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Chapter One
 
 
Under the entangled limbs of the ancient and graceful Trees of Heaven, Brian Abernathy throttled his broken-down pickup over the gently curving lane toward the top of Hideaway Hill. Only a few of the century-old mansions on ten acre lots had been razed to give way to modern sprawling homes reaching into the clouds. The gothic bricks on others still clung tightly to the framework. 
Gardeners labored under the soft sunshine of spring, their trucks laden with freshly chopped mulch, young trees and propagated perennials. One of Brian’s competitors nodded as he drove by, tossed his head and sniffed.
“Move over, boys,” Brian whispered with a laugh. “The Boss is back in town.”
Another quarter mile down the boulevard, he turned into the driveway where a stately old gentleman lingered in the shade of his home, waiting. Quickly, the old man turned, watched intently as Brian gathered up a laptop and swung the door closed. He smiled broadly as Brian approached, his gait unmistakable.
“How the hell are ya, JD?” Brian asked happily with his hand outstretched.
Heartily, JD grasped it and pulled Brian in. “Damnit, I knew that was you on the television.” JD grinned happily. “Helena said I was full of shit, but I knew that was you. Brian Abernathy. Where the hell have you been the last ten years?”
Genuinely flattered, Brian smiled as he took the chair next to JD’s. “Long story, John. I’ve been kinda hiding out with one incredible woman.”
“I figured that,” the old man teased as he looked over the neighbor’s kid, the bits of dirt and twigs clung to the filthy clothes. “But what the hell are you doing working, son? I mean...you’re an accountant...a businessman. You’re going to inherit the Throne of Abernathy Acquisitions.”
“I’m still an accountant, John. I’m still a businessman. But Abernathy Acquisitions is someone else’s fate.” He peered across the street to the mansion he was raised in.
“You’re a Harvard graduate,” John reminded him.
“I’m also a landscape architect, my friend.” To explain the manner of his dress, he offered, “Unfortunately, my crews don’t know how to build stone bridges over streams so I get to help out quite often. And I love it, John. I’d much rather shovel shit than ledgers.”
Incredible. Impossible, yet here he was...Brian Abernathy! “What are you drinking?” the old man asked.
“I’ll drink a beer with you,” Brian said with a smile.
The old man snapped his fingers and a man very nearly his age came hurriedly. The order was given, yet John’s attention stayed with Brian. “How are your parents?” 
Dismally, Brian looked into the sagging eyes of a very old wealthy man. “I don’t know. When I dropped out, I dropped out. I haven’t seen the old man for almost ten years. I try to keep better tabs on my mom, but most of the time when I call or stop in, she’s not even in the country. I can’t say I blame her, John. My father is a pain in the ass, you know that.”
Sadly, JD nodded. But there was more to the story than Brian realized. Much, much more to the Abernathys, especially Brian’s father who was raised by a psychopath, whose great grandfather was the President of the United States. Rather than dwell on it, he continued, “Brian Alexander? I swear that’s what they said on TV?”
“Yeah.” He grinned and swilled the beer. “I’ve found that changing your name is just as effective as a team of body guards. I can move through the world virtually unnoticed, do what I do and then go home to my woman. Even she doesn’t know who I really am.”
“What the hell are you doing for money, boy? I know your father cut you off the day you walked out on him.”
“What the hell do I really need, John? I live on a gorgeous estate out in the country. I got food, sex, a bed to sleep in and sometimes an orgy goes on there. I’ve been back to school to learn the finer points of what I do now. Besides, I’ve played on the Riviera, fucked all the Princesses, gambled in all the casinos, bullshitted with all the bullshitters, partied until my head throbbed. And when I get done taking your money today, I’m gonna go home and get laid and have dinner in bed. What the hell more could a man want?” He grinned delightedly. “I’m trying to convince her to marry me, but uhh...hell, we’ll get there.”
“And Abernathy Acquisitions holds no interest for you?”
“Absolutely none.” Brian’s vision traveled away from his childhood neighbor back to the Abernathy Mansion where some of the best days of his life were spent. A few of the worst ones happened there, too. “I can’t go through my life like that,” he said sadly. “Sitting in the middle of four walls all day, ruining people’s lives. It’s criminal.”
“We’re all criminals, Brian. We wouldn’t be living up here if we weren’t.”
Full of sadness, Brian drew in a deep breath remembering the day he sat at his desk at Abernathy Acquisitions drawing up the papers for a leveraged buyout of a corporation his father wanted. Just as he was about to finish, the call came to put them on hold because the CEO of the corporation had just committed suicide. 
Idly, Brian raked through his soft brown hair, just long enough to curl a little at the ends. “Well, I realized a lot of years ago there isn’t that much I need in this life. A good beer, a lot of sunshine and Morgan.”
“Morgan, huh?”
Brian reached into his back pocket to retrieve his wallet. He opened it and handed it to JD. “Oh my,” JD gasped at the picture of them together, Brian’s arm firmly around her broad shoulder, the color of bronze flowing from the crown of her head. Startling green eyes, a full lush lower lip shimmering in the shade of her hair. A narrow nose and high cheekbones. “That is a beautiful woman.” He spied the layers of credit cards and turned it just enough to see it was stuffed with cash.
“Yes, she is, my friend. And she’s encouraged me to do what feels good. I decided when I was twelve standing in the midst of the gardens at Versailles I was going to do that for a living. And here I am,” he said happily, grateful to be talking to someone he knew. Someone he often thought of as a grandfather. “And I’m gonna make your place look just as good. Problem is, you’re gonna have to remodel your house to go with your gardens.”
That wasn’t exactly a problem. JD was more interested in the woman who could capture Brian’s attention and keep him from home for ten years. A prostitute who used to work for him. “What does she do for a living?” JD asked.
Brian’s gaze locked onto the old man with a salacious grin. “She’s a sex therapist. More on the surrogate end of it, although she rarely has sex with them.”
The old man choked on his own tongue. “Not what I expected to hear.”
“You’d have to meet her to know what I’m talking about. She has a hard-on for wife-beaters and believe it or not, she’s had quite a bit of success. Gives ‘em a taste of their own medicine. I’m liable to bring her by sometime.”
“When will that be?”
Saddened by that, Brian looked away. “I don’t know,” he replied because Morgan was terribly content with the way things were. Only he wanted to get married. But hiding out with Morgan, away from cameras, body guards, and the attention the world wanted to lavish on him had been the best ten years of his life. “She, uhh...she doesn’t know who I am. I can’t sit here and claim to be proud of being an Abernathy anyway.”
JD reached out and clutched Brian’s muscular forearm for a little hug. He understood well that things had never been easy in the Abernathy home. Too much money, too much attention and prestige. Brian’s grandfather, who had been raised in the White House, ran the family business like it was an avenging army that takes no prisoners, only assets. Brian’s grandfather ran the family home as if it were a military encampment and raised his sons as soldiers.
But to dwell on what was past was futile. “How the hell did you end up on TV?”
“I’ve been working with the local horticultural societies for awhile now. Trying to figure out how to get rid of the transplanted species like those Chinese elms that are so prolific they choke out the natural species. A guy in California heard about me and came here to find out what we’re doing. I took him on a tour of our gardens and the next thing I knew they were sending the cameras in.”
“They were beautiful,” John whispered.
“Thanks,” Brian whispered. “And I know you well enough to know you want something no one else has.”
“Damn right, son. I don’t travel the world anymore, either. So you can bring the world to me.”
Gently, Brian smiled. “How much money you got?”
A grin stretched the old man’s thin, colorless lips wide. “Still an Abernathy at heart, I see.”
“But when you talk about me...and you will, the name is Brian Alexander.”
Filled with affection, the old man nodded as he stretched out his arm. “C’mon. Let’s take a look at what you got to work with.”
 
* * * *
 
Two hours later, having carefully examined the eight acres behind the house, Brian returned to the front with his newest client. “John, this is a huge vote of confidence and I appreciate it,” Brian offered sincerely.
“Bullshit. I’ve seen your work. And the truth is, kid, you earned my trust a lot of years ago when you saved my daughter from that little bastard of a so-called boyfriend when he tried to rape her in his car one night. But I’m worried about you, too. You’re living a double life. Believe it or not, your father is worried about you. Very worried when I spoke to him at the Christmas party last year.”
Bitterly, Brian grimaced. “He wasn’t always an asshole, was he?”
“No, he wasn’t, Brian. I can clearly remember your father and his twin brother as being two of the most creative and charming kids I’d ever met. I can’t tell you what went wrong or I would.” The old man sighed heavily. “But I’m sure as hell glad you’re still around. Let me get you a check.”
“John...wait. Give me a few weeks to do the drawings and I’ll put together a virtual tour we can watch on your TV. If you like what I’m thinking about, then we’ll talk about money.”
The old man smiled. Maybe not an Abernathy after all. 
Together they peered across the street at the stately stone mansion covered in new slate with shining copper gutters. The windows had been replaced since Brian had seen it, to perhaps let a little light in for a change, but the door had only been refinished. JD could feel Brian’s reticence. 
“I think your mom’s home,” he offered.
Feeling weary at the thought of it, Brian’s hand covered his eyes to rub at them. “Yeah, I should stop in,” he admitted. “So I’ll call you soon.” He offered an outstretched hand.
The old man grasped it firmly and held it long enough to force Brian’s attention to him. Looking deep into Brian’s eyes, he whispered, “Your dad really is concerned about you.”
A sarcastic smirk broke Brian’s solemn expression. “Well...maybe I know him a little better than you do, John.”
With a sad smile, the old man patted him and then released him.
“I’ll call you in a couple of weeks,” Brian offered. “Say hi to Helena for me.”
JD waved and resumed his vigil in the chair under the tree and watched as Brian continued around the circular driveway to creep across the street.
 
* * * *
 
Nervously, Brian lit a cigarette as he sat in his truck a moment. Probably a year since he had seen his mom. Only talked to her at Christmas. To have to see her now, listen to the wild ravings of a woman who’d lost her mind when he was a child wasn’t exactly what he was in the mood for. But she was his mother, he reminded himself. His ruminations were cut short by a startling, “What do you want?”
Quickly, Brian turned to see a huge barrel-chested man at the driver’s side door, then glimpsed another at the passenger side. “I’m Brian Abernathy,” he scowled as he shoved the door open. “I came to see my mother.”
Suspiciously, the guard looked him over yet Brian stood stoic and then dropped the cigarette on the guy’s shoe. “Your mother,” he stated suspiciously, “has retired for the day.”
“Go tell her son is here,” Brian snarled, aggravated with the bullshit that goes along with being an Abernathy, reminding him well why he dropped out. But Brian had never seen this guy. It wasn’t this guy’s fault. Just doing his job. 
The man pulled out a cell phone and dialed. The brief conversation ended in a nod to the other security agent.
“This way,” the man said.
Brian huffed. As if he needed an escort to his mother’s rooms. 
Nothing inside had changed at all. The grand entrance hall of black walnut the length of a football field still shimmered in the high polish of clear wax. The black walnut banister was just as slick and smooth as the ice that coated the driveway in winter. The very proper swags and cascades still hung from the windows gathering dust. The patterned carpet upholstering the treads was just a little threadbare in the middle.
Brian followed the guard down the wide corridor passing the room which was once his. The double doors at the end on the left were his father’s apartment, the wide single door on the right, his mother’s.
A quick rap on the door and it was opened by a woman Brian didn’t recognize. Openly, she stared examining the filth that still clung to him. “Who are you?” she snarled.
Rather than speak to her, Brian yelled out, “Mom?”
“Brian!” The reply sounded weak and old.
Glaring, Brian pushed past the woman and stepped into the anteroom. Again, nothing had changed. But he moved through and walked into the bedroom only to find his mother in bed, covered in bruises, a cast on her arm, bandages around her ribs and her foot in a contraption he’d never seen. Nothing ever seemed to change.
Rage boiled in his stomach like lava ready to spew. “Mom, what the fuck happened to you?” he gasped, knowing only too well his father had beaten her again.
“Brian. Brian,” she gasped barely able to draw air.
“Mom,” he cried as he neared the bed, believing that one more beating would dispatch her.
“Brian, it’s alright,” she insisted as she began to cry.
“Ah, Mom,” he pleaded as he sat on the edge of the bed and saw her wince with the pain that caused. Tenderly, he stroked his fingers through her short platinum hair.
“I’ll be fine, honey. Tell me about you,” she whispered, because the pain in her ribs was too intense to breathe.
“Did he do this to you?” Brian roared.
She reached out to clutch at his filthy shirt with the little strength she had. “I fell down the stairs, honey.”
“Yeah. That’s the company line, isn’t it?” His comment was filled with biting sarcasm.
“Brian, baby, wait,” she whispered as she smirked inside knowing that this visit had already driven him to distraction. 
Brian hovered over her like a vicious storm cloud ready to burst. Her soft green eyes were pale, lifeless and it seemed she had only moments to live. “Mom, you gotta get out of here. You’re gonna die here,” he warned wanting to scoop her into his arms and carry her away. “He’s going to kill you. When did this happen?”
“Last week.”
“Mother! You need a hospital and I’m calling an ambulance now.” He reached for the phone boiling with rage.
“Brian,” she rasped. Her head rolled on the pillow as best it could. “I’m comfortable here. I’m staying here.”
“Then you need a psychiatrist to figure out why you put up with this shit.”
“He’s my husband.”
“Husband!” Enraged, he snatched the phone from the night table and dialed.
“Brian,” she begged with the little strength she had. But he wouldn’t be stilled. She could feel him quivering, ready to lash out like his father often did.
The phone rang only a few times before it was answered. “Aunt Colleen, this is Brian.”
“Brian,” she said happily.
But this was no time for pleasantries. “I’m with my mother right now...your sister. She’s been beat all to hell.”
A heavy sigh emanated through the phone. “I’ve talked to her, Brian. I don’t know what you want me to do. There’s nothing you can do, either. Sooner or later you’ll understand that the money is more important to her than her life.”
Stunned, Brian let the silence fall between them for a moment. And then he slammed the receiver back to the cradle. “Mother, I’m putting you in a hospital.”
Still, she shook her head. “Just let me rest, baby. Getting out of bed this morning was more than I had strength for.”
Rage churned in the pit of his stomach like acid eating away the porcelain finish on dinnerware. This can’t happen anymore, was all he could think. It won’t happen any more, even as his fingers softly stroked her cheek. “Mom, you need help,” he pleaded.
But she only smiled a little and nodded. “I’m happy to see you.”
Filled with adrenaline, his muscles quivered uncontrollably. He shook like the tender leaves of spring against an approaching storm. Drained of reason by the hopelessness of this continuous abuse, he launched off the bed, pushed past the woman at the door and flew down the stairs.
 
* * * *
 
Lying comfortably in her bed surrounded by her servants, Cheryl Abernathy smiled. Without will, a sarcastic laugh echoed out of her chest. Brian was enraged. Brian was on his way to see his father. This could keep Brian and her husband apart for another ten years. 
She smiled.
 
* * * *
 
You motherfucker, Brian thought as he revved the engine and tore out of the driveway. “This ain’t happening no more, Old Man.” The exhaust from his truck blackened the air behind him and he sped down the hill at bat-out-of-hell speed to make his first trip in a decade to the Abernathy Tower quite memorable. “Jesus, how can you do this?” His stomach cramped to see the hue of blue around his mother’s eyes in his mind. “What the hell has she ever done to you?” 
The traffic was beginning to thicken with the evening rush. Dear Lord, how did it ever come to this? It was true. His father wasn’t always a wife-beater, not at least as long as his grandfather lived. Yeah, that’s when it started. After Grandpa died. That’s when everything went to hell. There was no one around to make his father behave.
A crush of employees was draining the parking garage just as Brian arrived. He snaked through, knowing he had already been spotted on camera. Without hesitation, he pulled into his father’s parking place and went to the private elevator. He stabbed at the keypad, but obviously the code had been changed.
Through the diaphanous exhaust fumes creating the feeling of a mirage, he peered to search out the security team. He drove a profiled vehicle, one that could easily be stocked with explosives and he knew they were coming for him. Quickly, he slipped into the stairwell and went to the second floor to catch the elevator there.
Quietly, the doors slid closed and the elevator started upwards. The canned music, 60’s and 70’s pop hits played by orchestras for mass consumption was the ultimate hypocrisy just then. He watched the numbers go by swiftly, 30, 31, 32, and then the elevator slowed to a stop. The elevator began to descend.
Fuckers, he thought, still watching the numbers go by: 28, 27, 26 and he would end up in the soundproofed basement where anyone could be shot and hauled out with the trash the next day. Seething, he simply leaned against the wall, his hip cocked, his arms folded over his broad chest.
Slowly, the doors slid opened and the vision of a concrete wall greeted him. But rather than meet them head on, he waited. Waited until one had the courage to face him with a gun pointed at him.
“C’mon outta there, boy,” the man said confidently aiming a nine millimeter Glock at Brian’s chest.
“I don’t think so,” Brian said as finally he moved only to retrieve a cigarette.
“Don’t give me any shit, boy.” Other guards joined the assault and crowded around the door. “You’re not going anywhere because this elevator is locked now. So I suggest you come with me.”
“Look at me,” Brian commanded. “Don’t I look the least little bit familiar to you? To any of you?”
Carefully, they studied him, the soft brown hair falling over his shoulders in unruly waves. The deep set brown eyes, the nose that matched his father’s. Lips that curved perpetually up, giving him an air of innocence. The hint of a beard around the jawline and a thinly filled mustache.
“Oh, fuck,” one of the older ones cried out. “That’s Brian Abernathy.”
“How ya’ doing, Stefan?” Brian snarled sarcastically. “I suggest you release the elevator...NOW.”
“Yes, Sir, Mr. Abernathy.” He pulled out a key to do just that. “Forgive us, please. We had no way of knowing it was you.”
Rather than forgive them Brian hit 49, his blatant stare trained on the lot of them.
Once again he rose in a highspeed elevator that wouldn’t stop until he arrived. The sight of his mother burned into his psyche. He could see his father punching her, her bone thin arm in his grasp and then let go of her at the top of the stairs.
His breath came in uneven gasps. Ten years since he had seen this place and smelled the stench that still lingered. Ten years since he had seen his father, since he had walked out on his father because he refused to lie still while others died. Once upon a fairy tale he had loved his father like never before a son loved anyone. Ah, but that came to an end...finally...that day.
The elevator doors opened on the same expanse filled with the color of money as always it was. The eighteen-carat gilt frames of portraits of past CEOs glimmered at the insistence of recessed lighting while the very men trapped in the oils seemed to snarl at him.
“You can’t go in there!” a woman shouted.
Brian huffed. And then he threw open the door of his father’s office.
Ah, how nothing ever changes. His father’s executives huddled around the big man, the smoke of their cigars and the scent of only the best scotch infecting the very air. The mood was joyous and full of mirth. Perhaps someone else had died to pave the way for the Abernathy steamroller. They were congratulating each other on a job well done.
From behind him Brian heard, “Mr. Abernathy, I’m sorry...” A puddle of secretaries, one of whom should have locked the door before he simply walked in, shook like feathers on storm beaten birds.
Slowly, the joyous blabbering dwindled to silence as the crowd parted to reveal his father propped against the desk. His father was definitely older and looking very tired. He should have been tired. That kind of rage takes a lot out of a man. But the expression was pure astonishment as he cried with wonder, “Brian.”
Brian’s lips never moved. His voice wasn’t his own. It seemed he stared through someone else’s eyes as he rasped without emotion, “How ya’ been?”
Jerry Abernathy quivered with this strange turn of events. How dearly he loved his son. How desperately he wanted his son back. That Brian was here, after a ten-year absence caused him to stutter. “I...I’m really happy to see you.”
Brian’s face creased to hear those words. Slowly Brian crossed the thirty feet that divided them as a lioness stalks the prey. “You gonna be happy to see me when I’m testifying for the prosecution against you?”
Gasps filled the room with panic. The flanks tightened around Jerry as his shock dwindled to horror. “What are you talking about?”
“If you ever hurt my mother again, I’m gonna kill you. She’s lying in bed with broken bones,” he screamed. Quickly, he retrieved his wallet and pulled out a business card. “You got exactly ten days to get some help, or I’ll make an appointment with the prosecutor myself.” Angrily, he threw Morgan’s card to the floor.
“Brian,” Jerry gasped. “Let me explain.”
A sarcastic smirk pulled Brian’s upper lip away to expose his teeth. “My way, this time. Ten days,” he snarled. His stare penetrated like a scalpel to soft tissue.
Jerry’s blood pressure rose; his face reddened with both the embarrassment this caused and the realization that Brian thought of him as nothing less than a monster. “Brian, you don’t understand.”
“I understand you have it within your power to protect her, but you prefer to kill her. Ten days.” His eyes narrowed to glowering slashes indicating the seriousness of this matter. Coldly, he turned and walked out.
“BRIAN!” Jerry yelled. Hurriedly, he gave chase but by the time he reached the reception room the elevator doors had closed. He fell against them and held to his aching chest a moment. Oh, God, I am gonna kill that bitch! If it’s the last fucking thing I do.
“Jerry!” Bryant Abernathy ran to Jerry, his brother. Seeing the state Jerry had digressed to, Bryant ushered him back to his office. “You’ll have to excuse us now,” he said to the other executives gathered.
Half-empty glasses were placed on lateral surfaces around the room. Moans and recriminations of, “the little bastard,” “nothing but a brat,” “too damned good to work with us,” hung in the air like clouds filled with acid rain.
The door closed. Jerry fell to his chair, ready to vomit as Bryant perched on the edge, staring down. “He’s been to see her,” Jerry gasped.
“Obviously. And she was beat up pretty bad this time, you said?” Bryant asked.
“Yep,” Jerry nodded sadly. “I had to order a hospital plane to get her in from France.”
“I’m sorry,” Bryant whispered of the miserable situation Jerry was trapped within. “What can I do?” Jerry was drowning in a quagmire, trapped in quicksand. And if Cheryl should carry out her threat, Abernathy Acquisitions would be in dire straights.
“I’m so fucking sick of my life I could just about jump out the damned window,” Jerry cried as he peered up at his younger brother.
“Jer,” Bryant said quickly. “Our best hope is that someone will actually kill her soon. Isn’t that why you have the finest nurses and medical treatment for her? So she can get back to France as soon as possible?”
Jerry held to his aching heart, a heart that might finally collapse after a violent burst. “That was the plan. But now, don’t you see, Brian will think I set her up. If anything happens to her, he’ll believe I hired it out. Oh shit,” he cried. “I’ll never see him again as long as I live.”
Filled with sadness, Bryant reached down and took Jerry’s hand. “Then he has to know,” he whispered.
“No...God, no,” Jerry nearly screamed. “Tell him about all the shit that’s gone on through the years? That his mother is a...”
“Prostitute,” Bryant yelled back because Jerry needed to hear it. Jerry needed to accept it, finally. “A prostitute, Jerry.”
Gravel collected in Jerry’s throat and the reply was nothing but a growl. “What the hell’s that on the floor?”
Bryant crossed the expanse of hunter green carpet, picked up the card and broke into a confused smile. “This has to be a joke. Morgan McFaye, Sex Therapist?” It was rather amusing.
“Sex therapist?” Jerry snatched the card from Bryant’s grasp. “Sex therapist?” He studied the tangle of vines around the border and noted the license number. His lips stretched into a small grin. “Morgan McFaye? A licensed sex therapist. Check it out.”
Bryant crouched beside Jerry and stabbed at the keyboard to go to Morgan’s website. A grainy picture cleared to reveal a headshot of her, a shiver of bronze falling over her shoulders. Her voice was clear but low and seductive as she sought to lecture on the benefits of sexual gratification and the things she had to teach.
“A hooker?” Bryant screeched.
Jerry’s fingers scraped at the bristle on his face. “Check it out,” he ordered. Bryant reached for the phone to put the investigators on it immediately. Yet together they stared, almost drooled to watch a gorgeous sylph speak of the wonders, the satisfaction, the miracle of sexual expression. To hear the strength in the dulcet tones of the voice.
“This has to be a joke!” Bryant exclaimed. “A hooker with the selfsame name as the witch of your fantasies! Brian’s making this up.”
Unable to tear his eyes from the screen, the hint of a smile moved Jerry’s lips. It was obvious Brian didn’t want his father beating his mother anymore. Exactly three times he lost control with her, but that was years ago. When it happened, he hated himself more than he hated her. But Brian didn’t know that. Brian was trying to protect his mother. And Brian was sending him someone he could work out his frustration with and upon. Maybe...maybe this meant Brian was coming home.
Jerry’s thoughts and fixed stare were interrupted only by the ringing phone. “Send it to Jerry’s terminal,” Bryant ordered of the little information they had about this Morgan at the moment.
The screen flashed. “I’ll be damned,” Jerry exclaimed as a copy of her birth certificate popped up. “She really is Morgan McFaye.” Filled with wonder, his sight traveled across the room to a painting of the mythical Morgan le Fey, a witch of impeccable craft.
Her flawless credit record replaced her birth certificate. A deed to three hundred acres in Alexandria, Ohio. A liquor and hotel license for said property. Another deed to a condo across the street from the Tower popped up, a once very posh hotel gone condo with all the services a five star hotel offers.
“Clever,” Bryant laughed. “Calling her little brothel a bed and breakfast.”
Jerry smiled as the screen rolled. No criminal record. No strikes against her therapist’s license. No complaints. “Interesting. If she paid taxes on over a million dollars, how much did she take in under the table?” He flipped through the attachments and found she wrote off everything from satin sheets to arrangements of roses.
“I think I’ll have a piece of this one,” Bryant said in a swoon.
Easily Jerry’s expression broke into a smile. “Could be interesting.”
The information the investigators had at the moment ended there and the screen returned to Morgan’s website. 
“Sexual dysfunction, huh?” Bryant commented as he rubbed at himself. 
“If that’s what they’re calling it these days, who gives a shit?” Jerry retorted.
“Exactly. You wanna put her on the payroll?”
Jerry studied the piercing green eyes, the way she held her jaw. “I don’t think this is a woman who works for anyone. Not even an Abernathy. This is a woman who makes up her own rules and you pay to play. I think Brian is trying to divert my attention. I may have to thank him for that.”
Just then, a young woman wearing a very proper business suit walked in. Neither Jerry nor Bryant noticed that she took off her jacket or slid out of her skirt. They continued to watch the screen even as the bra swirled lazily to the floor and she circled Jerry’s desk to offer those breasts for his satisfaction.
They noticed her presence only when she gasped, her eyes locked to the screen in fear, it seemed.
Jerry reached up and grasped a breast, the better to hold his favorite company hooker. “Who is she?”
The woman shook her head, backed away.
“Who is she?” Jerry hollered.
The voice was timid, full of fear. “Mistress Morgan,” the woman cried as she tore away from the screen to look at Jerry.
“Mistress Morgan?” Jerry said, his smile growing wide.
The woman’s head shook violently. “Are you thinking of hiring her?”
Even more curious about that, Jerry said, “I might.”
“Then you can terminate me,” she pleaded. “I don’t want nothing to do with her.”
“How do you know her?” Jerry asked.
“I’ve seen her a few times at an underground club on Front Street.” Easily, she fell to her knees to beg for Jerry’s protection. Her hands slid over her breasts as if to protect them. “Mr. Abernathy,” she gasped, wanting desperately to retain her job, but if it meant working under Morgan, she would happily move on.
Bryant drooled at the screen as Jerry pulled the woman into his lap and grasped a breast. Easily, Jerry smiled at Bryant. “Stay on it,” Jerry ordered as he placed the woman over his desk, her ass the perfect height to be taken. “I’ve got some things to take care of. Have at it, my brother.” Inside the elevator he turned to see Bryant’s organ already driven deep into the woman as Bryant studied the screen.
 
* * * *
 
Still shaken, Brian pulled into the garage of his home in Alexandria and slammed the door of his truck. He stomped into the house only to find their pretty little maid, Kitty, at work in the kitchen. “Where’s Morgan?”
“She called and said she’d be late tonight. Said she’s making a little progress with that guy you fucked last week. Mouse, what’s the matter?” Kitty cried, terribly concerned to see him in such a terrible state.
He held out his arms and she flew into them, wrapping herself tightly around him. Her naked breasts flattened against his hard chest. He laid his cheek on the top of her head, adorned by the fine strands of black floral-scented silk, and his hands slid down her back, feeling the softness of baby-fine skin.
“Mouse, what’s the matter?” Kitty choked, never having seen him so undone.
He backed away. “I’m alright,” he whispered, and went to the refrigerator for beer.
“You wanna eat now?”
He only shook his head and started toward the staircase.
Quietly, she watched. His usual exuberance was dampened as if a heavy wet blanket were thrown over him. Slowly, he ascended the staircase as if the burden of the weight he carried was impossible to lift.
Fearing a little, she turned back to the stove to stir the potatoes. “Uhhhohhh,” she whispered, wondering what the hell it could be. 
 
* * * *
 
Jerry’s limo moved effortlessly up Hideaway Hill Drive toward the Abernathy Mansion he called home. What he was feeling was impossible to decide. A scathing anger at his wife for letting his son believe he had created the wounds she currently suffered. A certain shock and heavy disappointment that Brian would be so bold as to storm the bastion of his office and offer an ultimatum such as that. But that was moderated by the excitement of Brian’s obvious concern. That Brian offered an outlet for Jerry’s rage spoke of unmistakable love. That that love might come from someone who was incredulously named Morgan made him swell.
He entered the house through the rear gardens and unhesitatingly went upstairs only to find his wife’s door locked. He knocked and found a male nurse on duty now.
“She’s sleeping,” the nurse protested.
Jerry huffed and thrust the door opened forcing the man out of his way. Even the bedroom doors were locked but rather than wait for them to be opened, he kicked them open.
“Don’t hurt me,” Cheryl screamed, but it wasn’t fear, merely rage.
“You fucking whore!” Jerry yelled in front of the servants, no less, something he’d never done in the past. “My son was here today and you let him believe I did this to you.” He cocked a knee and placed it on the bed the better to lean over her and drive his point to its conclusion. “You got exactly six months to make other arrangements, Mrs. Abernathy, or I will make them for you.”
Her lips snarled in aggravated delight. “And just exactly what do you think you’re gonna do, baby? You want the world to know exactly how it all went down, do you?”
Her threat. Her constant threat. To expose him to the world and blacken the image of the Abernathy Family. 
“Six months, bitch and you’re outta here.” He rattled the bed so that she could feel the pain he wanted desperately to inflict. His dark eyes drilled into hers; his fury spilled around her with the same molten quality with which their son departed.
“I’ll play,” she said with her usual cocky snideness. “May the best strategist win.”
A sudden almost uncontrollable urge to strangle her assaulted him. Rather than succumb to it because his plans were bigger, he jerked away and made for the door.
“Hey, baby,” she cooed, sprawling naked on the bed, ready to be taken by whoever had the cash. “Just remember, he doesn’t yet know he’s not your son.”
Jerry hesitated to allow those words ring in his head for a moment. Not my son, as his chin fell to his chest to let the heaving ache in that subside. Yet he moved silently on to his own rooms. 
Not my son. He dropped his jacket, yanked at his tie and fell to the chair. But he is my son, as he peered at the mantle filled with pictures of Brian and his sister, Cherry. They’re both mine. I alone raised them, as tears rushed to his eyes.
 
* * * *
 
Sitting alone in the whirlpool didn’t help the churning in Brian’s heart. But he could no longer stand aside, could no longer ignore what was happening to his mother. His father was going to kill her.
Still wet, he crept through the evening twilight and lit a few candles on the dresser and night tables. Without will he fell into the bed and lit a cigarette. His mom was going to be murdered and he would be responsible because he knew it was happening. His father wouldn’t be indicted for domestic violence. It would be first-degree murder.
Even Abernathys can go to prison, he thought, but the likelihood that that would actually happen was minimal. For countless millions of dollars, it would be written up as an accident. The truth was, Jerry would get away with murder because the only witness to testify would be made to appear the self-interested son.
Brian knew of only one person that could help. Only his precious Morgan.
 
* * * *
 
Happily, Morgan sighed as she slowed to let the iron gates at the road slowly open and let her through. She had begun to think she was going to fail on this current case, but tonight...tonight, she thought wistfully, she had made some progress. It’s so horribly hard for some people to understand what others feel, but she believed her current case understood tonight.
Filled with the elation success brings, she bounded through the garage door. “Hi, Baby,” she cooed at Kitty and bent to kiss her tenderly. “How are you today?”
Morgan’s wine was already poured and Kitty placed it on the bar counter in front of Morgan’s usual stool. Quickly, Morgan drank it to cure her thirst, but the way Kitty offered her breasts, the dismal expression alerted Morgan to a pothole in the road.
“What happened?”
“I’m not sure. It’s Mouse,” she muttered under her breath.
“What?”
“He wouldn’t tell me. He doesn’t look good. He’s upstairs.”
Morgan slammed the glass down and ran. Panicked, she took the circular stairs two at a time. She threw the door of the master suite open only to see the candlelight flicker on the currents she created and feel the pall hanging over the room.
“Honey?” she cried out, seeing the dark silhouette on the bed, and ran to him.
“Hi, baby,” he whispered and wrapped her into his arms.
“Baby, what’s the matter?” she asked, her voice trembling with concern. His body felt like it was on fire. “You’ve got a fever.”
“Ehhhh,” he growled, obviously frustrated. Gently, he let her go. “Shitty day, that’s all.”
Her head cocked at the sarcasm in his reply. “That doesn’t happen too often.”
He pulled himself to lie against the headboard, the sound of skin on satin something that always soothed Morgan. Just to know he was so close. He lit another cigarette, one of her Virginia Slims. “I’ve got good news and bad news,” he whispered. “I was on my way home from Hideaway Hill Drive today...”
A happy squeal interrupted his confession. “Billionaire’s Row! You booked a client on Billionaire’s Row?”
“Yeah.”
“Baby, you have arrived,” she gushed. “I’m so proud of you. Is she pretty?” 
Gently, Brian smiled at Morgan’s jealousy and turned on the light. “She happens to be JD Rockingham, Baby. Wants his entire property torn up and replanted.”
“Oh, my God,” she whispered, so elated that he had attracted the attention of someone that famous, someone that wealthy, who would give Brian carte blanche to create something fabulous. JD Rockingham, she thought. One of the creepier billionaires in the neighborhood. “I’m so proud of you. Is he one of those prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boy’s Club types, though?”
On that, Brian closed his eyes. Morgan hated the affectations of the rich and nefarious. She had met so many of them by now...men and women both who treated her as nothing but a whore. But to have to admit that he was a scion of that breed caused his heart to quake. “Seems like a nice guy. Saw the bit on Home and Garden.”
“And just up and called you because of it?” 
Brian nodded with a smile. “E-mailed.”
“So what could the bad news possibly be?”
He slid his fingers between hers and pulled her hand to his chest. “I have to drive by my parent’s house to get there.”
Instantly, Morgan froze inside. That he was estranged from his family she knew early on. That he only spoke of them occasionally never worried her. Some people are better off apart, family or not. He had also told her his father was a wife-beater.
“Yeah...” Morgan whispered to gently prod.
“So...idiot that I am, I stopped in. Course, the old man was at work, knew he would be, but there was my mom laying in her bed with broken ribs, foot, arm, Morgan, her face is so bruised...” His hands rubbed at his face to hide the tears. “I don’t know what the hell to do. He’s gonna kill her.”
Heavily, Morgan sighed. “Obviously, it’s time you go talk to her and try to convince her to come here, Honey.”
“Morgan,” Brian rasped. “You can’t be serious about that. Bring my mother here? Into our life? Honey...” Anything but that.
“Why not?” Morgan asked. “So we’ll have to wear clothes. She doesn’t have to go downstairs and see the dungeon. We’ve got ten bedrooms here, three of which are occupied. That leaves seven available. It doesn’t have to be permanent. Just long enough for her to get her feet under her and figure out what she wants to do with the rest of her life. How old did you tell me she was?”
“Fifty-three.”
Morgan shrugged. “Lotta life left. What’s she do for a living?”
Inside, Brian smiled at Morgan’s innocence. He would never tire of it. “She’s never worked, Honey.”
“Well, maybe she could find something she likes to do. I think between us we could afford to send her to school, don’t you?”
Filled with pride, Brian smiled. “You are so sweet,” he whispered as he gathered her up again. “I’m afraid there’s more to it than that. So you tell me, Baby. Why do women put up with that shit?”
“A lot of reasons,” she whispered. “You said your father’s a fairly well-off businessman. Could be the money. Some women are just scared, obviously. They believe their husbands are going to hunt them down and kill them. Some do. There’s a breed I’ve met that actually enjoy the attention. They get beat up and get to go to the hospital, get lots of attention from the staff, from friends and family over it. But that kind of care and concern only lasts so long when the people around the ‘victim’ begin to realize what’s going on.”
That statement reminded Brian of his Aunt Colleen. Colleen had no more care or concern for the victim than she would have for a dead squirrel in the street.
“Does any of that sound like your mom?”
“Maybe.”
“Does she have a nurse with her?”
Brian nodded as he lit a cigarette. “I told her I wanted to put her in a hospital, both for her physical problems and also for a psychiatric evaluation.”
Gently, Morgan laughed.
“What?”
Adamantly, Morgan shook her head. “Your mother is a victim, honey. In her own mind, she’s a victim. She’ll always be a victim, whether it’s your father’s, a salesgirl at a store, the meter reader who mouths off to her one day. The problem will always be ‘out there’ because in her mind she doesn’t have control over anything. She doesn’t even have enough control to get up and walk out.”
“So there’s nothing I can do?”
“Not for her. Not until she can draw the conclusion that she doesn’t want to live like that any more. Your father on the other hand...”
Aggravated, Brian growled.
“Honey, you know I’ve had a lot of success with rage management. People, men and women both, can learn to control their rage before it gets out of control and someone gets hurt. I’m not saying I want to see him, but you know there are other opportunities around the city for that.”
“What makes a man beat his wife?”
“Frustration. Rage. Insecurity. Mostly, a sense of guilt, I think. In their minds, wife-beaters and husband-beaters both, see their spouse as causing their problems. Somebody might have smarted off to them at work and they come home frustrated and all the spouse has to do is say one wrong thing. Sometimes, I suppose the frustration with the spouse is justified. People run around on each other and that hurts. People spend money and bankrupt the family. But beating someone near to death is not justifiable. Mostly, I think, the people who get beat are merely reflections of inner turmoil to the abuser.”
“You don’t happen to feel like beating me just now, do you?”
“Oh, you sweet little masochists,” she whispered, knowing these emotional entanglements always unhinged him. She stood and removed her clothing, only to slide in beside him. Her tongue licked at his neck to gain his attention. “Listen to me. Until something happens to change the dynamics of the relationship or end it finally, nothing is going to change. You interfering is only going to exacerbate the situation. The only thing you can do is call her or go see her and offer her a safe place temporarily or permanently. If she accepts, it’s because she’s ready for a change. If she declines it’s because she’s getting something out of it. We may not understand what it is, but there’s a payoff somewhere.”
“You would really allow her to come here?” he asked only to clarify.
“Honey, I don’t have a problem with it. You know I take care of most of my business in town anyway. And if she’s the skittish kind, she doesn’t have to know that my favorite thing is taking you downstairs and breaking a pretty little riding crop over this gorgeous thing.” She fondled his flaccid penis. “I’ll haul you downtown for that.”
“God, I love you, baby,” he croaked as he scooped her tightly into his arms. “I’m not sure I want our lives turned inside out over it.”
“It’s something you’d have to be as committed to, as you would be for having a baby around the house. You can’t decide three months down the road that she should be able to handle it on her own and hit the road. If she hasn’t made any changes she would just go back to your father and in her mind, become your victim. ‘My son doesn’t want me, either,’ kind of shit.”
“I see that now,” he whispered. Heavily, he sighed.
Yet Morgan was elated that Brian was even thinking of it. In the back of her mind it sometimes occurred to her that he was ashamed of her. Ashamed of how she made a living and didn’t want his parents to know about it. But that he loved her, adored her she never doubted.
“So you just need to give yourself some time to figure out where you’re at,” she said softly. 
“Does my mom have time?”
“As long as there’s a nurse in the house, honey. People rarely beat up someone else in front of witnesses unless it’s their children.”
Brian nodded. That was true of his father, at least.
“So.” She moved to straddle his body, her hot, wet slit burning into his belly. “We’ll have dinner and then we’ll take your mind off it awhile and let it stew around in there until it makes sense to you.” 
His eyes narrowed into a deep salacious leer. “I’m crazy about you, you know.”
“I know,” she teased, the tips of her hair brushing over his chest to tickle it. Seductively, she stretched long to drive her burning nipples into his chest. “I think we should both take tomorrow off and have some fun.”
He reached up and took the generous flesh on her chest into his hands. His face buried between them to drink down the scent and feel the warmth. 
“But aren’t you starting with a new guy tomorrow night?” he asked.
Morgan shrugged. “Just a premature ejaculation problem, honey. He doesn’t sound emotionally fragile...like a missed appointment would be rejection for him.”
Gently, he opened his mouth on that flesh, the better to taste. “How ‘bout I just meet you in town and take you and Kitty to dinner somewhere?”
She rolled her eyes. He didn’t want to take the day off just to play. “Uh huh,” she teased. “How ‘bout we give Kitty the weekend off, and I’ll just stop in at Fontainebleau tomorrow night by myself and find someone who can appreciate me.”
“Oh, yeah?” He knew she wanted to play ‘pick up.’
“There’s some pretty classy guys that hang out there,” she commented.
“As a matter of fact, there is,” he said. “Fontainebleau, huh? Maybe I’ll stop in. Who knows?”
Just then Kitty moved through the door with the tray, a single meat platter filled with mashed potatoes and gravy, thoroughly roasted beef and a pile of corn with biscuits and butter on the side. She had Morgan’s refilled glass and brought a cold beer for Mouse with two sets of silverware. How cute, they ate off the same plate.
“You want the weekend off, baby?” Brian asked.
“Hell, yes. Does the weekend start now?” Kitty squealed.
“As soon as you fix me a bottle and get rid of this tray,” Morgan said.
“Coool,” Kitty squealed and headed back to the kitchen.
 
