am, I won't be long." He kissed Dulcinea on the cheek and left the cottage.

      When he was gone, Ona sat across from Dulcinea at the table. "You haven't known my grandson long, have you?"

      "No, ma'am, we've only been together a little over a month."

      "Can you accept him as your mate for life?" Dulcinea's face must have turned white. "It is all right, child; I have known about his wolf guide since he was born. Sit here, I need to get something for you."

      Dulcinea felt like she had stepped into an episode of The Twilight Zone. How was it possible that this woman asking her the same question the voice in her dream had? She looked over her shoulder at the door, trying to see Jackson outside.

      "He'll be back in a minute. Here, this is for you. I made this for Jackson and his wife when he was born. I believe you will see why I feel you are the one." Ona held up a dreamcatcher the size of a trash can cover. Dulcinea reached for her collar, noticing the similarities. However, the one Ona held had three feathers of black, white, and grey hanging from the bottom. Woven in the middle of it, were four wolf heads, a moon in the top right corner, and it had wolf fur trimming the outside of the circle. The wolf in the center was all black with coal-shined eyes, the alpha for sure. To the left side, and under the alpha, were two smaller black wolf heads, their eyes as black as coal. The last wolf sat to the right of the alpha, black as well, like the others, but this wolf had a black coal eye, and one as blue as the sky above. "Do not fear my grandson, for he is your mate. You were his from the moment he drew his first breath. He knew you by your scent and your eyes of the sky and the Earth. His loyalty is unmatched, he will guide you, teach you, discipline you, and respect you. These are reasons why the wolf mates for life, but above all things, he will love and protect with his dying breath. So again, I ask you, can you accept him as your mate for life?"

      By the time she was finished speaking, the tears were falling down her face. "I had a dream, it had a wolf in it. There was a voice too. It said the same thing that you just said. How is that possible?"

      "Because, when your spirits finally met, you rejected it. The only way it could break through was in your subconscious," Ona answered.

      "Are you ready to be my lover, my wife, my mate?" Dulcinea looked over her shoulder, as she had not heard Jackson come back in. "You wear my collar, Dulcinea, will you wear my ring and become my wife?" Jackson was on one knee, holding a red velvet box. Dulcinea was speechless, so she nodded her head. "Not good enough, baby, I need to hear it."

      "Yes, Jackson, I will marry you." Talking with Rayna, and now his grandmother, had helped, but she knew deep in her heart that this man was her alpha wolf, her Master, and lover.

      Jackson opened the box. Lying on the soft red velvet, was a round two-karat diamond, mounted high in the center with two stones resting on either side, one black diamond, the other blue, all set in a unique black fourteen-karat gold.

      He slipped the ring on her finger and placed a kiss on it. "I love you, Dulcinea. I knew from the moment I saw you that you were mine. I just needed a little help from fate to find you again and now that I have, I never want to let you go." He looked up at his Ona from his kneeling position. "Thank you, Ona, we will see you at dinner. Right now, I need to get Didi back so she can rest. I think it's going to be a busy night." He kissed her on the cheek and they headed back to the golf cart.

      On the way back, Dulcinea was admiring her ring. "How did you know?"

      "I told you I would know when you were ready." He grinned at her. "I also overheard you talking to Ona through the window." She smacked his arm gently. "Why didn't you ever tell me about your dream?"

      "I was afraid."

      "What do you mean?"

      "Well, we had only known each other a few days. I didn't know if you would think I was making fun of your heritage by telling you how a wolf came to me in my dream."

      "I would have believed you; he has visited me often. I'm sure you will be seeing more of him as he guides us through our life together."

      They rode the rest of the way in comfortable silence. They climbed the stairs holding hands, entering his room. Dulcinea felt a charge of energy run through her as Jackson started sliding her dress up her body. Her nipples hardened and her panties were wet with moisture. Dropping her dress to the floor, he stood and looked at her standing in her yellow lace bra and panties and groaned. "You're killing me, baby."

      She started crawling up the bed, her ass high in the air. "I'm just climbing into bed, Sir." A wicked smile was on her face.

      He pulled the covers down on the bed. "Get underneath," he commanded.

      She quickly pulled the covers over her. "Did I do something wrong, Sir?"

      He moved to the side of the bed. "No, baby. I just need you to rest and you're making it very hard," he placed her hand on his throbbing groin, "to do that." He groaned as she rubbed her hand against him. "Now, get some rest. I need to go see if Anso has gotten home from work. I'll wake you with enough time to get ready." He started for the door. "Oh, and Dulcinea." She was snuggling into the comfort of the sheets, looking up at him as he said, "No touching yourself until later. If I have to be frustrated for the evening, so do you." He grinned at her as he closed both doors behind him.
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      Dulcinea opened her eyes to Rosa shaking her awake. Sitting up, she gathered the sheet around her. Looking out the window behind her, she could see the sky painted in shades of yellows, oranges, and reds as the sunset filled the Arizona sky. "I didn't realize I had slept so long. I didn't miss dinner, did I?"

