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Dear Reader:

Shakir Rashaan continues his erotically charged journey in Legacy. The true practitioner of the BDSM culture in Atlanta’s Fetish community exposes the lifestyle of the Nubian Underworld through his characters.

Ramesses, his wife, Neferterri, and their submissives continue the ride by stepping up the pace in this follow-up to The Awakening. After inheriting the “Palace” from his mentor, Amenhotep, Ramesses names it NEBU and puts a plan into action to expand the tradition with compounds in other states. Readers witness from a collaring ceremony of a submissive to the highlights of a phone sex line. They experience the relationships of dominants and submissives, and their world of both pleasure and pain. It’s a breathtaking trip to the “dark side” that is unforgettable and full of surprises.

Be sure to check out Shakir’s next title in the series, Tempest, in which he expects to turn it up yet another notch.

    As always, thanks for supporting myself and the Strebor Books family. We strive to bring you the most cutting-edge, out-of-the-box material on the market. You can find me on Facebook @AuthorZane or you can email me at zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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Publisher

Strebor Books

www.simonandschuster.com
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To My Beloved,

United in battle, until death do we part…

Most men prefer a Queen, but I’m not most men, I prefer an Empress.

I love you.



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Man, I don’t know if you’re ready for what’s coming!

Well, on second thought, I think I have an idea with some of my readers and supporters, LOL!

Okay, let me get this part out of the way first. I got some things to say once I’m done.

This is (somewhat) a work of fiction. That means that some of this stuff was made up, and some of it includes players whose names have been changed to protect the (not so) innocent. (But you already knew that, remember THE AWAKENING?)

Trust me when I say that the next installment, TEMPEST, is already being polished up for its debut in December. I gotta keep it hotter with every page I write!

I’m starting to get a little deeper, bit by bit, piece by piece, into the Underworld of WIITWD, and I’ve tried to inspire new things as opposed to just kicking in the same old stuff. Now, for the mainstream “vanilla” folks, this second book might be more than what you can stand, but I promise you it will keep you enthralled and hot! For those that are in the know, you know that I’ve only scratched the surface, and as the layers are peeled away, you’ll love where I’m going with this series.

I used the last book to thank all the folks who really have been in my corner, my family, my friends in and out of the BDSM lifestyle, so I’m taking this opportunity to thank a whole gang of folks who I couldn’t get to the last time around, m’kay?

To my literary “wife,” N’Tyse, thank you for being my guide in this literary journey, and helping me make the right moves in this industry. Love you, baby!!!

To Zane and Charmaine, the success that I have been able to garner would not have been possible had you not given the thumbs-up and said that this series had potential to do big things. I hope to continue to give you quality projects in a way that only I can bring!

To the reviewers who gave my books a chance: Orsayor Simmons and Book Referees, Johnathan Royal and Books, Beauty and Stuff, Tiffany Tyler and Tiffany Talks Books, OOSA Online Book Club, Michelle Monkou and USA Today’s Happy Ever After, and a host of others through the years that read the book and saw the potential and the quality and gave unbiased reviews, thank you so much for helping me grow as a writer and building a relationship with you. I hope to continue giving you books you can brag about to your readers.

To my die-hard readers and supporters, I know there’s a LOT more of you with the success of The Awakening, but a special thanks goes out to Nikki Cohen, Alexandrea Ward, Joanne Holah, Sophie Sealy, Antoinette Lakey, Areya Branxton-Chase and Latoya Sanlin, the ladies who have been helping me and my Beloved run the Temples of NEBU Facebook group. Thank you for helping me build my brand while I continue to enhance the “Shakir Experience” and expand the “NEBU Universe” for readers and supporters, new and old alike. I would be remiss if I didn’t say thank you to you all.

As usual, I know I’m missing a whole gang of folks, so just do me a favor and insert your name in this next statement:

I’d like to thank ____________________ for the support and love. I hope to continue to put books out that you will want to tell your friends and family about.