* * * *
 
Dinner was over, the lights off, leaving only the candlelight to illuminate the room in shadows of soft lavender. Brian draped over her lap, his head nestled comfortably in the crook of her arm. Quietly, he slurped from her breast.
Soundlessly, Kitty approached with the pint-sized bottle filled with warm beer. She slid onto the bed into Morgan’s other arm. “He’s beautiful,” Kitty whispered to see the light diffused over his eyelids, the thick brows flinching with his satisfaction, knowing Morgan was the singular cause of his contentment.
“Yes,” Morgan breathed. “He is beautiful.” Tenderly, she brushed through his hair dragging her nails over his scalp. “You’re leaving 'til Monday?”
“You’re sure you don’t need me, Mistress?”
“You go on,” Morgan said. “Have fun.”
Kitty raised to press her lips to Morgan’s for a tender kiss. “I will. Thanks.” Filled with adoration, she swept down and planted another on Morgan’s nipple.
“Grab me another diaper,” Morgan whispered. Quickly, Kitty threw it on the bed and danced out the door.
Morgan took the bottle and brushed the adult-sized nipple against her baby’s cheek. He broke from her breast with a loud smack and swallowed the nipple into his mouth as she held the bottle. Easier to get drunk on warm beer than the pleasure of her breast, and she smiled as she pulled him a little closer and slid her hand into the diaper to gently knead his balls. 
That he needed a mother was always evident to Morgan. Never met a man who didn’t. But his mother...who was she? He had always seemed satisfied to let Morgan be his mother. Let Morgan be his lover, his mistress, his playmate. Satisfied until now.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
Jerry Abernathy sat alone in his office reading the last of the current information on Morgan McFaye. A sex therapist by day. A nasty little dominatrix by night.
“Interesting,” he whispered as he pulled the keyboard in front of him. “Could be very interesting.”
Lady Morgan, his e-mail began. You are reputed to be the kind of woman I can appreciate. I was given your name by a very satisfied client. If you have any room in your schedule, please let me know.
Anxiously, Jerry’s fingers drummed the desk. Too soon to actually get involved with her. Certainly didn’t need the press hearing about it, so he merely filed it and opened her website. 
Sitting back in the chair, he stared at her picture. “My son thinks I’m beating his mother,” he told her. “My son thinks you can help me. I think my son wants my attention badly enough to come to my office and make an ass of himself. So Lady Morgan...how exactly are you going to help? I can easily see you in my Lair, chained to my Wheel of Misfortune suffering your punishment. I can easily hear your voice pleading for pardon. And if you work out as well as I think you will, my son will get his one and half billion dollars back.”
 
* * * *
 
“Hi,” Morgan said warmly as she opened the door of her condo to let her newest client in. “I’m Morgan.”
“Hi,” an early thirtysomething with the Wall Street look said sheepishly. He extended his hand. “Dan Gregory.”
With maternal affection, she took it warmly and offered, “C’mon in and have a seat.”
He peered around the nearly vacant common room and spied only a massage table in front of the sliding glass doors. As he slipped onto a barstool near the kitchen, he attempted to force calm to steady himself. But there was no hope for anything casual. Uncontrollably, he fidgeted.
“So you work downtown here, you’re married less than a year?”
“Yeah,” he said. “She’s older than me.”
“Is she why you’re here?”
“Well, uhh...yeah. Although this has been a problem forever,” he admitted full of embarrassment.
“Your problem is just about solved,” she said softly, “because we want to keep that pretty little wife of yours interested forever.”
“Absolutely.”
“Take your clothes off,” she mewed with a sweet little wrinkle to her nose.
“What are we doing?”
“First you’re going to get a very deep massage to get you relaxed as much as possible. And then I’m gonna jerk you off to see where you’re at.”
“Oh, God,” he choked.
“I don’t bite,” she whispered playfully. 
“Oh, Jesus.” Unconsciously, he wiped away the beads of sweat beginning to form.
“It really doesn’t hurt. And you don’t have to be embarrassed. But I believe you’re here because you want to learn how to control the sexual stimulation you feel to prolong the pleasure as long as possible.” 
Through clenched teeth, unable to look at her because the embarrassment was too real, he mumbled, “That I do.” 
“Good. And three months from now when you can go all night long, you can tell your buddies about me and send them on.”
“Seriously?” He was astonished that a life long problem could be resolved so soon.
Easily, she nodded. “You and I alone for four or five sessions and then we’ll bring your wife in. There’s some things she could stand to know, also.”
“She, ummm...she’s very patient.”
“So am I. The good part about this is you can’t screw it up with me,” Morgan said to encourage him. “You’re not here to please me. You’re just here to learn. So think of me as the dowdy old school mistress. Take your clothes off, son.” She scowled playfully.
Easily, he laughed and tugged at his tie.
 
* * * *
 
It didn’t seem to last long. He felt as limp as spaghetti soaked in water all night. Every muscle in his body had been rendered into ataxia, including muscles in his feet he wasn’t aware of. 
“You in the zone?” she asked as his eyelids quivered.
Only a moan escaped his chest. Yet they shot open to the feel of her hot hand on his balls.
“Stay as relaxed as you can,” she whispered, feeling his body tighten to the stimulation. But she merely rolled them tenderly in her hand. “Relaxed.” Her nails slid over the inside of his thighs, causing his penis to lurch.
“That’s nice,” he whispered.
“Take your time,” she mewed with a little smile. “For some reason, penises aren’t generally passive creatures. I’ve never figured that one out.”
Her fingernails stroked his abdomen on either side of his lengthening penis without touching it, yet it set every nerve in it on fire. It lurched into the palm of her hand, but quickly she moved lest it touch her and spill. Ticklish little spider legs seemed to crawl up the sides of it and end with a bite on the glans, her fingernails the teeth.
“What are you feeling?” she asked.
“Uhh...self-conscious.”
The biggest problem of all. “Let me rephrase. What is the penis feeling?”
The penis. Not his penis but the penis, and it left him wondering. How to interpret the penis’ feelings. Curiously, he looked to her.
Unfortunately, there’s no such thing as sex-education for penises. 
Gently, she held to the base and captured the testicles in her hand. The finger tips of her other hand pressed gently below the balls. “Does that feel good?”
“Yeah.”
“That’s your prostate in there. Some men like it, some don’t.”
“Apparently I like mine.”
Feeling it swell a little more, she commented, “The penis does too.” But she merely continued to press at the root, working her way slowly upward.
“Where’d you learn this stuff?”
She shook her head a little. “You need to concentrate on the penis and control its egregious hyperactivity. Watch.”
“The penis loves your fingers.”
Easily, she laughed. This guy was gonna be fun. “You must be a middle child.”
Happily, he nodded yet he watched as her fingers looped lazily around it and swept up its length. He felt the contractions in his abdomen, the first tingling in his balls. She noted the response and clenched down on the testicles to create another sensation, something that drained the stimulation to the penis.
But he didn’t complain, only lay passively watching.
“You’re in good shape,” she offered. “I’ve had guys in here that spill as soon as they take off their clothes.”
“No shit,” he whispered beginning to pant a little. It was going to happen...soon.
She dropped the penis altogether and stroked at his thighs again.
Relieved that this wasn’t over quite yet, he lay back a little and drew in a deep breath. 
“You paying attention?” she asked.
“Yeah, I think so.”
“A lot of indirect stimulation before you get to the good part, right?”
Quickly, he nodded, feeling her finger at his anus. 
“You like that?” 
“Sure, why not.” Truthfully, he didn’t know.
Her finger pressed there as she kneaded his balls. But his entire body lurched as she opened him.
“Hurt?”
“A little. But not bad.” Actually, not bad at all, he thought.
“Stay relaxed,” she whispered. Slowly she inched in a little and pressed on his prostate.
“Oh, yeah...I like that.”
Gently, she pushed his legs to fold the better to take it all. She swirled around a little in that virgin organ, even though it clamped tight on her finger. She massaged his balls. “Ten minutes and you haven’t spilled yet,” she said to encourage him.
“Seriously!” Suddenly, he felt more in control than ever before.
Her hand locked around the shaft as if to crush it. 
“It likes that, too.”
“So easy to please,” she said playfully. “We want to teach it how to discriminate. But since it’s been good enough to play along with us this evening...”
Her hand loosened as it rose so that it was barely touching at the glans. Tightened on the way back down. With her finger deep in his gut pressing on the gland, it withstood three good strokes before it spilled happily, leaving its owner in a pant.
Slowly, she retrieved her finger and opened the door underneath the table for a moist warm towel to lie over the happy penis. “Very good,” she praised as her hands clamped over the muscles in his thighs to drain the tension toward his feet and out of his body. “Excellent.” Easily, his body drained of the tension as she pulled that spent energy into his calves and out his feet.
“That was pretty...the best I ever had,” he gasped.
“It will take a few sessions to learn to trust me and relax. But you have some exercises to do this week.”
“Something that isn’t quite fit for the gym?”
“Bathroom, baby. With the lights bright in front of the mirror. All these sensations I created for you I want you to recreate for yourself. I want you to do it for five minutes tonight and tomorrow, six the next and the day after, seven for two days and then come back to me next Friday. You can let your wife watch you, but she can’t touch you and interrupt the sensations. And...a big and here,” she cautioned, “you have to watch yourself, not her, while she’s friggin’ herself.”
He burst into laughter knowing exactly what his wife would be doing.
“She’s a libidinous woman?”
“Horny all the time.”
“Good. We’ll teach the penis how to behave and then we’ll learn you how to keep a middle-aged woman interested into old age.”
“Bless you,” he whispered.
She grabbed the towel to mop up the semen and dry up the oil in the hair. “That’s all for tonight.” She threw the towel into another bin and turned toward the kitchen to wash her hands.
“You married?” he asked as he slipped on his boxers.
“No, baby, but I’ve got one seriously hot date waiting for me right now, so move it.”
“Fortunate man. Have fun,” he said happily as he stuffed his tie into his back pocket and made for the door.
 
* * * *
 
She nearly ran the few blocks to their favorite French restaurant and stood at the door a moment to catch her breath. She was nearly perfect, best she could tell, with a black leather skirt merely a sheath over her hips and thighs, a plunging neckline on the fuzzy black chenille sweater. She opted for black leather boots to snug around her ankles. Silver bangle bracelets to create a little metallic diffidence to his come-on.
Painfully erect, she strutted past the maitre d' toward the smoky cloud at the bar. But she stopped, stared, felt a flush rise to her face to see her precious Mouse at the end of the bar, another woman pawing him.
Her eyes narrowed as the words fucking bitch seared through her brain. And Mouse never noticed her coming toward him, never turned his head away from the breast thrust to his face. Morgan felt an undeniable urge to retrieve her whip and order up a little discipline for that thing pawing at her man, someone she’d seen at the Club.
Rather, she took a table and sat in the lounge chair, crossed one leg over the other and let her arms fall to her sides. Still, he hadn’t noticed she had arrived as she placed an order for a martini. He seemed engrossed in the conversation, or rather the flirtation he was being pounded with.
Fucking bitch, as she watched intently, attempting nonchalance. A moment more and she would to have to rip the woman off the stool and throw her out back.
Brian caught Morgan out of the corner of his eye, yet continued the melodrama of stroking Morgan’s fury. Morgan was jealous when it came to women. Horribly jealous if she didn’t know them and couldn’t command them. In their little club, an S/M place a few blocks over, Morgan would tolerate a Domina taking him if she knew her. But never a stranger. Morgan would fight a stranger.
But Brian loved this game as much as Morgan. And tonight it was working particularly well. This was a little something to get her riled enough to seize control of the situation. Something to turn her totally on.
You fucking bitch, Morgan thought, unable to watch any longer the machinations of the woman’s designs. Slowly, she unwound out of the chair and straightened, grabbed her bag and her glass to slither toward the Ladies Room.
But she had to pass that woman.
“Hey, don’t I know you?” Brian asked as she slid by.
Quickly, she turned at the waist, a seductive tilt to her hips leaving her torso in profile. “Me?” she asked seemingly ambivalent.
Studying her intently with a leer, he said surely, “Yeah, I know you from somewhere.”
She took the few steps toward him and tripped. Her martini dashed down the woman’s chest.
“You fuckin’ clumsy oaf,” the woman yelled as she grabbed for napkins.
“I’m so sorry,” Morgan cried as she grabbed a few and dabbed at the woman’s breasts.
“Get the hell away from me!” the woman screamed as she pushed Morgan off. “Baby, excuse me.” She jerked off the stool and ran toward the bathroom.
Morgan’s vivid green eyes stared into the luscious pools of liquid fudge staring back. “Didn’t mean to run off your date,” she mewed.
“She’s not my date. Truthfully, it looks like I got stood up.” With a devastating grin, he added, “So did she. Are you waiting for someone?”
“Actually, I just stopped in for a drink to kill some time. Got a few things to do tonight.”
“Too bad,” he said. “I’d love to have dinner with you.”
Her eyes traveled the length of his body, carefully inspecting him. Finely dressed man, Italian finery, pinstripes, very fresh shirt and tie. Shaved his cheeks and his throat before he came out tonight. “Are you an out-of-town business man?”
“No. I live here in the suburbs. Just hang around in the city a lot.”
“What do you do for a living?” she asked.
“Would you believe I don’t have to work for a living? That I’m a thirty five year old independently wealthy man? That I’ve never worked a day in my life? That my real name is Abernathy?”
Laughter burst out of her along with mucus from her nose. She grabbed a napkin to dab at it inconspicuously. “No I wouldn’t. Never,” she finished with an amused smile.
Coyly he grinned. “Brian Abernathy,” he insisted as he offered his hand. “I’m an accountant at Abernathy Acquisitions. Securities broker.”
Sarcastically, she nodded as she took his hand. “A pleasure, Mr. Abernathy. Morgan McFaye.”
“I’m sorry, did you say...Morgan le Fey, something about a spirited little wood nymph, or was that Morgan, a changeling witch who could capture men’s minds and souls?”
“Whatever you’d like, Mr. Abernathy.”
“Have dinner with me,” he murmured seductively as he stroked her hand.
Her salacious grin stretched into a smile. “Of course.”
The woman came out of the bathroom to see Morgan’s hips swaying seductively away, her arm looped around that guy’s. “I owe you one, Morgan,” she whispered and resumed her vigil at the end of the bar.
 
* * * *
 
He was terribly proper as he pulled out a chair and held to it while she sat down. Filled with gallantry, he pushed it in just a little to ensure her comfort. He took the chair opposite and opened his jacket to relax into it. “So what do you do for a living?” he asked.
“I’m a doctor,” she whispered. “An urologist.”
“Ahh...” he choked. “I bet you’ve seen some interesting things.”
“They all look alike after awhile.”
Easily, he laughed. If he lived forever, he would never tire of Morgan.
This little game they played was not only for the fun of it, but a way they could work out their issues without directly talking about it. But it was mostly for fun and they could be frank with each other like this, without getting too close.
“Married?” he asked to keep the conversation going.
Her expression immediately dampened, trying to remember this was just for fun. “No,” she whispered. “It’s not that one incredible guy hasn’t been begging me to marry him for a few years now. And I do mean incredible. If the circumstances were different...”
“Known him a long time?”
“Ten years,” she whispered. “I know he’s getting anxious, I can feel it. I just need him to understand. I can’t get married.”
“What, you already married or something?”
“No,” she said with a bitter grin. Tears puddled in her lower lids as she looked away from him. “Sometimes I think I love him too much. We are so close, you know.” Returning her fixed stare to him as if to plead, she insisted, “I mean...why fuck it up when it’s perfect. Maybe because I’m looking at penises all day, he needs that. To feel secure. I just wish he’d understand.”
“If he were sitting here right now, what would you want him to know?”
Nervously, she shook her head. “In my line of work, I’ve met a lot of wife-beaters, you see. The operative word there is ‘wife.’”
Ohhh...it finally made sense...finally. With a vivid kind of clarity, he drank it down like acid. That her mother was murdered by her step-father, he knew. That she spent her life punishing the men who do the beating. “I get it,” he gasped as he grabbed the champagne bottle and refilled their glasses.
“Do you? A lot of men would think I’m full of shit.”
He reached into his jacket for a cigarette and then dragged his hand over his eyes. “That doesn’t mean he doesn’t love you...desperately,” Brian whispered. Rather than delve deeper into this painful and almost debilitating topic, he changed it. “Kids?”
“God, no,” she gasped, knowing kids were nothing but a pain in the ass. She was a pain in someone else’s life until she was orphaned at sixteen. “You?”
“Baby, where I come from, ‘kids’ is a four letter word.” 
 
* * * *
 
She dabbed her lips and drank the last of the champagne. “Thank you, Mr. Abernathy. That was delicious.”
“That sounds like you're leaving me already.”
Casually, she pushed the sleeve of her sweater up to glance at her watch. “I’m about an hour late for a dinner date.”
“Call him and tell him you found a fascinating penis that requires more study.”
Her lips pursed with that come-hither look in her eyes. “What makes you think it’s a man?” 
Easily, he choked on her reply. “Ahh, excuse me,” he whispered forever one step behind and chasing after her. “Then please...tell whomever that you’re tied up in your office because I would like nothing more than to see the city in a horse drawn carriage at night...with you.”
Her tongue washed over her lips to reignite the shimmering bronze lipstick that matched her hair. “Not necessary. I think my sister will get over it.”
His hand rose to cover his mouth, smiling about a non-existent sister. His vision danced across her playful face. He stood, reached out his hand for hers. She laid hers in his and together they departed.
Outside he merely snapped his fingers at the next carriage in line. He pulled out a hundred-dollar bill and placed it in the driver’s hand. “River,” he ordered and then plopped down in the leather seat next to Morgan. “A little chilly tonight.” Carefully, he placed his around her shoulder and pulled her close.
But she straightened refusing to get too close. “Just a little. So Mr. Abernathy...is it true? Everything they write about your family?”
“You want me to confess to corporate piracy? Insider trading? That me and my sibling, my cousins were raised with such license and liberties as to make us unbearable to be around? Maybe you’d like to hear about my little romp with the Princess of Monaco, about how we ski Chamanix and then hop a jet to cross the Alps for pizza in Italy,” he said remembering those times fondly, but having had enough of them. “Maybe you’d like to hear about the orgy on a private yacht cruising the Mediterranean, or what the girls in Barbados can do with their tongues.”
A little tingle rolled up her spine to feel his breath in her ear. She nuzzled closer, his voice causing a rapture inside. She had barely to turn her head for him to grasp her jaw and force her lips to his, to devour them as if he starved.
The horse trotted down the path toward the river; the simple vibration in the carriage stroked her desire. His broad fingers slid over her neck, swept under her sweater to feel the softness of skin on her shoulder. “I think I’m in love,” he gasped, seeing the moonlight reflected from the water sparkle in her eyes.
 
* * * *
 
Only an hour later she was sprawled on her bed, his weight on her back as his penis divided her cheeks. “I gotta have you, baby,” he begged, refusing to enter without permission.
“Only if you go slow,” she commanded wanting more than anything to be impaled.
The door opened only a little, only enough to stick the head through. Patiently, he hovered, waiting for it to open wide that he might slip completely in. It was as if she grabbed him and dragged him in by the scruff. As if she swallowed him whole into her warm and inviting abode.
He rolled her over and held her up away from him so that she could simply sit on him. Easily, she got her legs under her as he held to the soft curve of her hips. The definition in her shoulder blades was where the shadows played as she grasped his balls with one hand and her clit with another.
He stuffed more pillows under his head, the better to watch his penis disappear into her body. Over the years she had taught him how to do this, to refuse the penis an orgasm until she was ready that they might come together. Over the years he had mastered that technique. He simply had to deny the penis that pleasure until the appropriate time.
But she was turned on tonight. He had very effectively seduced her and she didn’t desire to tarry. She cried out, tightened with the pleasure of it as she held to his aching balls causing him to spill profusely.
In time she laid back on the bed in his arms. “Why, Mr. Abernathy. I believe you’ve been trained.”
With his tongue in her ear, he whispered, “I was trained by the best there is, thank you. And if you don’t mind, Dr. McFaye, I’d like to hang around and see what else you’ve got to offer.”
“What I’ve got to offer?” she nearly hissed, simply exasperated. “That leads me to believe you haven’t been trained nearly enough, Sir. It sounds like you’re desperately in need of a little public humiliation.”
Heavily, he sighed with the thought of it. With his tongue still traveling the curve of her ear, he asked, “Could you explain that, please?”
Animated, she laughed. “You like being my little Mouse, don’t you?”
“More than anything in this world. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t sacrifice for you.”
Tentatively, her arms wrapped around him hearing something in that she’d never heard before. What in the world has he sacrificed for me? she wondered. His family, maybe. And if that were the truth, how could she live with that?
Rather than let him get lost in his family, she said, “Public humiliation, Mr. Abernathy. Tomorrow evening, I’ll take you to a little torture chamber where all the bad little boys are punished in public.”
It sounded wonderful. It had been a while. Suddenly, the image of the master he once adored, served, humbled himself before and loved without reservation flashed in his mind. The wonderful nights of public humiliation at his hands.
He rolled away from her, yet kept her captured in his arm.
It was terribly curious, almost frightening that he showed no more enthusiasm than that. Has to be his family, she thought. 
“Have you thought about talking to your mom?”
As if a balloon burst, he went limp and rolled completely away. It was his family, certainly. Merely the thought of them left him devastated.
“Honey, I’m sorry,” she whispered as she tried to regain his attention.
“It’s alright, Baby. I’m just kinda tired.”
Just tired, she snarled inside herself. Before he’d seen his mother beat all to hell he would have been on his knees begging for a little public humiliation. Aggravated, she sighed and gathered him tightly into her arms. Her sweet little Mouse, her baby, her lover. Her man...damnit and whoever you are, you can go to hell.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
Just as she promised, he no sooner walked through the door of their club than she shoved him down the hallway to another room. The lights were low, unobtrusive and he turned quickly to see her glaring at him.
“Mistress,” his voice broken with fear, it seemed.
“You’re to be punished tonight. That cocky fucking attitude of yours has to go,” she rasped, her voice like sandpaper over rough sawn oak. “Take off your clothes.”
With a much more respectful stance, he bowed his head and slipped off his T-shirt. His excitement was unbearable, this one of his favorite pastimes.
“Quickly,” she hissed as she watched. That their ten-year relationship had fallen into patterns of habit, she knew. But she was working more. He was working more and most of the time they were tired. For the first few years of their life together she brought him here every Saturday night...the place they met. For the last few years they barely made it every other month. 
“You don’t seem too eager to please,” she snarled, her lip curled in disgust.
“Forgive me, Mistress.” He fell to his knees in front of her. “Please,” he begged.
Aggravated, she circled her intriguing slave. The sharp pointed heel of her boot dug into the firm flesh of his calf. Suddenly, her fingers grasped his hair and yanked his head back causing him to see her upside down. “You’ll be in a much better place when you leave here tonight.”
“Thank you,” he breathed, ready to get on with it.
“Up,” she screamed. And then she wrapped her fingers around his balls and dragged him away.
On the stage of an old converted movie theater behind the heavy velvet curtain, he smiled. They were to be the opening act tonight, something they hadn’t been for awhile. The warm-up routine to get everyone hot before everybody’s little submissives would be exhibited. Her hands deftly worked over his body with the collar, slipped the forearm cuffs to his elbows. For definition, she pulled a few hairs out of his scrotum.
The seriousness of her expression excited him painfully. “Baby, you are turning me on.”
“You want turned on, do you, you insolent little bastard? I’ll show you turned on.” 
He was dragged by the penis to be prominently displayed between steel I-beams welded to plates bolted through the petrified oak floorboards. Logging chains threaded through holes in the beams attached to a pulley above. At her will, he could be extended to suffer a shameful punishment or be dropped to the floor to kiss her feet.
At the moment he was extended and terribly comfortable. And then came the blindfold.
“Pay attention,” she hissed with a delightful little pinch to the scrotum.
The air behind the curtain was cool on his flushed skin. He heard the click of her heels take her away from him. She would be back, she loved him so much. But apparently not enough to trust him with her life. Not enough to be his wife.
Morgan took her usual table, the first in front of the stage. Her precious Mouse thought he knew what to expect tonight. He wasn’t aware that she had arranged something different for him. Something to perhaps relieve the tedium of every day life. What looked like a ten foot, ten hundred pound monster with the famous ten inch dick slowly strode toward her and than sat in the chair closest to her.
“What’s gotten into you, woman? Something going on you wanna share your Mouse finally?”
She sucked on the cigarette causing her cheeks to cave in. “No, Jaxx,” she whispered. “I just think he might enjoy a little surprise.”
“Gettin’ bored, isn’t he?”
Quietly, she huffed at a very good, very old friend. “I don’t know,” she admitted. 
“What’s goin’ down, Morgan?”
She snarled. “His family is fuckin’ with him.”
“Family?” Jaxx rasped. “I didn’t know he had any.”
“They’re out there,” she cursed.
Gently, he patted her thigh. “Don’t you worry, baby. Jaxx’ll speak to him.”
“Just don’t hurt him with that...dick of yours.”
“It’s gonna hurt, honey. I thought you wanted his attention.”
 
* * * *
 
Brian hung carelessly waiting for the show to begin until he heard the sound of another approach. But it wasn’t Morgan’s footfall as he expected it to be. No. It was the heavy thudding of a man in boots, a man heavy enough to cause the floor to shudder with every step.
His heart leapt to life as the sound neared. A man. Years since he’d been disciplined by a man. Nervously, he shifted his body to better straighten and be presented. A man, he thought as he felt the heat of a Dom against his back.
The fingers that slid over his ass were hot, like sticks of sulfur already lit to burn into him. The voice was a growl, an arid desert wind as it said, “I understand you’ve been a very bad boy.”
Brian gasped, his breath uncontrollable to think what Morgan had planned for him. But there was no planning for this, no way to get in front of it. He had no other recourse other than to just let it happen. He swallowed hard to cure the dryness in his mouth.
That hand of heated fingers divided his cheeks and searched the orifice. One barely breached the defense. 
That voice came again, so seductive, so commanding and whispered, “You’re gonna get hurt tonight, boy.”
Oh, God, Brian prayed. Jaxx. He smiled. He’d had a hard-on for this guy since he’d met him, but didn’t dare mention it to Morgan. Didn’t want her to be jealous. He felt the heated leather to his front, his painfully erect organ brush against it.
The huge hot hand of a man gathered his balls and rolled them gently. “I’ve wanted you for a very long time,” the Dom whispered.
“Yes,” Brian begged, his lungs gasping for air. “Me, too.”
“Good,” Jaxx whispered. “Then you need to prepare for a meltdown.” He squeezed a little harder and then dropped them.
Uncontrollably, Brian fell to a pant. Oh Baby, I do love you. Only Morgan could distract him from his problems so easily. 
He barely had time to draw a deep breath when he heard the mechanism open the heavy drapes. A rush of heated air wrapped around his body like a cloud. Over the din of music, something ancient from Twisted Sister, the crowed roared. Probably fifty people in the house tonight and the applause was deafening.
He grasped the heavy cold chains to steady himself. He felt the first lash contact his ass.
 
* * * *
 
He was strung up under the hot spotlight, blindfolded and gagged. His ass was generously oiled and he felt the heat of the biggest Dom ever made behind him. His penis ached with the desire for release, but that kind of pleasure wasn’t to be his, not here.
The man’s fingers wrapped around his ribs with ferocity. The smoke in the bar seemed to swell and Mouse knew everyone watched, their vision fixed to him. The only sound was the throbbing of pagan hearts, the gasps of animals in heat. All he could feel was the energy of the people watching, the anticipation of the penis about to impale him. If it weren’t for the bit, he’d have been chewing his tongue.
That first little nudge between his cheeks caused him to lurch. The deep rumble out of the Dom’s chest felt like the quake of the earth ready to split wide. “You with me, baby, because I love to fuck little boys.”
At that moment Mouse would have fallen to his knees and begged if he were loosed. One arm wrapped around his ribcage and the other hand went to strangle his balls. “Ten inches, sweetie, and you’re getting all of it tonight.”
Mouse might have exploded then if it weren’t for the pain in his balls caused by the continuously tightening grip. “I’ve always wanted you. Morgan doesn’t like to share, does she?” The glans pierced the orifice, stealing Brian’s breath with the pain of impossible girth. “I hope you can handle me, baby.” Slowly, Jaxx forced his way into Mouse’s body.
Brian ceased to breathe, feeling that wickedness defying gravity coming in, ready or not. He veritably chewed on the bit, his sight obliterated by a satin scarf. The most intense pain he’d ever felt caused his heart to palpitate.
“Good boy,” the Dom mewed as he bit Mouse’s ear. Tears streamed down Mouse’s cheeks like the blood in his body rushing to defend the defenseless entrance. He quivered uncontrollably to the pain, the heat in the cock.
“Let’s go, baby.” He felt the huge hand of the Dom wrap around his penis and twist it like the cap on a beer bottle.
The strokes were short but filled with a power he’d forgotten existed. He fell back through the years to another Master he once adored. How that Master had loved him, cared for him in ways he could understand. How he sought out his Master’s attention, his Master’s affection and could surrender to that Master all of his ecstasy and anguish. 
The Dom thrashed inside of him, reigniting a forgotten dream. He felt fluid dripping down the backs of his legs, heard the hushed gasps of the gallery. An animalian chant rose, “Mouse, Mouse, Mouse,” louder and more insistent, the crowd wondering how much he could possibly tolerate of that machine pumping inside of him like the piston of a power stroke engine.
Mouse was about to spill, the Dom’s hand working furiously to create such vivid sensations. But if he came, the pain in his rectum would be unbearable. He bit down hard, the muscles in his arms clenched impossibly tight as his fingers grasped the chains which held him.
“This is it, boy,” the Dom growled through clenched teeth. “This is everything you ever wanted.” A few short, rapid thrusts sent Mouse aloft in the Dom’s embrace, the Dom’s penis winding into his intestines. The Dom’s hand had only to touch the glans and Brian burst forth, visibly shivering with the pain, the obvious pleasure flowing from his cock like a fountain in the garden.
Before he removed himself from Brian’s body, the Dom removed the bit to better let him breathe. The crowd rose to its feet, the raucous applause deafening. Slowly, Mouse shook off the stupor of an intense orgasm and felt his body being lowered to stand of its own volition. The Dom’s flaccid flesh fell out of him and he merely dangled, weeping both with the pleasure of being used and the pain of separation from his beloved Master.
 
* * * *
 
Barely after midnight, he and Morgan returned to their condo. “Are you turned on yet, baby?” he asked.
“Yeah, I could handle some more,” she cooed.
“More?” He turned to study her.
She shrugged. “Had to go to the bathroom, you know.”
Easily, he smiled. The thought of her relieving herself in the stall made him rise again. Carefully, he cradled her in his embrace. “Why are you so jealous to see me with women, but with men it turns you on?”
She shivered a little. Shrugged.
Tenderly, he nuzzled his nose to her ear. “It does totally turn you on, doesn’t it?”
“So,” she replied not having an answer for it herself. But it left her wondering yet again. Maybe she needed to hire a male submissive so Brian could get his fill of men. Yeah, maybe so, she thought. It wouldn’t exactly be a drag. And she smiled.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
“Watcha got?” Jerry asked to see the main man on the current investigation walk in.
“You might be interested.” The investigator laid a manila envelope on Jerry’s desk.
Quickly, Jerry opened it and pulled out the 8 x 10 glossies. His son was on a stage, strung to uprights, blindfolded and gagged. A rather imposing son of a bitch stood behind him.
Jerry flipped quickly through the photos, each shot showing Brian in more pleasure than Jerry could have imagined. But the last was of Morgan, standing on the chair clapping wildly.
“When were these taken?”
“Saturday night. A scuzzy little club for members only on Front Street. Got in for a hundred bucks.”
“Thanks,” Jerry said belying his interest. “Anything else?”
The investigator laid another envelope in front of him. “I have an appointment with two of the shrinks she works for tomorrow.”
“Good. Stay on it.”
The door closed and Jerry sat back in the chair. Carefully, he examined the files and then picked up his phone and dialed his brother, Bryant. “Got a minute?”
“I’ll be right there.”
Jerry barely had the drinks poured when his brother stormed in. He tossed his head toward the conference table where the photos were spread. Bryant took the glass and drank deep.
“Looks like the boy is having some fun,” he said nonchalantly. He glanced down the table to the last one of Morgan. “And now we know where he met her.”
Without a reply, Jerry nodded. “Check out the police report.”
“She doesn’t have a record,” Bryant protested.
“Let’s just say she was never charged.”
Bryant fell into a chair and took some time with it. Thoughtfully, he replaced it to the table and then peered up at Jerry and smiled. “There’s no statute of limitations on murder in this state.”
“Exactly,” Jerry replied with a grin.
Bryant shrugged. “So if she gets greedy and tries to go to the press about whatever you’ve got planned for her, you can always send her to prison.”
A slow grin spread across Jerry’s face. “Exactly.” He threw his head back and downed the scotch.
But the one thing Jerry wanted was an evaluation of her integrity. Can she keep her mouth shut or will she run to the tabloids? Is it possible for a murderess to harbor integrity? It’d be a shame to put something that pretty in prison to rot for the rest of her life.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
In near desperation to focus, Brian sat at the computer trying to work up something ‘that no one else has’ for his old friend. But his mind wouldn’t think. A week had passed since he’d issued the ultimatum to his father and according to his mom his father had been ‘chillingly’ silent and uninterested.
Maybe his threat had had some impact. 
Miserably distracted, he opened Morgan’s e-mail and searched the new messages for something from his father. Nothing, as he read briefly through a few. That his father would have Morgan investigated he knew, but that would only take a week or less. Almost everything Jerry would want to know could be found out within minutes.
It suddenly occurred to Brian that his father had found something that caused reticence to approach her. What could that possibly be? Brian wondered even as another message popped up. A message from JBAAV.
Brian smiled. Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy the fifth. Quickly, Brian opened it and read it.
Lady Morgan, you are reputed to be the kind of woman I can appreciate. I was given your name by a very satisfied client. If you have any room in your schedule, please let me know.
“Good,” Brian whispered. If there was one last hope for his family it was Morgan. Morgan could get his father’s attention. Morgan could beat that son of a bitch into ataxia and let his father know exactly what he was doing to his mother. If there was one last hope for Brian, it was her birthday next month and the million dollars worth of diamonds being crafted as an engagement ring this very moment.
 
* * * *
 
“Hi, Baby,” Morgan mewed as she walked in the kitchen door.
“Hi,” Kitty offered lamely.
“Shit, what’s the matter now?”
Kitty shrugged. “What’s the matter with Mouse lately?”
Heavily, Morgan sighed. “I think it has something do to with his family,” she whispered.
“Family? I didn’t know he had any.”
“Yep. A mom, a dad, a sister. An uncle he talks about every now and then. Worrying about his mom who gets beat up pretty regularly.”
Sadly, Kitty peered into Morgan’s eyes. “Is there anything I can do?”
“I don’t think so. Frankly, there’s nothing he can do, either, but he doesn’t yet realize that. I’ve offered to let her stay here but he doesn’t seem to want to commit to that.”
Kitty moved toward Morgan to be reassured that things were all right. Morgan held to her, stroked that soft skin on her back. “Are you feeling neglected?”
“No,” Kitty mewed. Tenderly, she pressed her breasts to Morgan’s. But it was obvious she was feeling left out. Kitty was the most loyal little slave they’d ever had and never went outside the family for gratification because she loved them. 
As much as Morgan wanted to remind her that she was loved, she asked, “When did he get home?”
“He hasn’t left the house today.”
All the vibrant color drained from Morgan’s face. She fell back onto the barstool to catch her breath. Mouse never blew off work, not even for fun. This was getting increasingly worse.
“Upstairs?” Morgan asked.
Solemnly, Kitty nodded.
Morgan trudged the stairs knowing what she would find. The smell of beer was rank in the room. The empty bottles sat around the periphery as the ashtrays spilled their filthy contents onto the floor. 
She moved a little closer to his quietly snoring body and laid a hand on his chest. He was still feverish with the aggravation of emotional turmoil. How was she to make him realize that he can’t help people who don’t want help? Who don’t even know they need help?
Rather than disturb him further, she went to the bathroom for a trash bag. Quietly, she laid the bottles in it and went for the ashtrays. Two roaches crawled among the butts.
Pained, she studied him. When the hell? Did he start partying again? Not that she minded, but he gave it up years ago long before she quit. What the hell, Baby? she thought, her face creased with concern.
 
* * * *
 
Brian lay unconscious, yet the penis knew it was being fondled. The hand was warm, careful, soothing and the penis rose to greet it.
The fog cleared and he heard the voice of a submissive begging, begging to not be left alone, to be used for whatever purpose the Master desired. He tasted the blood in his own throat, his own voice gurgling with blood. The Master’s hot heavy hand fell on his penis and twisted it. The only gratitude he could offer was that gurgling.
In his dream, his body was constricted, enflamed even as the Master, an artist with rope, tugged on a single lead to roll him into a ball. All of the Master’s submissives were in the house and lined up behind Brian to take their fill of him, a gift from their Master. Like liquid fire Brian drank them down.
Every aching organ wept with the pleasure of this gift. Every grateful submissive knelt before the Master and kissed the Master’s precious weapon inside the leather before departing.
The next sensation Brian felt was of being dragged. A meat hook had captured the rope and he was taken out of the Lair. The pressure on the rope cut off the circulation in his legs to leave them numb. The abrasion of the carpet was intense.
With the strength of a Titan, his Master threw him on the bed and untied him only to stake him face down. “I need you,” Brian cried out, his voice muffled in the sheets.
His Master’s weight crushed him into the bed. His Master’s voice was deep, decadent as it breathed into his ear, “What do you need?”
“I need you desperately, My Lord,” Brian begged. “I can’t live without you any longer.” 
The Master’s hardened weapon stabbed at Brian’s balls. “You belong to me,” the Master roared in his ear. “Your heart, your soul, your body is mine alone. You’ll always be close to me because I love you more than anything in this world.” 
But it wasn’t until the moment he felt his Master’s glans penetrate that he began to sob. That he felt his Master join to him. It felt as if he dissolved, melted around his Master even as his Master took his penis in hand and crushed it.
 
* * * *
 
Stunned, Morgan backed away from her lover’s heaving body with a handful of semen, yet she was certain he was still asleep. He was crying in his sleep, coming in his sleep! What in the hell could he possibly be dreaming about? Of course, it had to do with his family.
Unnerved, she went to the bathroom to wash her hand. Someone in his family has him coming and crying at the same time? She went back to the bedroom to find him rolled in a fetal position, clutched to a pillow, his blank stare trained at the wall. 
Gently, she stroked through his hair. “Baby, what’s the matter?” 
But he couldn’t answer. He could only sob.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
Every day Brian opened Morgan’s e-mail. Every day another from JBAAV arrived. He lingered over images of violet wands and deep cycle batteries. He ached to hear the Wheel of Misfortune spinning in his mind. When an e-mail mentioned fire, Brian knew his father meant the real kind, not some poetic concoction of it. He meant flames kindled by sulfur matches fueled by alcohol.
Oh God, Brian prayed. He had to put this out of his mind. His father needed to be treated in the same manner he treated others. His father needed to know what it felt like. Only Morgan could do that. But Morgan hadn’t answered any of the e-mails which grew increasingly more graphic and desperate.
Without will, Brian dragged to the bathroom. A few weeks since he shaved. Without will, he dragged the razor over his throat and cheeks. And then he drove to town to pick up a ring.
 
