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"The course of true love never did run smooth."

William Shakespeare

A Midsummer Night's Dream

A Standalone enemy to lovers' romance.

Young and beautiful Cleo Bernardo is the daughter of Don Mataeo D'Mato Bernardo, a notorious drug lord and the sure path to bringing down the drug lord. Eric Collins, her Dom, a man she trusts and believes she loves, will deceive her, tearing her heart asunder.

Only twenty, she has been preened and schooled by a BDSM Dom to be the submissive wife of one of her father's competitor's sons, Roberto Rivera. It's how the drug world keeps the peace, arranged marriages, between the clans to avoid a war.

Cleo is a prime commodity, a delusional princess, ready to reign with Roberto and rule the notorious drug empire.

Call it a perverted Camelot that these drug lords have created. It is a society of sweet evil delusions, one that Eric Collins, a man with a vendetta, is determined to destroy. Eric Collins has carried out the most grievous deceit, becoming her Dom, stripping away her innocence. He's an undercover ATF agent.

He believes that revenge can be sweet. However, his training never taught him how to not fall in love with the enemy's daughter.

****18 and over. Graphic sex, spanking, strong language, and situations. If any of the content offends you or is a trigger, this is not the story for you. ****

“The course of true love never did run smooth.”

William Shakespeare

A Midsummer Night’s Dream

Sweet, Evil Delusions
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Cleo Bernardo knelt at the feet of her Dom. “Sir, may I use the bathroom?”

Eduardo Alvera, a Dom, chosen to school Cleo and ready her for marriage, smiled down at the stunning auburn-haired young woman at his feet. “Of course, my pet.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she said just above a whisper.

“Cleo, please, speak up. You are to be engaged, my dear, and I expect you to come out of that damn shell of yours.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said louder, grinning seductively up at her Dom.

“That’s better. Now you may go to the toilet and relieve yourself. Our session is over for today, and you may relax and shower. Please read up on the pleasures of a man. You must be able to please your intended. He is forbidden to take your virginity until marriage, but you are expected to please him in other ways. You may, my dear, suck his cock. It will be expected of you.”

“Sir, you said I was very good,” she said, lowering her head and giving him a sly side look. “Why must I keep reading and reading.”

He stopped her as he rubbed his crotch. “My pet, then perhaps we need a session?”

“Maybe,” she whispered, looking up at him and fluttering her eyelashes.

He unzipped the leather pants he wore and released his rigid cock. “Show me how a proper wife services her husband.”

She didn’t hesitate as she sucked him down her throat. With all the expertise she could muster, she began licking and sucking him. Her fingers kneaded his balls as she ran her tongue down and over them. 

His hand was now behind her head. “You’ve learned well,” he said as he inhaled. “So good,” he added.

Cleo took him deep, gagging as she swallowed him and tasted his warm release on her tongue.”

“Such a good, girl,” her Dom lauded her. “You will make Roberto very happy.”

As she stood, she licked her lips and smiled. “Now, may I know go to the bathroom?”

“Yes, my pet. However, tonight, we may need another session.”

“Yes, Sire, I think we do,” she said, acting innocent and submissive, lowering her eyes.

Cleo's body rumbled with excitement whenever he called for a session later that evening. That meant a few hours of training, as he demonstrated the many ways her husband could pleasure her. Cleo was sure to come several times during the evening sessions. “I look forward to our session tonight.”

Eduardo grabbed her and kissed her, his tongue entwining with hers. She melted in his embrace and wondered if Roberto could kiss like her Dom. She imagined all men could kiss like Eduardo. She also believed that all men of a similar age were as sleek and fit as Eduardo. Roberto was young, handsome, and his body rugged. Cleo thought Roberto was the man of her dreams. Yet, he never entered her dreams because Eduardo dominated them. 

Cleo Bernardo was twenty years old and the daughter of Don Mataeo D’Mato Bernardo, head of one of the largest and deadliest drug cartels in South America. 

It was hard to locate the Mataeo family because they owned villas and estates in Columbia, Ecuador, Rio, and Chile. 