Thank you again, and enjoy Legacy.
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The best legacy I can leave my children is free speech, and the example of using it.

—Sir Phillip Sidney



INTRODUCTION

Welcome back, folks, I hope you enjoyed the initial exploration into the Nubian Underworld. I had good time showing you how things can go, good and bad, while educating and titillating. It’s what I do!

If you thought The Awakening was a fun ride, wait until you see what I have in store for you with Legacy.

When I last left you at the end of The Awakening, there was an inner circle present in Dubai to witness the union of my Mentor Amenhotep and His slave paka as husband and wife. You also witnessed some relationships solidify, while others have been regretfully and painfully broken.

Side note: if you’re getting ready to read Legacy right now and you haven’t read The Awakening yet, you might wanna put Legacy down and read The Awakening first, or you won’t know what the hell I’m talking about.

So, now that we’re all back in the States, I guess we’ve all tried to get back to some semblance of normalcy. Our newest submissive’s name has changed, having gone through the consideration period with Neferterri and me. Kitana is now sajira. Her husband, Ice, is still going through the process with his Domina, Mistress Sinsual. My home boy, Jay, has gotten together with my now former “concubine,” Candy, which I can’t be too mad about. Besides, Candy will always be “Daddy’s girl,” of course. There are some other additions on the horizon as well, but you’ll have to read on to find out what may come up.

Neferterri is also breaking in a new male submissive as well, Damian. It has been a very interesting six months indeed.

Neferterri and I have inherited the Palace and what would amount to a small fortune from Amenhotep to take care of the live-in slaves and upkeep of the estate. It has given us the ability to take care of some family matters with the kids and some business ventures as well, including Liquid Paradise. Life is good, definitely, and it has my Beloved and I looking to do some really big things coming into the New Year. When you have millions of dollars to invest and make work for you, the sky is the limit. I’m wondering if my Mentor will like the new additions to the estate and the grounds.

I thought I would allow our little one her own voice, as part of her personal growth with us. Throughout this particular series, starting with Legacy and perhaps beyond, she’ll be able to tell her story, if she’s a good girl.

Now, to give you a premise for the book you’re about to read now, Legacy.

With Amenhotep gone from the local POC scene, a transition begins, and everyone in the community is trying to get used to the idea of the power shift within the Atlanta BDSM POC community. Some were okay with it, others obviously not, but that’s how the scene goes sometimes. I made sure to stay aware of whatever might arise and that no one tried to slip in and try to throw a monkey wrench in the plans I had. What plans might those be? Well, I guess you’ll have to find out, won’t you?

In the meantime, I need to leave you now. I have a few business ventures I need to check on and a collaring ceremony to prepare for.

Oh, I’m betting you’re wondering about the phone call I got in Dubai. Well, you’ll have to read on to find out what that was all about.

Enjoy the ride. I know I will.



SPECIAL NOTE TO READERS

The grammatical errors that you might see in dialogue are not oversights, as it is the popular text and reverence used in some facets of the BDSM world.



PROLOGUE [image: Images] RAMESSES

“So, how did You enjoy Your time in Dubai, youngster?”

Under normal circumstances, a phone call at 7:00 a.m. wouldn’t have bothered me, but coming home and suffering serious jet lag from the near fifteen-hour flight made this phone call something of a cruel joke Amenhotep was playing on me.

With the way I felt, I was in desperate need of a vacation from our vacation. We’d spent nearly a week in paradise, one of the most unique and luxurious locales on the planet while celebrating His and paka’s nuptials, and here He was sounding bright-eyed and bushy-tailed like the flight time never had one ounce of an effect on Him.

I looked at the phone, trying my best to match His energy, realizing quickly that I wouldn’t come close to meeting Him halfway. “Dubai was wonderful, and that’s putting it mildly, Sir.” I did my best to clear up the grogginess in my voice before I spoke again. My voice sounded like I’d gargled with broken glass. “I feel so drained right now. If I were working for someone else, I would be calling in sick. Why are You calling so early in the morning anyway, Sir? Is something wrong?”