* * * *
 
As spring began to blossom, it was the first night they could eat on the verandah. Morgan noted that he looked a little better today even though every effort she had made to delve into his problem was rejected. It seemed he was trapped between two things and it grew increasingly more evident that she was one of them.
“Talk to me, Baby,” she whispered. She pleaded.
“Your birthday is tomorrow,” he said happily.
“I don’t want to be forty, so therefore my birthday is not tomorrow,” she whispered playfully.
“Well, if you don’t turn forty tomorrow, this fabulous present I have for you will have to wait.”
“Tell me,” she said coyly.
He shook his head. “You gotta wait 'til you’re forty.”
“Is it a vacation?” she teased.
“Sort of,” he said, thinking of a honeymoon.
“Clothes?”
He huffed. “When have I ever done anything so boring?”
“Then it must be jewelry to wear on vacation.”
“You’re getting warmer. But you’ll have to wait until you’re forty.”
Her smile was broad feeling a little of his playfulness surface. Happily, she asked, “Are we going out tomorrow night, to celebrate not only my birthday but the anniversary of the day we met?”
He peered over the table to remember the best day of his life. He also remembered it as the worst. “No,” he said casually. “I wanna do it right here...just you and me.”
“I’d like that,” she whispered.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry Abernathy sat alone in his rooms, studying the pictures of his children. His daughter had been a horror while she was ‘defining’ herself, wearing blue hair and metal stabbed through her face. But Cherry had grown up so much since then. Cherry was working for him now, running a resort on St. Maarten. He removed the picture from the mantle of Cherry and her girlfriend. Maybe the time Cherry took to grow up was what she had needed. Not that he and Cherry were close again, but they were talking at least.
He put that picture up and held to one of Brian. A smile broke over his face. Maybe Brian was coming back, too. Why else would Brian shove a dominatrix in his face if he didn’t want to remember with fondness what had gone on between them?
Just then, the corridor door opened and Jerry cringed to remember he hadn’t locked it. His wife, healed, dressed properly for an evening at the seraglio, her hair and nails simply perfect, stared with a smirk.
Quietly, he returned the picture to the mantle. “Gotta work tonight, Baby?” he snarled.
She stood propped against the wall. “As a matter of fact, I have a date.”
“You doing the whorehouse thing or are you back to the streets?” 
A growl twisted her features into indefinable lines. “I just want to leave you with something to think about tonight.”
He didn’t respond verbally, only threw himself to a chair. He was so weary of this he might soon have to shoot himself over it. “I know, Cheryl. He’s not my son. And every attempt you’ve made to make me believe that Cherry is mine, including giving her a name that is a combination of Jerry and Cheryl failed, too. Her biological father, Neil Cochran, still works for me.”
“Interesting,” she said cattily. “I never realized you knew that.”
“He’s in Japan, married, eight kids. He asks about her every time I talk to him. I’ve even sent him a few pictures.”
“Well, isn’t that just cozy? So what’s on tap for you, Darling? You got a company whore coming or are you gonna go play with your brothers?”
The mention of it made his lungs contract and he gasped for air. Yet he watched her stance, her attitude spewing trash. 
“Ahhh...after all these years,” she said with a smirk. “Hurts that bad, does it?”
He only sat in the chair watching her play her cards. Whatever she had planned was big. What he had planned was bigger.
“Are you going to tell Brian he’s not mine?” he asked nonchalantly.
“Of course. You’re kicking me out of here, right? Brian’s been begging me to get the hell away from you and come live with him and his little girlfriend. He knows I’m his mother. He can sense it. I think he can also sense that you’re not his father. I’ll confirm it for him.”
“Then why don’t you go live with them?”
A sour smile stretched her lips. “’Cause I’m not done with you yet, Baby. But I will be soon.” 
“Well, if you’ll excuse me I have a phone call to make,” he said feeling the rage collect inside of him. More than anything he didn’t need to give her more ammunition right now. The powder keg was about to blow. That, he could sense. If they didn’t get the hell away from each other soon, one of them was going to die.
“Sure,” she whispered. “Have fun.” With a flirty little swivel to her hips, she turned and slammed the door behind her.
Boiling, he sat in the chair, his heart racing causing serious pain. It suddenly occurred to him she was trying to kill him. Cause him to suffer another heart attack, perhaps shoot himself like so many other top executives have, suicide being an industrial hazard.
Why the hell did he even continue to come back here? It wasn’t the only place he had to live. Considering the things he’d endured in this house since the day he was born, why the hell did he come here?
Without further thought, he went to the hall closet and gathered up the suitcases. Quickly, he packed a few everyday suits, socks. Carefully, he gathered the pictures of his children and laid them lovingly between the layers of underwear and more casual things.
Yeah, as he closed them and grasped them in his hands. First intelligent thing he’d done in years. He took the back staircase to the garage.
Even this car he hated. A stodgy Rolls Royce when he preferred that new Mazaradi he’d seen in Car and Driver. He hated his entire life, everything about it, other than his children. Yet he threw the suitcases in the Rolls and drove away. Without a backward glance he drove downtown, parked in his space and took his private elevator to the penthouse apartment that would now be home.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
Morgan awoke to another day in Brian’s arms. It was another year and the thought that she was actually forty years old made her want to go back to sleep. Languidly, she turned in his arms. 
“Happy Birthday,” he whispered.
“Gee, thanks.”
“So is it true?” he murmured. “Does life begin at forty?”
Playfully, she shook his jaw a little. “You’re not paying attention. Life is over at forty.”
“Bullshit,” he whispered and pulled her close. “I have something totally fabulous for you, you know.” 
“Can’t you give me a hint?”
She was wearing it already but she wasn’t awake enough to know it. Just then, a knock on the door interrupted his plans. 
“What?” Brian grumbled.
The door opened and Kitty stood with her hip cocked holding his phone. “Your damned phone has rung about thirteen times already this morning,” she hissed, rubbing her eyes. Before she snuggled next to Morgan, it rang again. 
“Fuck,” Brian whispered to feel it tossed at his feet. Quickly, he sat up. His heart sank to see it was a call from the Mansion. A furtive glance in Morgan’s direction awakened her fully. “My mom… What the fuck could be so important...?”
Morgan tightened around Kitty knowing it was bad. 
“Yeah...Mother,” he growled.
“Brian, your father is missing!”
He wasn’t sure he heard correctly. He launched out of bed. “What the hell do you mean, he’s missing?” Brian shouted.
“I went up to get him for our usual Saturday breakfast at the club and he’s gone, Honey. His bed hadn’t been slept in. He’s nowhere in the house.”
“Did you see him last night?”
“I said good-bye before I left to play bridge,” she choked. 
He could feel her fear. Hear her tears and his body clenched with rage. “Mom,” he started stoically, “do you have a ransom note?” The one thing Jerry Abernathy had feared more than anything his entire life was that his children would be kidnapped. He instilled that fear in them.
Morgan recoiled to hear the very word.
His mother never answered. She hadn’t thought it would come up. She could have written one and didn’t think about it.
“Mom!” Brian screamed. “Either you’ve got a ransom note or you don’t!”
“No,” she cried. “That doesn’t mean he hasn’t been kidnapped.”
“Jesus, stay right there. I’m coming.” Filled with anxiety, he clicked off and grabbed his jeans, watching Morgan trembling in the bed. “I’m sorry, Baby.”
“Let me go with you,” she pleaded.
“No. I don’t want you involved in this shit.” Most of all, he would never want her to have go through something like this because of his family’s money. “I’ll call you as soon as I can.” He propped on the edge of the bed to tie his shoes and dialed the phone.
“It’s Brian,” he cried at his uncle.
“Precious,” his uncle Alex cooed. “But it’s so early, Darling.”
“Mom just called,” Brian rasped obviously panicked. “Dad’s missing.”
Morgan heard the shriek through the phone.
“I’m going up there now. I’ll swing by and pick you up. I’ll bring Morgan’s car. A yellow Porsche.”
“I’ll wait for you outside,” Alex cried, obviously panicked.
Brian clicked off and rummaged the drawer for a T-shirt. “Baby, I’m so sorry,” he whispered.
“Brian, let me go with you,” she pleaded, but he only shook his head. “What the hell were you talking about ransom?”
“He’s been very successful over the years, Morgan. I’ll be back as quick as I can.” Hurriedly, he leaned over the bed to kiss her. “I’m sorry. I know this is your birthday, Baby.”
“It’s alright,” she said quivering, emotionally rent to see him like this.
He blew another kiss and headed for the door.
Morgan quivered as she held to Kitty. Kidnapped? she screamed inside. Just the thought of it frightened her beyond rationale.
“I’ll go get you a cup of coffee,” Kitty offered.
“I’m getting up.” Morgan threw back the covers and heard another shriek. She turned to see Kitty staring at her hand in awe.
“You’re getting married!” Kitty squealed with delight.
The very word caused Morgan to shatter. Slowly, her chin dropped to see a ring with the biggest diamond ever cut, she was sure of it, sitting in a sea of sapphires and emeralds. Her breath stopped to see the morning light captured and dispersed to the wall in a flash of brilliant color.
Kitty leapt toward her hand to study the Trilliant cut diamond in the center. “Oh, that’s exquisite,” she gasped. Carefully, she turned Morgan’s hand to see the smaller Quadrillion cut diamonds all the way around the band. “Oh, shit, that’s gorgeous. He had that made just for you. I’ve never seen anything like it.” Suddenly, she thrust forward and hugged at Morgan with jubilation and then she bounced off the bed to run to Mouse and offer her congratulations.
A sudden panic swelled in Morgan and buckled her knees. She fell; her vision caught only on the fire brewing on her hand. “Why is he doing this to me?” In utter hopelessness, she began to cry.
 
* * * *
 
At the sight of the shiny yellow car coming his way, Alex Abernathy dashed into traffic, the sooner to get to Brian and find out what had happened to Jerry. “Dear God, what’s happening, Brian?”
“I don’t know.” He released the clutch and sped through a light changing to red, which he always referred to as pink. “All I know is that Mom is totally fucked up.”
“What’d she say?” Alex demanded. 
“That she saw him last night before she went to play bridge and when she went to get him this morning for breakfast, he was gone. His bed wasn’t slept in.”
Incredulously, Alex stared. “Your mother was playing bridge?” he said snottily.
“Yeah...that’s what she said.”
Alex paused. Cheryl was the best there was at games, but it certainly wasn’t bridge. He’d played with her before. Bridge, that is. And to think that his twin brother would bother to take her to the club on a very fresh Saturday morning in April was ludicrous. Of course, it had been years since Jerry had even spoken to him, but Alex knew Jerry better than that.
“Was there a ransom note?” Alex asked suspiciously. 
“Apparently not.”
“Then maybe he found someone else to spend the night with?”
Aggravated by that, Brian slammed the steering wheel with the heel of his hand. “Why does he need to fuck around on her, Alex? The woman loves him.”
With that Alex recoiled and nestled back in the seat. “Honey, I’m sorry to tell you this, but your father and mother have never loved each other.”
Stunned, Brian turned to stare a moment. “What the hell are you saying?”
“Just what I’m saying,” Alex said. “Your father has never been in love with your mother.”
“Then why the fuck did they get married?”
Alex shivered with the implication of revealing the truth.
Suddenly Brian realized. His mother was only seventeen years his senior. “She was knocked up, right?”
“Yes, Precious. Your grandfather forced that marriage on your father. Of course, that’s not the whole truth. But your father wanted you desperately, Brian. I think he would have married her without our father’s pressure.”
“So this is my fault,” he cried.
“Of course not. Don’t be silly, Brian. But your father wanted you. Badly,” Alex said sadly. 
Brian downshifted and raced up the hill toward the Mansion. “If he’s been kidnapped...” He choked on the very thought.
“I don’t think so, Precious. But we’ll see,” Alex whispered. Easily, he understood that Cheryl was up to something. What exactly he wasn’t certain.
Brian’s hand was on the door lever before the emergency brake was pulled. He leapt out of the car and ran to the front door. Locked. Of course, Mother. You knew I was coming. With a balled fist, he pounded.
Quickly, Alex stood beside him. It had been years since he had been to this horror of a dungeon, the home he was raised in. Not enough years as he studied the stained glass transom window, the disgusting leaded panes of new windows to replace the old.
The door was opened by yet another guard. “Mrs. Abernathy is retired at the moment.”
“You motherfucker,” Brian hollered. “I’m her fucking son.”
“I’m sorry, Sir. She’s not to be disturbed.”
Rather than endure any more of this nonsense, Brian’s already balled fist swung with ferocious strength catching the guard in the stomach. The guard doubled over and reached quickly for a radio phone. But Brian grabbed it away and threw it outside. He had only to push past the injured guard to stand in the entrance hall and scream, “MOM!”
Only a moment later, Cheryl appeared at the second story railing. “Oh Brian...Brian, I’m so scared,” she cried. Tears dripped down her cheeks as she began to run down the stairs. Just then Alex appeared from behind the door. As if she hit an invisible wall, Cheryl stopped mid-step. “What the hell are you doin’ here?”
An imperceptible smile stretched Alex’s lips. “If my brother’s been kidnapped, I want to be here. Nothing you can do about that.”
“Mom, have you called his cell?” Brian asked full of panic.
“Of course, Baby, but he’s not picking up. Maybe he can’t.” Her face knurled with fear.
“Or because he won’t,” Alex interjected.
Not good, Brian thought. He dashed down the hallway to check the garage for his father’s car.
Alex glanced down the hallway to see Brian gone. His head swiveled back to Cheryl. “What are you up to, Honey?”
“Why do you even care?”
Studying the completely reconstructed face, a face he hadn’t seen for years, a face he barely recognized, he asked, “You’re going for the kill this time, aren’t you, Darling?”
With her teeth bared, Cheryl glared at Alex with undiluted wrath.
“Mom, his car’s gone.”
Another flush of tears rose on her cheeks. “I didn’t even think to look in the garage. He never drives anymore. Always uses the chauffeur.”
“Christ, Mom, you’re letting me think he’s been kidnapped.” Brian dashed past her and took the stairs two at a time. He ran down the hall to his father’s bedroom and thrust the doors open wide.
It struck like a sledge to see the bed he and his father slept in when he was a child. The same bed draped with the same comforter of dark green velvet embellished with gold. The same huge fluffy pillows that he, his father and his sister used to play Smear the Queer with. How they would tumble off the bed, giggling so hard their sides ached. And then his father would pick them up and place them in bed. Moments later the servants would appear with ice cream. They ate their ice cream together while they watched cartoons. All three slept in the same bed every night until Cherry turned into a girl.
No, Brian thought. The good times were too long ago to remember with that much fondness. He had changed too much. His father had changed too much. And when you’ve gone too far, how can you ever go back?
From behind him Brian heard, “How long has it been since you’ve been in here?”
Slowly, Brian turned to see Alex merely watching. “Hell, I don’t know,” Brian gasped. He looked around the room and noted the pictures on the mantle gone. “If he’d been kidnapped, he wouldn’t take the pictures with him, would he?”
Alex shook his head. “No, he wouldn’t. Check the bureau drawers, Darling.”
A little less frantic, Brian pulled the middle one open. “His underwear is gone.” The next. “His socks are gone.” With a heavy sigh, Brian muttered, “He’s moved out.”
With a small smile Alex nodded. But the screech of something wild, a shrill animalian cry from behind thrust him further into the room. 
“What do you mean, he’s moved out?”
Brian gathered her up in his arms to feel the shivering in her body. “I’ll find him, Mom.” He let go and went to the phone. “What’s his cell number?”
Quickly, she rattled it off and he dialed. But it rang...it rang some more.
“I told you, he’s not able to answer,” she said defiantly.
Alex wanted nothing more than to slap her at the moment. Rather, he said to Brian, “He’s not going to answer any line coming in from the Mansion. Try your cell.”
Brian grabbed it off his belt and dialed quickly. Two rings later it was answered with a tentative, “Hello.”
“Dad?” Brian gasped.
“Brian! What’s the matter, Son?” Brian could hear the genuine concern.
“Mom got me out of bed this morning, letting me believe you’ve been kidnapped.”
“Oh, for shit’s sake!” Jerry swore. “Son, I’m at the penthouse now. I’ll be here at least for a while. I don’t know what your mother’s up to, but I just thought it best to put some distance between us. I’m sorry you had to go through that.”
Brian let out a heavy breath. He didn’t exactly know what to say.
“Brian, it’s alright, Son. Everything’s okay,” he said affectionately. Tears rushed to Jerry’s eyes; to think his beautiful son had been that concerned about him. 
“Mom’s pretty fucked up.”
“I know. I know that for a fact. But given the way she and I relate to each other it’s probably not good for us to be too close. Please tell me you can understand that.”
“Yeah,” Brian said. “I can understand that. Alex, uhh...”
“Alex!” Jerry shouted.
Alex reached out for the phone. “Jerry, it’s me,” he said maintaining the smooth tremulous tenor he was capable of rather than the shrillness he was also afflicted with at times. “Brian was very concerned when Cheryl called this morning and he picked me up on his way to the Mansion. We’re both very happy to know you’re okay.”
“Thank you,” Jerry whispered knowing he didn’t deserve his brother’s forgiveness. “Thank you.” Heavily, he fell to a chair hearing that voice filled with the very thing he was unworthy of.
“Here’s Brian.”
“Dad, as long as you’re okay...”
“I’m fine, Son. I want you to know I’ve been trying to reach that therapist you recommended. She hasn’t e-mailed back yet.”
“Uhhh...good. The truth is she’s a very popular woman and it does take some time to get on her schedule.”
“If you recommended her, I’m sure she’s worth the wait. I appreciate it. And Brian...I’m at the penthouse. Stop in some time.”
“Yeah, Dad, I will.” In reality he committed to nothing and then clicked off.
He barely had time to breathe before his mother screamed, “What the hell are you doing, Brian? You’re getting hookers lined up for him now?”
“She’s not a hooker, Mom,” Brian scowled. “She’s a professional sex therapist.”
Exaggeratedly, Cheryl huffed. “Is that what they’re calling ‘em these days?”
Quickly, Alex turned and glared at the ultimate hypocrisy. “Careful, Darling,” Alex whispered with a sneer.
“Fuck you,” she screamed at Alex. And then she stomped across the hallway and slammed her door.
Brian fell to the bed and rubbed at his face. “What the hell’s going on around here, Alex?”
“Ah, Precious. It’s such a long miserable story. It probably starts with your grandfather and the day he moved back here out of the White House when my grandfather, President Abernathy was assassinated,” he said sadly. “It probably has as much to do with this very room and the nights your grandfather would line us up in here, all eight of us, to be disciplined.”
“He was a prick?”
“No, Baby...your father is a prick. My father, Jerry’s father, was the Son of Satan.”
The authority in Alex’s tone made Brian’s blood run cold. “I remember him,” he whispered.
“You should and I’m sorry for that. You were what...sixteen when he died. Much too old to not remember him.”
“Sixteen,” Brian nodded. Sixteen when he got kicked out of this room and had to go sleep in the room where his clothes were kept. “Everything changed when grandpa died.”
Not enough as far as Alex was concerned. Alex had come to believe that the old man was invulnerable until that day. He had expected wonderful changes after that, but things only grew worse. Jerry only slipped further away from the family and those that he loved to climb the summit of the Tower and rest on its perch.
 
* * * *
 
Alex stood in the bleak shade of ancient trees surrounding the house propped against a screaming yellow little sports car. That very car gave him hope. Morgan, this woman Brian constantly talked about and little else was obviously full of fun and took nothing of the misery in life too seriously. Right now, Cheryl was heaping her own kind of fun on Brian as Alex waited smoking a cigarette.
It was obvious Brian didn’t understand his mother the way the rest of them understood everything. Cheryl had a way of expressing herself that left others chilled to their very souls. She had learned all of the old man’s tricks over the years. But Brian didn’t understand that, never saw the contemptuous manipulations in the woman. Alex waited.
 
* * * *
 
“What am I going to do without him?” Cheryl screamed. She threw her half-starved body against Brian’s chest.
“Mom, why do you want him around?”
“He’s my husband.” Seemingly defeated, she slipped out of his arms and swirled into a chair.
“He beats you, Mother,” Brian yelled. “Why the hell do you want someone like that around you?”
Her slight body heaved with agony. Barely comprehensible because of her sobs, he made out, “We’ve been married thirty-five years, Brian. Talk to him for me. Make him understand.”
“I rather doubt that’s going to happen, Mother.”
“What am I gonna do? He’s gonna kick me out of here. Where am I gonna live?”
“Ten times in the last three weeks I’ve asked you to come stay with me and my girlfriend, who I hope is going to be my wife soon.”
The tissue she twisted in her hand fell to shreds in her lap. “Why in the world would you ever want to get married, Brian? Marriage sucks.”
He had the overwhelming feeling that he should stay with her a few days. That she shouldn’t be alone right now. But to leave Morgan...on her fortieth birthday no less, a day she had felt coming like the advance of a freight train... No. Not today. He tried to think of other people he could call to stay with his mother, but not a single name popped into his head.
“Listen, I’ll stop in tomorrow and see how you’re doing.”
“Can’t you stay for awhile now?” she pleaded. “What if he comes home mad?”
“He didn’t sound angry, Mother. He sounded very content at the moment. I don’t think he wants to come back here. Not for awhile at least.”
“I guess I’ll just have to depend on the servants and half of ‘em hate me. But you go on, Sweetie. I know you have a life.”
“Mom,” he whispered. The guilt of leaving her was unbearable anyway and now she was heaping it on. “I’ll come back in the morning and check on you.”
“Alright. I appreciate it.” As if it were a chore, she rose and wrapped around her son.
She felt so weak, so small in his arms. So hopelessly fragile and the thought that any man could inflict the wounds he saw three weeks ago upon this woman filled him with rage again. The fact that that man had been his father...
“I love you,” he whispered affectionately.
“Baby, I love you.” She sounded so pitiful and frail. 
With a kiss to her forehead, he reassured her, “I’ll see you in the morning.”
She nodded and backed away. “I’ll be here. I hope.”
Brian turned. He needed to get back to Morgan. Surely she had found her birthday present and he was equally concerned about her reaction to it. “Morning, Ma.” And then he disappeared.
 
* * * *
 
Cheryl went straight to her bathroom to take a shower. There was a lucrative little party she could attend if she were ready by four. She stepped into the steam.
“Jerry, you son of a bitch,” she whispered. “You think moving out is gonna save your sorry ass? You might run but you can’t hide.”
 
* * * *
 
Brian hopped into the car, but sat still for a moment. Slowly, he turned to Alex. “Why would the old man move out?” he asked.
Tenderly, full of sympathy, Alex grasped his hand. “Keep in mind that Jerry and I haven’t had any real conversation for thirty seven years. Haven’t spoke at all for the last three or four. But I know him better than anyone in this world. We’re identical twins. I think maybe he’s ready for a change.”
“Of course, that change includes dumping her at her age, right?” Brian snarled sarcastically.
That’s exactly what it meant. But Brian wasn’t ready to see his mother for who she was. He only believed his father to be the devil incarnate. And this rift between Jerry and Brian was intolerable, even for Alex. Alex could place it squarely in Cheryl’s lap. “Sometimes you just gotta close the lid,” Alex declared.
Brian turned the key and released the brake. “So what’s going on with you these days?”
Alex winced. “Speaking of closing the lid...” he said.
“You and Charles have been together for twenty years,” Brian protested.
“Yeah,” Alex said dismissively. “It was over five years ago probably.”
“I’m sorry to hear that, Alex,” Brian said sympathetically.
“Don’t be, Precious. Truthfully, I’m looking at that new section up north. They’re building exquisite little patio homes and I just might buy one.”
“Alex, you’ve lived downtown all of your life.”
“Honey, I’m fifty-five years old,” he whispered. “A little fresh air isn’t going to hurt. But don’t worry.” Reassuringly, he laid his hand on Brian’s. “I’m still your Uncle Queenie.”
Brian broke into sarcastic laughter. “At least some things stay the same.”
“Depend on me, Precious. I’ll always be the family fag.”
“Alex,” he mewed affectionately.
 
* * * *
 
Brian dropped Alex off downtown and then caught the freeway a little less clogged on a Saturday than the state route. The better to get home to Morgan, nearly noon already. But what the hell was he gonna do with his mother?
At least his father moved out...at least for a while, his father said. Put some distance between them, he had said. That was a good thing if he was feeling enraged about something. At least Brian could be assured his mother would survive. Maybe that did mean Jerry was ready for a change.
Beyond the outerbelt, he relaxed a little, the air definitely cooler and more calm. If Jerry was ready for a change...but that wouldn’t help his mother at the moment. His mother still wanted her husband. Fuck, and he opened the fourth beer in twenty minutes.
A fog of confusion filled his thoughts. He’d hated his father...not forever, just...since when was it exactly? Over what? Isn’t seeing his mother all beat to hell enough? But to think that Jerry had been kidnapped made him squirm in the seat again. 
No, Brian told himself. He is a prick, just like Alex said. A magnanimous prick. The son of a bitch.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry Abernathy stood at the glass wall of the penthouse in Abernathy Tower staring across the street. The old refurbished Waterford Hotel had been a miracle of renovation at the time. A particular window on the twenty-first floor caught his attention, that window sporting his brother’s unmistakable flowing swags and cascades at the window.
To think that Alex had gotten involved with Cheryl’s little ploy heartened him. Alex’s voice, so tender and sweet still. That Alex dropped everything to run to the Mansion to check on him drew a smile to his face. Maybe everything wasn’t as hopeless as it seemed. But to think that Alex could forgive him after thirty-five years was ridiculous. If Alex ever finds out he’s Brian’s father… And Cheryl is going to tell him. Cheryl is going to tell them all. 
 
* * * *
 
Inside the Waterford Hotel on the twenty-first floor, Alex raged, “Charles, I don’t feel like this.”
“You don’t ever get out of bed and leave me like that again. Do you hear me?” 
“Charles, he’s my brother.”
“I know all about your brother, you fucking brat. I’ve heard about you two. I know what goes on between you. I wish the son of a bitch had been kidnapped and buried alive.”
Alex drew his arms tightly around his waist and went to the window. This was positively insufferable. If Alex had enjoyed all the liaisons he’d been accused of he probably would have been fucked to death by now.
The Abernathy Tower locked in his vision and he peered straight up knowing Jerry was at the very top now. It was a small comfort, but a comfort nonetheless, to think Jerry had moved out of the Mansion where so many travesties occurred. So much heartache. So much pain. 
 
* * * *
 
Brian pulled into the garage and hied into the house still aggravated with the morning’s events. He plowed through the service door to see Morgan sitting at the kitchen bar wearing panties and a tight little T-shirt. It was her expression, filled with worry and dismay that soothed him a little.
“Baby,” he whispered as he wrapped around her.
“Your father,” she gasped.
“Moved out.” Still filled with aggravation, he released her.
“Moved out?” she said a little confused. “Then why the hell did your mom let you think he’d been kidnapped?”
“I don’t know.” Aimlessly, he went for a beer. “She’s pretty messed up though. I tried to get her to come back here with me, but no, hell no,” he rasped. “She wants to stay home. Maybe he’ll show up.”
Curious, Morgan thought. The games people play. “I don’t understand. If he beats her within an inch of her life, she wants to stay there hoping he’ll come home?”
“She’s messed up, Morgan. Needs a good shrink, I think.”
“It sounds to me like your father did the intelligent thing. If they can’t get along...”
“My father is an asshole,” he shouted. “What the hell makes you think you understand any of it?” 
Quickly, she stood and backed away to a corner near the door. He’d never spoken to her like that. But he’d never been this frustrated. “Brian,” she pleaded. “All I’m saying...”
“No,” he hollered as he slammed the bottle to the granite counter top and advanced on her. “You think you know everything about everything. You’ve never met these people.” His face contorted with overwhelming rage. “How could you even begin to assess the situation? You can be so fucking arrogant sometimes.”
Astounded and frightened, she backed further away. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to intrude.”
“It’s none of your fucking business what goes on in my family. My mom is suffering badly right now. She’s suffered for years. She got knocked up when she was seventeen with me and she’s been miserable ever since. The man used the best years of her life to satisfy his own perverse desires and here we are.” Boiling with rage, he turned away and went back to the beer. He tipped it high and chugged what was left. Still enraged, he left that one on the counter and went for another.
“Is there anything I can do?” she offered.
“Stay the fuck out of it.”
In reality, it was impossible to get involved because she didn’t know them. Was never introduced to them. Didn’t even know their names. But it was obvious Brian cared. Cared quite a lot. “Is your father an alcoholic?”
“What the fuck does that have to do with it?” he shouted, his soft brown curls shivering around his head. “Yeah, he drinks more than he should. So do I. So does everybody I know, including you.” In a fury, he went to the door and slammed it on his way out.
Oh, shit, she thought. Because the truth is that the sons of wife-beating drunks think their mothers can do no wrong. Seven times out of ten, those sons become wife-beating drunks. What she always feared was materializing before her very eyes.
She heard his footfall on the steps leading in from the garage. The door swung open and then slammed again, the sweet scintillating scent of reefer filling the air. “My mom’s in trouble, Morgan,” he stated as if it were truth.
“Brian,” she said softly not wanting to infuriate him further. “Honey, I think you’re all in trouble.”
His head rose, his expression so knurled she didn’t recognize him. The implication was clear. “You insufferable bitch,” he growled. 
“Brian,” she pleaded. “I want to help. You’re getting involved with people you barely know, Honey. I know they’re your parents, but how well do you really know them? How much do you know about their past?”
He rose off the barstool and lengthened to his formidable height of over six feet tall. His broad, sun-kissed shoulders swelled like the hood of a cobra about to strike. With frightening accuracy, one foot followed the other toward her, his eyes mere slits of rage. Only inches separated them and he hissed, “Don’t you ever say anything like that to me again. Do you hear me?” His fist pushed at her chest and pinned her to the wall. “Don’t you ever fucking say anything like that again.”
She dared not move, she knew that all too well. The slightest flinch could send her to the hospital or the morgue. The slightest slip of her tongue could dismantle what sanity was left to him. She merely stood frozen, curled, and submissive to his assault praying it wouldn’t go further than threats.
He stood towering, his heated breath falling over her like an arid desert wind full of sand to blast at her sanity. “Insufferable bitch,” he scowled. Suddenly, his hand dropped, but only because he was heading for the stairs.
Her lungs ached to draw the breath she desperately needed to sustain herself. She slid down the wall, grateful she was intact. But this was bad. This was really bad. Drinking, smoking again. And totally sucked back into a family he had willingly walked away from ten years ago. There was nothing he could really know about them after ten years. But his devotion to his poor manipulative mother was obvious. His father had moved out to get the hell away from what aggravated him, a good move, and still, Brian was angry about that.
She forced herself to her feet and moved back into the kitchen when she thought he was going upstairs to sleep it off. Just then, he appeared, a pillowcase slung over his shoulder. Her heart collapsed to see his expression frozen into rage, his features unrecognizable. The granite-topped bar separated them as he stared, ripped up inside. “I didn’t think you were gonna marry me anyway. I’m just not good enough for you, am I?”
“Brian,” she gasped feeling something irreversible going down. Sudden tears sprang into her eyes. “Brian, I’m not the enemy here. Don’t confuse two different situations. Honey, I want to help. If the only way I can help is to stay out of it I will. Brian, please don’t leave.”
“What have I got to look forward to around here, Baby? Being your little slave the rest of my life? I’m not good enough to marry, but it’s alright if I cut your fucking grass, wax your car. Wax your legs, your cunt,” he snarled. “Wash your panties by hand every night? Not good enough to be your husband. I got news for you, Baby. I’m getting married with or without you. She’s younger than you, got more money than you, and she wants me. Six months from today I’m getting married in these exquisite gardens I built for you. And you’re gonna plan the wedding. Happy Birthday, Baby,” he said sarcastically. He stormed to the refrigerator for three more beers. A moment more and he was gone.
“Oh, God,” she screamed as she flew to the door and through the garage. The starter on his work truck ground and then engaged. Before she could get to him, he drove away, bits of mulch spraying out of the bed as if a vicious storm had suddenly struck.
She fell to the brick watching in horror. He was leaving. Incomprehensible. He was leaving her and she watched as he disappeared behind the trees.
Oh, God, and she began to sob.
 
* * * *
 
Capriciously, he tossed one beer bottle out of the window and opened another. He hit the last of the joint and flicked it away from him. Mindlessly, he took the state route back to town. Where he was going, he wasn’t certain. All he knew for certain is that Morgan had rejected him for the last time. Seven proposals, seven engagement rings weren’t enough. Ten, twenty, thirty wouldn’t be enough. Obviously, she didn’t love him that much. Obviously, he hadn’t proved himself yet. What the hell more could she want? He belched up the second beer and opened the third.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan stomped into the house and slammed the door, her tears still glowing on her cheeks. “Kitty. Fix me a drink.” 
Kitty appeared, shivering. “What the hell’s going on around here?”
“I’m not sure I know,” Morgan said twisted with rage herself. “But if ever some idiot shrink tells you that mental illness isn’t a contagious disease, find yourself another shrink. If there’s one nut case in the house, you can be damned sure everyone else will be nuts.”
Unhinged, Kitty ran to the wine cooler.
“Long Island iced tea,” Morgan screeched.
Shit, Kitty thought. Too early for wine. Way too early for bourbon. “I’ve never heard him talk like that before. Hell, I’ve never even seen him get mad.”
“He gets angry,” Morgan snarled. Full of anger mingled with fear, she tucked her leg and fell onto the little tapestried settee. “Everybody gets angry at times. But I’ve never felt fear around him. He’s certainly never gotten pissed off at me because of what someone else is doing.”
“I was about ready to call the cops,” Kitty admitted. Dutifully, she handed the glass to Morgan.
Aggravated, Morgan scratched at her forehead and then reached for a cigarette. “I don’t know what to do.”
“I don’t have any suggestions,” Kitty said shaking her head.
“Curious I should learn to dislike my mother-in-law before I meet her.”
“So you were gonna say yes this time?”
Morgan peered into the soft black eyes of her sweet little sub. “Not exactly. But I have realized that I have to tell him why I’m not getting married to him or anyone else. That should sufficiently squelch any desire he has to be married to me.” She thought about for it a moment. “And what the hell is he talking about some other bitch! He’s getting married with or without me! Who the hell has he been seeing?”
“I don’t know what that was about,” Kitty hissed. “I can’t believe he’d screw around on you. That’d be rather stupid, wouldn’t it? He gets more ass around here than if he was on his own.”
“I can’t believe he’d say that to me. He knows I can’t stand to see him with other women. So why the hell would he say it if it’s not true?” Like a storm trooper, she launched off the settee to go break something.
 
