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Dedication

This book is dedicated to the three people who support me all the time in all things writing. My partner, Mike, my Dragon, has always supported my writing and my imagination. 

D, my Wolf, is my ultimate alpha reader. No pun intended. We have always shared each other’s writing, and I hope that doesn’t stop.

C, my Kitty, is my other ultimate alpha reader. She loves my writing, but she’ll tell me when it’s crap and when I need to add or change something. 

I absolutely love all three of you and am more grateful than I can express.  

Trigger warnings: While the abuse is not shown, spousal abuse is talked about extensively. There is a cry for help in the form of a suicide attempt. These events happen in chapters 6 and 7. Following chapters deal with the aftermath, among other things.

This book is also spicy, spicy.
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Dalian stared at the three women who were supposed to be on his plane ten minutes ago. The men were already aboard. The women had made ridiculous requests.  When he said “no” to every single one, (like flying with the windows open, a triple shot tequila sunrise, and an ounce of caviar with oyster crackers), they planted their asses on the nearest chairs and refused to budge.  He resisted the urge to scrub his face with both hands and growl at them, especially when they changed tactics and began blaming their absent friend. The friend he knew was not coming.

Out here – in the airport and in the skies – Dalian’s word was law. “Ladies,” he tried one more time to be polite. “We have a designated time for flying. There is a storm coming. Please. Get. On. The. Plane.”  Politeness almost failed as he ground out the last five words from between gritted teeth.

The first, a redhead with green eyes, scowled at him. “We told you; we’re waiting for Tish.”

“And I told you that Tish isn’t coming. She was polite enough to call the Resort and cancel her reservation. On time to get her refund, too. Which means you’ve known for at least two days.” He narrowed his eyes at the woman, trying to ignore how much she looked like the Mistress who ruled his heart. “I doubt you’ve ever been that polite in your life. Now, move!” Dalian put as much authority in his voice as possible. 

Why had the men obeyed and the women hadn’t?  Easy enough to figure out: the men were subs, (although, that wasn’t stopping them from giving him looks of sympathy); the women are Dommes. The worst of the type, as far as he could tell. Most of the female dominants who come to the Resort are the good kind: compassionate, loving, intelligent and more interested in their submissives than themselves.

But every now and then...

Dalian sighed.  Every now and then, they got the ones who make being a female dominant look like being the biggest asshole on the planet. They are the worst kind2 of people who are in the Lifestyle for the ego trip and not because BDSM is genuinely a part of their entire self.  The twunt triplets were a prime example.

“Get on the plane!” he thundered. “You have five minutes to pick up your phones and other crap and get your lux asses on that plane. After that, I’m leaving. I am not risking my plane or my passengers because you’re too stupid to understand that you’re being ridiculous and selfish!”

Dalian immediately wished that he hadn’t used the word stupid. Favoured employee or not, that was a nearly unforgiveable breach in manners. He may have to answer for that later. At that moment, he didn’t care. He gave them one last glare then stormed off to his plane.

He just finished his pre-flight check and was about to close and lock the door when they each crept onto the plane like a cat who thinks she’s sneaking onto your lap when you’re trying to do something. Dalian smirked to himself, finished with the door, and started the plane.

He ran through the usual patter with the control tower at the small airport on the Florida coast and achieved take off. It was a beautiful afternoon with just enough cloud cover to keep the water from reflecting too much sunlight. He brought the plane lower as they came into Leather Persuasion airspace about five minutes from the Resort. “Leather Persuasion tower. It’s Dalian; Charlie, Six, Bravo, Sierra, Alpha, heading one-two-zero, with Information Bravo. Coming in hot with ED3 and PS3.  Need a splash.” ED3 means “Entitled Dominant, three” and “Passive Subs, three”. He knew if he said he was hot they’d understand he was furious. 

“Hey, Charlie Six Bravo Sierra Alpha. Current is Information Delta.” Tower updated Dalian’s information and gave him landing instructions before the smooth female voice turned affectionate. “Tough flight, Dalian?”

“Trouble loading the plane.” He was intentionally cryptic but Lisa in the tower was someone he worked with on a regular basis.  She knew his terms. He checked for the updated info.

“Any requests for staff?”

“Meagin. Anyone she deems helpful.”

“Gotcha.” She chuckled then repeated her information in a less formal way. “Wind is still today, waves are one-five-zero millimeters, clear sailing into the dock.”

