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    “You Always Kill the One You Love”




    – Oscar Wilde


  




  

    

      Chapter 1


    




    

      Rachel and Captain Butler married in a little church on the island of Sebastian, in the Caribbean Sea. She beamed as she stood near her father, and he handed her hand to Robert. She wore white cotton and silk gown, and a diamond and ruby necklace with a diamond tiara in her hair. The tiara had been promised to the Queen of England.




      Robert stood straight and proud in full regalia—his blue uniform adorned with silver buttons, and every naval medal presented to him by the Queen. Medals he received for his heroism when he saved his crew during a long murderous fight protecting England from naval assaults by Spain.




      Nervous and excited, Rachel passed her left hand over the diamond and ruby necklace. She did not hear all the words the minister pronounced, only the ones that said, “…all my worldly goods I thee endow.” The only thing she wanted was his love and to be his wife. “I now pronounce you…” She longed to hear those words. Staring into Robert’s handsome face, she realized that it was the first time she took in the splendor of his looks.




      Robert’s brown eyes with specks of green, glowed with pride and hopes for a long life with his love—Rachel, the most beautiful and loving young woman. Their eyes mirrored the affection they both felt for each other to the point that they could see no other.




      Robert’s story was written on his face and in his heart. He will love her until time ends.




      Rachel was blind to everyone standing to celebrate her marriage, as she and Robert ran from the church. She did not see her mother and father who beamed with pride. She could see only Robert Butler, and how exceedingly handsome he appeared in his captain’s uniform. She knew beyond all doubts, he was a man with honor, not the cad she thought, and he would protect her from harm, and fulfill her dreams.




      Robert promised Rachel everything he owned in the world. He was now the recipient of a wonderful life he would never have known with the many women, which held his attention with lust and sex. He never knew a woman such as Rachel. She was strong, and she knew what she wanted, and did what was necessary to accomplish her dreams. And what man would not be happy with a young woman as beautiful as Rachel? He thought.




      He could not believe how lucky he was now that he found Rachel and she had his child in her womb. He would have a child and a beautiful woman to anchor his life.




      Leaving the church, Robert kissed Rachel’s cheek. She turned to gaze at his face with a smile. “My love, I have a gift for you.” He held her hand sitting in the carriage. “I have informed your parents of my plans for our honeymoon. I will take you to an island near the Americas, where we can be alone, and you can have many days to rest. I feel badly about how we met and our first night. I want to make everything up to you. If it is alright with you, we will go directly to the ship and sail tonight.”




      “My mother informed me about your intentions and I have said my goodbyes to my parents. They know how important it is for me to be with you. I cannot wait to be alone with you.” She placed her head on his shoulder. Robert gazed down on Rachel with her silk raven hair flowing, as the wind brushed it side to side.




      Robert took in her unique smell that seduced his senses. A smell of youth and sex surrounded him, it was the smell of a woman who is loved, and desired by her husband. She is worth more than gold or silver, he thought.




      “I was hoping you would agree to head back to England immediately,” he stated, as he passed his fingers threading her hair. He sat up in his seat with pride and loosened the buttons on his white shirt and ascot. The ride took them through the shanty town, passing huts on their way to the docks.




      Rachel was reminded of her walk through this part of town to get to Robert’s ship. It took her to her future, and brought her to the man she would love. It was only six months ago, but it felt like a life time.




      As they neared the vessel, she became nervous because she was leaving everything that meant home and safety. Rachel squeezed Robert’s hand. He understood her apprehensions. She had a right to be nervous, but Robert knew he would make everything right this time.




      Robert held the hem of Rachel’s dress and helped her into the small boat, and then he rowed in the direction of his vessel. His strong massive arms moved evenly as they controlled the boat and the waves. Who would not want such a man? She thought.




      The crew stood waiting for their Captain and his Lady. They helped them aboard. When Rachel reached the deck, the crew stood at attention and saluted their Captain, and bowed to Lady Rachel. She spied the ships’ cook. Nevertheless, he did not recognize her.




      The first thing Rachel wanted to do was shed her wedding gown and be alone with her husband. The first mate brought along his wife to attend to Rachel. Rachel felt uncomfortable having a woman waiting on her. After Rachel was shown her room, she noticed that it was decorated with silken drapes, and the purple cover had the feel of soft velvet. The room had a woman’s touch. Robert was keeping his promise.




      Robert brought Beth down to Rachel’s quarters, he knocked before he entered, and walked in and introduced Beth to Rachel, “Rachel this is Beth and she will be your maid for the voyage. She will attend to your needs and she will accompany us on the island. I hope you are pleased my love.”




      “Robert I am not accustomed to having a maid.”




