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      Dahlia

      After five days at sea, I’d adjusted to the constant rocking of the small yacht. Dimitri was a quiet, older man, bald and mixed with Moroccan. He barely spoke English, but he knew enough to keep us out of the way when he was sailing and to keep us below deck when the weather raged outside.

      

      Our departure from Sicily had been hasty and since we’d left, I hadn’t spoken a word to our prisoner. I couldn’t bear to look her in the eye.

      

      She’d sold us all out to Franco and even if I’d saved her life… She didn’t deserve more from me.

      

      But I was still upset and spent most of the day gazing out at the never-ending blue seas and pondering where I’d gone wrong with that friendship.

      

      Giacomo gave me space to grieve the friend I thought I’d had. But I longed for anything but space from him. Since he’d confessed to loving me on the beach in Trapani, everything between us had changed for the better.

      

      Our sixth night at sea, Pietro and Elena made a ravioli feast with fresh tomato sauce, homemade pesto, and delicious red wine. I hadn’t been able to hold down much food during the first few days of the voyage, but the heavy pasta settled well in my stomach and I relaxed into the experience.

      

      I retired to our quarters after dinner and peered out the window where waves lapped constantly against the side of the boat. Giacomo joined me later and climbed into bed next to me.

      

      “Are you still upset?”

      

      “Yes,” I replied, “I don’t know where I went wrong.”

      

      “You did nothing wrong. You can’t anticipate the darkness in someone’s heart.”

      

      “You would know, wouldn’t you?”

      

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      

      He pulled me close and kissed my forehead.

      

      “Nothing.”

      

      “Second thoughts about this?”

      

      “We’re crossing the ocean to rescue a child that wouldn’t have been kidnapped if it weren’t for us.”

      

      “Millie is not our responsibility.”

      

      “She was… And Lord knows where she is right now.”

      

      Giacomo looked at me sternly.

      

      “Don’t tell Skye. She doesn’t know why we’re crossing the ocean yet.”

      

      “I know. If I told her…”

      

      “She’d do something crazy.”

      

      “Right,” I nodded.

      

      “Right now she thinks we’re going to get rid of her. Let her keep thinking that. It will keep her well behaved.”

      

      “A little messed up, isn’t it?”

      

      “We have no choice, Dahlia.”

      

      I rested my head against his shoulders and he ran his hands through my twists, twirling the end of my coils around his fingers.

      

      “Soft…” he muttered.

      

      “Giac?”

      

      “Hm?”

      

      “Who are the Romans? I have never heard of the Roman Brotherhood.”

      

      “They are not called the Roman Brotherhood. They’re murderers, plain and simple. Caesar’s Army.”

      

      “Who are they? Franco never mentioned them…”

      

      “They’re too dangerous for a man like Franco to have ever dared get involved.”

      

      “More dangerous than you?”

      

      He scowled, “I resent the comparison.”

      

      “You aren’t exactly an innocent man.”

      

      “I have principles,” he insisted, “I do not kill for pleasure.”

      

      “They do?”

      

      “They do more than that. They kill. They steal. They rape. They do all of it for pleasure alone. They are sometimes called Caesar’s Sadists.”

      

      My stomach tightened into a knot.

      

      “They have Millie…”

      

      “Based on what Elise told me, that’s what I was led to believe.”

      

      “Why didn’t they kill Elise and Lynn then?”

      

      “That’s a very good question. Perhaps they didn’t need to. Perhaps they figured it would be more trouble than its worth.”

      

      Giac had a point. Lynn and Elise weren’t exactly easy pickings. They were both armed to the teeth and their prior gang affiliation would have been readily available knowledge to anyone who’d been watching them.

      

      “I’m terrified.”

      

      “Don’t be,” he said, “If something happened to Millie, we’ll find out soon.”

      

      I tilted my head to the side inquisitively.

      

      “Santo’s stepbrother is tracking them on American soil. Elise and Lynn went out to California. When we stop again, we’ll have news.”

      

      “How long do we have?”

      

      “Only five more days until we get to Bermuda.”

      

      “Bermuda… I can’t believe it, Giac.”

      

      “I wish I could bring you there under different circumstances.”

      

      He kissed my forehead and I closed my eyes, appreciating the warming sensation of his lips touching my skin.

      

      “Are you still sick from the rocking?”

      

      “No,” I replied, “I’m actually keeping food down this time.”

      

      “Good,” he replied, “I have plans for you tonight…”

      

      I allowed Giac to kiss me again. He had the strange ability to go from worrying about the future of focusing his attention on me without missing a beat. But I didn’t mind it. I could use the kissing and the touching to keep my mind off things.

      

      Below deck, we were afforded little privacy.

      

      “Is the door locked?” I whispered.

      

      “No,” Giac replied.

      

      He leaned over and turned it.

      

      “They’ll still hear us you know,” he said.

      

      “Giac!”

      

      “What? You have a problem with that?”

      

      “Yes…”

      

      “Don’t be shy… You sound cute when you scream…”

      

      I kissed him, just so that he’d quiet down. He chuckled and pushed me back into the bed.

      

      “Good,” he said, “Now I need you naked…”

      

      “It’s cold…”

      

      “Get naked… now.”

      

      This was a side to Giac that I’d never seen before activated. A sliver of his cold, gangster persona slipped into our bedroom. He was stern, demanding and dominant in a way that made the apex of my thighs tingle with desire.

      

      I stripped off my pants and shirt, and lay beneath him on the bed, wriggling underneath his large frame for warmth. He reached behind me to unhook my bra and as he did, my breasts spilled into view.

      

      A large wave hit the side of the boat, tossing me nearly off the bed from the impact. Giacomo caught me before I could roll off and pushed me back into the middle of the bed.

      

      “Careful,” he muttered.