* * * *
 
When he awoke from his stupor, he found himself sitting in front of the Abernathy Mansion. Home, he thought. But this place was the furthest thing from home he could think of. This was an insane asylum.
“Oh, Morgan, what have I done?” he prayed, his hands hiding his face.
Before he could open his eyes on the world again, the stern voice of another guard growled, “I believe you’re parked in the wrong driveway.”
The rage once again collected like toxic waste able to eat through glass. Without hesitation, Brian opened the door and thrust the guard away from the truck. The guard slid his hand under his jacket for the piece in the shoulder holster. Brian reached for his wallet.
“I’m Brian Abernathy, goddamnit. And since my father moved out, I’m moving in. So why don’t you do something useful and park my truck around back?”
Quickly, Brian put his wallet away and grabbed the pillowcase on the seat. He snatched the bag of reefer and papers out of the glove box and walked straight through the front door.
“You insolent little fucking bastard,” the guard mumbled. He turned up his nose at the thought of getting in that truck. He merely called an underling to do it right away, lest the sight of something so vile be noticed in the neighborhood.
Aimlessly, Brian wandered up the stairs. He opened the door of what he once thought of as his closet. Nothing had been changed, not even the sheets probably. It didn’t feel right. He wandered down the hall to his father’s rooms.
That didn’t feel right either, but at least it wasn’t foreign. Actually some of the best days of his life were spent here. He sat at the table long enough to roll a joint. “Oh, Morgan, what have I done?” he cried as he lit the joint. If he remembered clearly he had said something about getting married with or without her.
In shock, he walked across the hallway and knocked softly on his mother’s door. 
“In here,” he heard from a familiar voice. He followed the sound of rushing water to the bathroom.
“BRIAN! Honeychild!” 
“Molly,” he cried disbelieving that she stood before him, shrunken with age. Quickly, he grabbed his childhood nanny into his arms, delighted to be with a woman he was once in love with. Flattened those huge black breasts against his stomach. “Molly, Honey, you’ve gotten so old.”
“I know, Baby,” she said, just delighted to see him. Standing away to look him up and down, she swore, “And you’re just as pretty as you ever were, Sweetie. Oh, Lord, look at you.”
“Why don’t you retire already?”
With a little pinch to his arm, she winked. “And sit home and do what? Babysit great grandchildren? No thanks. There’s thirty of them, Baby. Lord have mercy my on my old bones. Besides, you’re father’s so good to me. For Christmas he gave me a two-week all expenses paid vacation on that love boat in the Caribbean. First class. And five thousand dollars to go with it. I took my boyfriend for his birthday. He’s only sixty-three, you know. Ate, gambled, slept and you know. We had the time of our lives. I feel fat,” she cooed.
“Good,” as he grabbed her up again and slapped her ass. “It’s ‘cause of you I love them fat-bottom girls, you know. I always liked yours best.”
“Oooohhh, Babydoll. Don’t let your woman hear you say that.”
Gently, he smiled. “I just stopped in to talk to Mom a minute. Where is she?”
Molly’s old wrinkled face wrinkled a little more. “Honey, it's Saturday. You’re mama isn’t home on Saturdays. She goes to all them society parties on Saturdays. Honey, you’ve been gone too long.”
As if he didn’t hear the words, he merely stared a moment. “She’s not home?”
“No, Brian. She’s never home on Saturdays. Why’d ya think she’d be here?”
“Because my father walked out on their marriage last night and she sounded this morning like she was ready to commit suicide over it.”
Molly hesitated. “Your mother, Cheryl?”
“Yeah.”
“Honey, if your father finally walked out then she’s out celebrating. Most of the time they don’t even speak, and when they do it’s never civil. It’s hard to imagine she was ready to jump out a window over it.”
Brian backed a way a little. “Then what’s going on around here, Molly?”
“I wouldn’t know, Baby. But they don’t get along good at all, Honey. Certainly, you knew that.”
Aimlessly, he plopped onto the edge of the tub and peered up at her. “Did my parents ever care for each other?”
She lowered the lid on the toilet and sat beside of him. “Brian,” she said softly as if her words might linger in the air and Cheryl might hear them rumbling around when she got home. “I worked in this house since I was twelve years old and that was sixty years ago. If you repeat anything I tell you, your mama’s gonna whip me up one side the street and down the other.”
“Whip you?”
“Yeah, Boy. You was just a baby when that happened.”
“Molly?” he gasped. That was unbelievable.
“You know I raised you and your daddy both. I nursed ‘ya both. Apparently, your mama didn’t know that’s what I was hired to do and she came in the nursery one evening and Honeychild, she lost her mind to see you eatin’ at me. She grabbed you away from me and threw you on the floor and started screaming...you was screaming, I was screaming. Your daddy came in and saw her with one of his belts working me over. Right then and there he grabbed her up and told her if she ever again laid a hand on me she was finished around here. Slapped her up bad,” Molly said shaking her head. “I never seen your daddy that angry at anybody. And I don’t think she ever got over the shame of it. He grabbed you up and took us both to his car. You finished your dinner on the way to my house and he begged me not to quit. Was practically crying wanting me not to quit. But I don’t think your mama ever got over the shame of it, Honey. And if your daddy don’t live here no more, I won’t be around much longer, either. You was just a newborn baby and she was only eighteen. She still don’t speak to me.”
“Damn, I never knew that.”
“I’m sure you can figure out that your mama musta been pregnant before they were married.”
“A long time ago.”
“Your granddaddy brought her home one night and she never left this house again.”
Curiously, Brian peered into her sagging eyes. “He brought her home? Dad didn’t know her before that?”
“I don’t think so.”
“It was an arranged marriage?”
Molly shrugged. “If that’s what you wanna call it,” she whispered of the cute little hooker who had the old man so turned on he never again went to work early in the morning. 
“I’ll be damned,” Brian whispered. “I never knew that.” Forced to marry each other because she got pregnant. He thought of all the women he’d screwed in his life and if one of them had ended up pregnant, he wondered where he’d be right now. Perhaps the same place as his father. Miserable. “So it’s not that they don’t love each other, they don’t even like each other, do they?”
“I don’t think so, Baby. I don’t even remember them sleeping in the same bed. Soon as you was born, your daddy had you sleeping in his bed in the master room. Your granddaddy moved into the room next door next to this one.” But Brian wasn’t following the conversation. She saw his confusion.
“But your daddy was crazy about you, Boy,” she said with a hearty laugh. “He’d come home from work and sit in the rocker and watch me nursin’ you. I showed him how to burp you and change your diapers. He took you to bed with him every night. Insisted on you sleeping with him. Get up in the middle of the night and feed you and change your diapers. Good man. Did the same for Cherry.”
Brian was just a little dizzy. It didn’t seem they were talking about the same man.
“How’s your uncle Alex? Lord, Child, those two were a handful when they were babies. Alex would scream bloody murder if I put him down for a minute to change your daddy.”
“He’s alright,” Brian whispered off-handedly. 
“He still sends me gifts at Christmas,” she said warmly.
“Around here you’re everybody’s mommy, aren’t you?”
“I got eight a my own, the eight your granddaddy had and the two of you. I’ve raised eighteen babies, Boy. I love everyone of ‘em.”
It certainly felt like love and he slowly rose to pull her into his arms again. “I’m gonna go lay down for a little bit.”
“I’ll fix you something to eat, Baby. The kitchen staff took off a little while ago.”
“I’m alright,” he whispered as he kissed her soft cheek. “I’ll find something.” Feeling weighted, he dragged out of his mother’s rooms to his father’s.
Without will, he melted into the stray shafts of sunlight pouring through the naked tree limbs onto the velvet comforter. It was incomprehensible that his mother was out partying a few hours after he thought she was wrecked. It was also unbelievable that he walked out on Morgan. On the tenth anniversary of the day she took him home with her. And saved his life.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan lulled on the verandah with her Great Danes, Fame and Fortune at her side. Brian purchased them a few years ago since she refused the installation of security cameras on the property. She settled for jaws of death when he wasn’t around, but she knew he installed the cameras anyway.
She sat merely brooding refusing to get drunk over this. Somehow she knew that Brian had run home to mommy to protect her from the big bad wolf who had moved out. Must have a terrible relationship with his father. It seemed obvious on the surface. But things were never that obvious.
“Ciao, Bella.” It was the soft, Italian voice from her second favorite man, the parish priest. 
Quickly, she turned, and smiled. “Dad. What brings you out here today?” she asked happily with a kiss to his cheek.
“Are you kidding, Morgan? I love this day. It’s your birthday.”
Tears flushed to her eyes. “That was forty years ago,” she said dismally.
“I remember it clearly. A beautiful woman, a pious woman who refused to miss Mass just because she was in labor about to have a baby came to Mass that morning anyway. Sat through Mass in labor and by the time Mass was over, it was too late to make it to the hospital.”
“You tell this story every year,” she whispered fondly.
“You were the only baby ever born on my altar. On Easter morning, no less,” he whispered. “I knew you were gonna be something special.”
Tightly she grasped his hand and urged him to sit with her. “And you baptized my naked little ass before the medics had me cleaned up.”
“Yes, I did,” he whispered. “God sends His little angels in all kinds of different ways. But we did it again a few months later just to be sure. You were the only one who never hollered at me.”
Broadly, she smiled. “I appreciate you remembering me. I hope you’ll stay for dinner.”
“Dinner? I thought you and Mouse would be out tonight.”
Her head dropped into her hands. “I think he left me.”
The old priest sat stunned for a moment. “Left you?”
“I told you his parents are in the middle of a crisis. Apparently, he thinks he needs to get emotionally involved. They sound to me like two people who are better off apart.”
“I can’t believe that. I’ve known him for ten years, and the times he’s talked about his family he didn’t seem too fond of them.”
She shrugged. “He saw his mom beat up about three weeks ago and he’s been deteriorating ever since. I guess his dad moved out last night.”
“That’s a good thing if he can’t control himself,” the priest said.
“That’s what I thought. Obviously, Brian disagrees. Told me to shut the fuck up because I couldn’t possibly know what I’m talking about. I wish to hell my stepfather had moved out before he murdered my mother, but no. He had to hang around long enough to beat her to death. Brian thinks that everyone should learn to get along and be happy.”
“Why doesn’t his mother move out?”
“No shit. That’s what I’m wondering. And guess what else I found out today. His mom called this morning to say that his father was missing. Brian got worried that he’d been kidnapped. Get that. His family has enough money to worry about being kidnapped? Kinda blew me away.”
“Interesting,” he whispered. “So if his mother wanted to move out, money wouldn’t be the problem, would it?”
Morgan shrugged. “Unless the old man doesn’t let her have any. But Brian’s been asking her to come stay here...at least for awhile.” Dripping with sarcasm, she added, “But she wants to stay home in case her husband comes back. Who’s fucking who here?”
“Fascinating. And Brian left you over this?”
“I woke up with this on my finger this morning.” She shoved her hand in his face. “He comes back from his parents' house furious and then starts screaming at me. Shoved me up against the wall. Went upstairs and put his shit in a pillow case and stormed out. Stormed out after he told me he’s getting married with or without me. Right here in the gardens,” she said angrily.
“Oh, shit,” he whispered. “This is serious.”
“I think so. I tried to call him a little while ago, but of course, he’s not picking up.”
Father Romeo Romanelli drew in a deep breath. “Did you refuse to marry him again?”
“He didn’t give me the chance. He was so furious and started in on me. I don’t think he knows what he’s angry at. I’ve just about come to the conclusion I have to tell him why I can’t get married...but I’m scared. So...if he leaves me over my stupid shit or their stupid shit, what does it matter? He’s still gone.”
“Honey, I think you’re being too hard on yourself.”
Quietly, she huffed. “Listen. If I found out he was a murderer, I wouldn’t be hanging around. I certainly don’t expect him to.”
“Morgan, there were circumstances,” he pleaded.
“Yeah...circumstances,” she growled. “I hope God’s as forgiving as you are. But what the hell. All of my friends and family are in Hell. It might not be such a bad place.”
Sadly, he shook his head. “If it weren’t for that, would you marry him?”
“Are you kidding? Ten years ago tonight I would have flown him to Vegas to get married...the night I found him sitting on the curb in front of the club. Broke,” she said wistfully. “He looked like he was about fifteen, had a fake ID to prove he was twenty one. He was actually twenty-four by then, but no one believed it because he has that sweet baby face. Had a fake ID to make him younger and more believable.
“He was so damned cute,” she whispered. “Sat there all night watching me. Wasn’t at all bothered by the shit going down on the stage. But he didn’t have the guts to approach me, either, although he put down every other bitch that went to him. When they brought out the birthday cake, I motioned for him to come to me. He fell on his knees at my feet.
“I fed him a few bites of cake and ice cream and let him finish my wine. And then I told him to go outside and stand by my car...my first cool car, a triple black lacquer Corvette.” With such fond affection, she smiled. “An hour later he was still standing there. I’d never done anything like that before but I brought him back here with me. Whatever he was doing with his life ended that day. He never wanted to do anything except what I was doing.”
“Why not, Morgan? Who wouldn’t want to come home with you?”
Genuinely flattered, she playfully sneered at the compliment. 
“I’ve talked to him about it several times,” Father began. “He’s very proud that you even care to try to help people, Morgan. That you have so much success with it pleases him greatly. He knows you started out as a corporate prostitute, too.”
“Yeah,” she said dismally. “So why can’t he just be happy with the way things are?”
“Honey, even though you’re not turning tricks anymore, that he can share you so freely speaks volumes of who he is. That’s a very rare quality in a man. Surely you understand that he wants that commitment from you so he knows he’s gonna be around for awhile.”
Angrily, she jumped out of the chair. “Damnit, there’s more to it.”
“He doesn’t know that, Morgan.”
Tears rushed into her eyes. “So he leaves me over my stupid shit or theirs. The end is still the same.”
How long is she going to punish herself over this? “Honey, I’ll be there with you. I’ll be with both of you,” he pleaded.
“No. No, it’s not worth it.” Visibly she began to shake.
“So he’s not worth explaining what the hell your problem is so he can finally understand it? You don’t love him that much?”
Quickly, she turned on him. For anyone to question her love for Brian, especially him, angered her. “Don’t say that to me.”
“It’s gotta be what he’s feeling.”
Under her breath, she growled. “Damnit. If something could just make that go away,” she cried. “So that he’d never have to know about it. What if the cops roll down the damned driveway one day and haul me to jail? If they came today, I’d be sixty before I could get back out. Do you really think the Pope’s gonna give him a dispensation so he can get married again? Just because he married a murderess?”
“Morgan, it was an accident,” he pleaded.
“No, Father, it wasn’t an accident,” she shot back.
Frustrated, he hesitated. Why is she even still thinking about this? Punishing herself. “It was written up as an accident,” he reminded.
“Great,” she snarled sarcastically.
“Bella, please,” he pleaded. “You can get over this now. I absolved you years ago.”
But tears only flushed through her eyes again. “How do you get over something like that?”
For that he didn’t have an answer. 
“So what...” she cried, sounding pitiful, “I’m gonna sit here alone or settle for some asshole who just wants to get beat every night, I guess.”
“Honey, you have to tell him.”
“No!” she screamed. “I just have to work more until he comes to his senses.” What was she thinking? He was getting married on September 6th with or without her, he said. And she was younger, more beautiful with more money, he had said. “And there’s a very colorful cretin waiting in the wings,” she hissed.
“Morgan, what are you talking about?”
“Did you ever hear of Jerry Abernathy?”
He choked on the very name. “That would be the same as asking who’s never heard of President Abernathy.”
Aggravated, she nodded. “Mr. Abernathy is trying very hard to get my attention. Superfreak.”
Father hesitated. “You got a file on him?”
“Kitty,” she screamed. “Get the file on Abernathy!”
A few minutes later, Kitty returned with two glasses of wine and the file. “Hi, Sweetheart,” Father offered warmly to the naked little girl before him. Kitty’s smile was warm, but disappointed in some way.
“Father’s staying for dinner, Honey,” Morgan said softly. With her back to Morgan, Kitty blew a kiss to Father Romanelli as if to say ‘thank you.’
Without hesitation, Romeo opened the file. Ten minutes later he put it down and gulped the wine. “He’s a wife-beater, Honey.”
“I get that,” she snarled.
“He doesn’t like women at all.”
“No shit. Right now I don’t like men very much.”
“He’s got a hard-on for prostitutes, Baby.”
“Sounds perfect, doesn’t he?” Her expression evinced a tortured kind of anger. “I’m everything he hates and he’s everything I hate. That prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boys Club brat with enough money to buy and sell me.”
To gain her undivided attention, he started sternly, “Morgan...I don’t think he’s speaking figuratively when he tells you he’s going to set you on fire.”
“No, I don’t think so either. But then he doesn’t know who he’s playing with, does he?”
With more authority, he warned, “Morgan...I want you to remember the day you came to me and told me about JD Rockingham. I want you to remember how deathly frightened you were.”
Her eyes narrowed in his direction. “I was just a kid then. I didn’t have enough sense to not be scared.”
“No,” he screamed. “JD Rockingham and Jerome Abernathy IV were good friends, remember? So why are you even thinking about this?”
She threw her body into the chaise beside of him, the psychotic little smile merely a snarl. “You wouldn’t suppose the sins of the father are visited upon the son, do you?”
“It wouldn’t surprise me,” Romeo insisted. “There were an awful lot of hookers that turned up missing, Morgan. Were they murdered so the boys could have their fun, I don’t even want to know. You are scaring me bad, Girl.”
She sneered. “It’s alright,” she whispered. “I’m not gonna die.”
“And I’m not gonna say any requiem mass for you, either. Damnit.” He launched out of the chair to storm the house. Only a moment later he was returned with the bottle and a pack of cigarettes, smoking furiously.
“I’m not gonna die,” she assured him.
He glared at her smug expression. “Is this a payback?” he said accusingly. “Just because the old man was a freak, doesn’t mean the son is.”
With a sly smile, she shrugged. “It would make for a rip-roaring good time, don’t you think? But it won’t be me that gets ripped.”
“No,” he said adamantly. “Don’t get involved with this one. He wasn’t recommended by a psychologist and I think you ought to pass.”
“I’m gonna see him sometime next week,” she said.
“NO, Morgan,” he pleaded. “Honey, this guy is sick. This is one twisted son of a bitch.”
A wicked little smile crossed her lips. “I’ll show him twisted. I’ll be happy to twist him up.”
 
* * * *
 
Brian woke with a start from what felt like a hundred year sleep with his head throbbing. Confused, he lay there a moment, looking at such familiar uncertainties. “Oh, Morgan,” he prayed, remembering the day’s horror.
Slowly, he rolled off the bed, shivering. He started for the bathroom but caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. He stood a moment and stared. “I’ve become my father.” Choked by that thought, he picked up his cell phone and saw that Morgan had tried to call. 
“Morgan...oh shit, what have I done?”
Without will, he took the backstairs to the garage to go to the only person who cared right now. “Cletus...” Tenderly, he shook the chauffeur’s shoulder to wake him.
Groggy, the old man stirred. “Brian? Brian, Boy, is that you?”
“Yeah. Can you take me to Alex’s?”
“Well, sure I can. Gosh, it’s good to see you.”
Brian smiled as the driver opened the door to allow him entrance. Brian fell into the back seat of his father’s limousine greeted by the fresh scent of new leather, the faint aroma of expensive bourbon. Sadly, he shook his head. The way he grew up, the way Morgan grew up. He knew Morgan would never accept him if she knew he was one of those prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boys she hated so much. The kind that could buy and sell her a few thousand times and treated her like trash. That he never told her who he was or where he came from... He couldn’t tell her that. 
Abject confusion muddled his mind until Cletus arrived at the Waterford and opened the door to let the last of the sun hanging low in the west fill the compartment. “I won’t be long.”
“I’ll be here,” the old man said smiling.
Brian trudged to the elevator that both Alex and Morgan might use, Morgan’s condo just a few floors below. He rode to the twenty first floor and rang the bell. The door was opened by a squirrelly little fuck wearing a scowl.
“What do you want?” Charles snarled.
“Is Alex home?”
“No,” he said dryly sneering at Brian. “What the hell’s going on with your family right now? You tell your father to leave my husband alone.”
It was filled with so much recrimination, Brian had to wonder. “Why would it be a problem if my uncle sees my father?”
“Get lost,” Charles rasped and began to close the door.
“Brian! Is that you, Precious?”
Brian’s gaze narrowed. Quickly, he stepped forward, the door unable to close over his foot. Without an invitation he pushed in, feeling pretty damned sick of all the attitude he was getting lately.
“Precious,” Alex mewed, coming down the hallway.
“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have come.”
“Don’t be silly,” Alex said. “I’m glad you’re here.”
“I was going to invite you to dinner.”
“Of course, I’d love it.”
Charles turned on Alex like a rottweiler. “You’re not going anywhere tonight. You’re staying right here with me.”
Alex straightened and folded his arms across his body, glaring back. “I’m going out with my nephew. Brian, call a car and wait in the lobby while I change.”
“I said you’re not going out tonight, Alex,” Charles demanded. “You got out of bed to go be with them this morning and you’re staying with me tonight.”
“Brian, I’ll be down in a few minutes.”
Instead, Brian moved into the living room and sprawled on an antique feigning couch. “I’ll wait right here, Alex.” He was just in the mood to do bodily harm to Charles.
“I’ll just be a minute.”
Charles turned on his heels to rail at Brian. “Why are you people screwing with us?”
Defiantly, Brian shrugged. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Charles. He’s my uncle and I want to spend some time with him.”
“No,” Charles said glaring. “There’s more to it. What’s your father doing?”
“What does my father have to do with this? We’ll be a few hours at dinner, that’s all.”
“Your father moved into the Tower last night, didn’t he?”
“So?”
With that, Charles turned to go rail at Alex.
Frickin’ weirdo, Brian thought.
The conversation spilling down the hallway was heated. Flushed, Alex pranced through it. “Let’s go.”
Brian stood, moved to the door behind Alex. He peered down the hallway to give an off-color and silent threat to Charles.
“That bastard,” Alex whispered as he ran toward the elevator. “I can’t stand this much longer. He thinks I’m laying down with everybody who merely looks at me.”
“What does Dad have to do with it?” Brian asked.
Alex shivered. “Nothing, Precious,” he whispered, although it was everything.
 
* * * *
 
“It’s been awhile since I’ve been here,” Brian remarked of Alex’s club.
“Just a bunch of old queens, Honey. But it's home away from home,” Alex said.
He led Brian to his usual table and sat comfortably behind potted ferns. But he knew something was on Brian’s mind and he asked.
“I’ve done the stupidest thing ever, Alex. I’ve walked out on Morgan.”
Alex gasped as if the earth’s oxygen suddenly escaped to deep space. “Brian, what the hell’s the matter with you?”
Brian gulped at the beer and shook his head. “Those diamonds you sent to Dresden for and that ring you designed...I put it on her finger while she was sleeping last night.”
Happily, Alex smiled. “That was my best effort to date,” he cooed, thinking of that magnificent ring.
“So I get back home this afternoon and she’s oblivious to the million dollars on her finger. She asks about the old man. How’s my mom. Has my dad been kidnapped. Didn’t even mention getting married.”
“I’m sorry,” Alex whispered wondering where the tragedy was just now. “Apparently she was worried about what you were worried about.”
Brian slouched over the table and rubbed at his eyes. “And then I told her that six months from today I’m getting married in her gardens...with or without her.”
“Oh, Brian,” he gasped. “You’ve told me she’s a jealous woman. You let her think you’re screwing around on her?”
“I think so. I only drank a six-pack on the way home, but I think that’s how she took it.”
Alex picked up the wine glass and drank it down. “Call her, Brian. Apologize and go home.”
“There’s more. I got kinda rough with her.”
“Oh, Brian, you didn’t!”
“I didn’t hit her or nothing. But I think she was scared. I don’t want her to be scared of me.”
“Brian, you need to put this straight now. Don’t let it go on.”
“How am I supposed to tell her I’m an idiot?”
“Just like that, Precious. Certainly she knows this thing with your mother has you upset. She’ll understand.”
“I don’t think she will. Beyond that, why won’t she marry me, Alex?”
“That I don’t know. But Brian, she doesn’t even know who you are. And now all this stuff is going on in your family has you messed up. She’s probably feeling pretty insecure that you’ve never offered to introduce us. Brian, you have to tell her.”
“Oh, God. She hates decadently wealthy people. Boors. I’m not real fond of them myself.”
“Then she should be happy to know that we live like everyone else. Wealthy women get beat up, too.”
“I don’t think she’d find that comforting, Alex. But...there’s more,” he said dismally.
“What, Honey?”
“The day I found Mom all beat to hell, I went to the Tower and told the old man he had to get some help or I was gonna go to the prosecutor. I gave him Morgan’s e-mail address.”
“Oh, dear God...please tell me you’re joking! Morgan is the sex therapist you arranged for him?” Alex broke into a visible sweat.
Sadly, Brian shook his head. “And then I go back to the Mansion today and Molly tells me my mom is out partying because it’s Saturday night.”
Violently, Alex shook. Of course, Cheryl was out. Cheryl wouldn’t pass up three grand on a Saturday night at the club just because her husband walked out.
But Cheryl wasn’t Alex’s concern. “What did your father say about Morgan?”
“When I talked to him this morning he actually thanked me.”
No. Something wasn’t right about that. To think of Jerry’s propensities and the rage he was harboring right now... Alex cringed to think what he might do to Morgan. But maybe he wasn’t giving Morgan enough credit. Maybe Morgan could handle Jerry. But if Jerry were to actually hurt Morgan thinking she was a drug-crazed street-walker whom no one would miss the absence of... Brian would never forgive him.
“Dear God, what have you done, Brian?”
“It’s bad?”
Alex’s eyelids slid closed to find a way out of this one. Suddenly, it all came clear. When Jerry got through with Morgan, Morgan would be grateful for a man like Brian. Morgan’s presence might just rid Jerry of Cheryl finally. Six months hence there would be a wedding...a fabulous wedding...an Abernathy wedding and Morgan would have to agree to marry him having learned the contrasts between them. And maybe...just maybe, all those horrible things that happened thirty-seven years ago could be righted.
“Tell you what we’re gonna do,” Alex said. He drew out a pen and started to scribble on the tablecloth. “You and I are going to plan a wedding.”
“What the hell for?” Brian cried. “She’s not going to marry me, Alex.”
“Yes, she is,” with a sly smile. “Your father is literally going to sweep her off her feet. And you’re going to catch her.”
“Surely, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“I do, Precious.”
Brian peered down at the drawing, a wedding gown of impeccable craft.
“What’s her favorite color?”
With a little huff, Brian said, “Black and blue.”
Alex smirked. “Lavender it is.”


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
Father Romeo’s reasoning was sound, she was sure of that. This guy is dangerous. But reason wasn’t her best and only defense in this matter as she rode the elevator to the pinnacle of the money mountain, the penthouse offices of the CEO of Abernathy Acquisitions.
Such stodgy, pervasive lushness as she stepped out onto the hunter-green carpet. The scent of leather on the mahogany chairs framed by brass nails demanded her propriety and respect. It had the feel of a church, the quiet voices of women in prayer beyond the semi-circular panel concealing phone banks, computers and office equipment. The dark mottled paper clung to the walls giving an air of smog. Portraits of past CEOs hung in gilt frames, reminding her how old and smelly the money was.
In one of those chairs sat a women Morgan knew, her hair pulled into a French twist and wearing a pinstripe business suit, her legs demurely crossed ending in the very proper leather pumps. How cute that she was doing her nails just then. 
Morgan approached the ten-foot-high double doors, the wood polished to a high sheen. The name Jerome Abernathy V, CEO blazed in gold letters. She laid her hand on the gold lever.
“You can’t go in there,” came a shout from behind the desk.
Morgan tried the lever but the door was locked.
“Tell Jerry that Morgan McFaye is here.”
The woman doing her nails peered up and cringed. Morgan’s eyes flared in her direction with a silent warning to be still. She went back to her work, her head bowed, her legs uncrossed sitting quite straight now.
“If you’ll just have a seat, please, I’ll let him know when he gets off the phone.”
“You tell your boss that he has exactly forty-five seconds to unlock that door or I’m leaving. And I won’t be back.” Her appointment was for two o’clock and it was already fifteen seconds past the hour.
Nervously, the secretary checked his appointment book and fumbled with the phone. A second later the door unlocked mechanically from inside. Morgan turned and stormed toward it and then threw the door opened only to slam it closed.
The same stodgy decor greeted her in his private office. The huge desk was of mahogany, the edging ornately carved into Grecian rope. A matching liquor cabinet sat against the far wall and a leather sectional against the opposite.
He studied her undeniable attitude of authority, a body held perfectly erect and very much under her control. This wasn’t any ordinary hooker, that was plainly obvious, but a very, very attractive woman, older than most. A woman he could certainly use to his satisfaction and not merely for the sexual aspects. “Have a seat, Ms. McFaye.” He indicated the chairs in front of his desk..
Her voice, low and commanding, stated, “The proper greeting is ‘Mistress Morgan, how may I serve?’ as you raise out of the chair and stand aside that your Mistress may have it, hold your hands behind your back and divert your gaze to the floor.”
He stared a moment, a sarcastic smirk filling one cheek. No woman had ever spoken to him like that since his mother tried it when he was a child. He watched the rigidness of her stance, her frame snugged in a suit, her feet bound by two inch pumps. Obviously Irish and quick to rage if the color of her hair meant anything. About five nine and a hundred and fifty well distributed pounds, most of it lying on her chest.
When she turned to go, he said, “Wait.”
Her eyes narrowed into viscous slashes. 
It was a game after all, one he had never played. Women vied for his attention constantly but never a woman like this. Women didn’t and don’t tell him what to do. But this was just a game and maybe a little diversion from an increasingly stressful life.
Quietly, he rose out of the chair and stood aside. Suddenly he felt conspicuous in a way never before. Of course, he was conspicuous. He was one of the wealthiest men on the continent. But this was different. This seemed to reveal him in a way he didn’t understand as he watched her place her lovely ass in his chair, her knees locked together and order, “On your knees.”
Behind the lids his eyes rolled. Yet he dropped to his knees and his mindless hands clasped to each other in back.
“Much better,” she scowled. “I see you want my attention. My attention will cost you one thousand dollars an hour, Mr. Abernathy.” That was twice the going rate for him, just because. She loosed the single button closing her suit jacket. “You do everything exactly the way I tell you to do it. You do it without hesitation. And you endure my wrath as I see fit.”
His lower lip rolled into his mouth where he could better lick it and bite down on the laughter wanting to escape. He’d never found himself in this position, on his knees before a woman. On his knees in front of anyone. If she ran to the tabloids, no one would believe.
“Alright,” he said. To him this was merely a game and she the highest priced of them all. But where else could his dreams come true? All of his intelligence told him this was one nasty woman. He could get rough with her.
“When we have an appointment, you make certain I don’t wait. You hang up the phone, unlock the door at the appointed hour and you tell those squeaking little Pekinese pups behind the desk out there that they are not to speak to me. If I tell you to come to my office, you be there on time or you will find the door locked. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” he said. Vainly, he attempted to retain a smile. 
Impertinent bastard, she thought of his amusement. The flat of her hand landed across his cheek. 
His anger flared immediately and he reached out for her wrist so that he could wrench that hand from her arm. But a stabbing pain assaulted him as the heel of her shoe ground into his balls. He dropped her arm to defend himself and fall away from her.
“Don’t ever touch me again, Mr. Abernathy. I’ll beat you senseless for it.”
“I’m supposed to be beating you,” he reminded.
The musculature around her eyes quivered with rage. Her voice hissed like a vicious snake, saying, “You need to learn how to pay attention. I’m going to teach you. Now, you may demonstrate how well you follow instructions.”
If she was going to tell him to bark like a dog and crawl on all fours around the desk to lick her feet, they were finished. He drew in a breath, still staring into those vivid green eyes, the dagger points of amber directing his attention to her glowering pupils. His fatal mistake...he averted his gaze.
“Much better,” she commended. “Take off your tie.”
Curious.
His hand raised to loose it from his neck and pull it over his head. At least she couldn’t choke him with it. 
“Open your shirt.”
One at a time, the buttons fell open to the belt but he didn’t offer to expose himself more than that. 
“The belt...the trousers.”
Suddenly, he felt ridiculous exposing himself like this. On his knees in his own office, undressing for this woman. 
“Push your trousers to your knees along with your underwear, which will no longer be worn on days you are to see me, and open your shirt and let it fall off your shoulders.”
His half-erect penis came into her view and he felt so ridiculous. It should have been hard now, ready to do battle and he looked away from her. He began to unbutton his cuffs to remove his shirt but...
“I said merely push it off your shoulders. I didn’t say take it off.”
He let it slide around his upper arms, still unable to look at her.
“The penis. Take it in one hand and the testicles in the other. Gently massage the testicles without stroking the penis.”
“You can’t be serious,” he gasped.
“Now,” she growled. “Or I’m leaving.”
He had done it thousands of times now, the phone sex after hours when all his girls were gone for the night and he didn’t feel like waiting for them to return. But no one was watching. This...this had him in a pant. To decide what he felt was impossible as the hand of an office worker, smooth and soft, cradled his balls.
Suddenly, he felt detached from it all. Someone else’s hand was stroking him at the moment. Someone else’s hand held to his dick. He closed his eyes, the better to feel it.
“Is the penis beginning to rise?” she asked.
“Yes,” came a breath of heated air.
“Does it want stroked?”
“Yes.”
“Very gently,” her voice soft now, “because you love it.”
“Yes,” he whispered. His hand clasped around it.
“Slowly.” She watched intently as his eyes rolled behind the lids lost in the sensation already. She opened her briefcase and removed a bottle of oil, held it over the penis to pour a thin stream over it. Gently, he worked it in, his hand gliding much easier now.
She saw the friction begin to rise and reminded, “Slowly, I said. Don’t you dare come until I allow it.”
His head dropped between his shoulders, lost in the sensations his hands could cause his genitals. They seemed two different bodies, one stroking the other, but he didn’t have time to dwell on it. His hands were full, busy, quite active as his penis and testicles, the recipient of so much bother, passively enjoyed.
Men. So easy to get their attention, as she watched him stroking himself. The way his grip relaxed a little on the shaft and tightened over the glans. A decidedly attractive man, one who kept himself in check, the physique of a man half his age, dark brown hair kept short appearing the professional, yet a little long and loose on top making her think he wasn’t so uptight. Dark brown eyes that fluttered wildly. 
“A little tighter with the right hand, please.” Her shoe came to rest against his hip and connect to him.
He braced himself against her pressure without opening his eyes. His hands were so full, so content to have something to have and to hold. He’d never noticed how much his hands enjoyed this, that the sensation was silken and smooth, yet aggressive.
She watched the glans grow purple with the insistence of blood being forced there. His left continued to knead, though harder now. He was about to spill and since he hadn’t been trained not to yet, since she merely wanted his attention for the moment, not even his surrender to her, she whispered, “You may come for me.”
The very words no sooner passed the threshold of his ear than his hand tightened on his throbbing member. The penis, with a mind of its own now, heaved its treasure as if it was regurgitated from the sea to dry land. He growled with the feel of its forcefulness, its insistence to be loved, even as he merely held to it, its own activity the most passive thing he could have ever known. Something just waiting to be pleasured, his hands the aggressor rather than it.
Once again, he crushed it only to empty it.
“Very good,” she said with a haughty smirk. “You can follow instructions.”
He opened his eyes, saw the puddle of cum on the floor next to his chair. And then he raised to peer at her. What the hell was that? he wondered. Carefully, he studied her softened expression, her pleasure that he could follow her instructions and do it well.
“Put it away now and get dressed.”
Putitawayputitawayputitaway rang in his ears. It was it somehow, not the most precious thing about him. It as he laid it lovingly in his shorts and pulled his shorts to his waist, his trousers around his shorts. Quickly he buttoned the shirt and was dressed again.
“Now,” she started, “your wife.”
“My wife doesn’t have anything to do with this,” he snarled.
“But she does, Mr. Abernathy. You see...you’re a wife-beater. And she’s just a little whore for it, isn’t she? She does whatever she can to irritate you and cause you to correct her, doesn’t she? She does everything she can to piss you off and draw your attention away from the world where it resides, to her.”
“Have you spoken to my wife?” he said angrily.
“Not yet.” She picked up the phone, her finger poised over the keypad. “What’s the number?”
“I don’t want my wife involved in this,” he said adamantly.
“Then you don’t want me.” Quickly, she returned the phone to the cradle and began to rise.
“Wait...I don’t understand,” he insisted with a little panic. “How do you know I beat my wife?”
“Those very vivid and startling e-mails tell me exactly who you are and how you perceive your wife and all women generally. You’re very afraid of them, I’ve noticed.”
“I’m not afraid of any woman,” he yelled. Defensively, he pulled himself off his knees, yet he refused to approach her.
“Ah...but your wife is very afraid of you, isn’t she?”
He hesitated. He didn’t believe his wife had the sense to fear anything.
Morgan continued: “She ought to be, hadn’t she? While you’re working your ass off, she’s out playing with your money. Tramping around at the club, on the Riviera. On the plane that takes her there with the attendant...hell, maybe even the pilot.”
“Yeah,” he said filled with aggravation, his fists clenched. “Embarrassing bitch. I run a global conglomerate, trillions of dollars every year and I can’t contain my own wife.”
Morgan smirked. Wonder why, you asshole. “So you understand that if you and I are going to be seeing each other, she has to know about it. There’s no longer any reason to keep your liaisons from your wife. She has to know because you are going to be coming home with the evidence on your body. I play rough, Mr. Abernathy and I don’t want some brittle little wife getting in the way, if you know what I mean. I don’t need some wife going to a lawyer exposing us and turning me over to the law. I don’t need her permission to use you. I need only to keep her mouth shut. I have to be assured she will.”
He stared for a moment. “Interesting approach,” he said thoughtfully. And after what just took place with him, what might happen with his wife? The answer to his life-long problem had perhaps, just presented itself. This would get rid of her for good.
Morgan picked up the phone. Her little ploy worked well, but it always did with this kind. Turn the whoring wife into the enemy. She dialed the phone just as quickly as he rattled the number. She hit the speaker function that he might hear and she could further gain his trust.
“Hello.” The voice was timid and very feminine.
“This is Morgan McFaye. Your husband is a client of mine and he’s asked that I see you also.” Coyly, she winked at Abernathy. 
The woman hesitated. “See me for what?”
“Professionally, of course. From what I understand your home life isn’t all it could be, according to him. He’s asked me to get involved.”
“Are you a psychiatrist?”
“A sex therapist.” Her response sent Jerry into a fit of silent laughter. “You may refuse, of course, you’re not under any obligation. It’s only that your husband feels that you could both benefit from my services.”
“This is strange,” Cheryl said defensively. Instantly, she was suspicious of her husband.
“Of course, you could check with him if you prefer, although I have a couple available hours now if you’re going to be home.”
The woman stammered. “I don’t know you. And the possibility of getting ahold of my husband at the moment is probably nil. Could we meet somewhere? Say that little French place on the corner of Martin and Fourth?”
“A half hour?” Morgan asked.
“Yes...that would be fine.”
“I’ll see you then.”
“What did you say your name is?”
“Morgan. Morgan McFaye.”
“I’ll see you in a little while.”
Morgan sat in his chair and returned the stare of her newest client a moment, the smile on his face filled with the evil of twisted thoughts. Believing he had followed the tack she was taking, he asked, “You gonna screw my wife?”
“Can you think of a better way to keep her mouth shut than to cause her to be guilty of the same thing as you?”
“As a matter of fact...no,” he said. Happily, he’d found a new respect for this woman.
“Would you like to watch?” She straightened in the chair, her shoulders pressed against the back of it, her breasts straining the fabric of her blouse.
“As a matter of fact, I think I would,” he said.
Morgan’s tongue swept over her thick lower lip reigniting the shimmering sand tones of her earthy complexion. “Does that mean you’ll be a good boy for me?”
“It means you have my interest, fleeting as it may be.”
“But you’ll be very grateful when I save you the better part of your fortune which might otherwise be lost to divorce attorneys and alimony.”
“I might.”
Morgan rose to her full height and went directly to him. Her jacket already open, she began with her blouse buttoned to the center of her chest. Conspicuously, he peered at the cleavage formed there by lush full breasts. He stared uninhibited as slowly she exposed them, sans bra but only some wonderful leather thing cinched around her waist holding them high.
The color of cream, the nipples of rose full and throbbing. Filled with desire to be touched, suckled, punished perhaps and he stared unabashedly wanting that very much.
“You may thank your Mistress with your lips rather than your tongue.”
Slowly, he bent, the scent wafting from that cleavage full of musk, the soft scent of lady dew rising between them. He lingered, his lips grazing over that firm flesh and for a woman her age, so very firm. His lips found a nipple and he could almost hear her heart thudding, see the palpitations of it in the flesh.
“Much better,” she praised. Finished with him now, she stepped back to button her blouse. “I send my invoices directly to you, Mr. Abernathy, to be paid from your personal account. Mistress Morgan never goes through accounting to some little lackey who is likely to fuck it up. Do you understand?”
Only a smile belied his bemusement. “I do.”
Pointing a fingernail sharp enough to cull his senses toward the entry, she informed him, “At exactly two o’clock tomorrow afternoon, I’ll walk through that door. I expect you to be standing in that corner, fully nude and awaiting my next command, or we’re finished.”
His hands rubbed against each other, the softness embedded in them like satin. “Is there ever a time when my fantasies will be acted upon?”
“Of course. I’m not a heartless woman, Mr. Abernathy. But certainly you understand that I have to be able to trust you before I can allow you to chain me up, to do the things you’ve so eloquently described. The things you want so much to do to your wife. You see, you need me, Mr. Abernathy, to live out those fantasies. That high priced whore sitting in your lobby available to all of your executives at the first rush of blood doesn’t go there, does she? If you took her there, her next stop would be the newspapers and you’d have to kill her to shut her up. Not me,” she said surely. “But you’ll demonstrate your abilities for me on your wife.” 
“Even more interesting,” he purred.
“Leather turns you on,” she told him. She knew.
He moaned a little.
“Tomorrow at two, you’ll be my slave for only a little while. Long enough for me to train your wife.”
A broad smile etched his lips. “Of course, Ms. McFaye.”
“Mistress Morgan,” she hissed.
His head bowed a little. “Mistress Morgan,” he whispered.
“Much better.” Quickly, she turned and left him, the door closed respectfully behind her. 
He stood in the center of his office and looked around. What the hell was that? His eyes settled on her briefcase, left behind. A whirlwind, a dust devil, a tornado had just swept through and left him quivering yet he was intact, fully dressed ready to meet his executives if need be. The little bit of humiliation of jerking off in front of her left him wanting more. He never realized what an audience could do for his libido.
He sat in the chair and flipped the briefcase open. The penis instantly rose to the sight of her things, her ‘professional’ cache, she might call them. He picked up the riding crop, something of obvious quality. He picked up the black satin blindfold and rubbed it over his cheek. What was this? A lovely hood, something that could be placed over the entire head and zipped closed, a ring sewn into the top of it. Zippers could be opened or closed over the eyes and mouth according to the wishes of the Mistress. It smelled delightful, so rugged, so pure, certainly brand new and never before worn. That bottle of oil, the scent still lingering on his hand. A small phallus, headed and veined. A sissy little ping-pong paddle.
The pockets against the lid were empty except for a piece of paper. He removed that paper and read:
 
If you’re reading this, Mr. Abernathy, it means you dared open my briefcase and rummage through my things. You’ll be punished for that...tomorrow.
 
