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      The original Master Key Resort prequel novella and Master Cordell have been combined into one book with two parts. No content was removed or added.

      The story within these pages is entirely fictional, but the concepts of BDSM are real. If you do choose to participate in the BDSM lifestyle, please research it carefully and take all precautions to protect yourself. Fiction is based on real life, but real life is not based on fiction. Remember—Safe, Sane and Consensual!

      Any information regarding persons or places has been used with creative literary license, so there may be discrepancies between fiction and reality. The missions and personal qualities of members of the military and law enforcement depicted have been created to enhance the story and may be exaggerated and not necessarily reflect reality.

      The author has full respect for the members of the United States military and the varied members of law enforcement and thanks them for their continuing service to make this country as safe and free as possible.

    

  


  
    
      To Tiffany ~

      Having you place your trust in me is one of the greatest gifts you could give me.

      ~Sir
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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Cordell Roberts’s sweet submissive had just said the three little words he always discouraged with the women he helped recover from abusive D/s relationships. But with Tiffany Armstrong, he’d selfishly wanted to hear “I love you” fall from her lips for several weeks now. Ever since he stopped fighting the fact that he was falling for her.

      However, never in his wildest dreams had he imagined the look of horror and panic that stole over her face when she realized what she’d said to him. She froze in his arms and then jumped away from him, her trembling hands covering her mouth and her eyes wider than he’d ever seen them. The blood drained from her cheeks, leaving her frighteningly pale. “I-I didn’t mean it like that, Master. I-I’m sorry. I was just s-so excited about the job. I-I didn’t mean I love you as in love-love, just . . .” Without warning, she dropped to her knees and bowed her head, her gaze downcast. Her body quivered, and he almost didn’t hear her whispered plea. “I’m s-sorry, M-Master. Please don’t send me away. P-please.”

      His heart sank, and the delicious food they sampled moments earlier felt like it would regurgitate on him. All those months of retraining her not to call him Master and building up her confidence so she wouldn’t cower or stutter in front of him had been shot to hell in mere seconds. Her abusive ex-Dom had done a number on her, and the last thing Cordell wanted was for Tiffany to call him Master like the asshole had demanded from her, even at certain times when they’d been in public. Tiffany wasn’t a slave, but that’s what she’d been to Bruce Whitlow, who was a wannabe Dom without a single clue what the lifestyle was truly about. He used the usually-respected title of Master as a reason to abuse women—physically, mentally, and emotionally. Before Cordell and Tiffany had left Vegas for the Florida Keys, it’d taken everything in him not to hunt the bastard down and beat the crap out of him.

      Soft footsteps approached, and Cordell held up his hand, palm out, to stop Dante Calvano from coming any closer. Quickly understanding, the Aussie halted in his tracks, then took several steps backward, giving them some privacy. The three of them, along with Dante’s trained German shepherd, Cooper, were the only ones in the outside seating area of a quaint restaurant in Key West. It was too early for the business to be open, but they were there to taste-test food prepared by a woman being considered for the head chef position at the new BDSM-lifestyle resort Cordell would manage. Dante had already been hired as the security chief, while Cordell had just offered Tiffany the job of assistant manager of the resort. She’d been ecstatic until the three words she obviously regretted had blurted from her mouth.

      A year ago, Cordell took Tiffany under his wing at the request of Mitch Sawyer, a Dom who lived in Tampa and was engaged to the submissive’s cousin, Tori Freyja. The couple was actually in a ménage relationship with another man, Tyler Ellis. When Tiffany had found the courage to leave her cruel Master of two years, Mitch had asked around through his lifestyle contacts for a Dom who could help her overcome the damage Whitlow had done. That’s how he'd found Cordell. After fully vetting the Las Vegas police lieutenant, Mitch had asked him to assist in Tiffany’s recovery from the Master/slave relationship she should never have been in. Since he hadn’t had a submissive then, Cordell had been more than happy to take on a new project.

      He knew that’s what the Doms and subs at Club Domain called the women that he helped: projects. Although he didn’t particularly like that word for someone who’d been abused, it stayed in his mind and kept him from getting too involved on a personal level. That way, he could eventually find the subs suitable Masters after they recovered. But somewhere along the line, Tiffany had wormed her way into his heart much further than any other sub ever had—even the “non-project” ones he’d dated.