“Well, to answer Your question, we have business to take care of, kid.” He sounded as serious as a heart attack as His voice carried through the air waves and into my ears. “Oh, and You are working for someone else…You’re working for Me, now.”

His trademark chuckle made me want to vomit. He couldn’t be serious about trying to get back to business now, could He?

“Come on, Sir? Give Me twenty-four hours to recover, veg out on the couch and enjoy the children, anything other than working the next morning after we’d gotten off the plane?” I hated sounding like a freaking teenager trying to beg his father for more time to be lazy, but I really needed some time to be lazy. Neferterri was soundly sleeping next to me, completely oblivious to the conversation I was having with Him.

Why in the hell did I have to be a light sleeper?

The laughter over the phone after I made my plea gave me the distinct impression that my request would not be honored. “See, that’s the problem with you young folks. By now, I would have taken care of the things that we need to take care of before lunch. Are You getting soft on Me already, youngster?”

I sat up after hearing that question. “Not by a long shot, old man, but I have to wonder how in the world You’re able to be so fucking hyper when You took the same flight we took to get back home?”

“Clean living, You should try it sometime.” His voice never lost its energy. Slowly and surely, it began to breathe life into me, providing the necessary adrenaline rush to lift from the bed and shuffle into the bathroom to begin freshening up. “In order to be great, You have to leave Your mark. Are You ready to leave Your mark, Ramesses?”

He appealed to my ego with that question. He knew full well I was ready to leave my mark, and I was ready to do it in a big way. I had been plotting and planning ever since the conversation we had in Dubai one night, when everything was set in motion:

“I’m ready to do this, Sir. The shock has worn off. It’s My time, now.”

“Is that right, Ramesses? Do You think You’re ready to take things to the next level?”

“I wouldn’t be here talking with You if I wasn’t ready to take things to the next level. The question is, are You ready for what the next level is?”

“Youngster, I’ve been waiting for You for the past few years to figure out when You were ready. I have the means for You to do what needs to be done, and You have the energy and drive

to make it all happen. The way I see it, it’s a win-win proposition for everyone involved.”

“So, why are we here talking when we can be laying the groundwork so I can hit the ground running when we get back? You know the expansion plans I’ve wanted to execute for some time now.”

“The answer to Your question comes with its own question, Ramesses. The plans for the Palace are only the tip of the iceberg. There’s something else I need You to do for Me. This is big, probably bigger than any plans You might have for the Palace.”

“I haven’t refused You before, what makes You think I’m backing down from this request?”

“The request I am making of You, Sir, will require You to do something that I don’t know if You’re going to be willing to do.”

“Stop speaking in riddles and get to the point, Sir. You know I don’t do the cloak-and-dagger nonsense. Spit it out.”

“In order for You to accomplish the expansion plans that You have in mind, You’re going to have to have two individuals to help with those plans. They haven’t spoken to each other in nearly a decade, and despite My efforts, they have yet to reach an accord. Where I have failed, perhaps You might succeed. It’s the only way Your ultimate plans will come to fruition.”

“If it’s the two people that I think You’re talking about, Sir, I might as well scrap the plans now.”

“Don’t be so quick to scrap what has been laid out for You, Ramesses. You and I both know things happen for a reason.”

“I’m dying to know what the reason is for this one.”

“Only time will tell, My old friend…only time will tell.”

“You haven’t answered My question, kid,” Amenhotep’s voice sliced through my thoughts. “Are You ready to leave Your mark?”

What He asked for was the impossible. A decade of non communication and animosity, and I was supposed to diffuse that in the course of months? If He couldn’t do it, what made Him think I would be able to do it?

Yes, I have an ego bigger than the great state of Texas, but even I have my limitations. On the one hand, what He was asking for was next to impossible, but on the other hand, if I had the right leverage, I might have the ability to do something my Mentor wasn’t able to do. The end game was too seductive to resist.

“I’m ready, Sir,” I answered. “And I already have a plan in mind.”