Easily, he laughed and slipped the paper back into the pocket, closed the lid and set the briefcase aside. “Okay,” he whispered. Quietly excited, he laid back in the chair and his hand returned to his crotch where it might soothe the tension once again rising. “You punish me and then I’ll punish you, Baby.” The scent of her cleavage still burned in his nostrils as he went to the liquor cabinet and poured a drink. 
And what a lovely little distraction you are.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan fell against the wall of the elevator to catch her breath. What the hell was that? she wondered. A man who only around the edges looked like his father. A man who surrendered to her command so easily. His father would have hung her by the neck until dead to be talked to like that.
Two men stepped in on the twenty-ninth floor and stared openly at her a moment. “Good afternoon,” she said curtly to get rid of them. And then she smiled. Jerry Abernathy had given into her already and it required only a self-inflicted orgasm to get his attention. And the way he did it, so eagerly expressing his desire for her. His father’s desire was expressed only at the end of Bowie knife.
The attraction she felt for him was intense at the moment. Could it be? she wondered as she stepped into the lobby to go to her car. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
Morgan knew for whom she searched. She was the mousiest, the most submissive, the most frightened thing in the room. She was between fifty and sixty, and probably wore make-up heavy enough to cover bruises.
She didn’t need to search the middle expanses of the room, only the corners where a mouse might hide. Quite curiously, the corners were empty. But in plain view, a woman fitting the profile, thin and emaciated, sat demurely with her legs crossed, her hands in her lap, a cup of coffee before her. Interesting.
Quietly, Morgan sat down in the chair opposite a well-kept woman, barely past forty-five, it seemed. A soft platinum hair, not at all mousy, clipped to soft layers, and averted eyes covered in the palest of milk chocolate shadow.
“I’m Morgan,” she said softly.
“Cheryl Abernathy, and I am very, very confused,” she whispered as she raised her head to glance at Morgan.
Not too far gone yet, Morgan assessed. If she was too far gone she would be considering suicide and looking like death warmed over. But this woman, unlike others, lived in a fun house with all the available money to keep her entertained while others live in poverty. She could pamper herself any way she wished as long as she allowed her husband to beat her.
Morgan ordered coffee and croissants with a little butter. And then she turned to Cheryl. “I’ve never met a man who enjoys beating his wife,” she stated.
“Oh, God, he told you that,” Cheryl sputtered.
“No, no, no,” Morgan said quickly. “He didn’t have to. I just know the type. He has some serious issues with domination and you’re perfect for him because you’re so horribly submissive. You two just go about it all wrong. One of these days you’re gonna end up dead, Lady.”
Cheryl looked away, clutched at the ear of the mug and spilled a little. Nervously, she dragged a napkin under it.
“You don’t really want to die and he doesn’t really want to kill you. It will be an accident and he’ll get away with murder because he’s so very wealthy. But the result will be the same. You’ll be dead. Is that how you want it to go?”
Cheryl shook a little. Of course, that’s not how she wanted to die even though those social workers in the hospital warned her over and over. But what was she to do? She dropped out of high school because he wanted her. He wanted her to be his wife, to have his children. Only her, he assured her. 
But that was so very long ago.
“Your husband has some serious issues, and the truth is, I am a sex therapist although he is thinking of me as a very high priced prostitute. One who will not only let him indulge in every fantasy he’s ever been bothered with, but also train him how to dominate women.”
“I don’t think he has a problem with that.”
“But he does...obviously. If someone has to go to the hospital when he’s through with them it’s not domination, it's torture. He doesn’t know that yet. So tell me about you. Are you still in love with him?”
Pained by the very word, she looked away. “I don’t know. I can’t tell you now if I ever was. Maybe I was just swept up with all the extravagance. Thought my entire life was about the romance of fame and fortune.”
“But it’s not, is it?”
“Sitting at home night after night, waiting for him to roll in about midnight, listening to him complain about how hard he works to support me. Why shouldn’t I spend his fucking money?” she quipped angrily. “He’s never around.”
“Kids?” Morgan asked.
“An adopted son who doesn’t come around anymore. Jerry kicked him out ten years ago because my son didn’t care to be tortured. And we have a daughter we don’t see. She is a little bit of an embarrassment, though.”
“What’s her deal?”
“She’s gay and flaunts it like an overloaded fright train. Tattoos, all those things in her skin,” she admitted and then cringed. “All that metal.”
“Bull lesbian trying to get her father’s approval, and never will. An awful lot like him, huh?”
“If only he could see it,” Cheryl whispered sadly. “I’m certain they’ll go at it until one of them dies and the other will congratulate himself on the victory.”
Morgan laughed a little. “And you’ve been trying to mediate their disputes for years and you piss them both off. But what goes on between them is not your problem. Their relationship is none of your business, but you still get involved because you love your husband and your daughter. And then you get your ass beat for it.”
Cheryl’s eyes rolled up to peer at Morgan, though her head never moved. “How do you know so much about this?”
“I’ve been doing this for a very long time,” she stated. “Wife-beaters are control freaks but they can be taught to dominate and not control. How long has it been since you’ve had sex with your husband?”
“Oh, God...years,” she whispered with a tear. “I couldn’t actually tell you.”
“How long has it been since you’ve had sex?”
She stared into Morgan’s piercing green eyes a moment. “He thinks I’m out fucking everyone in the world, doesn’t he?”
“If he didn’t, he wouldn’t have reason to beat you, would he?”
“I’m not,” Cheryl said adamantly, perhaps a little too insistently. Enough to perk Morgan’s curiosity. “I, uhh...suffered a short indiscretion years ago, but that was a very long time ago. I felt so badly about it I could never bring myself to give into the urge ever again. I felt like total trash.”
“Is that where your son came from?”
“No,” she said quickly. “Our son is the product of his brother’s teenage indiscretion with a prostitute. Alex was only twenty at the time. Alex is gay...a queen and he embarrasses Jerry so bitterly. Alex was just trying to be what Jerry’s father expected him to be and never could or would. Jerry purchased the child from the woman and to this day I don’t know if it was to keep the child with the family or to protect himself from future claims against the family’s wealth from the child. But my son is the sweetest, most affectionate, caring and gentle man on the face of the earth. I miss him so desperately.”
“Is he gay?”
“No,” she said adamantly. “He was the most sought after escort for all the little girl’s society parties. He had girlfriends and girlfriends. He’s just so cute. Such a sweet little baby face. He assured me that he has only the softest hint of a beard because his clients think he’s too young to handle their money.”
Morgan smiled. Her kind of man. “Is he married?”
Cheryl shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t think so, I should say. He came around a few months ago, just dropped in out of the clear blue sky. He didn’t have a ring on. And he was so angry to see my arm in a cast and wouldn’t believe that I fell down the stairs.”
“Did you fall down the stairs?”
“As a matter of fact, that time I did. So if he isn’t interested in having a family, I can certainly understand that. As far as he’s concerned, family sucks.”
“And you’ve got time to do nothing but worry about everyone else when your children are grown, your husband is working and you're doing nothing but waiting for him to show up and beat your stupid ass because that’s the only thing that makes you feel alive anymore.”
Cheryl glared at Morgan. “How dare you speak that way to me?”
“Because it’s true. You could leave your husband and end with a nice tidy settlement. It won’t keep you living in the luxury you’re accustomed to, but you could still live quite nicely. One maid instead of four,” Morgan chided. “Maybe have to drive yourself around. But you could still live quite nicely. So there’s a reason you stay. You care to tell me what it is?”
Snidely, Cheryl studied Morgan a moment.
Morgan continued, uninhibited. “You’re in love with him but he won’t let you express it?”
Cheryl never loved that man and never would. But she could punish him to the end of the earth and back. She could drive him to insanity with the flick of her fingers. And she enjoyed every moment of it. 
But this was fascinating. A sex therapist? She wasn’t Jerry’s type at all, except for the tits. The thought that Jerry hired a dominatrix to punish her was the most amusing thing he’d ever tried. But just to keep Morgan talking... 
“Of course, I am.”
“Have you ever had an orgasm?”
Cheryl gasped, her vision returned to Morgan’s steady gaze, retaining a nearly uncontrollable laughter. “I don’t know.”
To Morgan, that meant no.
“So the question is do you have any interest at all in working with me? Learning a little about human sexuality and especially in learning how to express what you feel for him in a way he can understand?”
Quietly, Cheryl huffed, not believing this was happening. “Does Jerry know what’s going on here?”
“No. And we’re not going to tell him what goes on between you and I. But I did call you from his office where I had him masturbate and spill all over his floor. He gave me your number.”
Incredulously, Cheryl stared. “You’re having sex with my husband?”
“No. I’m a sex therapist. I train people how to contain their emotions and express them sexually so it’s mutually beneficial for everyone involved. Today was my first session with him and to get his attention, I had him masturbate. Tomorrow it will be something more, but it won’t involve intercourse. Beyond that, it’s none of your business what I do with him any more than it’s his business what I do with you. So would you like to follow me downtown to an apartment I keep there?”
“For what purpose?”
“For your first session. A massage. Just to feel something gentle for perhaps the first time in a long time.”
“I have massages regularly.”
“Not like this,” Morgan said with a smile.
Cheryl knew those kind of massages well. Cheryl loved those kind of massages. And if Jerry was paying for it... More importantly, she needed to know what was Jerry up to. “And Jerry knows about this?” she asked, unable to believe.
“Yes. And he understands that I’m going to teach you to be submissive to his every desire. You see, I think he loves you, too. He would have gotten rid of you a very long time ago if he didn’t. But he doesn’t know how to treat you properly. He doesn’t understand what you need from him, the deep and abiding desire you have to be dominated. How much you need him to take charge, to tell you what he wants and needs, and to be rewarded for your service.”
“And you...?”
“Are going to teach him to take care of you.”
“How?”
“By making of him my adoring slave so he can finally understand what he creates in others.”
A smile impossible to contain broadened Cheryl’s lips. “He doesn’t know who you are, does he?”
“Not yet,” Morgan cooed. “But he’s a bright boy and I know men better than they know themselves. Already I have his attention. Already I have him feeling like the errant schoolboy and me the mean old schoolmistress. But he’s a bright boy.”
Cheryl drew in a deep breath through her nose and let it out slowly. “And you want to teach me...?”
“All the proper etiquette any good submissive should know. You want his attention, don’t you?”
“Desperately,” she said quickly. “But...”
“No. Some people are just naturally submissive,” she whispered. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of in that. You’ll soon find out that those of you on the floor are much more powerful than those of us standing there with a whip. You break our hearts. You devour us with your devotion. We can’t help but give in to your desires, your needs, your soft sobbing and gentle pleas. We’re whores for that.”
Cheryl laughed a little. This could actually be fun. Jerry had hired a dominatrix to discipline her because he couldn’t. “Downtown, you said?”
“Follow me.”
 
* * * *
 
It was the Waterford Hotel, one of those high-rise condo buildings in the very center of the city. It wasn’t the newest, but the apartment was one of the more spacious Cheryl had seen in this building. The view of the river meandering through the city yet contained between the flood walls, was beautiful. The apartment itself was stark, rough stone flooring without a rug to cover it and the only the piece of furniture in the front room was a massage table. The only window covering, the sheerest of sheers, could be pulled.
“You don’t live here, do you?” Cheryl asked nervously.
“No, I don’t,” Morgan said. She placed her bag in the empty refrigerator to get rid of it. She opened another cabinet and removed a bottle of olive oil.
“Submissives,” she said as she approached the shivering woman, “do exactly what they’re told to do, when they’re told to do it, exactly the way their Mistresses want it.”
“But I’m a woman,” Cheryl protested.
“I don’t have a problem with that,” Morgan said. She threw the bottle to the table covered in fresh sheets and grasped the belt around Cheryl’s waist. Quickly, it was opened and the pants fell to the floor.
She slid her fingers under the shirt and raised it. Cheryl was quivering uncontrollably. The shirt was removed, leaving Cheryl with only her lingerie.
“Lie on the table facedown and watch the river follow its prescribed path without resisting its confines. Simply flowing.”
Filled so horribly full with the humor in this, Cheryl turned to the table. She’d never met anyone like this. Someone who would simply tell her what to do. But to find out where this was going, she obeyed. She sat on the table then laid down and rolled over.
She felt Morgan’s fingers unhook her bra. It was pulled over her shoulders and then from beneath her. Morgan tugged at her panties and they, too, disappeared out of her life. But Morgan’s slippery hands were indeed gentle as they swept over her shoulder blades and her exposed ribs.
“You’ll be going on a special diet, too,” Morgan told her. “You need a little meat on these bones.”
“Jerry likes those runway models.”
Morgan smirked. “Jerry doesn’t know he likes women who have some sense about them...not yet. So pay attention. I’m your Mistress. Nothing about you is to be kept from me now. You open yourself to me as soon as you see me. If I want your heart, your breasts, your brain, your opinion or your pussy, I’ll tell you.”
 
* * * *
 
“That was different,” Cheryl whispered. Relaxed, as she lay on the table, her vagina having been massaged as thoroughly as her breasts, her ass, her nether lips and her legs.
“Do I have your attention?”
“Yes.”
“I’m going to teach you everything you both need to know in order to relate to each other and understand it. I want your undivided attention. I want you doing exactly what I tell you to do. You’re going to be everything you’ve ever wanted to be. The finest lady at the club he belongs to and the whore of Babylon in his bed.”
Utterly repulsed by that thought, Cheryl whispered, “Oh, God.” But for Morgan, her expression was still eager. 
“And quit assuming that he prefers runway models to the real you. Pay attention to me.”
“Do you have a husband?”
Morgan choked. “No,” she said, dryly retaining the tears. “I did...”
“Was he...?”
“Submissive? Very. The most beautiful and engaging slave a woman could ever want. Just beautiful.” She smiled bitterly. “And so easily pleased. But you pay attention,” she shouted at Cheryl. “And don’t speak to your husband about this. It’s none of his business.”
“Yes, of course.”
“Yes, Mistress, is the proper response.”
“Yes, Mistress.” Her lips twisted into a smile.
“Get up. Whenever you greet me, you do it naked and offer the things most precious to you, obviously the victims of implants. You grasp your nipples and raise your breasts and lay them in my hands.”
Wholly embarrassed, Cheryl looked away with a chagrined laugh.
“Do it,” Morgan shouted.
This was too much. This little thing is too, too cute, Cheryl thought. Yet Morgan made it easy when she grabbed Cheryl’s wrists and laid them on her breasts.
“Your nipples,” Morgan shouted. “Squeeze. Inflate them for me. Harden them for me. Make me want to caress them, taste them.” 
Cheryl couldn’t help but comply. She raised them high and approached Morgan’s outstretched hands and laid her breasts in them to feel them softly kneaded, the oil-slick thumbs further infuriating them.
“Much better,” Morgan said softly. “Get dressed now.”
 
* * * *
 
Morgan walked Cheryl to the door to find a man standing outside ready to escort Cheryl Abernathy away. Interesting. A bodyguard.
Cheryl moved quickly. Whatever this was, it was irresistible already. She wanted so badly to ask her husband about it, but Morgan told her that wasn’t allowed. Only if her husband brought it up could she say anything and then very little. Unable to control the hilarity in this, Cheryl laughed out loud. Jerry was having her disciplined, the groveling worm. 
Returned to the Mansion, Cheryl went straight to the great room and barked out an order that her wine be delivered immediately. Sprawled on a down-filled sofa, the priceless antiques that once adorned the Mansion tossed to the basement, Cheryl peered out the window at the expansive lawns and the pool emptied now awaiting to be painted for a summer of use by the servants. And then she picked up the phone.
“Jacques,” she whispered to her lover of thirty years.
“Chére,” he cried.
“I need to hang around here for awhile. Something is going on with Jerry.”
“Chère, the social season is about to begin. How can I do without my most popular hostess?”
A little aggravated, Cheryl’s fingers drummed the softly padded silk cushion upon which she laid. The thought of missing out on all those parties was certainly a drag, but the thought of missing out on what was going on with Jerry was worse. “I’ll be there soon,” she said surely. 
“Chère, what’s happening?”
“I’m not sure.” The thought of the great Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy V lying on the floor at his Mistress’ feet made her swell with laughter. “I’ll call later.” 
And then she smiled. 
 
* * * *
 
Morgan drove the length of the freeway to the state road. Something about Cheryl Abernathy, something wrong with that woman. But whatever it was wouldn’t come because she could think only of her Mouse.
Mouse, Morgan thought dismally as she turned off the freeway to the state road leading to her empty nest. Oh, Brian, as she listened to his favorite CD, a sappy old Frank Sinatra thing that she would never have cared about if it weren’t for him. “Fuck.” She wheeled toward to the garage and there Kitty stood, nude all but for the lovely twist of plastic wrap around her hips, a little gift for Morgan to unwrap. 
“You’re gonna save me, huh?” Morgan asked filled with gratitude.
“This way, Madame,” Kitty whispered.
 
* * * *
 
At the end of the day, Jerry Abernathy sat at his desk with his hand returned to his crotch. There was more than entertainment or therapy in Brian’s recommendation of Mistress Morgan. Much more than that. Brian was trying to tell him something. He could only pray vehemently that Brian wanted to come home.
He turned off the computer and laid a few files out for his secretary to gather up. Just as he stood to go the penthouse elevator his office door opened. His stomach convulsed to see his wife coming toward him. 
“What do I have to do to get rid of you?” he snarled.
She slithered into the chair before his desk. “Darling, you really don’t want rid of me, do you? You know what’s going to happen if you actually insist.” That grating voice was something he could never warm to. 
Quietly, he returned to his chair, his gaze unbroken on her. “Cheryl, I’m beginning to feel that the loss of you is worth everything I hold dear.”
“He doesn’t know he’s not your son,” she reminded.
“That’s the only card you’re holding isn’t it, Baby? But if I go to him, if I tell him what really went down...is it going to be me he blames or is it going to be you? Does he know his mother’s a whore?”
Amused, she huffed. “Do you really think he’d believe it?”
“Probably not. He loves you, Cheryl. God forgive me, I don’t know why, but he loves you.”
“Well, here’s an interesting bit of news. As soon as you moved out, he moved in.”
Jerry’s heart leapt with that. “Brian moved back to the Mansion?”
“Saturday afternoon, Darling. As soon as he realized you were gone. And don’t think he’s left room for you. He’s taken the master suite.”
Elated, Jerry belied his excitement. “Then it looks like you have the protection you need now.”
“It does,” she sighed. “Do you have any numbers in mind as far as a settlement goes?”
“I do,” he said easily. “I was thinking somewhere in the neighborhood of one billion dollars.”
“On the surface, that sounds rather generous. But you’re gonna have to dig a little deeper than that, Darling.”
As if something noxious rose from her person, he turned up his nose. “When you speak to your lawyer, try not to forget that I don’t actually own anything. The Mansion, the cars, the penthouse...all of it is owned by the company.”
“Nasty little tangle, isn’t it? But don’t you worry, Baby. There’s always your salary that gets donated to charity every year.”
Capriciously, he shrugged.
She stood to go, turned her back for only a moment. “I almost forgot. What the hell was that this afternoon?”
Broadly, he grinned. “So you did meet Mistress Morgan?”
She fell to delighted laughter. “She thinks she’s going to train me to be submissive to you? You might want to tell her she’s got it backwards, Darling.”
“I’ll mention it.” Someday.
“You bit off a little more than you can chew there, didn’t you?”
“I don’t know about that,” Jerry offered. “Truth is, she’s the kind of woman I can appreciate. Nice ass. Great tits. If you didn’t notice, they’re real, but what you’re really asking is does she turn me on? And uhh...yeah. I’ll be her little sex toy.”
Through slits, Cheryl glared. “We’ll see about that.”
Jerry shrugged. Go ahead and screw with a woman like Morgan and see what you get back, he thought. The only reply in his repertoire to keep her quiet spilled over his tongue. “Whatever you want.” Bitch.
“Ta, Darling. I’m off to see the Wizard.”
Yeah, he thought. An eighty-five-year-old codger who can barely get out of bed would think you look good.
But there was no inclination to think about her. The thought that Brian had moved back to the Mansion was the best of all possible news. The very thought that Brian was sleeping in the bed they once shared, a prayer answered. His stupid wife had interpreted that event as an expression of Brian’s desire to protect her. If Brian felt a need to protect her, he wouldn’t have waited until Jerry moved out. Jerry read it differently. Brian was taking baby steps toward home.
He thought back to the day Brian came to the Tower after a ten-year absence. Threatened to turn him over to the law if his father didn’t quit beating his mother. The law wouldn’t dare investigate a claim like that, and if some upstart prosecutor wanted to make a name for himself, that prosecutor would find himself on the unemployment line. Brian knew that. Surely Brian knew that. So Brian’s demand that Jerry get with Morgan meant something else. Maybe it was the only way Brian knew to apologize for his actions the day he left Abernathy and stayed gone for ten years. Maybe it was the only way Brian knew to tell his father that he missed him and the things they used to enjoy together. 
Whatever it was, Brian was back in the picture again, if only on the periphery, and it left a smile on Jerry’s face.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
“Much better,” Morgan said, her voice full and lush as she closed the door on Abernathy’s office and locked it. She approached her new slave rapidly, closing the distance on sturdy legs. She grasped the erect penis in one hand and the balls in the other. “Much better.”
Just as quickly, she dropped him and went to her briefcase. She laid it on the desk and then sat in his chair. Hurriedly, she opened it and then stared at him, her scowl as creased as his scrotum.
“What made you think you could merely open my briefcase and rummage around?”
“I never...”
“You’re lying,” she shouted. Quickly, she tossed a bottle of oil and a ping-pong paddle across the desk. “How dare you lie to your Mistress! There was a piece of paper that should have fluttered from it when it was opened and that paper was on the floor under your desk when I came in.”
Without awaiting his reply because none was needed, she went to one of the chairs before his desk. She bent over it, offering him a view of her lovely ass carefully contained in silk pinstripes. But he heard the creaking...of wood against wood. Only a moment later, she tossed the arms of the chair aside.
Astounded, he stared.
“Get over here,” she screamed.
Quickly, he moved, unsure of what was happening. The only thing he knew for certain was that a woman just dismembered the chair. Yet she grasped the bottle of oil placed in his hand. Wantonly, he watched her raise her very proprietary skirt and sit in the now dilapidated chair. Her stockings were exquisite, clutched by garters. She wore no underwear, only a garter belt, leaving the softest of amber fur to cover her mound.
“Gently, rub the oil between my thighs...now.”
Still standing, he let it drip on her legs.
“Into the palm of your hand first, you dolt,” she screamed.
Her voice, like the thunder of spring, shook him from his trance. His hand full, it fell over the tops of her legs and then slid into the heat between them. His penis lurched to that sensation, the briefcase forgotten already. He smoothed the oil there, the hairless skin feeling like refined silk. He could smell her attraction to him from between her legs.
“Lay down,” she growled.
Curiously, he looked at her. But she only grasped his wrist and pulled on him. “The penis goes between my legs,” she screeched. “The penis belongs to me now, and I want it between my legs this moment.”
His body teetered over her legs until she pulled the other chair under his knees. His arms stretched out to steady his upper body weight on the floor. Ridiculous. He felt nothing but ridiculous, his ass exposed to her. Yet his desire was between her legs being seared by the heat there. He was cradled in comfort until the first crack of the paddle he’d forgotten about landed square on his ass.
His body tightened as he lurched hard causing the first delightful friction to the penis. She struck again, another lurch and he smiled. Every nerve in his body suddenly turned on, ready to receive whatever she had for it. Only moments passed it seemed, her grasp on the penis undeniable, her affect on his ass so ingratiating until he began to writhe with the orgasm she had intended. Only when he was fully drained did she stop.
“Go get a cloth and clean me,” she ordered.
His lungs finally drew breath as he slowly stood, dizziness pitched him forward. Yet he returned with the cloth graciously moistened and warm. He patted her spread legs, the scent flowing from there undeniable.
“Wipe yourself off and then the floor.”
Quickly, he did it, so very curious about this woman.
“On your knees,” she hissed. Following her command, he dropped slowly, his aging frame no longer under his control. “What have you learned?”
“You have my attention,” he said under his breath.
She stabbed her finger into her mouth as if to gag herself. “Of course, I have your attention. I want to know what you’ve learned.”
He shook his head, couldn’t rip his eyes away from her, so incredibly amused by what he was experiencing.
“Not much, huh.” She grasped his head and forced it to her chest. Easily, she reached beyond him to grab a pen and scribble an address while pressing her breasts to his face. And then she reached for the phone.
When the phone was answered with the function on speaker, she hissed, “This is your Mistress.”
“Yes, Mistress,” came his wife’s voice. It was so fluent, so filled with energy, enough to make Jerry recoil. Cheryl was playing Morgan like the shark at the poker table. But to explain it to Morgan... Morgan wouldn’t believe him. How long would it take Morgan to understand?
“I’m in your husband’s office at the moment and he needs work. He won’t be coming home tonight because he’s spending the night with me. I want to see you at nine o’clock in the morning.”
Obviously, Morgan wasn’t aware that Jerry had moved to the Penthouse. But because Cheryl was interested in the information Morgan might let slip, she asked with a worried tone, “Is he okay?” 
“No, he’s not. But he will be. Tonight, I want you to stand in the bathroom in front of the mirror naked for no less than thirty minutes, set a timer if you have to and inspect your body. Tell me tomorrow what you see.” Immediately she clicked off.
Morgan pushed Abernathy away from her a little to look into his eyes. “The address is on your desk. Be there no later than five-thirty, because you’re going to learn about bondage devices tonight. Good day,” she said. Seductively, she stood, allowing her skirt to fall back around her legs. She grabbed her briefcase and smartly walked out.
Still on his knees, he stared at the door. What the hell was that? He looked down at the deflated but ingratiated penis and the broken chair. Didn’t know women like her exist. And for the first time in his life he didn’t have to make the decisions. They were made before she even arrived. Curiously, he smiled. And then he rose to call his secretary and tell her he was leaving for the day.
His first stop was the jewelers for diamonds, because love requires something special.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
Brian had only to walk across the street to get home from his current job site. He noted his mother’s car pulling from the driveway just then. It was to be another night alone, as he watched the chauffeur take her away.
The first little fear that Morgan might have been correct in her assessment of his parent’s relationship caused his stomach to churn. She understood people and their motivations better than anyone he knew of. 
“Morgan, what have I done?” Heavily, he stepped onto the broad meandering pavement and then fell into the grass under a tree in front of the Mansion. “Why won’t you marry me?”
To think he might have to live his life without her sapped his very will to live. A few quick phone calls to the Tower, to a few mutual acquaintances had told him she was still working...hard. She wasn’t as depressed about their break-up as he might have thought. But then he was working, too. Nothing else to do but get stoned...again. 
Maybe I should just go home and tell her we’re getting married and she doesn’t have to like it. Maybe I should get my whip out.
He laughed at himself to even consider it. If Morgan knew he had some skills, she would run like a scalded rabbit. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
Jerry kept the weighted box carefully tucked in his suit pocket and was dropped in the parking lot at her apartment building by his body guard. The note on the door told him to enter and lock it behind him. The note on the other side of the door told him to go to the bathroom and disrobe. The note in the bathroom told him to get in the shower.
He turned on the water and stepped into the curtainless alcove, letting the warmth fill him. It soon turned to steam and the scent of something fresh swelled around him. Soap? Flowers? He couldn’t decide. But it was soothing, relaxing until he felt her presence like a vicious storm.
Incredible woman. Wild woman, he thought. So easy to be dragged along behind her. 
Her naked body rubbed against the back of his, her soft down rubbing over his ass. “You’ll do everything I tell you to do.”
“Yes.” Because he would. He would simply give into it, simply give himself over to it and follow her instruction, so curious to see where she goes. So easy to give into the lack of responsibility in the matter.
Her arms wrapped around his body and her hands cradled his genitals. She rubbed there a moment, her hard nipples stabbing into his back. 
“If you’re a good boy, I have a special treat for you tonight.”
He nodded, his lungs full of steam opening his sinuses, his throat.
“You’ll open yourself to me, every bit of you.” Her hand slid over his hip and then his ass. A finger divided his cheeks while the other hand still clutched the penis.
Only a second later he felt a rush of water there and then the unholy penetration.
“You have to be clean,” she hissed, her voice a roar over the rushing water. With a terrible yank, she pulled it out of him.
“Dry yourself off and come to the third door on the left.” She stepped out of the steam bath into the ethereal mist.
He tried desperately to see through it, to see what she looked like. Had only seen bits and pieces until now. But it was impossible and he felt her leave him. Quickly, he dried, and emptied the contents of his rectum into the toilet. Not a care about his hair as he headed down the hallway.
Third door on the left, and he opened it. Smiling, he stared at the black walls, the plethora of whips and other devices hanging there. Suddenly, he wanted grab her, drag her into this place, put her on the floor at his feet. It had been so long, an entire lifetime if he remembered correctly since he... Best to not think about that now. Just revel in the stark beauty of the Black Widow’s web. He looked closer to see the walls were upholstered in the softest of black velvet, deeply padded to absorb sound. The ceiling was the same, seemed a cave of wicked delight. But she meant to discipline him, he knew it.
He turned...
“I don’t think so,” she scraped. He stood motionless, staring wantonly at the end of the hallway, her frame filling the opening. 
Oh, shit, he prayed as he stared unabashedly, her thigh-high boots of black leather on four-inch heels raising her far above him. And finally her breasts were fully exposed to him, full luscious breasts thrust high by the little corset secured around her middle, leaving her nest also exposed.
“Get in there.” The whip cracked on the wall.
Quickly, he turned to hide a delighted smile.
Her heels on the floor were the staccato rhythm of a machine gun as they followed briskly. She slammed the door behind him and then locked it so that he knew he could do nothing more than fumble to get out. She went for the cuffs.
“Hands,” she ordered.
“You’re gonna hurt me?”
“You oughta know. You’re so damned good at it. Hands,” she snarled.
He wanted badly for her to believe that he resisted. Yet he couldn’t help but smile inside to watch her deftly lock the stainless steel cuffs around his wrists, the kind of cuffs that would cut to the bone if he struggled within them. But he didn’t have the will to resist or the sense to flail because he wanted desperately to be overtaken by her, for her to learn to trust him so he could have her to himself.
As if he were a cantankerous dog, she pulled him to the wall. She raised his hands over his head and looped the chain over a hook. He was trapped now, and any scream he issued would be absorbed by the upholstered walls and ceiling, the thick rug on the floor. But just in case, she dragged a cloth between her legs and then stuffed it in his mouth.
What the hell did Brian get me involved with? So hopelessly enchanted, his heart thudded in his chest. 
He could only watch as she went to the door and opened it, as another woman, obviously younger but totally submissive, fell at her Mistress’ feet to kiss her boots.
Mistress reached down to grab a handful of hair. She yanked that hair and pushed the victim toward a net of logging chain hung from the ceiling. The girl quite eagerly hooked her heels into it and reached up for the cuffs. Mistress strapped her into them and then stood back.
Jerry watched intently, the particular twist of her ankle as she moved quickly and gracefully, almost a ballet of erotica before him. Never had he been a spectator like this, this something he could appreciate. The soft swell of her full hips, the flinch of her shoulder blades as the whip contacted the victim with precision accuracy. She was good, nothing to argue about that, he knew. A lot of years of practice required to gain the kind of control he could respect.
That he and she could share something like this together sent a little flutter through him. It was another fantasy to dwell on. He could easily envision an entire room full of submissives, hear their whips thrash out in a syncopated rhythm so wholly attuned to each other they would be merely the percussion section to the choir of angels sobbing uncontrollably to the beat of their drums.
The victim in this instance could no longer retain her tears, her pleasure in the pain her Mistress inflicted so freely. And wasn’t she a pretty little thing, too, those soft round breasts, that black hair tied so loosely letting it shiver with every thrust, every delightful flinch setting the chains from which she hung in motion.
Moments later, Jerry saw a steady stream of fluid dripping between the girl’s legs as would gasoline from a pump ready to set her Mistress’ heart aflame. Mistress’ heels died in the rug as she closed the distance between herself and her victim. The victim’s moans increased in both duration and decibels to the feel of her Mistress’ hands at her breasts, softly kneading them, kissing them, licking them quietly.
 
* * * *
 
Hours later, it seemed, the girl lay on the rug, twitching uncontrollably, her nervous system short-circuited by the beating. Only then did Mistress approach him. “Do you know how to reward her?”
“No,” he whispered. He wanted desperately to know what Morgan would want when she would soon find herself in that position.
“I didn’t think so.” She reached up to release him. 
Instructed to pick the girl up off the floor and lay her on a horse, he did so. She was bent at the waist, her knees on platforms, her slit at the perfect height to be taken.
“A whipping horse,” Mistress said as she came with the oil and poured it over the victim’s pretty little bottom. “Exactly where my Kitty likes it. But if you hurt her, I will fuck you up.”
He knew to go slow, had done this thousands of times with the whores in the office. Liked it, in fact, better than over-used cunts. 
“And if you come, you will be punished severely,” she warned. “This is for her pleasure. So go slowly, and reach around her body for her clit. Stroke it hard for her all the while you tenderly take her to reward her for her service to Me.”
But don’t come in this tight and heated place.
Everything about him was so horribly turned on. He felt twenty again, not somewhere in the fifth decade of his life. This beautiful tight body with its welts, its moaning, its shuddering was exactly what he wanted and had always wanted. To hear the tears, feel the overwhelming passion in it as it began to orgasm, all he could have asked for.
It throbbed, the muscles around him contracting in arrhythmic spasms. If he didn’t pull out now, his own body would go with hers. No. Can’t. Too wonderful to feel it, to beautiful to see it, those welts, feel those heaving sobs and his own face contorted to the pain in the girl.
Before he had sense, the whip cracked on his ass and he lurched away from the girl, causing her horrible pain. The girl screamed; she could do nothing more than clench her cheeks together to disarm it. But her very generous Mistress created another more immediate pain with the whip to disarm it for her and shouted, “Go get in the shower and then fix my dinner.” Another lash landed on the reddened bottom to get her moving.
The door softly closed to leave Morgan alone with her little problem, a trainee of less than impeccable bearing. “Are you deaf or did you simply choose to defy Me?”
He hesitated. Obviously, he wasn’t deaf and the only other she choice she offered was simple defiance. But he was enjoying this game, even if the defensiveness she created in him was part of it.
“Please forgive me, Mistress.”
The muscles in her face quivered as she studied him. “Then you defied me intentionally.”
“I couldn’t help myself,” he begged.
“That’s what I’m here for. I’m going to help you.” Quickly, she stepped behind him and latched his hands together. “You know you have some serious problems. The money you control, the people you control, the lives you hold in the palm of your hand but you can’t even control your penis. You, you son of a bitch, are a mess. Your priorities are totally fucked up and you don’t even know it.”
It made him stop...stop and think. He couldn’t control the penis and it’s roaming, yet he commanded thousands. Hundreds of thousands. He never had control of his wife or his children. He didn’t even have control of himself.
Morgan watched as that idea took hold and the fright that swept over him nearly dropped him to his knees. Rather than allow him to get lost there because there would be time for reflection when she let him go, she spritzed the penis with rubbing alcohol and dried it. While he lingered in the haze of confusion, she placed leg irons around his ankles and a small ring around his testicles. By the time he awoke he found he was chained from ankle to balls and back to ankle, his hands tidily behind him and was utterly unable to defend himself.
“If you take a step of more than six inches, I can assure you you’ll need a doctor. Now follow me.”
The pain...the incredible pain of just the weight of the chains. Yet the door leading out of this little shoppe of happy horror was open. Standing on tiptoe only made it worse. Rather, he crouched a little and with the smallest of steps followed on.
It was beautiful, her bedchamber. A massive bed big enough for four was draped in the softest black satin with huge down pillows looking like ominous storm clouds. The canopy was ruffled with that same black satin, and black sheers hung in the corners at the bedposts, ready to be closed. This exquisite black iron bed ornately turned with daggeresque finials and feet sat against a backdrop of purely white carpet, lush and thick. Black draperies at the sliding door leading to the balcony could be closed. Other than that, huge baskets of flowers in varied states of freshness sat around the room on iron stands.
From her riverview chair with her legs crossed tightly, she commanded, “Over here. On your knees.”
Easily, that was accomplished because of the pressure applied to his testicles. The only thing that could relieve him more was a fully prone position, curled as does a fetus.
“These flowers are lovely,” he said of the softest thing in the room.
“If I wanted your opinion I’d ask for it, wouldn’t I? But since you bring it up, they are all remembrances and gratitude offered for the many and varied ways I keep my clients in both pleasure and pain. Don’t say another word until dinner is over.”
Just then, Kitty laid a plate before her with a glass of wine. He noted a delicately roasted chicken breast covered in parmesan lying on a bed of pasta in marinara. It smelled delicious, the aroma rising as sensual as that from between her legs. She tore off a piece of the garlic bread and said, “Open.”
Dumbfounded, he stared.
“Open your mouth.”
He couldn’t but comply and she stuffed it in. The garlic was thick, heady with the feel of the butter rolling down his throat like liquid gold. He didn’t allow himself butter, the better to maintain his physique. But there it was, a wicked little delight.
He watched as her lips parted and her tongue reached out to catch the drip of alfredo off the string of linguini, something as stringy as his penis felt. Before that bite was swallowed, she rolled another onto the fork. “Open,” she ordered. This time he didn’t hesitate. He’d never been fed before, never experienced anything so intimate as this. The sharpness of the cheese moderated only by the swell of garlic was utterly delightful. The wine, though it didn’t go with the meal, was cold and tart and fresh, the cleanest thing he’d tasted in years. Her breasts heaved with every breath, the nipples nothing but firm and hardened for passion as she sat painfully erect in the fully upholstered and skirted chair of black silk, the better to show off the creaminess of her flawless skin.
Carefully, she dabbed the napkin on his face and then offered him a last drink of water. “Do you have to go potty?” she asked.
Everything she asked, everything she did left him speechless. “Yes,” he murmured.
Her features were now gentle, maternal in a way he never knew. “Do you understand that the penis belongs to me now, that I am your Mistress?”
Simply speechless. He nodded, so entirely enchanted.
“You never use the penis for any purpose, illicit or otherwise, unless I allow it. Should I find that it’s been buried in one of your whores it will be whipped within an inch of its life. If you so much as touch it to piss through it, it will be battered until it's purple. Come with me.”
How the hell to stand? To raise off his knees with his hands behind his back and his balls twisted in chain?
“You’re a relatively young man and you’ve lost your legs already, I see. Comes from sitting at a desk for thirty years and creating nothing but marks on papers.” She went to steady him, to help raise him. “Roll back on the balls of your feet and rise. Follow me.”
Somehow it was accomplished, but only with her help. His lack of balance was an unimaginable embarrassment. By the penis she led him to the bathroom, the one in which he showered and where the black porcelain toilet sat against a wall with nothing near it. She raised the lid and then unhooked his arms.
“You don’t touch the penis. If anything in your bathroom impedes you from lowering yourself over the bowl and letting the penis dangle in it while you relieve yourself, I suggest you get rid of it. The penis is mine.”
“You can’t be serious.”
“I am very serious.” Hurriedly, she grabbed a nearby riding crop. It struck out and the sting left boiling on the glans was impossible to fend off. He could only melt with it.
Carefully, he lowered himself and grasped the edge of the bowl. A bit of contortionism, calisthenics involved in this. With his toes on the floor, his hands once again balancing his weight as in the chair in his office, the penis hung toward the water. But he knew how ridiculous he looked. Consciously, he stared at the pointed toes of her boots, toes he could somehow feel driven into his ass. So engrossed he was in the boots, the muscles wouldn’t open and let the urine flow.
It surprised him, the sound of it heard before the feel of it. Somehow, he was losing control of his body. Systematically, she was taking it from him. Did she also have his mind? A little fright swelled up to think he couldn’t stop the freight train that rolled through his door quite recently.
“If your hands are free, take a bit of paper and dab the orifice without allowing your hand to contact it,” she said demonstrating for him. “Go get in bed.”
Quickly, he escaped her and returned to the bedroom. Whatever she had planned tonight was impossible, he knew that. Fifty-five years old, two orgasms already that day which on any other would have been impossible. Yet he drew back the sheets and laid down, the satin so decadent and cool.
He waited. He didn’t wait long. She appeared in the doorway wearing a gown of pure white adorned in lace and ribbons. Tiny pastel flowers sprinkled throughout the embroidered vines. A virgin bride, something he’d never had before. Yet the penis stirred a little at the contrast of her hair, her vivid green eyes sparkling like flawless emeralds in the last light of day.
She turned from him and opened the door on an armoire. When she turned again she held...a diaper!
Oh shit...a diaper. She merely pulled back the covers to expose him. And then she grasped the chains near his ankles and lifted his legs. In utter confusion, he felt the cloth slide under his ass and then his legs were laid down. The cloth was drawn between his legs and locked to each hip.
“What are we doing?” he gasped.
“You need to be voice trained. You don’t speak until I tell you to speak. Kitty is fixing your bottle now. Until it's ready...” 
She pulled the sheet to her thighs and tugged at the thin ribbon closing the gown. A magnificent breast spilled out of it and she took the nipple in hand to firm it. And then she held out her arms for him to fall into.
What are we doing? he wanted to ask again. Ah, but it obvious, wasn’t it? Carefully, he slid over the satin and moved to face her, the diaper such an aggravation now. Yet the beckoning, succulent flesh on her chest was too much to resist. His head laid in the crook of her arm. His mouth opened on that delectable morsel. 
“Take all of it,” she whispered softly. The backs of her fingers stroked softly over his cheek.
What magic is this? he wondered. Yet the answer was lost...if there was an answer. The soft flesh in his mouth emptied his mind. He could feel the calm, measured beat of her heart, something that seemed a pendulum of perpetual motion. Something that would never stop, always beat for him in the most steady rhythm. He felt the rise of her chest as it pressed her breast into his face and then retreated only a little. 
 