      When Mitch and Tyler recently approached Cordell about relocating to the Florida Keys to manage and be the resident Dom of their new BDSM resort on Master Key, he’d easily accepted the offer. Mitch and his two cousins, Ian and Devon Sawyer, owned a successful lifestyle club in Tampa and wanted to take advantage of their stellar reputation by starting a new venture. Following an on-duty injury—a gunshot wound to his hip resulting in permanent nerve damage—Cordell’s law enforcement career had ended sooner than anyone had expected. He hadn’t known what he wanted to do when he finally left the LVPD, but with the unplanned forced retirement, the job offer had come at the perfect time. Since he’d still been reprogramming Tiffany, Mitch and Ty had said she was welcome to take the position of her choice at the Master Key Resort if she wanted to move there with Cordell. She’d been happy to accept the opportunity since she’d be closer to her cousin.

      During their road trip from Nevada to Florida a few weeks ago, Cordell had decided to take a chance and ask Tiffany if she’d been willing to renegotiate their no-sex contract to one that included intimacy. She’d done so willingly, and he’d thought that meant she’d developed deeper feelings for him, but apparently, he’d been wrong.

      Hiding his disappointment, he said, “Eyes on me, little one.” She hesitated for only a moment, but then her watery gaze met his blank one. Cordell sighed inwardly. “I would never send you away for saying something you meant one way but came out sounding another. I understand you were simply happy about the job—and it is your job since you so obviously want it. I didn’t take your words to mean anything more than that.”

      The relief he saw in her eyes was like a kick to the gut. He had to keep reminding himself that even though the terms of their contract had changed, she was still a work in progress. When she was ready to move on, he’d have to find her a permanent Dom she could fall in love with because it obviously wasn’t him.

      He held out a hand to her. “Please, take your seat again, and we’ll discuss your new position at the resort and enjoy the next course, which should be out in a few minutes.”

      She placed her quivering hand in his, and he helped her stand.

      “Thank you, Sir,” she mumbled as she sat at the table again. A sharp pain in his hip had him shifting in his seat to get into a more comfortable position. While he still had an occasional limp, with the new physical therapist he found in Marathon, not far from the resort, it’d decreased dramatically. The guy used different techniques that the police department-recommended therapist in Vegas hadn’t, and Cordell was more than pleased with the results. If the gunshot wound had been the only issue, with its resulting partial hip replacement and some hardware in the head of his femur, he probably still wouldn’t have needed the PT after all this time. However, the damaged nerve flared up a few times a week, and the therapy helped to strengthen the muscles around it, reducing the intensity and frequency.

      Signaling for Dante to join them, Cordell struggled to think of something to say to lighten the mood again. It’d been a pleasant morning until a few minutes ago, and he wanted to get them back on track. Thankfully, though, as Dante quietly took his seat at the table, the waitress walked out of the building carrying a tray laden with several dishes Adley Markham had prepared as possibilities for the menu at MKR. She was a well-respected chef from Miami, and the food they sampled earlier explained why she’d received many great reviews over the past few years. Everything had been delicious.

      Unfortunately, Cordell had lost his appetite after Tiffany’s meltdown. He was grateful when Dante seemed to understand his help was needed to break the uneasy tension and engaged Tiffany in conversation until the color came back to her face and her shoulders were no longer stiff. Now, if Cordell could only get rid of the feeling of a knife being stuck in his heart, then things would be back to normal.
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      Butterflies were having an all-out war in Tiffany’s stomach as she glanced around the bathroom, looking for something else she could do to delay walking into the bedroom she’d shared with Sir for the past few weeks. It’d been a long day, especially since she blurted out, “I love you,” to Cordell. She’d dreamed of saying those words to him one day and having him say them back but had known since their initial introduction that love was not something that would be part of their relationship. At least, not the “in love” type. Even though they recently updated their contract to include sex, it still had an unspecified end date. When Sir thought Tiffany was ready to have a healthy relationship with a man, he’d help her find the perfect Dom. The only problem with that was Cordell was the perfect Dom—at least in her eyes—and the one she wanted.

      She’d fallen for him months ago but managed to keep her feelings to herself, knowing they wouldn’t be reciprocated. Those feelings had grown even deeper after intimacy was added to the mix. Making love—no, she couldn’t use that phrase—having sex with Sir was amazing, but it also meant her heart would be not only broken but shattered when he decided it was time for her to move on.