ONE [image: Images] SAJIRA

The headset I wore felt like it had become a chain, weighing me down against my will. Thanks to my Daddy, I hadn’t minded chains much anymore. What had begun as fun, sitting on the phone at home and talking dirty to anonymous men, knowing I was getting them off with a slutty voice and filthy language, had fallen into a mundane pattern.

The monotony started when I started spending most of my time screaming, “Oh yeah, baby, fuck me in my ass” to men whose wives or girlfriends refused to satisfy their fantasy of anal sex, and quite frankly, I didn’t get it. I absolutely enjoyed it, especially with my Daddy. Damn, I got chills thinking about it.

Oh, and let’s not forget the “hetero-flexible” men, either. All they ever wanted to talk about was fucking guys who looked like girls, so, on those calls, I pitched my voice deep and pretended to be a horny transvestite, and even with this variation, I still spent most of the time screaming, “Oh yeah, your cock is so big up my ass, baby.”

Yeah, right. At least I could take pride in the fact that I could manipulate my voice to be whatever they needed me to be. While it was a lot of fun doing that, it became its own problem to maintain the motivation.

Okay, before you go there and tell them I’ve been a bad girl, my Daddy and my Goddess know about the side gig. In fact, they encouraged it as part of my slut training. In their minds, it was a welcome contrast in style to my accounting career during the day. So, before you think about going to tell on me, I figured I needed to drop that bit of information on you. Besides, they’ll only look at you like you’re nuts for telling them what they already know.

Believe me, they…know…everything.

Anyway, there’s one caller, we’ll call him “George.” His calls were probably the only calls I actually dreaded, and he called at least once a night, sometimes it would be six or seven times a night, and it was sick and repetitive what he wanted to talk about. The funny thing was he always wanted to try and dominate me, be his little bitch.

Only one man had that power over me, and it’s not my husband.

It was easy to get him riled up whenever he tried that mess with me. Neferterri always told me guys like that usually had no power in their own lives, so they used a chat line or phone sex line to regain some sort of balance. It was pathetic, in my opinion, but sometimes you had to do what you had to do to get by. I was glad I didn’t have to do it.

I was daydreaming about Neferterri when the beep came over my line again. It was so vivid, I had trouble getting into character. “This is Tina, your sex goddess. Can I verify that you are over eighteen, please, before we continue this phone call?”

“Don’t worry, Tina,” the caller said. “I think I more than qualify.”

The caller had a deep voice, but it was soft also, possessing a hint of ruffneck around the edges. It seemed to travel over the phone line and almost invaded every one of my senses, like he was in the room with me. I didn’t pay it much attention, though. All I worried about was finishing this call as soon as possible, so I could get some rest before my husband came home from work.

“Hello, caller, may I have your name, please?” I asked.

“No, Tina, you may not.” The silky-smooth, masculine voice was so sexy it always had me wondering if there was a body to match every time he called. His answer still perturbed me, nearly pissing me off because he wouldn’t participate in the burgeoning fantasy playing out in my mind. I wanted to give him his money’s worth, but he was fucking up a wet dream in the making.

“So, what shall I call you, sir?” I asked again, sticking to the script when dealing with assholes that wanted to play a role. God, all he had to do was play along and we could both get off.

“I think you have figured it out,” he answered. The enigmatic tone in his voice intrigued me and repulsed me at the same time.

“You want me to call you ‘sir’?” I questioned. I tried to keep my wits about me, but this guy was turning me off by the second. I was going to have to pull an Academy Award-winning performance with this one.

“That’s right, Tina, I want you to call me ‘sir.’ How old are you, Tina, and tell me the truth; I will know if you don’t.” He was insistent, almost controlling, as he inquired.

In truth, I couldn’t call him a mystery, or even a stranger, for that matter. He had been calling for about the past month or so, and he always called me on the same days, but not often enough to where I could figure out when he was calling so that I could be prepared for his call. Sometimes the calls would be hot as hell, to the point to where I needed to masturbate again between calls. Other times, it would be a test of my patience before he finally got off. But it seemed as if he was doing enough to keep me interested and repulsed at the same time.