      

      He leaned down, brushing my hair out of my face and then planting another kiss on my lips.

      

      I ran my hands down his chest, grazing my palms against the chiseled definition of his stomach and hovering right above his waistline, desperate to slip my hands in and grab hold of his hardness which thickened by the second.

      

      “Careful,” he whispered again, gently moving my hand aside.

      

      “Not yet.”

      

      I moved my hand away as he requested and braced myself for whatever he would do to me next. He bent his lips down to my breasts and kissed the flesh around my nipples, flicking his tongue over my nipples slowly until I moaned from the surges of pleasure that shot straight down to the damp spot between my thighs.

      

      “More?” He muttered.

      

      “Yes…”

      

      He bent his head to my breasts again and as he licked each one, he used his fingers to massage the nipples on the other one. Once he’d licked my nipples into hardened mahogany colored points, he moved his grasp to my waist and began kissing down the middle of my chest.

      

      His hands were cold, so I shuddered as he held onto me. His warm lips kept me still enough within his grasp as they moved slowly down to my navel and my flat stomach. He kissed beneath my navel and then moved down to my underwear, which he had yet to remove.

      

      “I need to taste you,” he whispered.

      

      I spread my legs wider, eager for him to press his tongue between my thighs. Our sea voyage had been beyond stressful and my need for release had only increased the longer we spent away from shore. Seasickness hadn’t exactly been an aphrodisiac either and I longed for the powerful flexing of his tongue between my legs.

      

      He slipped my underwear around my hips, rolling it off with just his thumbs. As my mound slipped into view, the boat rocked again. This time, Giac held me steady on the bed with his legs and I was safe from falling off the bed. He chuckled.

      

      “You looked terrified.”

      

      “This is terrifying… Boats make me nervous.”

      

      “Don’t be nervous,” he whispered, “I’ll take care of you, Dahlia.”

      

      Hearing him say my name in his calm, bass voice did enough to soothe me. He moved his hands between my thighs and pried apart my dark brown lips with thin wisps of hair that had grown in since our sea voyage.

      

      He didn’t mind my natural pelt and he spread my lips apart before diving his head between my legs. He kissed my thighs first, running his lips over the soft and sensitive flesh until goosebumps broke out over my skin.

      

      Once he’d moistened my thighs with his kisses, he moved his tongue where I was desperate for it. I bucked my hips up in encouragement so he’d move between my legs faster and ease me out of the exquisite pain of anticipation.

      

      “Patience, Dahlia.”

      

      He pressed his tongue between my legs, taking one full taste of my wetness and lapping up all the juices I’d oozed from my arousal alone. I moaned as his tongue flit past my clit and left my thighs too soon. He gripped my thighs, the flesh spilling between his fingers as he pushed his tongue between my lips again.

      

      My lips engorged with blood and his slippery tongue sliding along them sent jolts of pleasure throughout my body. I moaned, pressing my head back into the pillow and raising my buttocks from our cot to allow him greater access to the treasure between my thighs.

      

      He pressed his tongue deeper between my folds and focused his attention on the engorged nub that grew more sensitive with each caress of his tongue. He sucked on my dusky pink pearl and then nibbled on my lips until I climaxed.

      

      I cried out and kicked my legs out, hitting the side of the cabin. Giac held me still and continued to massage my wetness until I climaxed again and again. I could barely breathe as he held onto me, clutching my thighs desperately as I lost control of my body and writhed beneath his grasp.

      

      He pulled his face away from between my legs and I continued to heave and shudder beneath his weight until he moved his face up to mine and kissed me on the lips. The warm sweet scent of my juices lingered on his lips. He sucked on mine and then moved his hand to his waistband.

      

      “I’m nearly ready for you… I just need to make sure you stay still…”

      

      I wondered what he meant, but he didn’t leave me wondering for long. Giacomo reached into the tiny storage cupboard beneath the cot and pulled out some lengths of rope.

      

      “I’m going to keep you tied to this bed and screaming until you beg me to stop…”

      

      I didn’t protest. I would have been insane to do so. He fastened my arms to the bed with the ropes. I jerked my arms forward but couldn’t break free.

      

      “You’re my prisoner for the night Dahlia… Don’t fight it.”

      

      I longed to run my hands through his hair and pull his face closer to mine so I could kiss him. But I couldn’t move. I used my legs to try to pull him in closer to me.

      

      “No, no, no,” he whispered, “Pull me in again and I’ll tie your legs back too.”

      

      He removed his clothing, first stripping off his shirt and exposing his muscular body and rock hard abs. His body was firm, solid from exercise and cut with thick, natural muscles. He stripped his pants off and then his boxers, exposing his impressive cock to me all at once.

      

      “Mmm,” I moaned, witnessing his impressive member standing hard at attention.

      

      “Open those legs.”

      

      I opened my legs and he climbed between them, his thick veiny cock pulsing with arousal as he drew closer to my sopping wet opening. He had no condoms and I didn’t ask him to use one. We were on the open ocean, floating in no man’s land.

      

      Consequences felt beyond distant to both of us.

      

      He lined his hardness up with my entrance and pressed just the tip against my lips. He grew harder as the oozing tip of his cock pressed against the flesh between my thighs. I knew him entering me would still hurt, that I’d still feel a certain degree of pain as he plunged between my legs. Tonight, I was ready for it.

      

      I couldn’t move my arms and I was trapped, unable to pull him in deeper and force him to give me every last inch of his cock at once.

      

      I’d have to succumb to his slow pace, the teasing game that he rarely tired of. He kept his cock pressed just against my entrance for a few minutes until I squirmed, using my hips to beg him to slide the entire thing into me.

      

      He slipped only the head inside me. The engorged mushroom head of his hardness was enough to stretch me out and split me open. He worked the head of his
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