      Tiffany had felt him stiffen when she told him she loved him earlier at the restaurant, and she’d been terrified, thinking he would end their contract immediately. The relief she felt when he said he understood the words hadn’t been a declaration of love, only that she was happy about being offered the assistant manager position, had lasted a mere few moments. It was then she realized how badly she wanted to say those words to him for real and have him respond in kind—but, of course, that would never happen.

      Tiffany was a project to Cordell and nothing more. On more than one occasion, she overheard people talking at the lifestyle club they’d belonged to back in Las Vegas. It was a place she’d only been able to go to because of her cousin’s fiancé, who’d paid the expensive membership for her. According to several Doms and subs there, Master Cordell’s new submissive—Tiffany—was his current “project,” and he never developed a relationship beyond a D/s one with any of the female submissives he aided.

      After Sir had helped her to her feet and the next course had arrived, Tiffany hadn’t tasted a thing for the rest of their meal. Thankfully, Dante had been there to fill in the silence. By the time they finished all the course samplings, Tiffany had been grateful to see Sir smiling again. On the drive home, he called Mitch and Ty and informed them, from his point of view, they’d found the resort’s head chef, which they were happy to hear.

      When they arrived back at the small island where the resort was being built, Sir and Dante had gone off to check on several things, with Cooper on his owner’s heels. Tiffany spent the rest of the day in the company of Eastwood. Sir’s big, gray rescued cat had finally settled into the cottage they were staying in, which was about a football field away from the main resort. Once again, he acted like he was the king of the castle, and Sir and Tiffany were his loyal subjects. Depending on his mood at any given moment, they were either snubbed, frowned at because his water or food bowls hadn’t been filled to capacity, or lavished with attention only to be snubbed again moments later.

      Since they had eaten well earlier in the day, Tiffany hadn’t been hungry when Sir offered to make omelets for dinner, so she’d declined and opted to take a bath instead. If Sir was disappointed she didn’t eat with him, he didn’t show it. He also hadn’t joined her in their big Jacuzzi tub, but after she ruined their morning, she hadn’t really expected him to.

      Now, after drying herself off with a towel, rubbing moisturizer all over her body, brushing her teeth, and then cleaning the tub, toilet, and sink, and reorganizing the cabinets, Tiffany had run out of things to do. That meant she had to get ready to turn in for the night. Would Sir want to share the bed with her, like he had every night since they’d arrived on the island? Or would he ask her to sleep in the cottage’s spare bedroom?

      A knock on the door had her nearly jumping out of her skin, and she barely held back a scream.

      “Pet, are you almost done in there?”

      “Y-yes, Sir. Coming.”

      After taking a deep breath and a final glance in the mirror, Tiffany opened the door. Cordell stood there, as handsome as ever, holding a clean T-shirt and a pair of lounge pants. She stepped past him, doing her best not to brush against any part of his sculpted body. “It’s all yours, Sir.”

      Before she could put some distance between them, he reached up and cupped her cheek. “Are you okay, little one?”

      She bit her tongue. Knowing how much he hated lies, she went with a half-truth. “Just tired, Sir.”

      His astute gaze roamed her face, and Tiffany fought the urge to squirm under his scrutiny. Finally, he nodded and released her. “Go to bed then. I’m going to shower and stay up for a bit. There’s some paperwork I have to look through before sending it back to Mitch. I’ll make sure I don’t disturb you when I come to bed.”

      Tiffany wasn’t sure if she was relieved or disappointed that he wouldn’t be joining her until after she had an opportunity to fall asleep. That is if she could sleep at all after her screwup today.
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        Three months later . . .

      

      

      Sitting in her temporary office they’d set up in one of the empty cottages, Tiffany signed the bottom of the paper in front of her and then dropped her pen on top of the pile. “That takes care of the staff for housekeeping, the concierge, the valets, the boutique, maintenance, the front desk, and your staff. Oh, and most of the spa employees.”

      The woman across the table grinned. Sloan Robinson was the first person Cordell and Tiffany officially hired together, filling the Human Resources Director position. The two women quickly became friends after spending long hours interviewing the staff members Tiffany would be in charge of and working on ordering things that were needed for the HR Department and executive offices. Cordell, Mitch, and Ty were in charge of hiring for the management positions, accounting, payroll, and the staff for the water sports that would be available but had given Tiffany leeway to hire almost everyone else.