But, whatever, it’s not like this dude had a polygraph over the phone or something. “I’m nine…”

“The truth, Tina, you are never supposed to tell me anything but the truth,” he demanded. “I can hear the maturity in your voice; you’re older than nineteen.”

“I’m twenty-three, sir.” I lied anyway, this time a little more demurely to keep up the façade of my “submission” to him. I didn’t care who the person was, the one thing I never do, and what the company that I work for requires, is to give my real name, age, or location.

“And what is your real name, Tina?” he asked. I noticed more aggression in his voice this time. I swear this guy wouldn’t quit. I didn’t care how turned on I was with him in the past, I was two seconds shy of disconnecting the line, but not before I milked him for what he was worth.

“I’m sorry, sir?”

“Your real name, bitch…now!”

“It’s Melissa, sir,” I snapped as the fake name rolled off my tongue like it was my real name. Yeah, I was really going to tell him my real name; who the hell was he kidding? He had me mixed up with another clueless bitch or something. He wouldn’t know if I was lying or telling the truth anyway; I was on a secured line. Daddy made sure of it before I started working.

“Melissa, I understand, not exactly a sexy name. I’ll call you Calypso instead. Will you be my Calypso?” His voice deepened.

At last, I was relieved, some type fantasy, someone I could “be” for this jackass. “Certainly, sir, I’ll be your Calypso.”

“Do you live alone, Calypso? Remember, tell the truth.”

“No sir, I don’t.” I blew out air in frustration, muting my headset to keep him from hearing it. This dude was getting too personal. I should have hung up the phone then, but this was more of a power play now, and he was not about to get the best of me.

“Who do you live with, Calypso?”

“I live with my boyfriend, sir.”

“And is he good to you; does he take good care of you? Does he turn you on?”

“Sir?” I asked. I didn’t want to engage in unnecessary drivel, but I was gonna get my money out of him. Thank goodness it was almost time for me to get off work anyway, otherwise, I would have cut his ass a long time ago.

“This is my time, Calypso. Never give me anything but your full attention during my time.” The tone in his voice tried to give me the idea he wanted to get rough with me.

“Yes sir.” I couldn’t argue with him, nor did I want to. He was right after all, it was his time…and his dime. “I’m yours for as long as you like.”

“Calypso, does your boyfriend take care of you?”

“No sir, he…well, he can barely hold down a job.”

“And does he turn you on?”

“No sir, mostly he bores me.” I knew full well I was getting satisfied on a lot of levels, but he didn’t need to know all of that information. All I needed was another ten minutes with him and I would have gotten my c-note out of him for the night.

“What turns you on, Calypso?”

“Ummm…” The “shy girl” persona kicked in now; my eyes watching the clock the entire time.

“Does this job do it for you?” he asked with contempt.

“No sir, nothing really does anymore.” I was mentally done with him, now. My body didn’t even want to respond to anything he said. I wanted to say, “You don’t do it for me,” but I knew that wouldn’t help matters for getting the money out of him I wanted.

“Mmmmmm, I’m sure we can find something, Calypso.” I imagined the smirk on his face as he mumbled those words.

“Yes sir, I’m sure.” I was ad-libbing now, preparing to launch into my “fuck me up the ass” persona because this guy was boring me to tears.

“Don’t patronize me, Calypso. I want you, but I want you willing, and I want you mine, completely mine. I’m not interested in your professional self, your phone self. I want you, Calypso; do you understand that?”

“Yes sir.” I was surprised at my response. It felt almost like enthusiasm for a moment. I heard him getting excited, which meant I could milk him some more. That got me wet, releasing my inner slut.

“That’s better, pet. Now tell me what you look like for real. I want you to stand in front of a mirror and tell me what you see.”

I knew from his tone he was serious, but I was snug in my bed and horny. There wasn’t a force on earth that could get me out of bed…well, that’s not entirely accurate.

