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Introduction:
When Melissa’s agency selects her as the only young woman to work for a very wealthy client in a foreign country, she cannot wait to begin her dream career. The arrival of Melissa has been greatly anticipated by the influential client, and the arrangements for her visit carefully planned. The bright-eyed young Melissa is greeted warmly and shown to her suite of rooms by a very nice man, a man whose intentions may not be as nice as the man himself.
Abducted for his Pleasure:
Melissa Wynette Wallace had finally realized her life’s dream. She was the only model who had been chosen to live and work in the castle of one of the wealthiest men in the world. Everyone had assured Melissa that she would be the model selected for this once-in-a-lifetime assignment, but how could a small town girl from Alabama ever hope to live her dream life in a foreign and exotic country.
At first, Melissa was unsure about the agency that had insisted on her and only her for this most prestigious assignment. Her fellow models had chosen to sign with one of the more well known agencies, but Melissa was a trusting soul and had leapt at the chance to sign with the Agency L’atre when they had asked specifically for her.
On Melissa’s first day with the agency, she immediately envied the women whose photographs covered the walls. They were all breathtakingly beautiful, and although the majority of the models had been photographed wearing only lingerie, Melissa thought that the pictures were very tasteful. The woman who owned the agency welcomed young Melissa with open arms. “Melissa, my dear,” she said. “You have been chosen for a most special assignment. You will wear garments of the finest silk and dine with the most successful and wealthiest men in the world.”
Melissa was so excited that she boldly hugged the woman who she had just met.
“One more thing, Melissa. We must change your name. Melissa Wynette Wallace sounds a bit formal. Mmm, let me think. Melwyn sounds nice.”
Melissa thought that Melwyn sounded horrible, but when she tried to protest, the woman quickly silenced her.
“A car is waiting for you, Melwyn. Here are your papers of introduction.”
Melissa was quickly escorted to a black stretch limousine, and it was not until she was seated in the back of the car and well on her way to the airport in New York City that she had an opportunity to glance at the papers in her hand. Melissa was shocked. Her name had been changed long before she had been informed of it. The name “Melwyn” was printed in bold letters at the top of each page. Melissa flipped through the six pages searching for her last name, but it was nowhere. “I guess I’m just Melwyn,” she mumbled.
When they arrived at the airport, the limo driver handed Melissa’s bags to a man who Melissa had never seen before. The two men spoke in Arabic, or so Melissa thought, and then the limo driver gave Melissa her step-by-step instructions for boarding the private jet. She thanked the man and smiled, but the man did not smile back at her. He disappeared into the limo and was soon out of sight.
Melissa did as she was told, eager to begin modeling for her influential and wealthy client. She did not recognize the symbols or the words on the airplane, but Melissa knew no language other than English. “I hope it’s someplace really exotic, like Italy or the South of France,” she said to no one as she boarded the plane.
“Welcome, Melwyn,” a young man said, and quickly escorted the young Melissa to the most beautiful accommodations that she had ever seen. “I have never been inside a private plane,” she said. The young man simply smiled and nodded, and then left her alone. When he returned, he offered Melissa a glass of wine and set a platter of small sandwiches on the table beside her. “Thank you,” she said, politely. The young man smiled and nodded, but he then left Melissa alone once again.
Melissa settled back in her seat and closed her eyes. It seemed like a very long flight and Melissa was unaccustomed to flying. She had hoped that the young man would come back and keep her company, but he left her alone.
She must have fallen asleep, because the next thing that Melissa felt was the plane landing on the ground and none too smoothly. Melissa held tightly to the arm rests until the plane came to a complete stop. “Are we here?” she asked the good looking young man when he returned to her again.
“Come with me,” he said, and Melissa dutifully followed the young man.
Expecting to see a palace when she stepped off the plane, Melissa was surprised to be escorted to a yacht. “It’s beautiful. Is that the Mediterranean Sea?”
The young man smiled. “Yes,” he said, but made no further comment.
The young man joined Melissa on the yacht, voiced a stern, “Come”, and led Melissa away from the spectacular view that she had been enjoying and escorted her to the lower level of the yacht.
A large room with a bar awaited Melissa on the lower level of the yacht. This is beautiful, too, she thought. If the palace, or castle, is anywhere nearly this beautiful, I will be happy to stay there forever. She turned to ask the young man where they were going, but he was gone.
Melissa sighed. She hated being alone. “What time is it, anyway?” She looked around the big room. “Is there no clock anywhere?” Melissa hated wearing a watch, but decided that that was the first thing she would buy with all the money she was going to make modeling.
A loud piercing sound and a sudden jolt signaled to Melissa that she would soon be in her new home. She nearly fell into a chair as the ship came to a jerking halt, and Melissa desperately tried to keep from getting sick. Fortunately, it was not long before the ship came to a complete stop, and the young man once again came for Melissa.
“Come,” he said, and Melissa followed the good looking stranger once again, wondering if his English was as limited as it seemed. I’m not a dog, she thought. “Come, sit, stay,” she mumbled, and giggled softly.
Once Melissa had reached the upper deck, she looked all around her. It was hot and the sun reflecting off the blue water was blinding. When she turned her head, Melissa saw the most spectacular castle that she had ever seen. Not even in photographs had Melissa seen such a place as this.
“Excuse me,” Melissa said to the young man who she assumed was her guide.
“Yes?”
“What country is this?”
The young man lowered his head, and then he looked up at Melissa with an icy glare. “Come,” he said again, and Melissa stifled a giggle.
A shiny black limousine was awaiting Melissa, and the young man surprised Melissa when he stepped into the enormous vehicle after she did. She had assumed that she would be alone again.
The car sped away, but it was only a few minutes until it stopped again and the young man took Melissa by the hand and helped her out of the car. He offered his arm to Melissa, and she was escorted to the palace doors.
Melissa looked up, but she could not see all the way to the top of the palace. It was massive. The doors to the palace opened and Melissa was escorted by the young man into the grandest of places she had ever seen.
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