      Even though two more floors of guest rooms and suites had been added to the final plans of the resort, the construction was two weeks ahead of schedule and would hopefully stay that way. Word had quickly spread about the new lifestyle destination. Because of the overwhelming inquiries about when it would open, the Sawyers had decided not to wait to expand the resort to accommodate their future clients. There were now sixty-two guest rooms and ten luxury suites. General membership, for those who lived in the area and wouldn’t need rooms, was being held to a maximum of three hundred people. Judging by the influx of applications they’d already received, it wouldn’t be long before that number was reached.

      The resort would be opening in just five short weeks, and Tiffany wanted to have all the personnel positions filled by the coming weekend. They needed to get everyone trained and then start devoting all their time to finishing the plans for the grand opening. Mitch and Tori were coming down on Sunday for a few days, along with Angie and Kristen, Ian and Devon Sawyer’s wives, respectively, to help brainstorm some ideas for several events scheduled for the inaugural weekend. In addition to her cousin, Tiffany couldn’t wait to see the other two women again—especially Kristen, who was one of her favorite authors—after meeting them during a previous visit to Tampa. Both women had welcomed her with open arms into their group of friends, and she chatted with them a few times a week on social media, keeping them updated on the happenings around the resort.

      Sloan took a sip of her lemon-flavored water before answering Tiffany. “We’re getting there. We’ll be done after we finish hiring the waitstaff, a receptionist for the spa, and the clinic staff. Chef Adley sent me the info on the rest of the kitchen staff she wants to hire. I forwarded the email to Brody for the background checks.”

      Brody Evans was a retired Navy SEAL, the resident Trident Security geek, and one of the company's shareholders, which Devon and Ian had founded along with The Covenant, the BDSM club they owned with Mitch. Once an applicant passed the interview stage with Sloan and Tiffany and was considered for a position, they were fully vetted by the security firm before being offered the job. Ian and Devon had left most of the decision-making concerning MKR to Mitch and Tyler, except for hiring the security staff. Dante was a retired member of the Special Air Service Regiment of the Army (SAS), which was the Australian equivalent of the US Army’s Delta Force. He’d been hand-picked by the two retired SEALs to be the head of the resort's security. Like Dante, the rest of his newly hired team had all been culled from one special-ops branch of the military or another or had a law enforcement background.

      A light tapping on the door had both women raising their voices. “Come on in!”

      After the first day of interviews and two dozen or so knocks, they both were tired of getting up from their desks or the table to answer the door. Half the time, the person stopping by was either Cordell—who said he knocked in case they were in an interview—Dante, his security staff, a member of the various construction crews, or someone with a delivery. Constantly popping up and down in their chairs, the two women felt like they were in Whack-a-Mole holes, so now they just yelled for whoever it was to enter.

      The door opened, and a pretty woman stuck her head in. Before she could say anything, Tiffany was almost positive she knew who it was. Sasha Lewis was a submissive who’d worked part-time at the boutique in The Covenant. When she’d lost her full-time job as an assistant manager of a women’s clothing store that went out of business, Mitch asked her if she’d be interested in relocating to the Keys to run the resort’s boutique. After giving it a few days’ thought, she accepted the position. When Tiffany and Tori talked about the woman recently, Tori mentioned Sasha was a doppelgänger for the singer Jennifer Hudson, and she’d been dead on. Unfortunately, Tiffany couldn’t remember the sub from when she and Cordell had visited The Covenant for Mitch, Ty, and Tori’s collaring ceremony. Since there had been close to 500 members in attendance, she could barely recall most people she'd encountered.

      “Hi, I’m looking for Tiffany Armstrong,” the woman said as she stepped through the open door.

      Tiffany stood, walked toward her, and extended her hand. “I’m Tiffany. You must be Sasha.”

      She grinned, causing two adorable dimples to appear on her face, as she shook Tiffany’s hand. “That’s me. It’s so nice to finally meet you.” They’d spoken on the phone and emailed each other a few times after Sasha had accepted the job. “I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

      “Not at all. Come on in.” Tiffany gestured to Sloan. “This is Sloan Robinson, Director of Human Resources.”

      “Hi,” both women said simultaneously as they exchanged a handshake, then Sloan added, “Have a seat. Wow, you really do look like Jennifer Hudson.”

      “Just don’t ask me to sing. I can’t carry a single note,” Sasha said with a laugh as she sat at the small round table the women used while interviewing applicants. “I hope you don’t mind me just showing up like this. I got all settled into my new apartment yesterday and did some unpacking last night and this morning, but I was dying to see the resort.”