“Well, I’m about five feet seven inches, reddish-brown hair, light-green eyes…”

“What is your body like, my dear?”

“Well, it’s not perfect; I could lose about fifteen pounds, but it is not bad, either. I have forty-four-inch hips, a thirty-two-inch waist, and I measure 38C at the bust.”

It’s amazing what you could come up with when money was a motivating factor. I actually got wetter by the minute, feeding into the role play as the time ticked away. My body looked nothing like the way I described, but I went with what the customer might like, and it’s what seemed to work for him.

“Do you understand you are mine?”

Oh yeah, I understood. I was “his,” even if this was the one time I would speak to him tonight because he would never get a whiff of me…I was “his.”

Until he began having conversations with the dial tone after I hung up.

“Yes sir, I understand. I am yours.”

“Then put your hand down your pants and play with your pussy.”

I hesitated a moment and considered my options. By then, thoughts of Ramesses invaded my mind, and I heard his voice in my head, replacing the one in my ear. My legs slowly parted, and at my Daddy’s commands in my ear, I started playing with my clit. I got quiet for a minute, almost forgetting I was on the line with my wannabe domi-not.

“Calypso,” he growled softly. “you are mine, period. Now put your hands down your pants and play with your pretty pussy.”

I don’t think he understood what was going on, and I didn’t care. The only voice in my head was Daddy’s and my fingers worked their magic like they had other forces controlling them. My fingers felt the slick wetness as I slowly slipped into my own private mind fuck.

“I want you to rub it very slowly in a circular motion,” he told me. I still ignored him, giving out some moans for his benefit, but playing the tune only my Goddess could understand. I felt the softness of my Goddess’ hand caressing my skin. He could have called me everything but a child of God and I would have cared less.

I followed his “directions,” feeling the satin wetness of my now dripping lips. I let out a soft sigh. God, it felt so damn good.

“Calypso, does it feel good?”

“Mmmm-hmmm…”

“You will address me as SIR and speak with words and not sounds, Calypso. Does it feel good?”

“Yes sir, it feels incredible, sir.” I rushed through the response. It didn’t matter what he said to me anymore; he was a pending footnote in the story of my growing orgasm. I was on automatic, taking out a dildo to feel something inside me to get me over the edge. I needed my husband to come home at that exact moment, so I could fuck his brains out.

“That’s better, my dear. Do you think you can come for me, Calypso?”

“Yes sir, I think I can come for you.”

“Don’t, baby, enjoy it. Keep it on the edge.”

“But sir…I want to come so badly.”

“Calypso, we agreed you are mine, and as such, you will not come!!!!!!”

“Yes sir,” I told him over the phone, but I hovered over my clit, enjoying the sensations, the energy that pulsated from it.

“Calypso, what is your phone number?”

“757-215-7731, sir.” I may have been in orgasmic bliss, but I was not stupid. My Goddess taught me well.

“What city do you live in, Calypso?”

“Norfolk, sir, I live in Norfolk, Virginia.”

“Very good, now, stop.”

Hell no, I wasn’t going to stop. My hands were working at a feverish pace by then, and I was just about to come when…

“Calypso…”

“Sir?”

“I’ll be coming for you soon.” His tone chilled me. It wasn’t the “oh baby, I’m about to come” type of phrase, but something that stopped me in mid-stroke.

Before I could respond, the line went dead.
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“So, let Me get this straight, so I don’t have this mixed up. We’re going public with the Palace?”

I looked into my husband’s eyes as we walked into the currently constructed home soon to replace the house we were in the process of renting out to family members.

“No, babe, we’re not exactly going public; it’s more like, semi-public,” Ramesses answered, taking in the larger space we would soon be moving into. “There are some rules to this new idea I have. In fact, if it works, we may very well be duplicating this idea in different parts of the country.”