      "No, I was coming to wake you. Jackson got caught up in a football game with the men downstairs. You have some time if you'd like to take a shower and freshen up. Jackson said to tell you he hung up what he would like you to wear in the closet. I'll come get you when it's time."

      "Thank you, Rosa. It shouldn't take me long, about an hour," Dulcinea explained.

      "An hour it is. See you then."

      Rosa left and Dulcinea began the process of getting ready. She really wanted to make a good first impression. Thinking to what Rosa had said, his brother Anso must have gotten home. She ran through her shower ritual, sat and applied her makeup, then dried her hair. She was walking to the closet for her clothes when Rosa knocked on the door. Letting her in, Dulcinea told her, "I just need to get dressed and I'm ready to go."

      She walked into the closet and saw a garment bag hanging. Opening it, she found everything she would need. Cream-colored bra, panties, garter, stocking, shoes and her gown. The dress was a cream and plum floral strapless mermaid gown. The plum-colored rose pattern started across her chest. A swath of cream satin covered her stomach and then the pattern started again at her knees and went to the bottom of the gown. She looked at Rosa when she came out, trying to zip the back. "I didn't realize dinner was so formal. Is it like this whenever Jackson comes home?"

      "Nope, only when he brings someone special with him." Rosa finished zipping her dress. She stood Dulcinea at arm's length. "You look stunning. Are you ready to go?"

      Dulcinea looked at herself one last time in the mirror and applied her lipstick. "Ready as I'll ever be."

      Rosa took her down the stairs to the golf cart. "Aren't we having dinner inside?"

      "Not tonight. When Jackson comes home, the town likes to come and greet him, so Mom sets everything up in the barn."

      "You don't think we're a little overdressed for a barn meal?" Dulcinea questioned, noticing Rosa's long blue gown.

      "We might be a tad underdressed, but you will see." Rosa pulled the golf cart up outside a huge barn and got out.

      Dulcinea followed her as they approached the open barn doors and what Dulcinea saw inside took her breath away. The barn was draped in cloth of plums and cream colors. Flowers draped a section of chairs that lined the walkway. An archway was at the end, with a man dressed as a priest standing under it. Jackson stood to the right with three men, Tika being one, and Dulcinea assumed the other two were his brothers as well. To the far end of the barn, tables and chairs had been erected for the party after.

      Tears formed in Dulcinea's eyes as she looked in the eyes of all her family. Samuel, Xavier, and Dimitri, all of them; they were all there. She was looking for Rayna and Max when she felt fingers slide along her arm. "He's been pacing like a wolf for the past hour. I think it's time you put him out of his misery," Max said, as he tucked her arm through his while Rayna placed a simple veil over her hair.

      When she handed her a bouquet of plum calla lilies and cream roses, Rayna said to her, "Glad we had that talk the other day. We did the best with what time we had. He refused to wait any longer."

      "What are you talking about?"

      "Poppet, Jackson has been planning this since we had our get-together on the ship, you agreeing to meet his family just gave him the place to do it. He did all of it. Right down to the undergarments you have on. That man loves you, Didi, never doubt that."

      While they had been talking, the music started. Little Lea was making her way down the aisle, Madison and Lily following behind. Rayna kissed her on the cheek. "Be happy, poppet. You've waited your whole life for this." Then she turned and started down the aisle as well.

      "I've dreaded this day since you walked into my office. I've become so dependent on you always being around. I will always consider you my daughter, poppet." Max kissed her forehead, adding, "And I know your mother would be very proud of you."

      "I love you, Max. You have been the father I never had." She looked to where Lily stood and where Jackson's father sat. "But I think we will both have people who will fill those roles until we see each other again."

      "I think you're right." The music changed and the wedding procession began to play. "Are you sure?"

      Dulcinea looked down the aisle at Jackson, and the love she saw on his face chased away any doubt she might have had. "With all the signs I've been receiving, yes, Max, I'm very sure." The tears she had been fighting to hold back slid slowly down her cheeks.

      Max walked her down the aisle and handed her off to Jackson. She looked up into his handsome face, as more tears spilled from the corners of her eyes. Concern etched Jackson's features. "What's the matter, baby?" He brushed his knuckles along her cheek, catching her tears.

      A radiant smile bloomed over her face, and laughing through her tears, she told him. "They are happy tears, Sir. You've had this all planned, and until a couple of hours ago, you didn't even know if I would say yes. How were you so sure?"

      Taking her face between his hands, he said, "I've known since the day I met you. What sealed everything in concrete for me was the day you woke up and your eye had changed color." He looked to his grandmother. "You see, I've known about the dreamcatcher Ona gave you since I was a boy." Focusing back on Dulcinea, he continued, "I had doubted my guide when I was not the hero your mother always wanted for you." He looked at Samuel. "But still, my wolf cried for you. So I stayed."

      "You left right after you saw what had happened, why?"

      He leaned in closer to her. "Because if I didn't, I would have taken you in that bed. When you opened your eyes, my wolf saw his mate. You were mine that day. Now, with my ring on your finger, I claim you in marriage. With my collar secured on your neck, your submission. I love you, Dulcinea, and now you are finally mine."

      "I love you too, Sir," was all she could say before he claimed her mouth in a searing kiss.
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