      Tiffany chuckled. “Everyone’s dying to see it from what I hear, so no worries. In fact, while you’re here, we can get your employee ID taken care of and scan your fingerprints into the security system, so you’ll be all set when you report to work next week. Did you get all her paperwork done, Sloan?”

      “Yes. Between Sasha and Mitch, I’ve got everything I need. Since we’re using the same system as The Covenant, we were able to transfer a lot of her data and paperwork over.”

      “Great, then let’s go over to the trailer the security team is temporarily using as an office. But first, Sasha, would you like to take a tour? It’s actually the first day we can go in without hardhats, thank goodness. Between those things and the humidity, I was having bad hair days more often than not.”

      The woman’s eyes lit up. “I would love a tour. Tori told me all about it, and I can’t wait until it opens.”

      The three women strolled through the hotel’s front entrance a few minutes later. The automatic sliding glass doors were already in place but currently locked in an open position to allow the workers to go in and out easily with equipment and supplies. The sounds of hammering, drilling, and clattering filled the air, interspersed with the voices of the contractors installing floor tiles, carpeting, fixtures, Sheetrock, electrical, phone, and cable lines, and other stuff throughout the open first and second-floor areas.

      “Oh-em-gee!” Sasha exclaimed as she spun around slowly in the middle of the lobby under its vaulted ceiling. The navy blue, sea-green, and white decor, currently only seen in the newly laid carpeting and tiles and on the freshly painted walls, brought the natural theme of the surrounding island inside. Three wings extended from the center lobby. To the right, behind the large, curved mahogany reception desk, was a massive fish tank taking up the entire wall. Everything had been installed except the tropical fish and seawater, and those would arrive about a week before the grand opening. Just to the left of the desk was the concierge and a hallway that led to the executive offices in the north wing. The security staff’s main office, where the entire resort would be monitored, and a small clinic that would be staffed with part-time paramedics and EMTs to handle any emergencies that might occur were also located there.

      The empty space where the three women currently stood would eventually have numerous chairs and loveseats set up into small, intimate sections for people to relax in. To the left of the front door was the Bottoms Up bar, which was open to the lobby, and behind that was the resort’s restaurant, which took up the ground floor of the south wing. Mitch, Tyler, and Chef Adley had finally decided on a name for the upscale eatery—Decadence.

      To the right of the bar, in between the south and west wings, was the boutique Sasha would be managing—Tops & Bottoms. The inventory would include fet-wear, resort wear, toiletries, kink toys and supplies, souvenirs, and snacks. About a month ago, a few weeks after Sasha had accepted the job, Mitch had asked Angie, Kristen, Tori, and another submissive from The Covenant, Shelby Christiansen, to help the new manager pick out items for the shop, including displays. Apparently, the women had a blast and went on a two-day shopping binge with numerous wholesalers. Boxes, boxes, and more boxes and even a few crates had arrived each day for the past two weeks and were temporarily kept at a secure, off-site storage facility. The boutique’s interior would be finished by the coming weekend, and Sasha and two of the four employees who’d been hired to work for her could start setting up the displays and inventory on Monday.

      Across the lobby from the boutique was an upscale cigar bar that would only be open to Dominant club members.

      Directly across from the front door was a grand staircase leading to the second floor, where a ballroom, which could be rented for special events, was located in the south wing. Across from that, in the north wing, was another restaurant named the Locked Inn, which would provide more casual dining for breakfast and lunch. Two lounges, one for Doms and the other for submissives, open to both hotel guests and club members, were also located on that floor. The one for subs was designed so they could socialize and relax there without going into the dungeon without their Doms.

      The third floor housed a gym, several conference rooms, the day spa, a few more offices, including the HR and accounting departments, and a nightclub—Club 69—that gave everyone an additional option for evening entertainment. All the guest rooms and suites were located on the fourth, fifth, and sixth floors. Room keycards were needed to access those floors via the elevators and stairs.

      Back on the ground floor, behind the grand staircase, was the entrance to the resort’s two-level dungeon in the west wing. Around the perimeter of the first floor were fourteen themed playrooms, most of which had large viewing windows so voyeurs could watch the action. If the occupants of a room preferred privacy, there was a switch that would tint the windows to prevent anyone from seeing in. Four other rooms had been designated for aftercare.