I hated when he pulled the secrecy nonsense with me. Ever since Amenhotep left, my husband had been more engaged into the comings and goings within the Atlanta BDSM community, and that’s saying a lot, considering we were already “plugged in” to begin with. But then again, considering that we’re both entrepreneurs now, instead of working in Corporate America full time, some priorities could be readjusted and balances could be struck. During the day, since the kids were in school, it’s easy to get some marketing and other business conducted. I managed to talk both my mother and my mother-in-law into retiring from their jobs and share the responsibility of taking the kids to their respective extracurricular activities, for operating expenses and “mad money,” so to speak. They were more than happy to take retirement and use the money we were giving them to do with what they wanted.

I got used to the idea of having a lot of businesses to handle. We had begun the process of opening a daycare center, a mail center, and we expanded my husband’s photography studio to include not only commercial work for his former apprentice, but to open the possibilities for doing fetish work also. Combine that with Liquid Paradise, and now the idea of turning the Palace into a “bondage ranch” type of compound started to get my juices flowing.

There would definitely not be a dull moment, that’s for sure, and all of it had been bankrolled, thanks to Amenhotep wanting to make sure that His extended family was taken care of. Not to mention, making more money for Him. After all, He was a businessman above all else.

The other idea I had to get used to was enjoying our submissives, without the time constraints that working a normal nine-to-five demanded. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed both our girls when they were in our care and charge. But there was something different about the interaction that sajira and I had. It felt deeper somehow, like we’d done this dance before some time ago, and I don’t mean a few years, either. All I knew was it was going to be an interesting ride, to say the least.

Damian, on the other hand, was a little easier to figure out. With him, everything seemed to ebb and flow so smoothly between us, and he was definitely picking up on my patterns and tastes quite nicely, indeed.

Despite all of the positive things that were happening, I really missed my shamise. She would really flourish in this new atmosphere.

But for now, I needed a few answers from my husband regarding the plans for the Palace since that was the one business that I had the least amount of “hands on” direct contact with, just as he allowed me to run Liquid the way I saw fit while choosing to remain a silent partner. I trusted the decisions and vision, but I was a nosey bitch, so sue me.

“So what are these new rules You had in mind?” I tried to refocus a little bit before my mind wandered to places I didn’t need to be at that exact moment.

“Cell phones will be checked at the gate, and no cameras, for starters,” Ramesses stated, and I saw the gears turning in his mind, as if he were doing the usual mental checklist. “The security detail will tell the concierges of any messages that are left on the cell phones, and they will then pass the message to the member. Cell phones will be tagged with the member’s name, or pseudonym. Dom will head up the detail, as well as the security firm that I’m creating.”

Did he say security firm? That detail wasn’t lost on me, but I didn’t expect him to head into that direction. “Wait a minute; what’s this talk about a security firm?”

Ramesses smiled. “I’m planning on talking Dom into retirement.”

“I’d love to be a fly on the wall of that conversation.” I tried to stifle a giggle, forcing myself to stay involved with the conversation instead, resisting the urge to make comedic remarks. “I thought he was all in with the force? Isn’t he a detective now?”

Ramesses smirked before puffing out his cheeks, trying to resemble Marlon Brando in The Godfather. “I’m going to make him an offer he can’t refuse,” he stated as he mimicked the fictional Don Corleone. “But You shouldn’t worry about such things, Beloved. Before it’s over, I’ll have what I want.”

I couldn’t stop laughing at his attempt to be theatrical as I started making my own to-do list in my head in case he missed anything. “What else?”

“Rather than do any real advertising online or going through publications, we’re going to go back to word-of-mouth building of clientele. We can’t let it get too far out of hand, or we’ll end up with a faction we don’t want, and they’ll screw it up for the rest of us,” he continued. “I’m also thinking of setting up charter members and a council to handle legal issues and rules violations, etcetera. Of course, it would consist of a few of the regular members in its charter stage, and after the first year, elected council members will serve on the council. I was thinking of Mistress Sinsual, Mistress Blaze, Master Altar, and You and I, and one of the more trusted submissives to round out the six-member council. Also, having people in charge of the membership dues as well as executing penalties for violating nondisclosure agreements. If You name it, we need to have it executed. I want to make sure we have the bases covered so we don’t get burned.”