      “I know my darling, but if you want to do for yourself, I’m sure Beth would be happy with that. She is also company, because I will have to attend to my men and my ship until we reach England, where I will give up my commission. I don’t want to leave you ever again.”




      Rachel gave a wide smile and lopped her arms around Robert and kissed him, then looked at Beth. Beth bowed and Rachel reached for her hand and gestured for her to straighten. Robert seeing that the two were getting along wonderfully, bowed and took his leave, and returned to the deck. “I am pleased to serve you my lady. This is a great opportunity for me and my husband. You know he is the Captain’s first mate.”




      “Yes I know, and you don’t have to be formal with me. I am new to all of this, and you will have to teach me how a Lady should behave.”




      “First you need to prepare for your first night with your husband.” Beth glanced up and smiled slyly. She did not know it was Rachel’s second night. It had been months since she lay with her husband, and her memory of that night was fading. Yet she could remember the sweetness of his touch, the strength of his body, and how the passion flowed.




      “I have a chest full of night gowns to choose from. One my mother gave me that she never used.” Opening the chest, and pulling out the dark blue sheer gown, Rachel laid it on the bed that had been newly crafted by the ship’s carpenters. Rachel peered at Beth for acceptance. Beth shook her head, yes.




      “Let’s see what else you have in there. This looks about what you should wear, my lady.” She pulled a black silk sheer gown. “Did your mother give you this?”




      “Yes she received this as a present and never wore it. It came from Paris, from an admirer. She said that the courtesans wore this to entice their men.”




      Beth never asked to hear about the gown Rachel’s mother received as a present. Beth said it was always best to surprise a man. She knew how to satisfy a sailor because she had been married for ten years. Rachel thought it best to take her advice because she was really a child with no experience in such matters.




      Beth, an attractive woman of thirty, who had been married since she was twenty to the same man, but had no children. She had an ample body and was happy with her body and proud of it. And from the looks traded between her and her husband, Rachel could tell the passion was hot.




      After Robert settled his crew down and they sailed out of port, he returned to the captains’ room he had especially prepared for Rachel. Opening the large wooden door with its brass hinges, the sound made was ominous and creaking. Rachel had been sleeping waiting for Robert when he tried to ease into the bed.




      Rachel sat up. “You have changed your clothes. I did not see any clothes in your cabin that belong to you.”




      “I want you to have this room because it is the largest on the ship.”




      “No, that’s not what I meant. I thought we would share a room. My mother and father always slept together.” Rachel eyes questioned Robert.




      “I never want to be far from you, but I cannot wake you each time I am summoned on deck. When we arrive at the island, we will be with each other as much as you want, and when we arrive in England, I will assume my father’s responsibilities and I will no longer go to sea.”




      Robert moved close to the bed where Rachel was propped against a large pillow. She appeared to be a small child inside the large four poster bed made of the finest oak with cherubs carved into the head boards. “You are beautiful. Every time I lay eyes on you, my eyes are pleasantly surprised at your transformation. I can’t believe how matured you are.” He reached for her hand and lowering his head, kissed her hand. Then gazing upward at her, he said. “You don’t know how painful it was when we first made love.”




      “Do you mean because I was a virgin?”




      “No, because I knew you were young and an innocent girl. I should have treated you better. I felt ashamed after I left you, but I was tortured because I left you and you had to endure all that with Elizabeth. Please forgive me.”




      “I forgive you. I love you.” Rachel’s eyes flitted to Robert’s eyes and body.




      Robert moved her hand across her shoulder. His raised eyes met Rachel’s soft brown eyes. “Are you my lady?”




      “I am your lady and I will forever be your lady and your wife.”




      Robert eased his body beside Rachel in their marriage bed, sitting on his knees, which were planted in the soft bed; he crouched behind Rachel and gently moved her long black wavy silken hair. He planted a soft kiss on her neck, and then her shoulders. The heat from his lips warmed her, and now the room did not seem as cold and damp.




      Rachel turned to face Robert and their eyes locked with hunger. The love and desire they held for each other could not be denied or diminished. It had been months since they first lay together. It had been months since he held her in his arms. It had been months since he taste her clit, and he could not control himself from the anticipation, his body swell and burst with excitement.




      Rachel felt the heat of his body and she could not control herself and she helped him pull his night shirt over his head. His hard body was a thing of beauty with its bronze color and hard muscles glistening brightly like a polished statue.




      He disrobed across a half-naked Rachel, who was still shy until Robert bent over her and gave her a soft kiss on her full lips. Rachel’s lips parted and his hand parted her legs. She did not resist. Her legs weakened as his hands touched her folds, and she surrendered to his strong hard nature. He claimed his virgin, he claimed her love, and he claimed her soul.
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