      The interior setup of the vast main room was similar to The Covenant. Numerous sitting areas would surround a round stage, which could be used for collaring ceremonies and demonstrations. The stage at the resort, however, had been designed to slowly revolve with the flip of a switch. A full rotation took approximately four-and-a-half minutes to complete, meaning anyone standing on the stage would barely feel the movement. Guests observing whatever was happening on stage could eventually see it from all angles instead of having to move around. Above the stage was an open space, so people on the second floor could also see what was happening below.

      The ground level had already been dubbed the “pit,” just like its counterpart in Tampa. In all four corners, circular staircases led to the upper floor, which would be filled with different stations and equipment, such as spanking benches, St. Andrew’s crosses, spider webs, stockades, sex swings, cages, and the like.

      After giving Sasha the big tour of the first three floors, Sloan and Tiffany took her up to the penthouse level and showed her one of the ten executive suites, which were all devoid of furniture at the moment. The beds, mattresses, nightstands, dressers, couches, loveseats, tables, chairs, etc., for the entire resort would arrive in two weeks. An army of movers had been hired to bring the furnishings to the dedicated areas, offices, and guest rooms. Tiffany was still amazed by how much went into opening a new resort.

      As they took one of the elevators back down to the lobby, Sasha said, “Tori mentioned that, in addition to having the dungeon open to hotel guests, locals can also become annual members. Have there been a lot of applicants?”

      “Holy cow,” Tiffany replied, widening her eyes for effect. “I can’t believe how much interest we’ve generated. Master Cordell has about two hundred and fifty applications to go through. People from Miami all the way down to Key West want to be members. Apparently, it’s the first private BDSM club of this size in the Keys. We had to put a hold on applications until we could catch up because we’re limiting it to three hundred, not including the employees who are free to play if they wish. One of the perks of the job.”

      When the elevator reached the ground floor, the doors slid open, and Tiffany felt her knees go weak and a lump form in her throat. Standing there, looking more handsome than ever, was Sir. He wore dark gray Bermuda shorts, a red polo shirt with the MKR logo on the left side of his massive chest, and black sneakers. He’d gone to physical therapy that morning and must’ve just gotten back.

      His eyes lit up at the sight of her, but they quickly dimmed again, and her heart sank. Things had been more than slightly off between them ever since she blurted out she loved him when he offered her the assistant manager position. To everyone else, the couple appeared happy and normal, but in reality, they weren’t—at least Tiffany didn’t think so. How she wished they could go back to the day before she’d fucked up because she didn’t know how to fill the chasm she now felt between them. Sir tried to assure her he hadn’t taken her words to mean she’d fallen in love with him, but she thought that was exactly what happened and that he wasn’t happy about it.

      It really sucked. Tiffany was hopelessly in love with the man who’d warned her from the beginning that their relationship was temporary, even though it now included sex. And what was worse was that she felt the way Sir had distanced himself from her—not physically, but emotionally. Most of their conversations now had to do with the resort. They still played, but it always seemed like Sir held himself back compared to before the “I love you” incident.

      Thankfully, Sloan and Sasha didn’t seem to notice the tension that filled the air between their two bosses because when Sir moved to the side, they exited the car with bright smiles. Sloan gestured to Sir. “Sasha, this is Master Cordell Roberts, the manager of Master Key Resort. Sir, this is Sasha Lewis, our new boutique manager.”

      “We met once before, during our visit to Tampa several months ago.” Tiffany was surprised Sir remembered the other woman because she hadn’t. Sir gave Sasha a welcoming smile and held out his hand. “It’s nice to see you again, Sasha. How was your move?”

      She shook his hand. “It’s a pleasure to see you again, too, Sir. As for the move, between the packing and unpacking, I never want to do it again. I don’t think my cat, Flash, would want to go through it again either—he wasn’t happy about the road trip. But as for me, I’m already loving the Keys. The resort looks incredible, and I can’t wait to start organizing the boutique.”

      “Well, you’ll be able to start that next week. It’s an honor to have you on board. If you need anything, just let Tiffany or me know. If you’ll excuse me, though, I need to talk to one of the contractors upstairs.”

      “Of course, Sir.”

      Sir’s gaze shifted to Tiffany, and when he raised his brow at her, she realized she still stood in the elevator doorway, blocking his entrance and preventing the doors from closing. She quickly stepped into the lobby, out of his way.

      He gave her a nod before walking into the car and pushing one of the buttons. “Ladies, have a nice day.”

      His gaze never left hers until the doors shut, and the tension Tiffany felt finally dissipated. Her shoulders relaxed, and she could breathe normally again. Would she ever stop feeling like an elephant was in the room with them?
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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