“Okay, I’m with You so far, baby.” I continued scribbling away in shorthand, making other mental notes, thinking of the other things we need to do to duplicate a lot of the safeguards we had in place at Liquid. “Is there anything else? Are we keeping the operating hours for the weekend?”

“Yes, and I want to hire kink-friendly people to work the weekends, at a worthwhile rate, of course. I was also thinking we could get with the bondage manufacturers to send reps in to sell their products, do product demos, with those members willing to do the demos in exchange for a discounted rate on their membership dues for the month.” He kept rattling the information off at a steady pace. I looked on as he continued assessing the details in his photographic memory. “The dues, I want to keep at a moderate rate, at least for now, because we don’t want to alienate anyone who might want to enjoy the Palace. But if membership starts to rise a bit, we’ll have to make a decision on crowd control. We don’t want this thing to get too big, to where we draw too much attention.”

“But if we get too big, then what about extra accommodations at a hotel nearby or something like that? Perhaps we can negotiate a rate or something?” I asked. The way things were at the Palace right now, a small contingent could stay overnight. But what happened if the Palace couldn’t hold everyone that wanted to stay?

“Well, Beloved, since we currently have a good three hundred acres to mess around with, I’ve been a bit busy with an expansion project to get things in motion.” Ramesses smirked. “Actually, to be correct, I have a few projects going on simultaneously out there right now. Once we’re done making sure this house is squared away, We can go by there so You can see what’s going on, if You’d like?”

“Wait a minute; did You say expansion?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes, darling, expansion.” He gave me a look that shut me down. I enjoyed being a Domina, but sometimes, that look kept me balanced, I swear. “I’ve already sent the plans out to Amenhotep, if You’re wondering, babe. I don’t do much without Him knowing about it, especially when it comes to His properties.”

Actually, that wasn’t exactly what was on my mind, but Amenhotep was old school. One of the things about the Palace He liked was the fact that, despite its size, it was still somewhat humble and quaint in His eyes, and He also liked that it didn’t draw too much attention to itself, despite its ominous size. I was worried that perhaps the semi-publicity might be a little upsetting to Him.

I decided to wait until we actually got to the Palace before I made any more assumptions. Besides, I might have liked what I saw and taken things to the next level myself.

[image: Images]

It was absolutely breathtaking…

Seeing all the construction around the Palace was absolutely breathtaking, and yet overwhelming at the same time. I saw several buildings in a bed-and-breakfast-style architecture laid out in a strategic manner.

After touring the finished house, I took inventory of the how the rest of the buildings would be laid out: none of the houses would be more than two floors in height, and lavishly constructed with a common area and five to seven rooms on the ground floor, and ten more rooms on the second floor per building.

In all, Ramesses had gotten permits for thirteen houses, about 200-plus rooms on the grounds in total.

This resembled more and more a compound than an estate, and I wondered if it was what Ramesses had in mind when he began these projects. He said before that he was thinking big, but I had no idea. But, this was his baby, his business venture, and I was content he was moving in the proper direction.

We finally got to the main building, and I was relieved to see that it had remained unscathed. There were no scaffolds around it or anything. I was relieved that Ramesses had no intentions of making any changes. We got out of the car and began to walk around the buildings closest to the main building.

“So, what do You think?” He stood with me in front of the completed housing, gauging my response to his question.

“I’m speechless,” I admitted. The grounds were absolutely gorgeous. “Can any of the buildings be seen from the street?”

“No, I made sure they were strategically placed within the landscaping and the woods as well. The only way someone will be able to see anything would be by helicopter.” He stroked his beard for a moment, snapping out of it when he realized he had one last thing on his mind. “The only thing the place needs is a new name.”

“What name did You have in mind?” I asked him. “I’m assuming it’s got a meaning, knowing You.”
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