“Copy.  Thanks, Tower. Charlie Six Bravo Sierra Alpha out.”  He let out a soft sigh of relief.  Since Meagin had become Miss Alina’s pet project when she’s at the Resort she had come into her own.  She didn’t play with the clients. She had proven herself to be invaluable as a second Lance, but with a harder edge and even less tolerance for bullshit. 

Lance was the know-it-all, kind-to-everyone Architect of Adventure, with a not-so hidden flare for the dramatic. Dalian looked forward to how first Meagin, then Lance, handled the Spoiled Sluts of Delta-Alpha-Nu. Stupid, vapid sorority girls was the impression they gave everyone. He had no idea what the three men, all decidedly older, saw in these twits. He really didn’t. 

Dalian brought the plane down in a splashy landing, deliberately slightly nose up so he skipped like a rock three times. He grinned at the reactions of the girls – all short screams and worthless prayers – and sidled up to the dock, years of practice allowed him to glide perfectly into place. He gave a short wave to Meagin and flashed his fingers twice at her. The first time was three pointed up, which meant Dominants where the problem, and three down with one finger from the other hand crossed perpendicular over them, saying the three submissives were good. 

Meagin grinned and rubbed her hands together maniacally. 

Dalian coughed, choking on the laughter.  He picked up the mic that would allow him to talk to the people in the cabin and be heard. “Welcome to Leather Persuasion, the Resort where BDSM is a way of life and fantasies unfold.  Please remain seated until I have opened the door and secured the plane. You will be told when it’s safe to step out.” 

The dock vibrated under his feet when he jumped from the second last step on the little four-step ladder, rather than stepping down. He took the rope from a waiting porter and tied the plane off quickly.  

Meagin strolled up to him, she was alone, she’d left a single luggage trolley about halfway down the dock. She had grown exponentially as a person under the care of Alina, one of the Resort’s golden clients. Instead of skeletal, she was fit; instead of sullen, she was cheerful; and instead of willing to give herself to everyone in a desperate attempt to erase herself and feel accepted, she had an arrangement with the owners: she would take a leadership role over the other Resort subs, a manager type role. For the Resort overall, she organised events, brought in entertainment, and she was a service sub for those not looking for sexual games. After discovering that she enjoyed being a piece of furniture, found peace in being an object, she volunteered to sub for those clients. She did a little of everything else around the Resort that did not involve sex. 

Meagin smiled at him. “Hey, Dal. Three entitled Dominants?”

“Hey Meagin.” He returned her smile of affection. “Yep, all look-alike sorority girls with older men.” He shook his head. “I don’t know what those men see in them.”

Meagin lifted one shoulder in a graceful dismissal of the thought. “Meh. It doesn’t matter. They’re here now and we’ll take care of their little attitude.”

Dalian looked around. “Where is your help?” In the next second, he almost took a step back at the look on her face.  The smile was Heath-Ledger-Joker. 

“I don’t need them.” She gestured to the porter that had helped tie off the plane toward the resort.  Her teeth flashed in a quick grin as he turned to flee, saying he had an urgent issue to deal with. “They’re all mine.”

Her face was smooth and tranquil, but something cold glinted beneath it. His pulse kicked, and he turned abruptly, striding up the dock. He decided Meagin could let the clients know they could exit the plane.  As he headed toward his little one-bedroom cabin, he heard Maegin snapping, “Get off the plane, now!” He felt the dock vibrate and the women’s super bitchy responses as they climbed out of the plane. He imagined Maegin’s smile as she continued talking and shuddered, pleased he wasn’t on the receiving end of it. “Hello!” she said in a syrupy sweet voice. “Welcome to Leather Persuasion. Today, we have a fun theme going! It’s Backwards Day.”

Dalian snickered quietly as he listened to her fading voice explain that the girls would be subs for the next twenty-four hours. The last time she pulled that stunt, the role reversal became permanent. It’d be interesting to see what happens with those six. He had a few days off now, perhaps he’d add checking in on them to his list of things to do.

A few Everminutes and a dozen greetings from people giving him weird smiles later, Dalian let himself into his cabin, closed the door and sighed with relief as he shut the world out. It was the end of a 14-hour day, eight of which was flying. He was exhausted.  