* * * *
 
Men. She smiled, trailing the curve of his ear with a fingernail. It’s so easy to turn them into babbling babies ready to acquiesce to every desire. So very easy, and she could think of no one but Brian now. How many hours in the last ten years had they laid in bed like this, the sound of his suckling drawing her ever deeper into him, she unable to resist his varied charms. His surrender, his obedience, his effusions of love.
But this man tortured her with the same soft effusions, a soft gurgling from his throat. She studied the porous skin, a little dark just like his father. But there was something so different about Jerry, something tortured and she didn’t have to wonder why. He was raised by a monster.
A sudden and immediate attack of sympathy swelled in her and she hugged him closer to her. Something that wanted to defend, destroy if need be the very thing that assaulted him. The backs of her fingers swirled delicate circles over his cheek and brushed a stray strand of hair from his forehead. Maybe it was only the reputation of the father that was visited upon the son...not the sins. Whatever it was, he was drinking her down as if he starved.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry awoke as if from a soothing dream when he felt the few drops of warm liquid on his cheek. His eyes fluttered open to see that it was a baby bottle sized to adult proportions. She dragged it across his lips, he unsure what to do. Gently, she forced the huge nipple between his teeth. Instinctively, his tongue drew down on it and he tasted the hint of wine. Watered wine, mulled with a touch of sugar.
He tried to smile with the pleasure of this, but the suction of his mouth refused him that. He merely lay in her embrace, her heated breasts pushed against his face, closing an eye with a nipple. He slurped as if famished.
“Good boy,” she whispered as she kissed his forehead. “It’s empty now. Good boy.” Her muscular arms held to his limp body and raised it over her shoulder. Gently, she pounded his back until he burped. “Good boy.”
Never had anything felt so good in his life. The simple release of an air bubble in his stomach. The limpness of his body, every bit of tension gone from it. He’d never felt so loved or cared for. So easy to just exist so distant from himself.
Suddenly, he felt a warm gush of fluid in the diaper. He almost died to think he was pissing himself! He was pissing still and he couldn’t control it. And it felt so damned good, to just let go of it and be so totally relaxed and not care.
With a tender smile, she whispered, “Ah, you need a new diaper.” She went to the armoire for a fresh one and changed him. He could do nothing but stare up at her, had fallen hopelessly in love, he was certain of it. Didn’t ever want to be away from her again. The wet, smelly thing was removed from him and discarded and the new one was installed quite deftly. When she reached for his hands with a leash, he offered no protestation. She drew the strap between his legs and hooked it to his ankles. 
Carefully, she slid into the bed and wrapped her soft silken body against his. Gently, she stroked him, her hand on his hip sliding down his thigh. But it wasn’t sexual, it was only love, he was sure of it. “Go to sleep,” she murmured.
“But it’s still daylight,” he mewed.
“And we have to get up very early for another lesson because your wife will be here at nine.”
“My wife,” he repeated. He hadn’t thought of her all day. But that was ridiculous. He hadn’t thought of her for years. Insufferable bitch, and the tension rose again. “How is my wife?”
“Your wife is not your concern. She’s mine. Go to sleep.”
Good. Not his concern. Just the way he wanted it because this...this was a one-way portal to Xanadu. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
 
It was the soundest night of sleep he’d had the pleasure of since he was a kid, though it cost him ten thousand dollars. He awoke to the feel of her busy hands on his body, loosing the chains that bound him, removing the diaper. He was in love, this had to be love and the penis hardened at the sight of her through the dim recessed lights.
“I need you to wake up as quickly as you can. We have many things to do in the next two hours before I let you away from me.”
“I can stay today,” he pleaded.
“No. You go to work when I’m through with you. Go shower, clean yourself out and come to me.”
It was a disappointment, but still groggy, he rolled out of the bed and went to the shower. He wouldn’t dare insult her with a body fluid still clinging somewhere. But what a night. While he shaved, he luxuriated in the most peaceful sleep he could have never imagined in the arms of the most exquisite woman out of his fantasies.
But what was it about her? Haughty bitch sometimes. Domineering bitch definitely. And yet a sweet angel, a mother, a blessing surely. Yet he was paying for her when he wanted forever with her. 
Quickly, he dried and went in search of her. It seemed they were alone, that other girl gone now. He found his sweet angel on the balcony with a cup of coffee overlooking the river.
Overwhelmed. It rose like a seaswell and swamped his reason. From behind her, forgetting his nudity, he wrapped his arms around her.
“Don’t ever put your hands on me unless I tell you to,” she warned as she turned. Quickly, he backed away. “If you need to express something, you do it on your knees. Get in there.”
What could he have possibly done to anger her? Don’t all women like that? To be touched and loved?
“In my presence, unless I tell you otherwise you are to stand erect, your hands behind your back, your gaze averted to the floor, the penis hardened for my pleasure, not yours.”
It was limp, horribly limp and she wanted it hard. Maybe she would let him have her? Finally.
“Use your mind. Do you want me?”
He willed it to rise, but it refused him. It merely hung, so utterly limp and relaxed as he had been all night.
“You may ask for my help now,” she said.
“Please, Mistress, I desperately need your help.” He wanted nothing more than the penis to get her attention now.
“Very good.” She went to the kitchen. He couldn’t see what she was doing or what she held in her hand as she came to him, her bare breasts filling his vision. Rather roughly, she pushed him to the stationary table in the center of the room. “I want you to look up at the ceiling now and do not move.”
His head fell back but he closed his eyes to the feel of her hand stimulating his cock. 
“Don’t move, I’m warning you,” she said. And then he felt a pinprick to the root. A warm gush of fluid like fire filled it.
“What are you doing?” he gasped.
“Making certain you have a hard-on for the next three hours. You wanted my help. You’ve gotten it.”
The penis throbbed, burned with a preternatural light. It wasn’t human any longer; it was the weapon of a animal as he looked down at it. He knew of these anti-impotence drugs, but never knew they could be so terribly effective, never before needing them.
“That’s wonderful,” he breathed.
“Of course, it is. You still don’t trust me to know what’s good for you, do you?”
“I’m learning,” he whispered. “You said we’ll be busy this morning.”
“Quite busy,” she assured him. She grasped the organ in her hand and led him away from the table. “I know what’s best for you.” She adjusted a rather curious piece of equipment attached to the floor. Quickly, she captured the penis in it and locked it in a long hinged shaft, drew a chain around the testicles and pulled tightly. 
“What is this?”
“A cock stand.” She hitched his arms behind him. And then she left.
For the longest time, he stood and watched for her return. He heard the shower water. A blow drier. Positioned as he was he couldn’t see her but rather heard her rummage in the kitchen. Nothing to do but be with himself and the concept was impossible, even as the last of her subtle sounds died away.
He was captured, standing with his legs parted, his arms useless to him, his precious genitalia in her trap. Not a sound, not so much as the honk of a horn. The thought that he was abandoned, had angered her past the point of repair swelled from of his heart. He was alone. Horribly alone. 
Some kind of woman, he thought. So subtle, so soft. So genuine even in her wrath. To leave him standing here naked, trapped in this device which was quite ingenious and totally alone made him want her more. Years ago, when he still maintained submissives, his were only beaten harder for their refusal to please him. But this...this psychological thing...leaving him alone to think only of her, left him enraptured.
 
* * * *
 
Hours later, she returned wearing only a robe. Gently, she dabbed at his tears with her sleeve. “It didn’t take you long to realize that you hate being alone because you hate yourself, did it? But I knew you were bright.” Quietly, she released him. 
But the tears weren’t for his loneliness...or maybe they were. 
“In the first room on the right, you’ll find the clothes you wore last night freshly laundered and pressed. You may leave now.”
It left him simply speechless. What the hell was he supposed to do with that? The passion that had swelled up in him the last two hours was simply to be ignored? Was just suppose to dissolve? He trudged down the hallway and opened the door to find that pretty little Kitty he had last night with his underwear in her hands.
What a gorgeous smile. What eager eyes as they swept the length of his body. How gracefully she descended to hold his boxers open that he might step into them. The feel of the silk as they rose up his legs. The heat of her cheek as she laid it on the silk covering his member. The woman dressed him completely. He didn’t even do that anymore. Starting with his underwear all the way to his tie and then she held out his jacket for him to slip his arms into. He patted the breast pocket and felt the box from the jewelers. His wallet was in the other pocket.
“Thank you,” he whispered as he turned to her.
“Have a good day, Master,” Kitty whispered.
It scared him a little and then it swelled inside. No one had offered him that kind of respect since... Don’t think about that now.
Yet he returned to Morgan, who sat casually at the bar in the rather small kitchen. “I’ll see you soon,” she offered, a quite uncommitted statement.
“When?” he asked anxiously.
“When I get around to it.” She studied him for a moment, his eyes sparkling full of nothing but desire, nothing but a kind of adoration her Mouse often watched her with, as if she was the little girl, the one to be taken care of rather than him. “And you still need to be punished for your refusal to follow my commands.”
His lips parted, unable to tear away from her. “Forgive me,” he whispered. “What command was that?” 
“Pay attention. You came in my slave last night and I don’t appreciate it.”
For a moment, he stared studying the frame of her hair, the way it cascaded around her face. “I’ll make certain the penis is ready to do penance when next it feels your grip.”
“Get out!” she snarled. “Get the fuck away from me.”
Unable to retain a smile, he turned quickly and went to the door. 
She sat at the counter to hear the magnetic seal around the corridor door break and take him from her. Nothing...nothing but the diaper and the baby bottle shocked him or dissuaded him. She realized then that the e-mails he wrote were indeed his fantasies. But it was more than evident he was quite experienced because he should have exhibited the least bit of horror to see the beating Kitty took last night. But it wasn’t horror at all. It was desire.
And he’d never been fed by anyone, but that wasn’t unusual, either. No. The idea that he was an experienced disciplinarian, but a rather common man in every other regard was the only thing that made sense. Her lips opened on the back of her hand and her tongue gently swept over it thinking of him. She thought of those e-mails and wondered if they could possibly be real. If he could truly inflict that kind of pleasure.
He moved through the corridor and walked to the elevator. He’d never experienced so many little intimacies. From the moment she joined him in the shower to the moment he was dressed. Something that felt so warm...and personal. For the first time in his life he prayed. Never met a woman like her in his life. Simply didn’t exist, the very embodiment of his fantasies. Inside the elevator, he checked his wallet and found the odd thousand dollars cash and the various credit cards undisturbed. He hadn’t bestowed upon her his gift of diamonds. Didn’t have the courage for it. But her gift, still throbbing between his legs, made him want her all the more.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
 
“Come in, Cheryl,” Morgan said authoritatively. “Get your clothes off.”
This is a no-nonsense woman, Cheryl thought. Gets straight to the point. State-your-business-and-get-the-hell-out-of-my-face kind of woman. Something Cheryl could appreciate. It was in Morgan’s directives, the way Morgan sapped every bit of will from her psyche. Cheryl had never had a Mistress before...certainly never shared one with her husband. Quickly she removed her clothing and approached her Mistress, her nipples crushed between her fingers.
“Very good,” Morgan said softly. Her countenance moderated to something approachable. “Now, you’ll learn how to present your bottom for your Master’s pleasure whether that be discipline or penetration.” 
In her Parlour, Morgan strapped Cheryl to the horse leaving her bony little butt to Morgan’s pleasure. The first little crack of a ping-pong paddle elicited a cry. “That hurts!”
Morgan laughed to herself. A ping-pong paddle hurts? Uh huh.
“You need to be disciplined or you’re going to be punished,” Morgan screeched. “Which do you prefer?”
“I don’t understand why you’re doing this,” Cheryl screamed.
“You have to be prepared to serve your Master. You have to be available to Him, open to Him. Do you want to serve Him like this?” Cheryl’s attitude had to go.
Rather than scream, Cheryl held it inside. Only when she quieted, did Morgan stop.
“How does that feel?” Morgan asked.
“I don’t know what I’m supposed to be getting out of this.”
Morgan went to the head of the table and stroked softly through her hair. “Men are physical creatures,” she said softly. “Most of them don’t get that women aren’t. I’m trying to save your life here, Lady. To divert your husband’s wrath away from whatever tortures him so he can pay attention to you. You have the power within you to divert that rage.”
“So you’re gonna save me with a little sex play, huh?”
“If that’s what you want,” she whispered solemnly. “But you can’t go screaming at him when he needs to vent. He’s being trained right now to vent physically in a less violent manner. Nobody goes to the hospital anymore.”
But Cheryl only moaned a little, leaving Morgan even more curious.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan drove through the midday crush of downtown traffic toward the state road to take her and Kitty home. But there was no one there waiting for her. She turned her head and brushed a tear away lest Kitty see it.
But Kitty did see it and she knew Morgan was totally screwed up over Mouse. What the hell was Mouse’s problem anyway? Why the hell did he have to be married to her?
“What can I do for you?” Kitty mewed. Full of pity, she fell into Morgan’s lap.
“What are you talking about? I’m fine.”
Twenty minutes later, they pulled into the garage and the door closed behind them. Rather than go to the porch where Mouse would normally be awaiting her, she went straight to her bedroom. Of course, there was nothing there to remind her of him. Nothing at all other than the bed where they slept together three hundred and fifty nights a year. Nothing but the window where he often stood naked in the last light of day, the sun filling in the hard contours of his body as he studied the growth of his vision in her garden. Nothing but the sheers around the bed that he pulled when he made love to her, the empty vases usually filled with flaming red roses he made certain were always fresh.
She ripped the blouse from her body and wiggled out of her jeans. Aching, she kicked her platform sandals to the wall softly sponged in tones of cream and lavender. She turned on the water to fill the whirlpool...and do what...sit in it alone? The very thought made her cringe. Rather, she took her laptop with her to read over the communiqués from clients in training and those who merely wanted her attention.
Eighteen awaited her. I have to raise my prices, she thought.
But what was this...from BA. Brian Alexander. Her little Bad Ass, her sweet Mouse.
 
Hope you’re well. I’ve arranged for the clergy on 9/6 at 4:30. The
preferable colors are lavender and black. Perhaps a little silver.
Call Gary Simmons at your usual catering company. I think that should
suffice. Squab and roast beef. You decide on the appetizers and sides.
And he’ll take care of the cake also. If you have any questions, let
me know.
Brian
 
Brian, twisted in her brain and made it convulse. Something inside of her swelled to horror, filled her with impossible and debilitating fear. How the fuck could he do this to me? raged inside of her. The pain of it coiled into her intestines; her stomach knotted as if his fist had driven down her throat.
In a terrible rage, she threw the laptop to the mirrored wall. A magnificent sound of shattering plastic and glass reverberated in the marble-tiled room. Shards of mirror hung against the wall, blades of glass reflecting the light in grotesque contortions to mock her very soul.
“Mistress!” Kitty screeched to hear the explosion in the bathroom. She hovered in the threshold, her fingers wrapped to the moldings as if to crush it. Her dark eyes fell on her Mistress, the hollow of her cheeks quivering with fright.
But Morgan merely laid her hand over her face. Nothing else to do with this pain but contain it. Loosed, it was a dangerous and volatile thing. She must contain it until Brian comes to his senses. She peered at the sparkling essence on her finger, the diamonds, the sapphires and emeralds glimmering capriciously as if everything in the world was nothing but fire and passion. She wept even as she drove the jewels of his love, his desire, his very will to possess her into her cheek.
“Call whoever’s on the list tonight and cancel them,” she commanded.
“Yes, Madame,” Kitty said quickly and then darted away.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Fifteen
 
 
When Brian would normally be sitting on the veranda with the dogs waiting for Morgan and Kitty to put dinner on, he laid on his father’s bed. Without thinking, he trudged across the hall and opened his mother’s door.
“Mom,” he moaned, barely audible.
“Brian!” His name resounded around her bathroom.
Following the echo, he moved toward it to see her applying the last of her make-up. Curiously, Brian watched as he sat on the edge of the tub. “You going out tonight?” 
“Of course I’m going out,” she snarled. “Aren’t you?”
Stunned. A few weeks ago she was ready to jump out of a window over the loss of her husband. She’d been out every night since.
“No,” he whispered.
“It’s so sweet of you to be here while your father is gone. I appreciate the company.”
Company? How were they supposed to spend any time together if he was working all day and she was out every night?
“Is your little girlfriend upset about it?”
“My girlfriend and I broke up, Mom,” he reiterated for the last time.
“Oh, that’s right. I’m sorry, honey.” Carefully, she drew the lip liner brush around the edges. “Hey, you know I heard Renee Collins is divorced finally. Guess it was pretty messy. Why don’t you call her?”
Renee Collins. Brian rolled his eyes. “I’d rather have my woman back.”
“Oh, Brian,” she huffed. “You are too cute to get tied down by one woman. You’re too rich, too much fun to be with. That’s what life is for, Brian. To have fun. If your girlfriend doesn’t want you, screw her. There’s a thousand more waiting for you.”
Astounding. Simply speechless, he rose and walked away. He went back to his father’s room and nestled in the chair. The first little tremor that his mother was playing him shook him violently.
His Aunt Colleen predicted she would stick it out for the money. Alex was never fond of her. That couldn’t be all there was to it. After thirty-five years, certainly his parents had to feel something for each other.
And what about Renee? What had she become in the last ten years? Or was she still Renee, interested only in herself? Would she insist on resuming her role as the family’s pet? 
Without will, he picked up the phone. It was answered, “Renee Collins.”
Brian hesitated to hear that voice again. A woman he almost married.
“Is there anyone there?” she screeched.
“Cousin It,” Brian mewed, a name he had given her for her terribly creatively arranged genitalia. 
Brian heard the gasp through the phone. “Brian?”
“I hear you’re divorced and easy to get along with these days.” 
“Baby, I’ll drop everything for you,” she whispered.
“I’m at the Mansion.”
“Give me half an hour.”
But what could Renee do for me now?

 
* * * *
 
Barely twenty-eight minutes passed when Brian heard the chime at the door followed by the pounding of feet up the staircase. The door was thrown open and there she stood as tall and thin as ever she was. The soft tresses of auburn fell around her face, so totally incongruent with her gray eyes.
“I had come to believe I’d never see you again,” Renee whispered.
Knowing he left Renee more rudely and bruised than he left Morgan, Brian whispered, “I have a lot to apologize for.”
“No,” she whispered. “I know how angry you were that day.”
Ashamed, Brian looked away. 
That was all the permission she needed to run to him, to fall at the floor between his open legs and wrap around his body. Brian shivered to the feel of her warmth, her forgiveness. Slowly, his arms wrapped around her to feel her exuberance that he was back. But back for how long?
“How you been?” he asked.
“My life sucks,” she said cattily. “I finally got rid of that Lividia Nunn.” 
Brian smiled, remembering Lividia well. “Is she that bad?”
“I might have gotten more from the nunnery than her.”
Amused, Brian laughed a little. 
“Beyond that, my father is driving me out of my mind,” she scowled. “If I don’t get married and have a fucking baby soon, I’m gonna get cut off.”
“Sounds desperate,” Brian noted.
Ready to seduce him, she swirled toward him and perched on a knee. Digging her nails into his thigh, her fingers walked steadily to Brian’s crotch. “So are we getting married, soon, Baby? I have missed you so badly. You and your daddy both.”
Brian clutched her wrist and twisted it only to lick the palm with deep affection. “No, Baby, we’re not getting married.” 
“Fuck you,” she whispered. Quickly, she jumped up and then perched on the end of the bed. “Then I guess I’m just here for a little toss and a tickle.”
Yet she noted his disparaged mood. She knew Brian Abernathy better than anyone, she was sure of it. They’d been best friends since second grade. Lived together all through college and for two years beyond that. Until that day.
“Brian,” she started soberly, “honey, what is it?”
“It’s mom. It’s dad. Most of all, it’s Morgan.”
“Morgan! Is this Morgan of the male or female persuasion?”
“She’s beautiful, Renee.” Capriciously, he tossed his wallet in her direction. “I met her the day I left Abernathy...and you.”
Eagerly, Renee rifled through it and found the picture. “Oh, God, she’s a knock-out, Brian. I don’t have to ask where you’ve been for ten years.” She flipped through a few more pictures. With a little pant she stared at a full-length picture of Morgan in her leather. “Oh, shit, don’t tell me. A dominatrix.” She dragged her sleeve over her mouth to wipe at the saliva.
“The best I’ve ever tripped over,” Brian whispered.
“Well, it’s no damned wonder,” Renee huffed. “I sure as hell wouldn’t have crawled over her to get to you. So what happened?”
Brian shrugged. “I’ve been begging her to marry me for five years. I don’t know what the problem is. As far as I can tell we’ve been as a happy as two people have ever been. I feel like there’s a hole in my heart right now,” he said tearfully. “Apparently, I’m not good enough to marry.”
“That’s bullshit, Brian,” she said most assuredly. “There has to be something else going on.”
“You’d think in ten years' time you’d know someone pretty well, wouldn’t you?”
Renee shrugged. “I don’t know, honey. I mean...people have all kinds of ways of hiding things.”
Sadly, he nodded. Somehow he was able to hide from her his true identity. Even when he owned up to it not so long ago, she wouldn’t believe it.
“What happened that day, Brian?”
Bitterly, Brian smirked. “Well...you know that I was sitting in my office writing up the transfer papers for a leveraged buyout for Genlabs when the news that the CEO, Paul Howard, shot himself came across the screen.”
“Yeah. Jerry had a hard-on for Genlabs, didn’t he?”
“Enough to not give a shit if the CEO shot himself over it. But he called you to talk some sense into me, didn’t he?”
“Yes,” she said condescendingly. “You needed some sense at the moment. I loved living in the Tower.”
Gratefully, Brian laughed. It was good to know some things never change, one being Renee’s self-service. “Are you okay?” he asked. Full of shame, he remembered how violent he had become at her haranguing him to go apologize to his father.
“Honey, you’d have to get up much earlier than you do to hurt me.”
Gratefully, Brian nodded. “So I come back to the Mansion to get a little support from my mom and what do you suppose I get? She tells me I don’t have to care what Jerry thinks because he’s not my father anyway.”
Renee straightened with the shock. “Jerry’s not your father!?”
“Apparently not.”
“Pray tell...who the hell is your father?”
“Alex.”
“Oh, my God. Oh this is delicious. No wonder you crawled under a rock and dropped out of sight.”
Brian shrugged. “I was sitting on the curb in front of a little club that night, waiting for a bus to run over me...”
Sadly, Renee nodded. “I probably would have been, too.”
“It was an S/M club and it was Morgan’s thirtieth birthday. She stepped on me, took me inside and then took me home that night. I never left her side. Can you imagine how easy that was?”
Filled with sadness, Renee nodded and slid off the bed to slither into his arms. “I certainly can,” she whispered as she held to him. Held to him dearly as he began to sob. That Brian never had the animal instinct to kill or be killed like Jerry did, she knew well. But she always wondered about Jerry and Alex. How much the same they were, yet how opposite. How Brian had inherited qualities from them both.
Brian snuffled and wiped his eyes on his shirtsleeve. “Certainly, Jerry knows I’m not his.”
“Yeah,” she whispered. “Of course he does, unless your mom is jerking you.”
“I don’t think so. I can’t exactly figure out how this works. Why Alex, a raging queen, would be screwing her, and then she ends up married to Jerry.”
“That is quite curious. But Jerry never gave me the impression that he thought of you as anything but his son. Or that he adored you. I’ve always been jealous of the relationship you had with Jerry. My father is an asshole. I think I’ll talk to Jerry about adopting me.”
Amused, he stroked through her hair. 
“But how the hell have you stayed hidden for ten years? I haven’t heard so much as a hint of gossip in the press about the great Brian Abernathy, the world’s most eligible bachelor.”
“I changed my name. Brian Alexander. And uhh...Morgan’s not too up on current events. Doesn’t watch TV at all.”
“You must be joking! This woman has the astounding Brian Abernathy in her bed and she thinks you’re just some plebe off the street?”
Quietly, Brian nodded. “She even paid for my education. Went to drafting school to be a landscape architect. She thought...and thinks I’m just a nobody. She grew up in a little government house.”
Renee gasped, choked to think of it.
“Her dad was a truck driver and was killed in an accident when she was six. Her mom married some guy. That guy beat her mother to death when she was sixteen. She’s been on her own ever since. But she's worth millions now and she earned every dime of it.”
“I can’t imagine!”
“Started out as a corporate prostitute and then went to school in California to get a license as a sex therapist. She’s good, Renee. Very, very good.”
Renee’s features lit with wonder. “And you walked out on a wealthy woman, one you’ve been able to live with for ten years who can make every fantasy you’ve ever had come true?”
“She doesn’t know who I am. And she doesn’t have a lot of respect for people who don’t earn the money they have.”
“That’s a little prejudicial, isn’t it?”
“Is it?” Brian asked. “When you think of a woman like Morgan who hasn’t had a scintilla of assistance from anyone other than the parish priest...what would she think of anyone who had it delivered on a platinum platter?” 
Slowly, Renee looked away to ponder. With tears in her eyes, she whispered, “You’ve found someone who truly loves you and not your money.”
The fluid seeped out of Brian’s heart through his eyes. “I have,” he whispered so bitterly pained. “But she’s in love with who she thinks I am. Not me.”
“Oh, my Brother,” she whispered as she wrapped around him again only to hold to him while he sobbed. To think that Brian could walk away from everything he was and become someone else only to fall hopelessly in love, but to have to lead a divided life against himself, made her weep as bitterly as did Brian.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Sixteen
 
 
Another miserable day presented itself, and Morgan lay around her condo, horribly uninterested in going home. The thought of having to stroke one more person into something gratifying for them was less than attractive...or entertaining.
Soundlessly, Kitty slipped through the doorway and into her bed. “You need to get out,” she whispered. Gently, she laid her head on Morgan’s ribs and licked at that generous flesh.
“Where the hell am I supposed to go?”
“Go get Jerry,” Kitty suggested. “And bring him home.”
“And do what?” 
“Gee, I don’t know,” Kitty mewed. “One well-hung, interested man and two women? Let’s think on that.”
Morgan laughed a little as her satined nails slid across Kitty’s cheek. “He turns you on?”
“He turns you on,” Kitty retorted. “You don’t bottle-feed just anybody, if you hadn’t noticed.”
Heavily, Morgan sighed with the question that posed. Would the chemistry she felt with Jerry still be there if Brian hadn’t left her...or would it just be easier to ignore if Brian were at home waiting for her?
The answer wasn’t immediately clear and didn’t seem to want to present itself. 
Kitty reached for the phone. “Tell him to meet you at Fontainebleau.”
“Oh, hell no,” Morgan rasped. “He’s a client, not a date.”
“Oh, Morgan,” Kitty cried. “You two are a little too grown-up to consider eating a meal together a date...aren’t you?”
Haughty bitch, Morgan thought. But there probably was some truth to that. “Alright.” Yet she hesitated, knowing how desperate she was herself.
 
* * * *
 
After hours on a Wednesday evening, the Abernathy Tower virtually emptied of its daily occupants, Bryant Abernathy popped through Jerry’s door. “Would you like to interview the newest addition to the secretarial pool?”
Jerry stared a moment as uninterested in the newest ‘secretary’ as he was the latest spring fashions from Milan.
Noting Jerry’s reticence, Bryant asked, “You doing something else with global consequences?”
Jerry smirked. “Whatever.”
The door opened a little further and Bryant moved through it followed by the new company prostitute. Nestled safely in his chair, Jerry studied her femininity a moment, her attitude. She was very submissive and quite attractive even though she appeared to be fourteen years old.
“How old are you?” he asked.
“Twenty-three, Mr. Abernathy,” she whispered.
Jerry nodded. It wasn’t that the girls were getting younger, only that he was getting older. “I’ll be there in a minute,” he said nonchalantly.
Openly, Bryant stared. The one thing Jerry liked most was watching them strip. And now she was being dismissed to the bedroom. Without further delay, Bryant showed her the way and closed the door on her.
Jerry laughed. “What’s the matter?”
“You okay?” a little concerned.
“Yeah, I’m alright. Wasn’t planning on interviewing anybody tonight.”
“Since when have you been less than available to test ride a new one?”
Jerry watched Bryant’s dark simmering eyes a moment. “Since Morgan got here.”
“Oh shit,” Bryant mewed. “Don’t tell me the astounding Jerome Abernathy has fallen in love?” 
“Fuckwad,” Jerry murmured. He reached for the knot on his tie. “Go get her undressed.”
“Oh, this is serious,” Bryant teased. “Should I be making some funeral arrangements or something?”
“Fuck you,” Jerry said laughing.
“No, really,” Bryant insisted. “How many times have you seen this woman?”
The answer readily available, he said, “Thirteen.”
Openly, Bryant stared. “And she’s so astounding you’ve lost interest in every other available woman on the planet?”
“Yep.”
“You are in love.”
With that, Jerry launched out of the chair opening the buttons of his shirt. Without further prodding, he opened the door of the bedchamber attached to his office. There she stood, a little girl, it seemed, quivering and so horribly submissive. Not yet jaded by the world around her.
“Unless I tell you otherwise,” Jerry started, “when you’re called to my office, you lay back the covers and stand beside the bed naked, and you wait until I arrive.”
“Yes, Sir,” she whispered. Her head bowed, so stood so horribly self-conscious. So unlike so many others that had passed through. She only glanced at Bryant standing behind Jerry watching her. And then she grasped the thick comforter and sheet, laid them tidily back and slipped out of her skirt.
Piece by piece her clothing fell to the floor. It wasn’t exactly the tease he enjoyed with others who wanted his attention, but she was young. So very young and inexperienced. What in the world made her want to seek a position as a company prostitute, he couldn’t imagine. Money, maybe.
He slipped out of his own clothing and moved toward the bed. Slid across the sheets and nestled onto a pillow. His fingers wobbled in her direction, a directive to come to him. Yet she hesitated and glanced at Bryant once again.
“I’ve never been with two before,” she whispered. She was so heartbreakingly submissive, Jerry was starting to like her already.
“It’s alright,” he assured her. “You’ll learn a lot while you’re here. Now.” He reached out and grabbed her and pulled her into the bed. To feel her quivering flesh in his control, her anxiousness and nervousness, stiffened him a little.
Rather gently because she felt like a virgin, Jerry guided her face to his neck. The soft suckling of a baby stroked there, her lips gently drawing it in to lick. Tenderly, his fingers brushed through her hair as Bryant stared in disbelief. Whoever this was it wasn’t his brother anymore, someone who would normally break her over the desk and already be pounding her.
Silently, Jerry laughed at him as he pushed her a little further down to infuriate a nipple for him. Her tongue twisted in the profusion of fur on his chest and she inched a little closer, relaxing into it a little. Her hands encircled his ribs; her cheek gently rubbed the exposed skin between them all the while Jerry laughed at Bryant.
Unable to control himself any further, Bryant crawled in and widened her legs. He rolled to his back between her parted legs and reached up to tug at the hair there. He forced her a little higher to get his hands on those breasts, breasts not the biggest of them but nonetheless firm and dense.
Her back arched quite easily to let Bryant have them both. A knee rose over his shoulder and she began to crawl down him, to offer those breasts for his oral enjoyment. A little anxious, Bryant tugged on her, yet she stayed attached to Jerry, stretched out her spine so that Bryant could have her breasts and she might taste of the essence brewing between the boss’ legs.
“C’mon, Baby,” Bryant ordered. With her hips in his control, he pulled her away from Jerry and forced her sweet little cunt over his cock.
The first show of any bit of personality was a smile, something that wanted to tease. Her back arched her breasts forward as her hips wiggled a little. Bryant took her breasts, let out a little laugh and forced her down. 
“Much better,” he sighed to feel that enveloping moist heat swallow him up.
Jerry rolled to his side, the better to watch. Her hips swirled, the better to capture not just Bryant’s penis, but also his attention. Bryant’s thumbs crushed her nipples, yet her eyes darted between Bryant and Jerry’s desire throbbing against Bryant’s shoulder.
Bryant had only to turn his head to capture Jerry’s cock and swallow it. She moaned; her eyes locked on the sight before her. Jerry nudged a little closer and drove straight into Bryant’s mouth. Only a moment more and she bucked wildly.
Bryant ruptured into her and bit into Jerry’s penis. His hands went to her hips to still her but she wouldn’t be stilled. Forcefully, he pushed her away and spit Jerry out to lay panting.
Out loud, Jerry laughed at him. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her forward flattening her face down against the mattress. Bryant wriggled out from under her and Jerry rolled over on her back.
Still panting, her fingers knotted into the sheets as she lay face down. He felt her quivering again and couldn’t know if it was him or simply that she didn’t have a lot of experience this way. It didn’t matter, he loved this submissiveness she offered him. In some ways, he had forgotten it existed. Although she might have been a little more frisky with Bryant, she totally succumbed to Jerry.
His penis dallied in the moisture flowing between her legs, just enough to wet it. And then his hips raised and he took aim.
“This is what I want,” he growled in her ear.
Instantly, her body stilled to prepare for the attack. 
Much better, he thought. The glans held to that soft wrinkled flesh only a moment. And then it pierced her body like a battering ram and filled her with impossible pain.
Her body tightened to that incomprehensible pain. Jerry held to her, deep into her as she sobbed a little, shivered uncontrollably with that pain. He merely laid inside of her feeling every precious tremor, every stultifying ache, reveling in every tear, riding every gasping breath.
“This is always what I want.”
He felt her relax a little in his inescapable clutch. Did she know she was captured, beyond hope, or did she want it? At the moment it didn’t matter to him. This famine of submissive flesh was perhaps over now.
Bryant watched as the muscles of Jerry’s ass tightened and he drew slowly out to stab again. He pulled a pillow under his head to listen to her panting, her fragile hold on reality. That Jerry was a master at the Art of Conquest was never questioned in these hallowed halls, but Bryant had never seen it like this. Jerry could swallow up banks, businesses, even boys, but he had never felt Jerry’s incomprehensible power unleashed on a woman. Or been a more a fascinated spectator.
What it must feel like to be taken by Jerry Abernathy! Lost to himself, wholly attached to Jerry, Bryant watched the slow but deliberate movements of his brother’s body as he pulled almost out of her only to drive in again. Bryant slid his hand under her body to hold to a breast to better connect to her, to feel the shivering inside of her. 
Jerry’s body began to move with a rhythm fit for a dervish. Every stroke was a little more animated. Every thrust a little deeper. Her sobs were contained in a glowing aura of pain. But they also sounded plaintive, as if begging for more.
It was incomprehensible, an intrusion of wicked malevolence to hear the phone ring. And then Jerry’s secretary announced, “Mr. Abernathy, Morgan McFaye on line eight.”
Jerry’s face blanched to hear the very name. “Fuck.” And here he lay, his dick driven somewhere other than where it truly wanted to be. “Shit,” he prayed. A horrible sense of guilt for disobeying her commands overwhelmed him.
Without hesitation, he whispered to the girl, “Don’t you make a sound.” He grasped the phone as if it were salvation and said, “Jerry Abernathy.”
“Did I catch you in the gym?” She could hear a little breathlessness.
“No.” He shook off his stupor, trying to seize control of his breathing even though his dick was buried into something soft and warm. “How may I serve?”
Astounded, Bryant reared back and off the bed. Jerry turned to glare at him, smiled sheepishly, but all he cared about at the moment was Morgan.
“I have an evening free,” she said. “And you will join me for dinner.”
His heart leapt to the very thought of it. To spend some time with her wearing clothes. “As you wish. However...” He hesitated to gather the words to best entice her. “...may I offer my penthouse and something fabulous from Fontainebleau for your pleasure?”
Her own hesitation amused Jerry now. Not so sure of herself as she would like to think she is. Finally, she said, “You may.” Her voice was as stern and firm as everything else about her.
“Can you give me half an hour?”
“Thirty minutes,” she replied just to be cantankerous.
His heart throbbed with the thought she would be in the penthouse tonight. He threw the phone to the table and yanked away from the newest company prostitute.
“Take her to personnel in the morning,” he ordered. And then he walked out.
“Hold up, my brother,” Bryant cried and rushed after him into the office. “What the hell?” 
“Later,” Jerry snarled. Quickly he gathered his clothes and then stepped into the elevator stark naked.
Astounded, Bryant watched Jerry’s leer as the doors slid closed. In shock and completely naked, he stared a moment longer. “Incredible.” Jerry’s in love.
Without will, he returned to the bedchamber and the newest hire. “You like it like that, Baby?” he asked.
Her eyes darted over him as she wiggled open a little more. 
Curious, he thought, as he lay down on her and drove into her. So submissive with Jerry, so easy with me.