She spent her days training with her Dom to be a proper submissive wife. When she was eleven years old and began menstruating, her training began. Cleo was a virgin and would be until she was married to the son of another powerful drug lord.

It was her fate and her duty. Cleo never questioned her future, nor did she rebel against being trained as a submissive woman.

Cleo was homeschooled by private tutors and never tasted the outside world. Before her lovely mother passed away, she asked her if she’d been brought up the same way.

“Cleo, I was poor and went to public schools. Back in Brooklyn, in the United States. After I met your father, I understood how a proper wife acted. Your father had your two brothers taught here on the estate, and then they trained in your father’s business. You, Cleo, will marry, and the match will benefit the family.”

Cleo accepted her situation and her destiny and legacy. She’d been taught never to ask too many questions.

Cleo never questioned who she was, the daughter of Don Mataeo D’Mato Bernardo, because power and money ruled the world. She had long auburn hair, big, amber-colored eyes, and olive skin. She was Italian and South American bred. The combination created beauty that was hard to resist.

Her training for today was over. But she’d see Eduardo tonight. Afterward, she’d sleep with him until early morning, and then he’d carry her to her suite of rooms, tuck her in her bed and leave.

Without his warm body next to hers, Cleo pushed aside the feeling of emptiness. She assumed her husband would take Eduardo’s place in everything, including that special place in her heart for Eduardo. 

She noticed that the last few months he’d been having her come to him after dinner, then she’d stay with him through the night. He explained that soon, she’d be sleeping with a man, and he wanted her to be comfortable with another body in her bed. Cleo never questioned his motives. She began to crave his body next to hers as she slept. 

She returned to her room, relieved herself, and took a shower. Today her Dom seemed preoccupied. It was unlike him not to make her smile and show her body how she could experience pleasure.

An attractive man, Eduardo Alvarez, stood tall, over six feet, with dark brown hair and wide blue eyes. Ecuadorian, with Irish heritage, the mix was devastatingly handsome, and training with him the last year had been for Cleo, more than satisfying. She was glad to be rid of her old Dom, who was dull, not hands-on, and not very domineering, Eduardo on the other hand, had her running to her training classes. 

As she rested on her bed, her maid Ana knocked on the door. “Miss Cleo, three dozen roses are here for you from Roberto Cico Rivera. He has been courting you. These are quite beautiful, mistress.”

Cleo sat up and reached for the three long white boxes ribboned in black satin. She remembered Roberto because he was tall and incredibly handsome and also the son of Rivera, the most notorious and wealthy Lord in Rio. Marrying him would be a perfect liaison for her and her family. She also remembered how bold he’d been, kissing her in the darkness of his father’s estate gardens. He then had pushed his hands beneath her dress and fingered her until she came. Her orgasm drenched his hand. “Bella,” he’d whispered into her ear. “So good, Cleo.” He then removed his fingers from her and licked them clean. 

That experience still got her wet when she thought about how good he was at making her climax. Roberto would be a good catch, and it would be a good match for her. Roberto excited her.

She read the note attached to the flowers.

My beauty, I think of you night and day. I long to take your virginity and make you my wife. I do not doubt that you will be a proper wife, submissive in all ways. We will be very happy, sweet, Cleo, I know that.

Then another knock sounded at her door. “Cleo, may I come in?” it was her father.

“Yes, Papa.”

Still suave and handsome, her father entered and sat beside her. “I see you have more flowers from Roberto.”

“Yes, he wants me, Papa, and I want him. I would be a perfect wife for him.”

“Yes, my dear, perfect. I’ve talked with your Dom, and he said you are ready to be a good wife.”

“I am ready, Papa, after all, I am twenty, and for nine years, I have been taught how to be a good wife.”

He gave her a warm smile. “I have your sister, and she is fifteen now, and finally, she has a show of blood. It’s time for her training.”

Cleo nodded. Since her mother’s death, Cleo had taken over as her younger sister’s keeper. With no mother for the young girl to cleave to, Cleo became a sister-mother to the young girl. But now Cleo wanted a life and children of her own; Florenda, her sister, would begin training the day after Cleo’s marriage and Cleo chose to block that reality from her mind. Florenda was fifteen and a late bloomer. She’d just started to menstruate. 