It was dark and soothing, and for just a moment, he closed his eyes and leaned against the door. He took four box breaths – in for four, hold for four, out for four, hold for four – then clicked the lock on his door and strode into the bedroom, shedding clothes as he went.  

Dalian lifted the tablet on his nightstand and settled on the edge of his bed as he opened WhatsApp.
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Julie Coté grinned as she saw Dalian’s call come through. She tweaked the messy bun of long red hair she had near the top of her head and shifted the bubbles so they covered her breasts.  She’d been specific when she booked her room; she wanted to show a background that looked most like her home. She remembered the conversation with Lance. 

“Jules, darling, how are you?” Lance practically purred the question to the woman on his phone screen.

Julie laughed. “You, wonderful Lance, are the only person who can get away with calling me that.”

Lance gave her surprised face. “Not even our handsome pilot?”

She gave him a sultry grin. “No,” she said, drawing it out. “He calls me Mistress.” 

Both laughed then Lance got down to business. “You’re planning on coming here? And” he paused to check the email, “you don’t want Dalian to be your pilot?” 

“It’s our first anniversary. I want to surprise him. That means when he calls me after his shift, I must show what looks like the inside of my house or something in the background. Not the Resort.”

Lance propped his phone up so he could still see her and tapped rapidly on the computer at the reception desk. “I think...No...” he murmured to himself as Julie watched, an amused, affection smile on her face. 

She jumped when he slapped his forehead. “Silly me,” he said. “How can I find anything if I don’t know what I’m looking for? What colour is your bathroom? Or your bedroom walls?”

“The bath is, oddly enough, teal with marble tub surround.”

“Sounds like one of our cabins.”

Julie offered a short shrug. “What can I say? I like the best.” She winked at him. “Seriously, though, I wanted a reminder of my times there, past and future, so I recreated the cabin’s bathroom as best I could.”

“Perfect, then. We’ll put you in your favourite cabin.  You just simply answer from the tub.” Lance mock leered. “He’s a proper red-blooded man, he’ll love it.”

Julie’s amusement was darker. “Yet he won’t be allowed to do anything about it.”

Julie chuckled at the memory and tapped the green symbol to answer the call. “Hello, my pet.”

“Hello, Mistress.” Dalian was sitting on the edge of his bed. She adored his smile of relief and delight when she answered. 

“You may speak freely.” Julie smiled warmly at him. She loved the way he grew passionate about his job, whether it was good or bad. 

“Thank you, Mistress.” He rubbed his face with the hand that wasn’t holding the tablet. 

“That bad, was it?” She gave him a sympathetic look.

He nodded slowly then shrugged. “The first two flights were great. Had some regulars.  The last two, though.” He shook his head. “First flight was pampered sub, one so haughty that she thought she didn’t have to listen to anyone but her Mistress. Lance and said Mistress schooled her good. I believe there’s a punishment being set up for tomorrow morning.”

Julie grinned. “And you’re getting justice. You love that.”

Dalian grinned back. “Yes, I do. Which reminds me, I need to find out what Maegin did with the ones on the last flight.”

“What happened?” Julie looked concerned; Dalian didn’t ask for Maegin unless it was bad. Very bad.

Dalian told her about having to yell at the sorority girls at the airport and asking for Maegin when Tower prompted him. “And then there’s the flight itself.”  He rolled his eyes. “One of Dumb, Dumber and Dumbest decided they wanted the wind in their hair.”

“Oh, no.” Julie started laughing.

“Yeah. No matter what I said, she kept trying to open windows that are sealed shut.  When she went for the emergency exit, I had to get up and walk back to order her to sit her high-flying ass in her seat.  Then I buckled her in.”

“You do know that people can undo their seatbelts.”

“Uh huh, yes, Mistress, but her friends practically sat on her hands and her sub did sit on her feet. Maegin informed the women that it was backwards day here at the Resort. She didn’t have any other staff with her to move luggage, which meant the three had to carry their own bags, plus that of their subs, while said subs watched.”

Julie laughed delightedly. “That’s fantastic. I can’t wait to hear what Maegin did with them after that. You know she didn’t leave it there.” She chuckled a bit at Dalian’s mischievous grin then gave him an affectionate look. “It’s a special weekend.”

“Is it?” Dalian made a show of looking like he forgot the occasion coming up. “Christmas? No, that’s not right... New Year’s Eve?” He grinned, stopping before he pushed his luck.