 
* * * *
 
It was that ‘kid at Christmas’ sensation, everything filled with such overwhelming excitement, every nerve tingling with anticipation, as Jerry stepped into the shower. He shaved quickly, poured the shampoo into his hair. That he could coax her into his habitat thrilled him beyond repair.
Yet the guilt he felt for using the penis against her admonition for any purpose, illicit or otherwise, assuaged him. How carefully she had crafted his psyche to enable him to serve her! When his hammer wielded like a sledge simply wrested his submissives, her command was alluring and subtle. He had been effectively captured, was equally captivated and was ready, willing, and most definitely enabled to think only of her.
He smiled as he turned off the water. How hopelessly subtle, like the rainbow hiding behind clouds. Yet that rainbow was relentlessly dependent on rain. He couldn’t imagine Morgan being dependent on anything but herself, knowing that when all else fails she resorts to murder. 
“Alright,” he whispered. Quickly, he dried and combed out his hair. “I got to have this woman, she’s definitely interested, but...”
There was no but. Holding to Morgan was the same as clutching to sand.
Heavily, he sighed and made his way through the bedroom. He no sooner stepped out of it onto the cold marble-tiled floor of the foyer than he spied her sitting on his black chenille sofa, her hair ablaze, her eyes like a reptile ready to strike.
He gasped, so utterly beautiful and stark. Such a firm command of femininity with her legs crossed properly, her arms at her sides, her gaze unflinching. As always, her presence left him speechless.
Only slowly, her hand raised and her fingers tightened to snap. Without hesitation, he could follow that command, and he hied in her direction, his hands held firmly behind his back by his own will now. Solemnly, he offered the horribly aching penis, a penis unsatisfied by a prostitute, for her pleasure.
Slowly, she reached out and twisted her fingers around it, feeling its rigidness, its heat. She tugged a little and pulled him off-balance. His arms thrust out to steady himself rather than fall on her.
“On my lap,” she ordered. She pulled a few huge down pillows near her that he might lie on.
Without hesitation he sat down and stretched long over her lap. Yet she grasped the penis tighter and pulled on him. He wriggled as carefully as he could so that his ass would be exactly where she wanted it.
But it wasn’t him she looked at as she gathered the penis in one hand and the testicles in the other. It seemed she found something fascinating as her nails traveled the twisted vias of engorged veins. Little pinching sensations shot up his spine, her nails biting as they worked their way up the shaft to the corona. The smooth pad of her finger swirled over the satin glans. To the sight of that first little emanation of semen forced through the penis, her stern facade cracked into a little smile. Quite deftly, she rubbed it tenderly over the glans.
It seemed she enjoyed it, to handle him in any way she wished. But no more than he, just to be handled, just to be touched by someone who cared for him. He was sure she cared for him; it had to be love. 
In a single hand she gathered penis and testicles. And then she slid an arm under his legs and lifted them. Shoved at them a little to cause him to hold them up for her, his ass braced against her leg. She pulled them apart and seized control of it all.
Her soft hand rubbed over the smooth flesh of his ass like a silken breeze. If he had thought about it, he would have felt ridiculous to be folded like this, his ass in her face, her hand rubbing over it, everything most precious about him awaiting the feel of her touch. But he didn’t feel self-conscious; his heart merely thudded to think he could please her and keep her with him. He closed his eyes and wrapped his arms behind his knees to give her anything she wanted.
Only then did he hear the rasp of a zipper. And then came the oil, warmed, it seemed, by her heart. It fell on the flesh that had never been touched between testicles and anus. But what a shivering delight to feel it rubbed there, soft fingertips swirling in delicate circles.
How horribly subtle women can be! he thought. But when had he ever had a real woman? His wife was only seventeen when they married and beyond that, never a woman other than the prostitutes. Women who simply disrobed and let him have his fill. Never a woman, a real woman, in control of herself, her emotions, her will. 
She pressed at the anus, daring to penetrate. A sensation he never enjoyed, something no one had ever had...willingly offered. But she rent his will, breached the defense and slid into him the entire length of her finger. It was as if she joined to him, something he desperately wanted. Something he desperately needed and curiously as effective as if he’d slid into her. Curiously, as impossible to control, feeling her finger exploring within his body as if she could read the glyphs on the walls of his heart.
But it didn’t last long enough. Easily, she retreated seemingly aware of how she could hurt him. Gently, she rubbed a little, as if she strolled through a park in the soft sunshine of a Sunday afternoon. He felt his legs tugged at and he released them only to feel them guided to lay straight again. Yet she parted them and slid into him again.
What was that sensation, that pressure against the root? Whatever it was didn’t matter because it made the penis swell to Biblical proportions. Her closed hand slid up the shaft and crushed in on the glans.
He gasped to the feel of it; his muscles tightened to the stimulation. He writhed a little as his torso stretched long, his back arched to thrust toward her. Her finger drove deep and another snuck in widening it more than it had capacity to stretch. Ah, but it didn’t matter. That sensation she created, her hot tight hand like satin, moist and warm. 
His arms stretched long over his head to hold on. How much more he could take without a finale, he didn’t know. But he loved her, knew that now and surely she wouldn’t desert him. Surely, she would take him to places he’d never been. Her hand tightened even further and he could almost smell the friction she created. Something that smelled raw, unrefined, something combustible to create a conflagration.
Her voice was the slate against which the sulfur struck. “Do you defy your Mistress?” 
His body trembled with the stimulation; her voice slashed through his soul. “Mistress,” he cried out. It was a plea, a prayer, an oblation filled with incomprehensible longing. The heel of her hand pressed to that flesh behind his balls. Only then did every stimulation she create organize into a whole, as if the very heat of her hand caused the cauldron to boil over and offer its life-giving force into her palm.
He writhed on her lap as if she started something she couldn’t finish. Ah, but what was it about men? She would never tire of watching them orgasm, the feel of their bodies as they flush and harden. The way they go limp in her embrace.
Quite gently, she rubbed a handful of his nether tears into the stringy hair on his balls. Quite tenderly, she petted the penis as the dam once again opened and emptied the reservoir. How still he lay, comforted by her hands, panting to regain himself, for it was all too easy to dispatch him.
Men. She smiled.
“Mistress,” he breathed with such ingratiating reverence. With all of his heart, he wanted to offer his gratitude.
But she only held up her hand to show him the mess he made.
Outwardly, he smiled as inside he laughed. Yet he rolled off the sofa and went to the kitchen. Filled a crystal bowl with warm water and dropped a bar of soap in to return to her. Overflowing with a sense of worship, he knelt before her.
A little surprised with his gesture, she dipped her hands in the water and rubbed the soap between them. It was quite flattering to see him on his knees with a crystal punch bowl in his grasp. Ingratiating indeed. That he wanted to capture her attention was certain.
She took the towel draped over his shoulder and blotted the water. “My dinner,” she reminded.
He rose and bowed a little and thanked Providence for the best piece of ass he’d ever had. But she wasn’t just ass, couldn’t even think of her that way. She was she and he was in love.
He picked up the phone and said, “Jerry Abernathy in the penthouse. Chateaubriand for two, please.” It would require a good hour to prepare. And then he turned to her. “Wine? Bourbon? Scotch?”
“I’ll drink a glass of wine,” she said. Since his satisfaction wouldn’t force him into anything animalistic at the moment, she could relax.
Holding the glass by the stem, he handed it to her. “Is there anything else I can do for you?” 
Plenty, Baby, if your e-mails are anything to go by. “This is fine.”
Carefully, he sat beside of her, turned toward her. His eyes darted from her gaze. But then he peered up to meet her, to be swallowed up by her strength. “You know just about everything there is to know about men, don’t you?”
Her lips parted into a smile and she turned to prop against the thick back cushions the better to face him. “Maybe. I’ve got a lot of experience,” she admitted.
“It shows,” he said forcefully, comparing a woman of her caliber to the one he left in his office. “I’m grateful you put the effort into becoming a master of your craft.”
She broke into a soft animated laughter appreciating the assessment of her skills. “Men are a little more fragile than they let on. More than they ever realize sometimes. Sometimes it takes awhile to coax a little emotion out of them, but they all give into me eventually.”
Hopelessly trapped in her gaze, he stared into her sparkling eyes. “Do you ever give into them?”
“Now that’s entirely different matter,” she playfully warned. “I haven’t met but a handful of you gorgeous things that makes me want to get mine out.” Coyly, she tickled his deflated penis.
“What would it take?”
“Ummm.” She seemed to study the richly deep suede finish on the walls. “I don’t know.”
“You’re gonna make me work for it, huh?” he said smiling delightedly.
The irony in that broke into laughter deep in her chest. She was a prostitute. To think she could make any of them earn her was foolish. Yet she whispered, “Yes.”
He raised her hand and rubbed his cheek over the softness of it. He could wait. Wait forever if she required it. She was worth the wait. And he ended with her fingers pressed against his lips, his tongue to kiss her gently.
Damnit, why did she feel this strain with him? This desire? She was in love with Brian, she reminded herself and drew her hand away and placed it back in her lap. 
“So,” she started, “I didn’t ring you up just to run up your bill tonight. There is something I wanted to talk to you about.”
“Anything,” he whispered adamantly.
She hesitated and looked away. “I shouldn’t be doing this...promised her I wouldn’t talk to you about her and vice versa.”
“Cheryl? Then don’t talk. Just listen,” he commanded softly.
Easily, she nodded. He was making this very easy for her.
“You’ve only seen her five times now and already you realize you’ve gotten tangled up with what we in the business call a smart-ass masochist.”
Morgan grimaced and shook her head, aggravated by that.
“But it’s not your attention she wants, it’s mine. She’s done every fucking thing she can think of to get it over the years, too. The problem is, she’s not too bright and she loves contention. The more she can keep shit stirred up between people, the more she enjoys getting out bed in the morning.”
“Damn,” Morgan breathed.
“She’s laughing at you, baby. The first day you met with her...me for that matter...she stormed into my office later that day. Told me I really ought to warn you. That you’ve got it hilariously backwards if you think you’re gonna make her submissive to anything I want.”
“Yep,” Morgan whispered. She’d figured that out already. “So uhh...she likes hospitals?”
“I don’t know. I never thought about it.”
“But you do work her over when the spirit moves you?”
“No, honey. To say that I’ve never beat her would be a bold face lie. I put her in intensive care...” He rolled his eyes thinking about it, “twenty-nine years ago. But she survived, better than ever. The only difference between now and then is that now I can get up and walk out. What she thinks, what she feels has no bearing on me whatsoever.”
“But you’re married to her,” Morgan protested.
“And I’d give her anything she’d ask for if she’d walk out the door today and never return.”
“Are you saying that you don’t love her anymore?”
He hesitated. “I’ve never even said those words to her, Morgan. I’ve been married for thirty-five years because my father tossed her through the door of my office one day and announced that the wedding was going down Saturday.”
Quite astounded, Morgan studied him searching the evidence of the truth in his stance. “Then why did the hell did you marry her?”
The laugh lines, the few creases at the edges of his cheeks deepened immediately. A film of tears washed over his eyes. “Because she was pregnant with my brother’s boy,” he said sadly. “I would have challenged Satan himself to keep that boy with me. You see, my brother is gay and wasn’t about to marry her. As it turned out, all I had to do was get married.”
“You must love your brother.”
“I do.” That film of tears collected and began to drip. “I love all of my brothers, but my twin, in particular. I mean, uhhh...if we hadn’t have had each other growing up, I don’t think we would have survived. We trust and depend on each other now like a Roman legion. It’s what makes the company so successful. But uhhh...you were asking about Cheryl, and I’m sorry, Morgan. You’re getting played.”
“She told me your brother’s boy was birthed by a prostitute.”
He only raised his eyebrows to prod her into the obvious conclusion.
“Oh, my God,” she whispered. As if propelled by explosives, she raised off the sofa to pace the room for a moment. “A professional?”
Slowly, Jerry nodded. “My dad picked her up off the street when she was seventeen and she’s never left.”
“Oh, my God.” Her eyes rolled away considering the implications. Jerry’s father had been a subversive, a control freak, definitely a murderer and probably psychopathic, if anyone had ever studied him. And he had a thing for prostitutes, Morgan knew well. Her eyes narrowed on him as she studied him. “I don’t know what to say.”
He shrugged. “There’s not much left to say or feel about it.”
Heavily, she sighed. Feeling sorry for Cheryl, she had to stop and think a moment. No wonder Cheryl didn’t want to be submissive to Jerry, having been used all of her life. And if Cheryl had been the old man’s personal whore for the rest of his life... What would Morgan be feeling by now if she had accepted that job? But what the hell has this done to Jerry? Why didn’t he get rid of her when the old man died? Rather her questions stayed with Cheryl. Full of sadness, she whispered, “I’ll never understand what makes women stay with men who beat them.”
He remained quiet, bowed his head before her. He never expected her to understand his reasons. That he just simply should have walked away when it was about to go down, and her expression made him wish he had. That he wouldn’t have to sit here before her filled with self-recrimination.
Finally, she sat beside of him again and looked up at him feeling his respectfulness but no guilt, it seemed. Solemnly, she asked, “Did you beat her in self-defense?”
Wholly saddened, he smirked. “The first time it was in defense of my son. The second time it was rage. The third time it was vengeance. I meant to kill her and I managed to fuck that up. It only made her stronger.”
“Twenty-nine years ago?”
“Yeah,” he said softly. “Since then my only thoughts have been to preserve my children.”
“I’m sorry,” she whispered.
“You’ve seen a lot of it in your day, haven’t you?” he asked.
Her lips locked tightly together could have spewed venom if it broke loose just then. “More than I care to comment on.”
“Honey, I’m sorry,” he whispered again. “In the last four weeks you’ve spent more time with the woman than I have in the last thirty years. I’ve also got the insurance documents to prove that she’s been beaten many, many times in those thirty years.”
“It seems incomprehensible, but I have met a group of women who stay in situations like that even though they don’t have to. Your wife for one, who would have to pay more in taxes on the alimony she receives than I make in a year. Why the fuck would she stay with a man who beats her?”
“Honey,” he whispered about to issue a moral imperative. “I don’t beat the woman...any more. Not after the time I almost killed her. She goes to France to be with her boyfriend and he beats her quite regularly. I had to lease a hospital plane the last time and still, she goes back to France to be with him.”
“Incredible,” Morgan snarled, shaking her head. “Where the hell is the payoff in that?”
“I don’t know. I can’t tell you anything about her or any woman who puts up with it. But I can be brutally honest with you. I’ve been waiting for this guy to kill her so I don’t have to put up with it anymore. The problem is...my son feels sorry for her, wants to protect her. So now I’m trying to keep her alive because he’ll think I set her up.”
Wholly saddened, Morgan shook her head. 
“Listen to me,” he said softly. Gently, he took her hand. “You’re a sex therapist. What do sex therapists do?” 
“Well, generally try to help people get comfortable with their sexuality so they can express it to others in a congenial way. This is a totally uptight world we live in and people don’t know that it’s alright to enjoy it. Don’t begin to understand the depth of communication that can take place.”
“You can’t know how grateful I am for that. When you’re with me I can feel your concern about, not only my physical well-being but also my emotional state. You take things real slow, don’t rush anybody through anything, I’ve noticed. Let ‘em move at their own pace. And I know you think there’s something deeper in Cheryl that you can contact and resolve for her. Just don’t bet the bank on it.”
“So you’re saying if she handed you divorce papers, you’d sign them without reading them?”
His only reply was the snap of his fingers echoing into the expanse.
Quietly, she huffed. “I don’t have any desire to give up on her quite yet.”
“Then don’t. You write the invoices and I’ll write the checks. If you think there’s something you can do to get her smoothed out, I’m all for it. If she actually does smooth out, I’ll double your money,” he said with a sarcastic grin. “Just please don’t be disappointed if she gets up off the floor and kicks you in the teeth. But there’s one more thing you need to know.”
“I’m listening.”
“I think it was about the middle of March I told her that she had exactly six months to make other living arrangements or I would make them for her. She fucks with my kids...real bad,” he snarled. “I can plainly see her twisted thought patterns in them and I’m not gonna put up with it anymore.”
“That was before you and I met,” she noted. 
“Yeah, by maybe only a week or two. But you can see how she’s trying to figure out how you fit into all of this. She's not capable of cause-and-effect reasoning. She probably thinks I’m leaving her for you and I don’t give a fuck. She’s messing with my kids and I want my kids to know I don’t approve of it.”
“So after thirty five years of it...”
“Yes,” he said adamantly. “We’re finished. Finally. If my kids want to maintain a relationship with her, that’s their problem. If they need to take sides like she does...” He threw up his hand. “But I believe that this is the only way they can know for certain that I don’t approve of her shit. They’re in their thirties now and hopefully they can make rational judgments about how things really are instead of believing what she tells them to believe.”
“That sounds like a sensible thing.”
“I hope so,” he whispered. “Sensibility has been sadly lacking in my life and I’m hanging over the edge of a cliff clutching to it right now. But I know it’s the right thing to do.”
Sadly, she nodded. “Good,” she whispered. “It sounds like you’re committed, have your thoughts worked out on it, and that’s good. Too many people do too many things half-assed and then sit around and wish they hadn’t screwed themselves.”
Easily, he laughed. “Yes, they do, my Sweet Lady Morgan. But like I said, you do whatever you feel you need to do. I’ll still pay the invoices because the truth is you just might reach something inside of her that I don’t even know exists.”
“Alright,” she whispered. “I will. I just hate...giving up on people. Letting ‘em drown.”
Gently, he smiled. Just another reason I love you, Baby. Rather than voice the deep and abiding sentiment, he took her glass and stood to refill it. As he handed it to her, the doorbell chimed.
“Excuse me,” he said softly. He went to the elevator to send it down for dinner. And then he disappeared through another door. Only a moment later he returned, swaddled in a black silk ankle length robe.
She watched his easy gait, the smoothness of the cloth wrapped around him. The color to set off his hair, blend into his eyes and gather it up casting a supernatural light there. Everything in this room the very masterly black, a black so pure it looked it alive, felt vibrant. Only the silvered carpet and sheers over the windows etched the contours and even the objets seemed somehow spiritualized in leaded crystal and ebony.
“This is a beautiful room,” she said thoughtfully.
“Thank you. I happen to think that my twin brother does excellent work. He’s our in-house interior designer who’s good enough to work on salary and keep everything in this building looking ready for a magazine shoot. I put him on the payroll years ago and his division has actually made money through the years. He does things like go to auctions and how does he say it... ‘mingle with the mutts.’ He bought some little table or something for twenty-five bucks,” Jerry said with a snarl. “It looked like a piece of shit to me. Sold it at auction for five hundred thousand dollars.”
“Whoa,” she whispered. 
“He knows a fake when he sees one,” Jerry said, gushing with pride.
She smiled as the elevator doors opened and the waiters brought in the food. Certainly loves his brother, she thought. But those thoughts were interrupted by, “Morgan!” from her regular waiter, astonished to see her with Jerry Abernathy.
“How ‘ya doin’?” she smirked. She wished she hadn’t been seen here.
Apparently, he got the message and headed for the dining room table without any further chatter.
The table was set and the food placed. “If you need anything else, Sir, please just call.”
“This is fine,” Jerry offered. He handed the guy a hundred-dollar bill. “Have them pick up the dishes in the morning.”
“Good night,” he said respectfully. The waiter walked past Morgan without even a glance.
Jerry stood and smiled at her a moment. “One of your submissives?” he asked.
“Nooo,” she hissed. “I eat at Fontainebleau a lot, that’s all. Didn’t exactly want the world to know I’m doing Jerry Abernathy.”
“You’re not doing Jerry Abernathy,” he reminded.
She only smiled. That smiled stretched long. “How does Jerry Abernathy feel about that?” 
“Until Jerry Abernathy met Morgan McFaye, he didn’t know that there are just some things in life worth waiting for.”
The statement was bathed in the light of sincerity. Quite easily, she rose for it and took his outstretched hand. Quite demurely, she sat in the chair he pulled out for her. “That looks wonderful,” she whispered.
 
* * * *
 
Through a leisurely meal, they chatted quietly about more current events and less about themselves. At the end of it she emptied her glass and dabbed at her lips. “Thank you,” she said softly. “That was delicious.”
“No. Thank you. I never knew a slab of roast beef could feel like butter and taste like gold when eaten in the company of a beautiful woman.”
She could feel his desire like a tidal wave ready to swamp the shoreline. “Did it never occur to you that some people are sorry when they get what they ask for? Like the man who asks to live forever and forgets about growing old...and older...and older still, his body deteriorating, yet won’t die and release him. Didn’t have the wisdom to ask for eternal youth and beauty.”
“Alright,” he whispered. He perched on his elbows and leaned in a little to study her better. “I’ll live with it a while longer.”
“I knew you were a bright boy,” she laughed with mocking sarcasm. “But I do have a gift for you.”
“That’s very generous,” he said.
“My bag,” she said pointing toward the sofa.
Graciously, he nodded and arose. He returned with it to find her dishes set aside, the table before her cleared. She took her bag from him and pushed her chair away. “If you would lay over the table, please.”
“As you wish,” he whispered. Without hesitation, he turned his back and lay down. He parted his legs to allow her anything she wanted.
As if spiders crawled up his legs, her nails dusted over his skin, raising the hem of his robe. The cloth was laid over his back so she could have his ass again. Quite soothingly, her hand lifted his balls and gently massaged them a moment before he felt the orifice opened.
“I know you think you want me,” she said. Carefully, she twirled a phallus in circles at his anus. “Unfortunately, you haven’t learned to obey me yet. I called a little while ago and you were in the midst of fury with a prostitute.”
He cringed to hear those words, that admonition. He had been unfaithful to her and she knew it. He would have liked to dig his fingers through the tabletop to better brace himself for the coming punishment he suddenly desired, but he could only hear her displeasure resounding in his head.
“Let’s see if you still want me after I’m in your blood.” Gently, she pushed it into his body.
It was soft and smooth like her, not stainless steel like the ones he left his own adoring submissives with when he still kept them. He moaned to the feel of that emptiness filled so congenially as her fingers kissed the ripening penis. He could have cried to feel the robe returned understanding that’s all she wanted with him now.
Slowly, he stood up to feel her in him. She was definitely in him, had penetrated to his very heart. He turned and peered down, her gaze intent upon him, and he soaked in the generosity of her soul.
Yet something swelled up in him, loosed from where he knew not. Suddenly, he fell to his knees. His face buried to her lap and he burst out with the most tortured sobbing she’d ever heard.
To hear the agony in it might have defeated her. There had been times in her life she’d felt it herself. Quickly, she wrapped him up in her arms and he clung to her, helplessly weeping against her chest.
Where it came from didn’t matter, only that it needed to be released. Hostility, rage, rejection or loneliness. He had to drain it rather than contain it before he could live again. And it wasn’t so much about her or the thought she would reject him after a few scant months. It was thirty-five years of it.
Such horrible heaving sobbing and she clung a little tighter. She laid her cheek on the top of his head, his tortured soul in her embrace. She’d never met a wife-beater who wasn’t beaten as a child. Never met one that felt lovable or loved. Knowing what she did now, not only about his father, but also his wife, she knew she held, not the abuser but the abused. 
Only in time did the echoing slow and he gathered himself best he could. “I’m sorry,” he whispered unable to contact her. “I don’t know...I’m sorry.” Carelessly, he dragged the sleeve of his robe over his face.
“It’s alright,” she whispered. Tenderly, she cradled his face in her hands. “Human beings aren’t made to live alone in a vacuum.” She felt his desperation in his heavy breath.
Still unable to look at her, he begged, “Would you please, please stay with me tonight?”
Tenderly, her fingers stroked through his hair, his guilt in the matter of his unfaithfulness needing a little absolution, also. Shit, she thought, feeling like she needed this, too. “Yes,” she whispered. “Tonight you won’t be alone.”
 
* * * *
 
She was led to a guest room because the sheets hadn’t been slept on since they were changed. He laid back the generous covers that she might get in. Quite naturally, she rested against the headboard and held out her arms to take his body from his control.
Holding his head in the crook of her arm, she whispered, “Take all of it.”
“You are a generous woman,” he gasped.
“Let it go for now,” she commanded. She grasped her breast to let him feed.
Her nipple no sooner passed the threshold of his lips then his mind emptied of its tortured thoughts. He nuzzled a little closer, curled his body to a fetal position; the better to die if need be. But he didn’t have to die, he believed; he had only to live finally. The soft forgiving flesh in his mouth, the soft and ingratiating phallus in his body, something he would retain as long as he lived.
“You’re okay now.” She curled a little to kiss his cheek, to let him rest in comfort and to not be alone.
Hours later he awoke, his mouth still suctioned to her breast. He stirred a little and then sat up with a start.
“It’s me, Morgan,” she whispered in the dark. “You’re okay.” Somehow, she seemed confident of that.
A deep breath expelled softly and he laid back down, his head forced to a pillow, that pillow cradled by her arm. She urged him closer and still closer until he felt that ripened nipple again brush his lips.
But this time he had hands, hands that weren’t locked together or behind him. Filled with greed, those hands grasped her breast to squeeze every bit of salvation from it he could.
“Just rest,” she whispered. She knew that whatever it was inside of him could be stilled because he wanted rid of it.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Seventeen
 
 
Quite curiously, Jerry awoke feeling quite rested and ready for the world. He could feel her immense energy behind him and like an animal, the penis engorged to feel it pulsing around him. Without reservation, he turned and saw her vivid green eyes sparkling in the low light.
What is it about her? he wondered as he slid into her open arms and lay against a beautiful breast.
She was warm, intoxicatingly tender. Yet he had watched her beat Kitty damned near into ataxia. Two personalities in there, maybe? Or just one incredible woman capable of both ends of the spectrum?
As his body shifted in her embrace, she felt the swelled cock against her leg as if it were Brian. If Brian were home she wouldn’t even be here. But Brian wasn’t home, Brian left her. Brian left her feeling old, past her prime. Brian left her for someone younger, with more money, and probably more energy.
“On your knees,” she ordered.
It was no sooner said than done. His still muscular legs held him upright, his penis thrust forward for her pleasure. Her fingertips trickled over his thighs feeling the density of the muscles and then rose to capture the balls.
“You may masturbate now,” she ordered.
A sigh of gratitude warbled out his chest. Carefully, he cradled his balls in one hand and took control of the penis with the other. He watched only her, the delicious mounds of flesh on her chest rise with her measured breath. The color of the nipples, as deep and luxurious as her hair, her eyes. 
It seemed she liked this, to watch him masturbate, her eyes refusing to tear away from the sight of it. He could draw this out for her, entertain her, keep her with him a while longer.
His hand rode the shaft quite loosely for a while. His other hand opened to allow her a view of his balls while he massaged them. What was it about this? An audience? Her approval? That she accepted everything about him without reservation?
He watched as her hand disappeared between his legs. It parted the flesh behind and went for the small ring buried there. The first tremulous flutter in her phallus assaulted him and he changed the rhythm to entertain her a little longer.
Oh, Morgan, he prayed as he felt it pulled partially out of him. But she returned it to him, so full of generosity and love.
Only moments more and he could no longer withstand it. A thought about premature ejaculation passed through his mind and out of it. Her beauty before him, the feel of her in him and he let go of his balls to capture the prize in his hand.
Her fingers stroked the inside of his thighs as he shuddered, his muscles so hard and defined. Virile men just turn her on, she decided, little more to it than that. 
“You may thank your Mistress now,” she ordered.
The clean hand gathered her breast. Still on his knees he bent to kiss it, to revel in its heat and generosity. His tongue slid over the terrain of such delectable softness; his lips closed on that morsel of ambrosiatic scent.
“Now...” Her voice was low and commanding as she took his dangling balls in her hand and squeezed just a little, “...hopefully you have more to do with your life than chase women around your office.”
He deflated entirely to her subtle recrimination, yet he stayed connected to her, his head on the flat of her abdomen. To chase women around his office was in reality, a meaningless pursuit, he suddenly realized. The only thing about it was the physical pleasure he could enjoy.
Tenderly, she rattled the phallus a little. “You want me in you and now I am. If you find yourself in desperation, you may call me if you wish. If I’m not available you may go to my website and masturbate as you feel you need it. Do we understand each other?”
“Yes,” he said quickly. “Yes. Thank you.”
“I’m not a heartless woman, but I mean what I say,” she said glaring a little. 
“Of course you do.”
Her hand closed on the deflated organ hanging between his legs. “This penis belongs to me. You will maintain it for my pleasure.”
“I will. May I explain?”
“No,” she said firmly. “There is no explanation. There is no excuse. The fact is you let it be used for your pleasure rather than mine. I can let this indiscretion go this time because perhaps I hadn’t made myself fully clear. The penis belongs to me now! And since you’re having trouble with that concept, we’re going to do something to make you understand.
“Every time you so much as feel it rise for any reason...maybe a beautiful women just walked into your office and took her clothes off, maybe you merely thought of me, from now on you’re going to keep a journal. Every time my penis stiffens even a little, you’re going to write it down. The day, the time, the cause you perceive, your actions to relieve it. You’re going to rate its erection between one and ten. 
“I will inspect this journal as I see fit. If yet another woman needs to be interviewed for employment, you may watch but you will not allow the penis to participate. Do we understand?”
“Yes,” he replied quite strongly. He had a feeling he would enjoy this. “But if I need you...?”
“You may call me,” she reiterated. “That doesn’t mean I’ll give you permission to care for it. That only means that I’ll be aware of its desperation and your inability to control it.”
“You’re a very generous woman,” he gasped.
“Yes, I am,” she said heartedly. “You might have found yourself a Mistress that would have literally nailed that son of a bitch to your belly on the first offense. I can wait until the second. Has the penis ever been glued to your body so you can better control it?”
That little picture burned a hole in his mind. “No,” he said adamantly. Yet he was enjoying this little game more than anything in his life and he nuzzled between her breasts. “Please forgive me. I certainly didn’t mean to hurt you. I would never do anything to hurt you.” A quiet tear fell on that profusion of flesh.
“Do you have any questions that you might escape a furious punishment in the future?”
“None. None, my Sweet Lady Morgan.” Happily, his tongue kissed her throat.
“Alright,” she said a little softer now. “We’ll see. Get up.”
He removed his body from hers and returned to his knees. Spellbound, he watched as she stood and then reached for her clothes. Each piece was so seductively returned to her body, her black satin panties slid over her thighs, the matching bra hooked and turned. Even her hands slid into the cups to straighten her breasts.
But her expression was stern as she watched him watch her.
“You understand?” she asked again. Quickly, she slipped the shirt over her head.
“I do. You don’t realize how much I need you.”
Standing on the edge of the Mistress/slave thing and a little closer to humanity, she said a little softer now. “Yes, I do. I do know how much you need me. That’s why you have my permission to call me rather than e-mail me.”
“Thank you,” he whispered feeling a little buoyed by her strength. He reached out and took her hand to kiss it, his heart overflowing with gratitude.
“Be good,” she warned.
The door soundlessly closed behind her and he fell to the bed simply vibrating with her attentions. Generous woman. Beautiful woman. But she was more than that. She was a psychologist who could use every part of a human being to heal it rather than just its mind. She had stayed with him while he quite rapidly deteriorated in her arms last night, feeling the weight of thirty five years of horror on his back. This morning he felt stronger.
The phallus inside of him rattled with a muscle spasm. Oh, she was in him, in his blood, no doubt. The penis surged a little to think of it and he smiled. He looked at the clock and he would write that down for her so she could inspect it and know exactly how many times a day it rose to greet her in his mind.
But maybe it was even more than that. Sometimes in anger, sometimes in lust. Sometimes just boredom and sometimes...sometimes in love. This wasn’t an exercise for the penis so much as it would be a little journey through his emotional state...with pictures.
“Oh, God,” he prayed in gratitude for having sent him Morgan le Fey.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eighteen
 
 
Morgan sat on the balcony of her condo watching the rush hour traffic swell beneath her. Everyone in the world had somewhere to go. Home, of course, to be with their families. She could only think of hers, her precious Mouse, a man she loved more than life itself. The man she thought of as her father, Father Romanelli. What must they be doing now?
She also thought of the woman Brian was going to marry. A fortunate woman, although Morgan would likely scratch her eyes out if ever she had to see her. Who the hell was she? A client of his, one of those impossibly wealthy older widows who have nothing better to do than spend their late husbands’ fortunes? A bored housewife like Cheryl who was to live on alimony the rest of her life with a pretty little stud on the side?
Yet, he loved Morgan. Desperately, he loved her and she knew that. Daily, he reminded her not only with the passionate utterance of those three little words but in the thousands of ways his heart spilled over with it.
The thousands of flowers he brought into the house from the beds he maintained. The way her satin panties stroked his cheek just before he dipped them in the sink to wash them by hand. The rapture in his expression when she appeared unexpectedly. Her car cleaned and polished every Saturday whether it needed it or not. 
He asked for so little in return. To be fed, to be loved, to be disciplined, her favorite task. To be cuddled, to be noticed, just to be appreciated which was so easy. Why couldn’t that be enough for him? Why does he have to be married? Incredulously, she looked deep into the fire of the diamonds on her finger. Why does he insist...?
“Madame.” The purr from Kitty’s throat broke her misery.
Snuffling back tears, Morgan said, “Yes, Baby.”
“Unless you need me, I should go home and feed the dogs, pick up the mail.”
“Yeah,” Morgan said softly. “Yeah...my five o’clock will be here in just a minute.”
Sadly, Kitty nodded. Trying to sound happy, she offered, “How ‘bout I bring back a pizza?” 
Her voice a little stronger with gratitude for Kitty’s interest, Morgan said, “Yeah. And some beer. Pizza and beer for a Friday night. Stop and get a movie if you want it.”
“Nah...let’s just settle for the Playboy channel.”
Morgan nodded as she heard the doorbell chime. “Tell you what. You’ve been so sweet, why don’t we go clubbing tomorrow night?”
“Can we?” Kitty’s expression instantly brightened.
Broadly, Morgan smiled. “You got a hard-on for that new Dom on the scene, don’t you?” 
“He’s a fucking knock-out. Do you think you could get him to do me?”
“He’ll do you or I’ll do him,” Morgan said snidely. “So be careful and I’ll see you in a little while.”
“I love you,” Kitty said squirming. Excitedly, she leapt and ran.
Morgan stubbed out the cigarette as she listened to the muffled voices in the distance greeting each other. Kitty was exuberant, her first trip to the club since Mouse’s departure to be tomorrow, her reward for her dutiful service. Morgan stood, closed the sliding door and smiled at her five o’clock.
“How’d it go this week?” she asked.
Openly, Dan stared a moment. “Let me ask you something. For people with my kind of problems, shouldn’t you be really ugly or something worse?”
Easily, she laughed, flattered that his premature ejaculation problem was only exacerbated by her beauty. “Take your clothes off,” she said dryly and went for the oil.
 
* * * *
 
Thirty minutes later, his entire body was completely limp due to the deep massage. She removed the blindfold and the three condoms and put a pillow under his head so he could watch. So he could better concentrate on the stimulation and resist it rather than succumb to it.
Her fingers slid only part way up the shaft. Her other hand cradled his balls. Slowly, she closed her hand on the penis and very lightly swept up the entire length.
Much better, she thought. A few months ago that was all the stimulation he required. Already, he could hold out longer, enjoy the ride rather than the arrival. 
She closed her hand a little tighter, took five strokes in perfect rhythm and then loosened her grip, allowed it to breathe, dug her fingernails into the soft flesh behind the scrotum to cause a little distraction before she started again.
Much, much better. Easily, she dragged that play into twenty minutes. When finally his hand clutched to the bars at the side of the table, she stroked him hard this time rather than let him spill unaided and unsatisfied. She rode it all the way to the end, holding it for him, gently caressing it rather than merely dropping it.
“Much better,” she said softly. Wiping her hand on a towel and then laying a fresh one, moist and heated over his penis, she said approvingly, “You’ve been practicing.”
“Yes, I have. And last night, my wife watched.”
“Did she?” Morgan asked ecstatic at his progress. “Did she rub those big beautiful tits of hers all over you like I told her?”
“And her pussy,” he gasped. “And then she rubbed her slimy hand all over my balls, damnit. So when am I gonna be allowed to have her, finally?”
Morgan smiled. “Bring her with you next week.”
“She’s probably in the car beating off now. Never met a woman with her kind of passion,” he said smiling with gratitude.
Morgan glanced at the clock. “She’s downstairs now?”
“Yeah, we’re going to dinner tonight.”
“Call her, I’ve got time for a quickie,” she said.
He leapt off the table and went for the phone. Morgan heard a shrill yelp through it. Only a few minutes later, the door opened.
“Your old man tells me you’re so horny you can’t help yourself,” Morgan said smiling.
Caroline Gregory shrugged. “He’s just too damned cute.”
Morgan knew all about cute. Knew all about middle-aged women and the young studs ten and twelve years younger that lived to please them. “Get over here,” Morgan commanded. 
Caroline’s clothes were shed on the way to the table and she lay down, ready to be pleasured.
Morgan took his hand and filled it full of oil to place him at a breast. She went to the other, a little instruction at erotic massage. The idea was to get her off a couple of times before he even got involved.
Noticing that he went straight for his desire, Morgan instructed, “She just lay down, don’t go straight for the nipple yet. Make her want it.” In both hands Morgan held that mass and gently kneaded it, completely ignoring the nipple. “Make her beg for it.” Her hand slid over the soft skin between them to the chest. Gently, it pressed against the muscles in her neck and then over her shoulders. She grabbed his hand away from that breast and pushed it lower to stroke the abdomen, yet he went further still to her mound.
“Damnit,” Morgan whispered. “Total body orgasm, honey. You’ve been getting one every week for two months,” she rasped. “She’s only had two. Pay attention.” Her fingers gently swirled around Caroline’s heated breasts and felt them already swelling in anticipation.
“Right.” He was intent on his wife’s pleasure and so very grateful that his wife put up with him. 
He took the flesh of her thigh and kneaded it softly. And then he noted that Morgan didn’t exactly massage her. Morgan merely stimulated her, the tips of Morgan’s fingers, the nails lightly dragging over the surface, causing a quivering underneath. Only when his wife began to moan plaintively did Morgan grasp the breasts in both hands and roll the nipples between her fingers, enough stimulation there to cause the legs to open and beg for more.
Astonished, he looked at Morgan.
Morgan only smiled. She would forever be surprised about how little men knew about women. But for the few she could get her hands on that wanted to learn, she was grateful. 
She pushed him away and directed him to the head of the table. While Morgan worked, the couple merely stared at each other, grinning like horny teenagers, wanting so desperately to touch each other but not allowed, or so they thought.
“Do you love your wife?” Morgan asked softly.
“Desperately,” he gasped.
“Then kiss her,” Morgan instructed.
His arms wrapped tightly around Caroline’s upper body and his tongue drove into her mouth as she clutched to him.
Morgan went to the inner thighs laid open and softly stroked there. A nail drew over the soft satin of those lips, boiling with the anticipation she had created. Gently, she slid into the vagina an inch or two, the responsive lurch in the hips begging for more.
While he groped a breast, his tongue still driven into her mouth, Morgan folded the table down, the better for him to get to her. She grabbed a small phallus, slid it into Caroline and began a rhythm.
But this was an uninhibited woman. Morgan’s kind of woman. Caroline’s hand slid between her legs to stroke her own clit now, while Morgan maintained a slow rhythm to get her rocking.
Her breath faster now, Morgan grasped Caroline’s hand and held it away, the better to feel Morgan. Morgan removed the phallus from the vagina and ticked the anus with it. Caroline gasped so that Dan rose up, the better to watch Morgan. He peered between his wife’s legs to see it disappear. Only then, did Morgan release Caroline’s hand to allow her to stroke herself again. 
“Gently,” Morgan breathed. She released the phallus and its rhythm to him while she returned to Caroline’s breasts. Knowingly, she smiled as Caroline pursed her lips in gratitude for Morgan’s instruction. But this was a woman who didn’t need Morgan, yet probably sat with her hand between her legs while her husband recounted his encounters with Morgan. 
“She’s about to come,” Morgan breathed. “Get into her, but don’t move...and don’t come. Don’t you dare let go of it.”
Curiously, he only shook his head and slid a finger in, although his penis was more than ready to go again.
Morgan continued to rub gently and feel the rhythmic contractions of an orgasm in Caroline. “Okay, Baby?” Morgan chirped.
“Ohh, yeah,” Caroline breathed quite sincerely. “Can you teach him to do that?”
“Absolutely, roll over,” she commanded.
Quickly, Caroline rolled, her feet to the floor, her upper body laid over the table. Morgan took his chin and forced his attention to her. “You’re thirty, right?”
“Yeah.”
“Had the premature ejaculation thing going since the beginning and women never hung around long because they weren’t satisfied by you...right?”
“We talked about this.” He was instantly defensive that she would bring this up now, especially in front of his wife.
“Okay,” Morgan said to disarm him. Her hand lay on Caroline’s bottom. “But the point is, you don’t have a lot of experience and what you do have had hasn’t been the most satisfying, has it?” 
He shrugged, so embarrassed that she would do this in front of his wife.
“So you two knew each other a whole three months before you got married, haven’t been married a year yet and you haven’t had enough time with each other to know for sure what turns you both on. But your wife enjoys anal intercourse.”
Curiously, he stared for a moment. “How could you know that already?”
“I’m a sex therapist. This is...the third time I’ve been with her. I know exactly what turns her on.” She grasped his still-oily finger and held it to the orifice.
“That hurts, doesn’t it?”
“Not if you do it right,” Morgan said surely.
Yet he was reticent, knew from personal experience it would hurt. 
Gently, Morgan patted her bottom to allow her to get up. She turned, a little disappointed with a pout on her face.
“I guess you two want to take the graduate course, huh?”
“Absolutely,” Caroline said a little giddy.
“All the way to...?” Morgan asked.
“Ph.D.,” she mewed.
Morgan laughed as she fondly stroked Caroline’s jawline. She glanced at Dan, watching intently, excited beyond repair. And then she returned to Caroline’s fluttering green eyes. “We know for a fact you’re submissive as hell, sitting in the car waiting for him to get off.”
Dan perked to the very word, his lips parted, his tongue exposed. “Her?” he cried.
“Your wife wants to be possessed by you, my friend. Yeah, she’ll sit in the car for two hours thinking about nothing but what you’re doing with your therapist. Wait here.”
“Honey?” he rasped as he looked down on his wife.
“Is it a problem, Sugar?”
“Uhh...not really.”
“You’re sure?”
Just then Morgan returned, her hands full of things from the toybox. She snarled at Caroline to lay back, spread her legs and stay painfully quiet and still. Amazed, he peered at Morgan.
Morgan opened the box of a new chastity belt and started, “She needs to know you’re with her even when you’re not with her. Even when you are with her, she needs to feel you like no one around you can guess. You see what this is...” Morgan spoke of the large phallus, the smaller phallus and a small metal plate to stroke the clit. “You can create as much or as little stimulation with this as you want with the remote control.” 
“How much distance does this thing have?” he asked excitedly.
“About twenty feet. For instance, you’re going to a restaurant tonight and you may decide to give her a little kiss, but you don’t want to be kissing everyone in the room.”
His eyes flared and a delighted laughter filled the room. 
“You put it on, you take it off. If she needs to go to the ladies’ room, she must ask your permission to disturb it and for only that reason.”
“Alright,” he said. Swelled with the feel of this, he took the contraption from Morgan and began to fill the vagina. Quite carefully and properly, he inserted the other and then drew the strap between her legs and locked them. Quite thoughtfully, he stood back and inspected it.
“So you approve?” Morgan asked.
“Very much.”
From her pocket, Morgan retrieved a pair of nipple nails.
“What the hell is that?”
“Not nearly as painful as you might think,” she said surely. “Make sure her nipples are as engorged as possible, place the point to the very center of the nipple and press down for about three seconds. It’ll hold.”
“What’s the point?”
“Every time she moves, she’ll be reminded of you. Every time you draw her close, she’ll be even more reminded when you pull her breasts to your chest. And when you remove them with fingernail polish remover, she’ll howl like a cat in heat because that does hurt, but only for a second.”
He approached the breasts as if they belonged to him now. 
“Hold ‘em up there,” Morgan commanded.
Quickly, Caroline grasped them and forced them into peaks of creamy meringue. He held the first steady and then drove it deep, listening contentedly as her breath escaped. The second was done as quickly and he pressed his thumbs to them, staring into her vivid adoring eyes.
“Tell her to walk around and then try a sitting position.”
“Get up, Baby,” he said as he grasped her hand. With his undivided attention on his wife, he watched her hips sway, her huge breasts quiver on her chest as she moved around the room. Reveling in the feel of this new command, he ordered, “Bend over.”
She spread her legs yet kept them painfully straight and bent at the hips allowing him to inspect her. “She’s beautiful.”
“Yes, she is,” Morgan whispered. “But you keep up with the exercises I gave you and no intercourse,” she reminded. “Bring her with you next week because I think you’re pretty well finished with me on your original complaint.”
“Really?”
“Almost. So tell her to get dressed and go back to the car and wait for you there. We need a few more minutes.”
At the sound of Morgan’s voice, Caroline ran for her clothes.
“Hold up, baby,” Morgan ordered. “He’s your Master now. You don’t do what just anybody tells you to do.”
Chagrined, Caroline stood dutifully by her husband.
“Put your clothes on and wait for me in the lobby,” he commanded. 
The bra, a sweet little sundress and shoes. Quite coyly, she handed her panties to him. She winked at Morgan and danced to the door.
Holding her panties as if they were a sacred relic ready to bestow something supernatural upon him, he declared, “I’ve never seen her like that.”
“You’ve got a lot to look forward to. But don’t let her pressure you,” Morgan said reassuringly. “If she’s beside herself, have her masturbate for you, but don’t let her pressure you.”
“Okay.”
“And because I still want you to remember me and not get lost in her quite yet...” From a pocket she pulled a length of leather. She laid it over his penis and then wrapped it around the scrotum to divide the testicles. Quite loosely, she crisscrossed it over the penis to the end and back only to tie it in a half hitch, easily loosed, not at all binding.
“I like that. ” 
“I’ll teach you everything you need to know to keep her interested for a very long time.”
“I’d like that, too,” he said gratefully. “But uhh...what is it about older women?” 
Easily Morgan smiled. “Older women know what they want. More emotionally stable than younger women. The decision of motherhood is established in the kids at home or college, or the birth control in the medicine cabinet. Sometimes older women are just happy for the attention. And sometimes older women have a lot more energy than the men their age and want somebody young and cute like you to keep up with them. And you beautiful young stallions just want to romp with someone whose body clock isn’t ticking. Just throbbing,” she added with a laugh.
“Right,” he said nodding thoughtfully. “She’s a hell of a woman. Did I tell you she can cook? My old girlfriend threw some shit in a microwave or sent me out for take-out. And hell, I figured on going to Europe this summer. She wants to go to New England in the fall and get laid in a freshly mowed field by an old stone farmhouse. Talented and inexpensive. God, I love that woman.”
Morgan burst into laughter. But she only patted his arm and handed him his underwear. “If I were you, I’d make some reservations.” Yet she studied him intently seeing something she never noticed before. Sometimes boys just want a mommy. Little boys love their mommies but they don’t screw them. Or do they?
“I’ve got ten acres out near Commercial Point,” he said. “She decorated my house, looks like a frickin’ magazine. Did you know you have to have three different sets of dishes? Depending on the meal, the dinnerware has to compliment it. Who knew?”
“Then I assume your back yard looks like a frickin’ magazine, too?”
He huffed. “My backyard is a meadow.”
“And that encourages romance?” she asked diffidently. 
“With the cows next door?”
Thinking of her own English garden and the time she’d spent there making love, she said, “Then what you need out there is a stream with fish in it, lovely towering trees and shrubs to hide yourselves, perhaps a gazebo filled with thick cushions. The stars overhead, a soft floral scented breeze...”
“Yeah,” he whispered dreamily.
“You got money?”
“Yeah.”
She went to the kitchen to retrieve a picture postcard. “This is my English Garden,” she said.
“Wow,” he whispered. He turned it over and read: 
                    Heaven’s Gate
             Brian Alexander, Landscape Architect 
“I saw this guy’s display at the Home and Garden Show.”
Feeling a chill wash down her spine, she said, “He’s a friend of mine. But if you should call him, don’t mention me. I don’t talk about what I do for a living with my friends. You understand.”
“Sure...of course. I picked this up at the Home and Garden Show.”
“See you next week,” she said softly. “No intercourse.”
“Right. Thanks.” Quickly, he slid the card into his pocket and made for the door.
 