“I met with Roberto’s father already, Danabra Cico Rivera. We have already discussed the marriage terms. He has agreed that you are perfect for his son.”

“Oh Papa, thank you!” she said, her voice full of happiness.

“Cleo, Roberto feels the same, so this weekend will be the engagement celebration. It is already in the works. It will be a huge celebration!”

“Thank you, Papa!” she squealed.

Her father left and sent in her maid, who Cleo could see was smiling and brimming with information.

Cleo was thrilled. It was time to leave the nest and have her own life. Her maid came running in. “Miss Cleo, your Papa is having a party!”

Cleo smiled. It was finally happening; she was getting married. This is what she had been trained for and preened for since she was eleven. 

“Ana, we need to set up a shopping trip. I’ll need a new dress for this celebration, and please call my hairdresser. She must be on standby.”

Ana left Cleo and Cleo locked the door behind her. She took out the large vibrator, and with Roberto on her mind, she flipped the switch and began running it over her clit. 

But then the face of Eduardo, her Dom, pushed Roberto’s image aside, and her Dom’s face ruled her fantasy. She used the vibrator like he’d shown her numerous times and came, her body rocking with release.

Since Eduardo took over her training, he encouraged her to masturbate. He said that once a woman had an orgasm, she’d be able to recognize it and tell her husband what she needed. However, the first time he used a vibrator and his mouth on Cleo, she cried out, her body rumbling with pleasure, and she came quickly. 

Eduardo assured her that Roberto would be just as trained as she was, and they’d be a great match. Her excitement level was off the charts. She couldn’t wait to see Roberto.

However, as the reality of her impending marriage came closer, her feelings for Eduardo would become a problem. She’d miss him. The last year, he was the only man she knew and desired. Tonight, she’d see if her feelings with her Dom would transfer to Roberto. They had to, and Eduardo said they would. She had to believe him.
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Eric Collins tucked in his shirt. His stay in South America was proving to be quite eventful. For over two years, he’d been in Brazil, an AFT agent working with the DEA, Drug Enforcement Administration of America, undercover and working for Bernardo. His time was up. His plan to destroy a drug cartel was in motion.

Soon he’d help bring down a powerful cartel. However, he’d take with him the one person who possibly was important to the drug lord, Cleo Bernardo, the drug lord’s daughter.

Eric’s blue eyes and handsome face caught the eye of many stunning South American beauties. His fluent Spanish and undetectable accent worked perfectly undercover.

Over the past year, he was seeing a beautiful, older woman, Consuelo Diaz, one that he’d carefully pursued, who worked at the U.S. Embassy. She was the outcast aunt of Cleo Bernardo.

After his morning lesson with Cleo, he left to meet with Consuelo.

“Ah, Eric, must you go? Please take off the rest of the day and stay with me. We can make love all day.”

He leaned down and kissed her. “Consuelo, I have a job to do, and that’s to catch as many scum bag drug dealers as I can. Baby, fucking you was great, but it’s time for me to go to work.”

“Eric, I have some information you might be interested in.”

“Consuelo, if this is some little plan of yours to get me to stay, baby, I have to report in soon. I’ve already been here longer than I should. This morning was busy and drained me. An hour is all I could spare today.”

She walked over to him and ran her finger over his lips. “You are delicious, Eric, and I’d love to have you stay, but I thought you would like to know that there is a big celebration planned for next week. Don Mataeo D’Mato Bernardo plans an engagement party for his daughter, Cleo. And guess who the lucky groom is? None other than Roberto Cico Rivera.”

Now Eric was interested. “Now that is interesting news.”

He took her by the hand, led her back to the bed, and began undressing. “You’ve got my attention, Consuelo.”

“My goodness is that all it takes to get you hard, lawman,” she jested.

“Baby, that’s all,” he said smiling. “Now tell me about this daughter.”

“She’s twenty, and from the photographs I’ve seen, she is absolutely gorgeous. Did you know that these drug lords live in a fairytale world, well, a BDSM fantasy world? They’ve taken that lifestyle very seriously. Their woman must be submissive, and their daughters are trained as soon as they enter puberty by a professional Dom.”