“You brat!” Julie said, laughing. “Of course you know.”

“Of course I know, Mistress. It’s mango cake day for the staff.”

“Right.” Julie glowered at him until he lowered his eyes, smothered laugh subsiding. “Do you have anything planned?” One thing the Resort had taught her was that the D/s or M/s relationship either killed or sped up any affection and feelings the involved may have for one another. There is so much more communication, honesty and trust in this type of relationship.

Dalian smiled lovingly at her. “I am off for the next few days, but I can’t get away. We have a full house, and I am required to be nearby.”

“I know, my pet.” And with those two little words, Julie plunged Dalian back fully into the submissive mind. She watched as subtle changes happened in his mannerisms. His back straightened, his expression became softer, and he gave that cute little wriggle she loved so much. 

“I wish I could see you, my Mistress. It’s a shame to spend our anniversary apart.”

“Yes, it is.  That’s why I have something special for you.”

Dalian’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “You do?”

“You don’t have something special for me?” Julie gave him wide, almost hurt, eyes.

“No, Mistress... I mean, yes, Mistress, of course I have something for you.” Dalian’s eyes were wide.

She laughed. “Sure, sure. We will exchange gifts the next time I see you. Meanwhile, there is going to be something at the staff dining hall for you in an hour. Not one minute before or one minute after. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Dalian surged to his feet. “May I be excused to go get a shower and some food?”

Julie nodded with a smile, thinking about how long it would take her to get moving herself. “Of course, love. I will talk to you tomorrow.”

Dalian looked crushed. “Not at bedtime?”

“No, not tonight. I have a meeting I need to get to in an hour. It will run late.” Julie lied blithely, with no remorse and an open, honest looking face. Her home time zone placed her two hours behind him, so her words were plausible.

“Yes, Mistress.” 

They hung up with their usual affectionate gestures and Julie hauled herself from the tub. She dried off quickly and went into the bedroom. The red dress sprawled across the bed was captivating, its rich, saturated colour gleaming with a life of its own—like a living shadow awash in crimson. It was luminous and alluring yet edged with mystery. Julie knew it would complement her red hair perfectly, highlighting its colour and making her appearance even more distinctive. The skinny shoulder straps, slight sweetheart neckline on the front, and the deeply scooped back would leave tantalizing amounts of her skin bare.

Beside the dress was a black teddy with garters and black silk stockings. On the floor, a pair of shoes, carelessly tossed, with heels so high it would reshape her backside from merely grabbable to irresistible temptation. 

With a nod not of confirmation but something akin to reaffirmation, she sat at the vanity and started doing post-shower skin care, adding a very subtly scented lotion to her skin, and minimal make up. She swept half her hair up in an easy-to-remove clip and let the other half trail down her back in soft ringlets. Then she dressed, finishing just in time for her ride to arrive. 

Ralph knocked on her door. “Ma’am? Your ride is here,” he called. 

Julie smiled as she came through then turned to lock the cabin door. “Thank you, Ralph,” she said with a warm smile. “Nice to see you again.” Ralph drove her almost every time she was at the resort.

“Not a problem, Madam. We are happy to help make Dalian happy. We all love him.” Ralph smiled as he handed her into the golf cart. 

“I am pleased to hear that.” She smiled and settled into the seat. “You know where we are going?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” He turned the golf cart in the direction of the employee cottages. 

The drive took several minutes, which Julie used to go over the evening’s events. “Oh!” she exclaimed softly. “Has everything been prepared for tomorrow?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Everything was tucked under your bed, as asked. There is also a large tarp under the couch in the main room.”

“Excellent.” She grinned and giggled a little maniacal giggle that made Ralph chuckle.
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Chapter Three
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Dalian leaned back in his chair and propped his feet up on a spare chair he never needed; no one ate with him on his patio. Well, no one besides Lance.  Man would not stay away. He watched the sunset and let the peace seep through him until his eyes drifted closed. A rhythmic tap-tap-tap slowly brought his mind back from dream-like state he had allowed the breeze in the trees to put him in. He was clean, barely dressed in a pair of unbuttoned but zipped up cargo shorts, and relaxed. He was resting a bit before heading to the dining hall and daydreaming about Julie when he heard the barely-there sound of footsteps on the flagstones.
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