Eric ran a finger over her ample breasts and tweaked a nipple. “BDSM, again very interesting. So, they are taught to be good wives, bowing at their husband’s feet. Not a bad idea,” he said, grinning.

She smacked his hand away. “It figures you would think what these macho assholes do is interesting. That young woman has been trained to cater to her husband’s needs, hell even to his whims. It’s archaic and so damn chauvinistic.”

“Don’t get your panties in an uproar. I think I consider your needs. I’ve eaten that pussy more times than I can count.”

She gave him a sexy smile. “Eric, you’re an excellent lover, and even though a bit macho, I love being with you. It’s just that I hate these drug lords. They have created a whole dynasty, a world that’s not of this world. I mean, their wealth is protected by this fantasy world. Their children and their women live in a bubble. A dangerous, male-dominated bubble.”

“Wow, babe, you are really pissed off. I look at these animals as just that. They’re making money killing others with deadly drugs. I’m going to bring down as many as I can. Maybe even a whole cartel.”

Consuelo moved close to him and rubbed his cock. “Imagine you had something of one of those bastards that meant the world to them? What if you had this, Cleo? What if you were able to kidnap her and hold her until her father turned himself in and brought down his empire.”

“And how do you suppose I do that? With a crystal ball?”

She now massaged his balls and lowered her head to suck his cock. She ran her tongue over the head. “Mmm, you do taste good,” she moaned. She sucked him down her throat and fucked him with her mouth. Then she licked the tip and said, “What if I told you I could help you kidnap the little bitch.”

His cock jerked, and she sucked him back in her throat. She stuck two fingers up his ass, and he came, filling her mouth. “Son of bitch!” he cursed.

She sat up and smiled. “I know one of the drivers, and he has a vendetta against Don Mataeo D’Mato Bernardo.”

He pushed her down on the bed and spread her thighs. His fingers invaded her slick slit. “Go ahead, tell me more,” he said as his mouth descended on her pussy.

“Oh, God,” she moaned. 

He licked at her folds and then asked. “You know more than you’re letting on.”

“Oh, God, yes,” she moaned. “It’s already set up. All you have to do is keep her until the old bastard decides to turn himself in or make a deal with DEA.”

“Mmm,” he said, licking her clit as he put his fingers into her and pumped her to an orgasm. As Consuelo’s body relaxed, he held her in his arms. “Now tell me about this plan and this driver.”

“Babe, right now, I plan to get that cock going again.”

He pushed her away. “Tell me about this fucking driver and your scatterbrained plan to kidnap Bernardo’s daughter. Consuelo, do you think it’s easy to take her and then hide her? Like these monsters care about one daughter. He can make a few more.”

She sat up. “I want that bastard to suffer like he made me suffer, and so does the driver. His daughter committed suicide. She was a waitress at one of the clubs Bernardo’s animals frequent. They thought she was pretty, so they took her one night for a ride, repeatedly raped her, and left her on the side of the road. The young woman couldn’t deal with the memories of that night. She stepped in front of a train.  I have a score to settle with him. He tortured me because I lost a child of his.”

Now Eric was all ears. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Before Mataeo D’Mato, Bernardo was a kingpin, and we were lovers. He was a local drug dealer and thought his shit didn’t stink. Knocked me up, and when I lost the baby, he beat me unmercifully.”

Eric shook his head. “Sorry, Babe, but why the fuck would he do a thing like that?”

“He’s a sadist and subjected me to his abusive behavior. He called it BDSM. That was just a cover for his sick, perverted nature.”

“So now I know why you want to bring him down,” Eric said.

Consuelo held back tears. “It reaches far more than just abuse and the loss of a child. He wound up marrying my sister, Fiona, and I know the bastard killed her. He found out she was cheating with one of his security guards.”

Eric’s eyes widened. He knew Bernardo was a monster and understood the depths of the man’s depravity. It’s what drew him into the drug lord’s employ. He had a score to settle. Even though the older Bernardo seemed tame, he had a legacy that put other cartels to shame. “Jesus, Consuelo, how the hell do you know that?”

“Two years ago, she told me she was leaving him but couldn’t convince her daughter, Cleo, to leave with her. The younger one would be easy. But the bastard had Cleo since she was eleven in training with a BDSM Master, and she’s brainwashed. Eric. She’s my niece, and I must get her out of his grips. He killed my sister, and if Cleo disappoints him, I’m sure he will eliminate her. I can’t get my hands on my sister’s younger child, but I have a chance to get Cleo. If that bastard is brought down, I can get my other niece.”

She stopped talking, wiped away tears, took a deep breath, and continued. “He has two sons from his first wife, and they are the future of this so-called sick kingdom. Cleo is just a pawn, a beautiful bargaining chip. She’s what he’ll use to keep the peace. He’ll sell her off to the highest bidder as a wife to one of their sons. It’s archaic.”

Eric took a deep breath. “Now, I want to bring this monster down more than ever. I’ll do it. But you need to tell where and how.”

“It’s quite simple. The driver will pick her up for the engagement party and bring her directly to you. I need your resources to pay for a place to keep her.”

“I’ll need to get out of the country. My renewal for my visa is in a few days. I’m not asking for another visa. I want out of this country. I’m hoping she’s healthy. We’ll need to keep her sedated if she’s reluctant to leave her father.”

“She’s fine, and I’ll take care of that end. There’s one more favor I can’t keep her with me. You’ll have to keep her for at least two to three months. Can you do that?”

“Why?” he asked.

“I’ll be the first person the police will pull in. The minute she doesn’t show.”

“You can’t get out of the country with me?”

“No. My passport has been taken away from me since my sister’s death. As you can imagine, he doesn’t trust me. I have a fake one, and it’s as good as the ones you have. I just must bide my time. Cleo’s safety is my main concern.”

Eric listened and then thought it was important that he ask her a few questions. But being with Cleo for the last year, he knew everything about her. But he’d kept his secret well, and Consuelo had no idea that he’d replaced Cleo’s Dom.

“How old is she?”

“She is twenty and absolutely gorgeous. She looks just like my sister. I need to get her out of that maniac’s clutches.”

Eric became quiet. This was more than he wished for and could work. 

When Consuelo had sought him out, he’d been at a local bar, chugging down shots of Tequila with a friend. He took it for granted she was a high-class call girl. She was older, classy, and beautiful. After a night of unbridled sex, she told him she wasn’t what he thought and worked for the American consulate in Rio de Janeiro. He’d been fucking her for the last six months, using her to get Cleo off his mind. A few weeks, she told him their meeting was not accidental. She needed his help. And still, he managed to maintain his cover.

Consuelo smiled. “I see the wheels turning. My sister was older than me and only thirty-nine when she died. She was barely nineteen when the motherfuckerer married her. At the time, he was forty. I knew she was cheating on Bernardo. I warned her that if he found out, he’d kill her. Then I received a hysterical phone call. She told me the man she loved and was sleeping with was gone, missing. That was the last I heard from her. The next thing I hear from my friend who drives for them, Fiona is dead. It might be two years, but now is the time to end this.”

Eric agreed and was ready to listen to what Consuelo had planned.

Eric was thirty and working for the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms, the ATF, for five years. This was an assignment he was doing on his own. Disguised as a BDSM Dom, he’d had stunning credentials and a perfectly forged passport. If needed, he could call in a few rogue agents for help. Consuelo turned out to be his means to an end. With Cleo’s impending engagement, he knew the wedding would take place quickly. 

Consuelo leaned over, pulled a folder from the small table alongside the bed, and handed it to Eric. “In there is all you need to know.”

Eric opened the folder and rifled through the papers, birth certificate, passport, and then he stopped. The photograph of an incredibly beautiful woman stared up at him. Her dark soulful eyes made him catch his breath.

“She’s stunning, isn’t she?”

“She’s not a kid.”

“No, I said she was twenty and, from what I understand, has been in training with a Dom since she was eleven. Of course, she’s a virgin, but I doubt she’s innocent. My
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