* * * *
 
Her work done for the day, she went to the bedroom, undressed and turned on the TV. Only a few times she and Brian had slept in this bed, but she remembered them well. Why the hell couldn’t she quit thinking about him? Dismally, watched a Dom with a male slave, her favorite thing, but she couldn’t focus on that. She could only think of the times she took Mouse to the club, let a Dom have him, and the way Mouse seemed to revel in the power and glory of that penetration.
“Madame,” Kitty cried. She plopped the pizza on the bed, but Morgan only stared in horror, an extra large and Kitty immediately remembered her error. In horror, Morgan opened the lid to see that it was half garbage, Mouse’s favorite, everything but the scraps out of the sink, and half pepperoni for her and Kitty. Morgan’s hands slid over her eyes and such a wounded yowl escaped her throat.
“Oh, God, I’m so sorry,” Kitty cried. “I just picked up the usual at the parlor. I’m so sorry.” She flew into the bed, her arms around Morgan as Morgan screamed in pain and rocked with the contraction in her heart.
 
* * * *
 
Alex Abernathy sat at his desk a moment longer, wondering. Should he or shouldn’t he? Years since he’d actually spoken to his twin brother, years since his brother had spoken to him. How desperately he had missed Jerry over the years. How much he had embarrassed Jerry over the years. But that connection between twins was telling him Jerry needed help.
Alex went to the elevator and pushed forty-nine. The worst Jerry could do was tell him to get lost, don’t come back, you’re queer, I hate you. Yes, that was the very worst and he’d heard it all before even though it stilled his heart. Yet, he lingered in the waiting area of the executive suite. Rather than go to Jerry, he went to Bryant.
Through the opened door, Alex noted Bryant finishing up for the day. “Got a minute?”
“Alex,” Bryant said warmly. “Shut the door.” Quickly, he rose to get Alex a glass of wine.
“Thank you,” Alex whispered. He took the glass and sipped his favorite wine. “How you been?”
Bryant fell into his desk chair, weary after another long day and peered at his brother. It had been awhile since he’d spent any time with Alex. Alex was aging quite gracefully but then Alex didn’t suffer the stress Jerry did. For two men living in identical bodies the contrasts couldn’t be more vivid. 
Alex had taken estrogen all of his life, had his nose and face reconstructed to soften the angularity. Alex never worked out like Jerry did and was slender, almost slight rather than filled out and muscular. Jerry kept his hair short around back with a little in front. Alex’s hair grew more profusely and he dyed it.
Rather than tell Alex how he really was, that his own life was a shambles, his kids spoiled brats who never had time for their father, his fourth wife hating them as much as they hated her and wanting a few of her own, he asked, “What’s the matter, Alex?”
Alex looked away and nestled deeper in the chair. Nervously, he crossed his legs. “How’s Jerry?”
Bitterly, Bryant smiled. Thirty-seven years ago Alex and Jerry parted company and they’d never reconciled. Bryant had witnessed the devastation first hand. Only a year separated Bryant from his twin brothers and as kids they had been close. Bryant was still in high school when that changed.
“Stressed,” he said sadly. “Miserable. Scared. Blaming himself.”
A single tear dripped from the corner of Alex’s eye. “It’s not his fault.”
“No, it’s not. Maybe you can make him believe that.”
Alex sat quietly, yet obviously miserable himself.
“Talk to me, Alex,” Bryant prodded.
“I miss him,” he gasped. He held his hand over his mouth feeling the most intense pain in freeing that sentiment. The pain hadn’t softened over the years. It only grew deeper into his soul. 
“Alex,” Bryant started to gain his brother’s attention. “Things are changing for Jerry. I can’t say I know what precipitated it. I don’t know if it’s because Cheryl is acting up again, or maybe Brian. I do know he’s seeing some woman, a woman Brian recommended.”
“She’s a sex therapist, isn’t she?”
“Yeah. From a very extensive investigation, damned successful, too. I’ve seen her around here quite a lot. And Jerry looks different. He’s not so aggravated all the time.”
“What could she be doing for him that would have such a profound effect?”
“Can’t say I know that, Alex. I walked in the other day and they were just sitting there talking about Brian and Cherry. So maybe she’s part sex therapist and part shrink. Whatever it is, she’s helping, I think.”
Still, Alex was quiet and refusing to meet Bryant’s gaze.
“Alex, what is it?”
Alex shook his head. “I still don’t understand why that after Dad died we couldn’t be together again.”
“Uhhh...Cheryl...obviously,” Bryant rasped. “She’s put Jerry through nine kinds of hell, Alex. Frankly, I don’t know what’s kept him from killing her. I’m not sure I could muster the kind of restraint letting her live would require.”
“But he’s moved out of the Mansion.”
“I know,” Bryant said softly.
“If Jerry actually divorces her, what will happen to the company?”
Bryant winced. Physically, he shook. “I don’t know. She’s trying to negotiate half of Jerry’s stock now, which would be disastrous.”
“And this thing could draw out for years?”
“Yep. If I know Cheryl at all, she would sell it to our competitors to fuck us rather than leave it to her children.”
Alex’s features knotted in agreement. “I don’t know what I can do.”
“I do,” Bryant said quickly. “Let him know you still care.”
Feeling the sharpness of that as his stomach convulsed, Alex prayed, “Oh, God.” 
“Alex,” Bryant whispered. Quietly, he rose out of the chair and rounded the desk. Gently, he picked Alex up and hugged at him. “He might not know it yet, but he needs you. Just stop in and say hi if nothing else.”
Alex clung a moment longer and then let go. “Right,” he murmured. “The worst he can do is tell me to go to hell.”
Curious, Bryant stared. “What is this rift between you about anyway?”
“Brian,” Alex said unabashedly. 
“What about Brian? What could Brian have to do with it?”
Without will, Alex fell back to the chair. “I know this sounds ridiculous, Bryant. Cheryl called me one day and said she needed to talk to me about Jerry. Like an idiot, I went to her hotel. She told me Dad was forcing himself on her and she didn’t want to go there. I accepted the drink she offered and a few minutes later I was lying paralyzed on the floor. I’m sure Dad gave her the drug, whatever it was. A few minutes after that, she was fucking me.”
Knowing his brother never had even a fleeting interest in women, Bryant gasped, “Oh, for shit’s sake.”
“I’ve never told this to anyone before. I couldn’t move a muscle in my body, but I could watch her raping me.” 
“Oh, Alex.” Tenderly, Bryant gathered Alex back into his arms. “Now I understand. Brian could be yours or Jerry’s and we’ll never know for certain because you’re twins. Dad very effectively parted you two with that little maneuver.”
Alex could do nothing more than sob at the moment. To relive that horror with Cheryl, a woman he would suffer no reticence to murder, was agony. And to know that Jerry had wanted Brian so badly he had refused Alex any say in the matter was worse than rape. It was killing him.
But Alex wouldn’t be refused. “I got in a fight with Jerry about it,” he admitted. “It was the most bitter and intense thing I could have imagined. Jerry already knew that Brian could possibly be mine. I insisted on my rights as a father or an uncle very early in Brian’s life. Jerry relented only with the promise that I would never say anything to Brian about it, would forever remain his uncle or suffer a restraining order to stay away.”
“Yeah, but you were hanging out with Brian and Cherry when they were just kids.”
Alex huffed and backed away.
“Alex, the old man had something to do with that,” Bryant insisted. “Certainly, Dad was still alive when that went down.”
“Yeah,” Alex murmured.
Quietly, Bryant sighed. “Go to him, Alex. You know the kind of pressure Dad put on Jerry...constantly. Ten times worse than the rest of us put together. I’m not sure any of us mattered to Dad other than Jerry.”
Consternation filled Alex’s features. 
“And think about this,” Bryant whispered. “Before Jerry created the division you manage now, there was no such thing. I could venture a guess that Jerry wanted you around...to keep you close to him.”
“I don’t think so,” Alex insisted. 
“Alex,” Bryant whispered. Forcefully, he took Alex’s shoulders and commanded his attention. “I refuse to believe that the relationship you and Jerry once shared could be destroyed by someone like our father. If what you and Jerry had could be so easily destroyed, even by the Son of Satan, then there’s no hope for any of the rest of us. So please. Make me a believer.”
His tears profuse, he laid his face to Bryant’s shoulder and wept while Bryant held him. In time, he gasped, “You’re right, Bryant.” That familiar tingling sensation collected into rage. “The old man did this and goddamnit, he’s not gonna do it anymore.”
Bryant smiled as he stood back a little. “Jerry needs you,” he insisted. “If you can forgive him and he can accept that, what more could he do for you?”
“Oh, God,” Alex shuddered, daring to think on it. “We weren’t just kids doing the kid thing, were we?”
Bryant huffed a little. “No. Even I can remember thirty seven years back. What happened to you and Jerry that day fucked me up, too, Alex. I would have never thought a human being could suffer that kind of damage and survive.”
Embittered but no longer powerless, Alex nodded. “Thanks,” he whispered solemnly. “See you later.”
Alex wound through the corridors of the executive suites to re-enter the lobby. Jerry’s door was ajar and it was quiet behind the door. Quietly, he knocked.
“Yeah.” The voice was dismal.
Alex only cracked the door. His voice consciously controlled, he said, “Jerry?”
“Alex?”
Alex peered around the corner only to see his brother slouched in the chair behind the desk as miserable as ever. “Got a minute?”
Jerry nodded, surprised that his brother wanted anything to do with him. After what had passed between them...best not to think of that now. “What can I do for you?”
Nervous but trying not to wiggle, Alex moved to the single chair before the desk. “Nothing. But ummm...” Alex shrugged. “Something tells me you’re having a hard time.”
Jerry reached to the glass on the desk and gulped the amber liquid down his throat, a certain indication to Alex that he was correct. “Office gossip made it to your floor already?” Jerry said snidely.
“No...Jerry. I just have that feeling again.”
Bitterly, Jerry looked away and then rose. He went to the window and stared out at the lifting smog. “I, uhh...I think it might be time to obtain a divorce...finally,” he admitted.
Alex hesitated. He wanted only to keep Jerry talking without feeling put upon. “Have you met someone?” Alex asked.
Jerry shrugged. To fantasize that he and Morgan could be together was one thing. To entertain any real hope was another. Quickly, he turned. “And I talked to Cherry today.”
“Really?” Alex said of his seductive niece. “She called you?” 
“I called her,” Jerry said with a half-smile. “We had a nice long talk. I don’t know how long it’s actually been since I’ve spoken to my daughter about anything other than business.”
“And obviously the resort is thriving. I saw the quarterly report,” Alex commented. “And it’s no wonder. She’s got a lot of you in her.”
A bit of a grimace knurled Jerry’s face for a moment. Yet it was compliment. The kind of compliment he hadn’t heard for decades and didn’t know what to do with any longer. Unable to actually look upon his brother, he asked, “What about you?” 
It saddened Alex immediately. Yet he offered, “Still me, Jerry. Still just the fag decorator for Abernathy Acquistions. I went to Europe a couple of weeks ago and brought back some interesting things.”
“I saw the vase in the lobby,” Jerry offered.
“Did you?” Alex said happily. “And it’s the real thing. A third century Grecian urn. Very rare. Of course, the dealer tried to tell me that the filth in it was nothing less than Aristophanes. I told him to keep the dirt. I just wanted the vase.”
Easily, Jerry laughed. “It’s very nice. Your division is doing very well, too.”
“Thank you,” Alex offered with all humility. Alex knew it was a division Jerry created a lifetime ago so that he would have a job. And he’d done his damnedest to make certain Jerry never lost on it, although no one was going to become wealthy on it. Antiquities are a gamble at best.
“I’ve been thinking about my office,” Jerry admitted with his usual guardedness.
“I’d love to do your office,” Alex said warmly. “And your waiting room. Move all those portraits of past CEOs to the basement.”
“Maybe...maybe so,” Jerry admitted. Feeling the cold deep stare of his father every time he walked past that portrait only added to his misery. It was as if his father’s wrath was embedded in the somber oils used to paint it.
“It’s time,” Alex said under his breath.
But Jerry only shook a little. He nodded, but it wasn’t exactly assent. Quickly, he swiveled away from it. 
“So I’ll call you next week with a color board for your approval?”
“Sure.” 
Alex didn’t want to leave, but Jerry wasn’t feeling talkative. But why should he talk to his brother, a man he hadn’t spoken to for years? Yet there was the slightest hope in it, an offer to allow Alex to decorate his office. Alex forged ahead. “Come to dinner with me?” he asked.
Jerry winced. “You know I’ve pretty much moved into the penthouse. I’ll just stay here tonight. I need to get some sleep.” And then something uncontrollable burst out of him. “Cheryl’s gonna fuck me, Alex,” he admitted. “She’s gonna fuck the entire company. She, uhh...”
“Has noticed a very profound change in you, as do I,” Alex noted. “I’m certain she’s feeling very uneasy, perhaps realizing she’s looking at her last few days of being the Keeper of the Keys of Hell.”
“God, it has been hell, too,” Jerry gasped. A thin stream of tears moistened his eyelids. Quickly, he laid his hand over his eyes to rid himself of them.
Alex rose to come to Jerry’s aid. But Jerry turned away. “I just really need some rest,” he whispered. 
“Alright...alright, you do that,” Alex said softly. “I’ll call you as soon as I have something ready for your office. And Jerry,” there was passion in his voice, “don’t let your decision ride on the company. Do what’s good for you for a change.”
“Have a good evening,” Jerry said to rid himself of his brother.
“You, too, Jerry.” Alex turned to move toward the door and closed it respectfully. For a moment, he stood beyond his brother’s office, shivering. Something’s going on. Someone has touched him, stroked the soul inside of him and reanimated it. Instinctively he knew it was Morgan. The woman his nephew wanted for his wife and it made him ill.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry lingered at his desk. A few more drinks and he would need a bed when all he really wanted was Morgan. But Morgan hadn’t called. Morgan hadn’t come today. He could send flowers like her other clients did. He could pick up the phone himself. Or he could wait...for a fantasy to materialize.
Rather he leafed through his catalogue and picked up the phone. It was answered by a soft voice, an androgynous voice, neither male nor female.
“This is Jerry Abernathy, Renee.”
“Jerry Abernathy!” It was nothing less than a screech through the phone. “No, really, who the fuck is this?”
“Be at the penthouse in an hour and you’ll know for certain.”
“Jerry?” The voice quivered with excitement. “For real?”
“One hour or much, much less, Girl,” he warned. He broke the connection feeling a swell of something inside. It had been too many years since he had allowed himself to get lost in the flesh, the heart, the soul of a submissive. Why had he denied himself this?
He went to his private elevator and rode to the next floor above. The door slid back quietly and he reached out to switch the lights, a soft blue effusion rolling over an expanse of silver carpet, the seafoam of serenity lapping at the walls. 
He went straight to the bedroom and shed his clothes. From the closet, he removed a pair of leather pants from the shelf, a little stiff with the lack of use through the years. The lingering scent of oil was trapped within, however, and he stepped into them, pulled them to his waist, only the least bit tight. A pair of leather boots slipped over his feet as if he wore them daily, but the feel of these things, the scent of them made him swell.
He tried not to think of how long it had been as he laid an eight-foot bullwhip behind his neck, crossed it over his naked chest around his waist and tucked the tip and the grip into his pants at the front. Don’t think about that, just feel this, he reminded himself as he left the bedroom, returned to the living room and stood at the window peering down.
 
* * * *
 
Dan Gregory sat in the car with his wife a moment and then pulled out the card Morgan gave him. “You like that, baby?” he asked.
“That’s beautiful,” Caroline whispered.
He pulled out his cell and dialed the number. It was answered, “Brian Alexander.”
“Hi, this is Dan Gregory. A friend of mine just gave me your number. You come very highly recommended and I’ve got ten very naked acres that need some help.”
“Okay,” Brian said softly with a little laugh. “So you need some landscaping?”
“Desperately.”
“Ummm...I’ve got some time next week. Tuesday?”
“Great. I can be there by four.”
“Four it is, Mr. Gregory. Let me get your phone number and address...”
 
* * * *
 
As she was placed in the private elevator for a speedy trip to the penthouse, Renee huffed, “This is a fucking joke.” Has to be Brian, she thought and her excitement swelled all over again.
The doors to the elevator slid soundlessly open. Quietly, she moved into the room that hadn’t been changed since last she saw it, luxuriated in it, fell to a delirious unconsciousness in it. It seemed empty, yet she could feel the presence of a predator, she the prey. 
A rush of adrenaline hardened her for combat. She studied the corners, the edges of a spectacular expanse, one that couldn’t be recreated anywhere because it didn’t have Jerry’s immensity bubbling beneath the surface. Carefully, she tottered down the two steps into the sunken living room, the sound of her heels swallowed by the lush carpeting.
As if he suddenly appeared, there he was by the window, the snake around his neck and torso as if he commanded the very beast with his presence. Those leather pants were so distractingly tight, allowing her to study even the glans of the swelled penis and the balls crushed to his body. His stare was penetrating and unflinching and she could do nothing but stare back.
He didn’t move. He was as still as death, yet upright and very much in command. Her bag seemed to slip off her shoulder of its own accord; her blouse, as if from this distance his vision could reach out and remove it. The skirt, the shoes, the bra laid in a puddle of satin and cream. Only the garter belt and stockings remained.
Only then did he animate and walk brusquely toward her. It was as if the very winds conjured him from stone and steel to reside within him, to capture her up and whisk her away from her mundane existence. Quivering, she stood before him, her long thin arms at her sides, her chest heaving both in anticipation and fear.
“Master,” she breathed, her voice no longer hers but his.
He didn’t respond other than to raise his hand and stroke the line of her jaw. Fingers like Cuban cigars dusted over her throat and she laid her head back the better for him to play there, to crush it if he desired. But it only swept down her chest, circled the thin flesh of her breasts, ignoring the nipples as often he did, the better to stoke her fury.
Without warning, he quite roughly grabbed her wrist and forced the flat of her hand against his groin. So impossibly hot, wrapped in that heated leather and it felt as does a length of iron fresh from the forge, ready to do damage. The very feel of it, longer than the length of her hand made her wilt and she slid to her knees only to lay her head against his still ruggedly flat stomach, the better to smell the animal within him.
“Down,” he hissed as if the very snake clinging to his body suddenly sprang to life. She slid even further, curled tightly in defense. The first crack of the whip got her moving.
Moving--she found herself running on all fours as rapidly as she could. Her heart raced to match her willingness to please him, to keep him interested in her. The crack on her left hip instructed her to go left down the hallway, a place she’d been before. The panicked stroke to her orifice told her to open the door and move hurriedly into the darkness.
A rush through the enveloping darkness. She would move through the twisted labyrinth of his dungeon until she bumped into the piece of equipment he desired at this moment. As if he could see in this blackness, the snake bit at the sole of her foot and caused her to stop. It hit the back of her neck and told her to rise.
Blackness. Only the reflection of distant light against the clouds hovering around the fiftieth floor of heaven animated the scene. Her fingers wrapped around the bars of a cage and clung there. She heard the rattle of chains, heavy iron chains dragging across the naked concrete floor. Steadying herself against the bars of the cage, the sound rattled in her psyche stirring up visions of the dead, eternally locked in chains.
She gasped to the feel of the frigidness within the thick links as he laid them against her throat. They wrapped around her body, clanked on the bars in their zeal to confound her. They divided her legs and then hitched again at her throat. With the incredible weight of them, she struggled to stand. Yet he yanked her hands from the bars, folded her arms behind her back and locked them there, his devices the most ingenious in all the world. Then came the hood of chainmail, equally cold as the chains against her heated skin. He dropped it over her head, blinding her for as long as he desired it, drew the smaller chains between her lips and locked them behind her head.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry was so lost in this already, the feel of the chains in his hands and the soft flesh throbbing within. He threw her to the table and only then did he switch the lights, the black lights to illuminate only the lateral surfaces of his torture chamber and the chains so deftly constraining his victim. But for her, because he harbored such fond affection and because he had missed her so much, he oiled the phallus when at another time he might not.
The phallus, ice blue in the sultry black light aimed at the orifice. The phallus, two inches in diameter, eight inches long, enough to fill an overused organ, drove into her body with machined accuracy. The response was immediate, louder and more tortured than anything he’d heard in years, yet it only echoed the sentiments in his own heart. Her writhing under the force which held her down all the while she screamed with the pain of it was garbled but no less capable of capturing him.
Quickly, he turned her over, her body still writhing with the pain he had caused her. He threw her legs over his shoulders, the better to press his problem covered in leather to the division of her body. Quite skillfully, he took the flaccid penis of this pretty little hermaphrodite and twisted it around his finger. She yelped with that sensation, writhed as if to get away from him.
“You know what I want,” Jerry growled.
Even as she felt his fingers at her breasts twisting the nipples unmercifully, she cried out, “Master.” 
 
* * * *
 
Later that evening, they lay in bed, her arms entwined around him, her flaccid penis lying over his hip. “Where in the hell have you been, Jerry?” she asked.
Jerry shrugged, his own flaccid meat as satisfied as it could get at the moment, having with Morgan’s permission to masturbate spilled into Renee’s mouth. He could only imagine what more Morgan could do for it. Morgan who put him in diapers and fed him. “Just working, Baby.”
She stretched long to brush her lips against his cheek. “I saw Brian not too long ago.”
Jerry drew in a deep breath. Maybe that’s it, he thought. The reason he no longer entertained Brian’s friends. They would ask about his son. But the thought that Brian had contacted Renee was such another positive omen. “Tell me everything,” he prayed.
“He’s pretty messed up, Jerry. More messed up than the day he left us.”
“Drugs?” He rolled to his side and propped his head in his hand the better to peer into her.
“No more than usual. I’ve given this a lot of thought. Even wondered if I should come to you with it. It’s pretty personal.”
“Renee, I need to know.”
She hesitated. “I don’t want to piss you off, you know that,” she whispered. “I adore you. I’m jealous as hell of Brian that he has a father like you. And this is probably none of my business, but it’s something that’s on Brian’s mind.”
“Get over it,” Jerry scowled. “I need to know.”
“The day he left us, Jerry...he went back to the Mansion when he got done with me. That crazy woman of yours told him...”
A vibration of horror swept through Jerry to think of what Cheryl could tell Brian. “What already, Renee! I know she’s crazy. Unfortunately, Brian doesn’t.”
She lay on the soft satin pillows staring unabashedly into his dark eyes. “She told him that he didn’t have to care what you think. That you’re not his father.”
“Oh, God,” Jerry screamed. He launched out of the bed with the sheet wrapped around his legs. With a single thrust, he threw his leg and ripped the sheet down the middle. Barely able to breathe, he clutched his chest, his aching heart and bellowed with the pain of it.
Of course. It all made sense now. Cheryl was trying so desperately to convince him that Brian didn’t know. And that was the reason Brian stayed away for ten miserable years.
“Jerry,” Renee cried. “Jerry, I’m sorry.” She ran out of the bedroom for water to cure his vivid color, his anger so rash. “Jerry,” she whispered. Filled with anxiety, she grasped his arm and placed him in a chair.
As angry as ever he’d been about anything, he gasped, “Brian knows.” Yet he was almost relieved.
Quietly, she put a little distance between them and sat on the far side of the bed. “I reminded him that his mother could be jerking him. Like I said, she’s half-tetched but Brian never saw it or believed it. Apparently still doesn’t.”
“She’s a manipulative selfish bitch, Renee.”
“I hope I haven’t overstepped,” she whispered.
“No, not at all,” he said surely. He gulped the water, his brows still furrowed. And then his face brightened thinking of what he had in mind for Cheryl.
Wondering if she looked upon a lunatic now, she asked, “Jerry?”
“So how did Brian seem...knowing I’m not his father?”
Renee’s brows raised. Obviously, it was true. “Actually...disappointed.”
Quickly, Jerry looked at her in disbelief.
“It’s really all about that Genlabs thing, Jerry. Brian doesn’t have what it takes for big business, but you know that.”
“I know that.”
“I guess he’s running his own business now but its penny-ante stuff.”
Easily, Jerry nodded.
“He doesn’t realize that total annihilation is as close as the next quarterly report.”
“I know, I know already.”
“He got hurt bad that day, Jerry. A hell of lot worse than you and I did because Brian is that much more sensitive to what goes on around him.”
“Did the bitch happen to mention who his father is?”
“Something about Alex.”
The air drained out of Jerry’s lungs along with the vivid color of his face. Renee could easily see the sweat pouring out of him, even though it clung to his skin.
Wondering if she should close the distance between them or retain it, she pleaded again with him. “Jerry,” she gasped. For the longest moment it seemed he was in shock. And then without prelude, he dropped the empty glass to the floor and went to the bathroom.
She waited. She expected to hear the sound of his guts heaving into the toilet. She hadn’t expected him to take it this hard. But it was devastating to him, obviously devastating. And then she thought of the industrial hazards all CEO’s face. And razor blades.
“Shit.” She ran to the bathroom. 
He sat as still as death on the edge of the whirlpool, lost in the vision of twisted black arteries coursing through white marble walls like lightening. His hands clasped together as if in prayer. “Brian knows,” he whispered. Tears streamed down his face and puddled soundlessly on the marble floor.
“Brian thinks he knows, Jerry.”
“Brian’s trying to figure out why everything around him is so fucked up and what he can do to change it, isn’t he?”
“That sounds like Brian.”
Suddenly, Jerry’s head dropped into his hands and he began to sob. All these years Brian and Alex have been seeing each other and Brian knew Alex was his father. But it didn’t seem that Alex knew. Surely Alex would have heaped the recrimination upon Jerry for that. No, Alex didn’t know, but Brian did and still Brian was taking baby steps toward home. Or maybe...maybe Brian sent Morgan to punish Jerry and his sobbing redoubled with the thought of that.
Renee shook uncontrollably to see the shadow cast by Jerry Abernathy, usually looming, imposing and obliterating reduced to a thin line on the floor. Quickly, she turned on the shower and gently urged him to it. She never thought the man could be reduced to this. The heated agony in him seemed to drain as he stood under the rushing flow, as he felt the soap slide gently over his skin.
“Jerry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. Agonized over his reaction, she slid into his arms.
Enfolding her, he whispered, “I don’t want you to be. It was just a shock. I’ll figure out what to do with it.”
What could that mean? 
“Please don’t tell Brian I know about this, though. Cheryl is using this very thing against me in this upcoming divorce, you understand.”
“Alright. But I hope that someday soon you’ll be able to explain to Brian what went down, Jerry. Surely, you understand he’s confused. He doesn’t know where he belongs or who he belongs to. Can’t begin to understand why the gayest of them all screwed her and then you married her.”
“Of course,” Jerry whispered.
She’d never seen him like this and it frightened her. To think that Jerry Abernathy could be reduced to this. Something introspective, almost broken. “Let me stay with you tonight,” she pleaded.
“I’d like that. In fact, I’ll order dinner.” Tenderly, he kissed the top of her head and he slipped out of the shower.
She fell against the cold stone wall and slid down its length. This was bad. This was really bad. Even worse it was true. The man whom Brian adored in his youth more than anyone wasn’t his father. And Brian knew it.
 
* * * *
 
Fresh from the shower, her skin glistening with the moisture beaded there, she moved slowly through the low light toward the dining table near the glass wall. Jerry was looking down, the old Waterford Hotel in his vision.
Soundlessly, she moved across the thick silver carpet and slid her arm around his waist. Instantly, his arm wrapped around her to crush her to his body. That Alex lived in the Waterford, she knew. That Jerry stared directly at the window with Alex’s signature swags and cascades was obvious. What was between Jerry and Alex was impossible to understand.
“Let me go make a phone call and then we’ll eat,” he whispered.
“Certainly,” she whispered.
With a passionate kiss, he left her.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan’s cell phone was answered with a meager and miserable, “Hello.”
“Kitty, it's Jerry Abernathy.”
“Master,” she whispered with affection but it was still miserable.
“Honey, can I talk to Morgan?”
No reply was forthcoming, but the next sound was of Morgan snuffling.
“Mistress Morgan.” His voice was clear and firm.
He heard a choked sob and more snuffling. “I see. You must be in dire straits, a hell of desperation to interrupt my evening,” she concluded.
“Truthfully, I am. It sounds like you are, too.”
She cringed. She was never going to turn this one into a submissive. “What’s the matter?”
“The trouble is, I have to see my daughter tomorrow. I was really hoping that you would come to St. Maarten with me.”
“St. Maarten!” she gasped.
“My corporate jet. Separate suites, if you like. All expenses paid. Bring Kitty if you’ll be more comfortable. I have to spend a few hours with my daughter, Morgan. And she’s either going to be my daughter again or she’ll kick me out of her life for good.”
“I don’t understand.”
“My daughter...is not biologically mine.” 
Morgan hesitated. She thought she heard correctly, but his statement was garbled. It was the desperation in his voice that startled her. That he desperately needed her support was evident. Wielding more compassion for this kind of desperation rather than the sarcastic ambivalence if it were only the penis acting up, she said, “And something is telling you that now is the time to confess to that. To get everything straight between you?”
“It is. My wife has jerked my kids around for much too long now. The problem is I don’t know how my daughter is going to take it. And I know this sounds desperate but, uhh...”
“You’re scared,” she whispered. “And you need some emotional support right now.”
“Yes,” he said with a heavy breath. 
“What time?”
To know she would do this for him filled him with relief. “I can have a car at the Waterford at eight.”
Surely, Jerry didn’t know that Morgan so desperately needed the very same thing now. No one else needed her or wanted her at the moment. “I’ll be ready,” she whispered.
“You can’t imagine what this means to me,” he whispered. “I’ll be eternally grateful for this.”
“I’ll see you then.”
Quietly, he clicked off. He stared blankly at the phone a moment. Maybe Cherry knew and maybe she didn’t. One thing was for certain. Cheryl wasn’t going to mess with the kids any longer. 
With only a towel wrapped around his waist he returned to the great room to see the waiter placing the dishes on the table. Renee had wrapped a chenille throw around her body. He wondered a moment about the androgynous shoulder length hair, the flat breasts, the small penis. And I think I have problems, Jerry thought. Gallantly, he held out the chair and let ‘Cousin It’ sit.
As he poured the wine, Jerry said, “I hate to be rude, but I have to leave rather early in the morning, dear.”
“That’s not a problem, My Lord,” she whispered affectionately. “That you remembered me at all was a pleasant surprise.”
“Honey, I’ve missed you almost as much as I’ve missed Brian. I’ve missed all of you boys.”
“When we get together we remember the good ol’ days fondly. I hate to think I’m old enough to have good ol’ days in my life.”
Gently, he laughed. 
“And I think I’ll just go get Brian tomorrow anyway. He’s in a place where he shouldn’t be alone. Might just spend the weekend with him.”
“But you won’t tell him that I know about this!” Jerry said sternly. “Brian needs to come to his own conclusions about his mother. Me telling him anything about her is only gonna piss him off again.”
Curiously, she cocked her head. “That she’s a liar?”
“Exactly.”
“It’s alright, Jerry. I want Brian back as much as you do. Maybe if you and I work on him together...”
Jerry shook his head. “I want Brian to come back to me because he wants me again...not because he feels pressured or used.”
With that she let out a heavy sigh. “There was something else I was going to speak to you about, Jerry.”
“What’s that, honey?”
Her face knurled a little. “Do you think maybe you’d like to adopt me?”
With that, he burst into laughter and grabbed the napkin to hold over his face. At length, he recovered only to burst again. “I don’t know, baby. That I’d actually have a child of my own. I’ll have to think about it. In the meantime, eat up, because I’m gonna haul your scrawny ass back to bed and have my way with you.”
“Ohhh...well, whatever works for you, My Lord.” Happily, she chinked her glass against his.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Nineteen
 
 
The few things Morgan thought she would need and had in her apartment were packed. Whatever else she needed could be purchased because it sounded like Jerry needed some time alone with his daughter. She might have most of the weekend alone. She was alone anyway, but alone on the white sand beaches in the Caribbean sounded better than alone anywhere else in the world.
Having called Jaxx to keep Kitty entertained for the weekend, she waited patiently at the rear atrium where a car would come to pick her up. Only moments later, the doorman held the door opened for her. “The Abernathy car, Madame,” he whispered.
“Thank you.” She moved through it with stealth.
The driver jumped out and rushed toward her for her bag to load in the trunk. Jerry was already out holding the door for her. She’d never been treated with more respect.
“Good morning,” he whispered. His vision fixed on her, grateful she was alone confirming her trust in him. And she’d stood at the door awaiting him, the first submissive trait he had seen in her.
“Good morning,” she said softly. How curious to see him in chinos and a polo shirt when in the past it was very expensive suits or naked. This morning he looked like a regular guy. Smoothly the car rolled away from the curb.
“I have the Lear ready. A jumbo jet seems a little bit of overkill for a quick trip to the Caribbean.”
“Okay,” she said with a little smile.
“We’ll have breakfast on the plane.”
“Alright.” Carefully, she studied him as he sat in the seat facing hers. “But whatever is going down is pretty big, isn’t it?”
He stared into her vivid green eyes. How well did he know Morgan McFaye? And if she ran to the press for the few million dollars it would get her when she has millions of her own, what would become of Brian? But it was all going to come out soon anyway. And actually Brian knew, or Brian thought he knew and it wouldn’t be a shock to him. It was Cherry he wasn’t sure about.
Frozen in position, he gasped, “Can I trust you?” 
“If you’re asking if I’ll betray your confidence, the answer is I won’t. I have a professional reputation to maintain, Mr. Abernathy.”
With that he relaxed a little. “My children. My wife is about to explode and my children are going to get hurt. I, uhh...I need my daughter to know that I’m not her father before she hears it on the evening news.”
A little stunned, Morgan watched while he gathered a tear to soak into his hand. “She’s not your daughter?”
Jerry shook his head. “A guy who works for me is her father. My wife had an affair years ago with this guy and I have a feeling that Cheryl is going to turn that against me.”
Cheryl had admitted to Morgan that she’d suffered an indiscretion years ago and she felt so trashy she could never bring herself to it again. “Did Cheryl still work as a prostitute after you married her?”
Deeply, he peered into her. “Honey, she’s fifty-three years old and she’s still turning tricks.”
Morgan hesitated, now understanding fully that Cheryl was using her to get to Jerry. “How do you feel about that?”
“I don’t give a fuck anymore, Morgan. I mean...” His vision drifted away. “That bitch isn’t my concern. My concern is my daughter and either she’s going to accept me or she’ll kick me out of her life for good.”
“So this is a hard day for you,” she said softly. “And the outcome is very unclear.”
“It definitely is.”
“Then I’m flattered that you want my support and you think I can help you if it goes badly.”
“I appreciate it so much,” he gasped.
“It’s alright, Jerry,” she whispered. She needed a little distraction herself.
 
* * * *
 
The doors of the master suite swung open and Renee screamed, “Get your ass out of the bed already.”
Still lolling in bed, Brian growled, “What the hell do you want already?” 
She curled around him to nuzzle her nose to his. “I wanna go fishing.”
“Go away,” Brian murmured.
She jerked away, scowling, “God, go brush your teeth for shit’s sake. Did you lay around all night by yourself drinking?”
“Yeah.”
“That’s good. Because guess what? I got called to Court last night.”
Brian’s blurry eyes refused to focus. “So?”
“What do you mean...so?” she snarled. “That was the first time he called me...or any of us to him since you left.”
Quite surprised by that, Brian raised to study her better. “You haven’t been seeing him all this time?”
She shook her head. “When you split, it’s like he just shriveled up and died.”
Brian fell back to the pillow to think on that a minute. Maybe the time Jerry has spent with Morgan has done him some good. Made him think of how things used to be. “Did he mention any new women in his life?”
“No. All he wanted to talk about is you and all of us submissives. So would you get the hell out of bed so I can be submissive again...please!” 
“How was he?” Brian asked curiously.
“The old man’s still got it, better than ever in fact. He’s got me totally turned on. So haul your ass on out of the bed, my brother, because by the time we get to the lake the bar will be stocked, the fuel tank filled and we can be in Canadian waters by noon.”
Brian’s head throbbed with a horrible hangover. The thought of a two-hour car ride to Lake Erie made him want to vomit.
Aggravated, Brian rubbed at his eyes and then peered at his enthusiastic friend in very short shorts and tank top sans bra. “Your balls are hanging out again,” he noted.
“Get out of the fucking bed...now.”
“What’s the rush?”
With her hip cocked and a long narrow finger pointing at her butt, she said, “I want a striped b-ass right here, baby.”
“Cute,” he said sarcastically. “So are you Renee or Randi today?”
“I don’t give a shit,” she snarled. “Get your ass out of the bed.”
“You smart-ass masochists,” he snarled. “Go get my whip.”
With that, she bounced happily out the door.
 
* * * *
 
Only a few hours later the soft sunshine spilled into the compartment of a limo having taken them to the Caribbean resort. The ocean breeze was fresh, clean, something she had forgotten existed. Palm trees swirled overhead and the bright reds and yellows of exotic flowers blended in her vision like a kaleidoscope. Even the stuccoed building with its blue tiled roof seemed a mirage yet she looked beyond it to see the white sand flowing into the bluest of waters.
“You own this?”
He smiled and nodded, his hand loosely at the small of her back to guide her through the door. 
“Mr. Abernathy,” the front desk man said startled to see him here.
“Hello,” Jerry said. “I’ve just stopped in for the weekend. When you see Cherry, tell her I’m upstairs.”
“Of course, sir,” he said astounded. “I would have had your suite better prepared if you had called.”
Jerry waved it away. “Just a spur of the moment thing.” He took Morgan’s hand and guided her toward the elevator.
The elevator doors concealed them. “You own this?” she asked again, enchanted with everything from the furniture to the uniforms on the personnel.
“And I have my own personal suite that no one uses but me. It has three bedrooms and you can choose whichever you want. If you’re not comfortable there, I’ll kick someone out and get you your own.”
Again flattered that he would think of her comfort, she said, “No, that’s fine.”
He walked to the door at the end of the hallway and opened it with an electronic key card. “Oh, shit,” she murmured. An expanse of pure white carpet rolled out before her looking very much like the sands beyond the window. The pure cloud-white furniture of soft cotton, the accents of cayenne red, parrot yellow and habeñero orange turned her on. 
“This suits?” he asked.
Soaking in the surroundings along with the freshly salted sea air, she assured him, “This is very nice.” Very nice, she thought to be away from her own travails for awhile.
Just then the door thrust open and a very tall, slender woman with black hair and exquisite blue eyes, wearing a white sundress and very noisy circlets around her wrists, popped in. “Dad?” as she stared, almost stricken.
“Hi, sweetheart,” he whispered. He approached her quickly and without hesitation he scooped her into his arms.
“Dad, I can’t believe this,” Cherry whispered. “We just talked yesterday.”
Morgan watched remembering Cheryl’s less than flattering description of her daughter. Morgan had the picture of a bull dyke lesbian tromping around in combat boots, but this was one gorgeous well-built lady. 
As she released him, Cherry asked, “Dad, what’s the matter?”
Slowly, he pulled away and took her hand. “Honey, I want you to meet someone. Morgan McFaye, a very good friend of mine.”
Stunning, Cherry thought as she reached out. For a long moment, she studied the gorgeous green eyes, the sweet narrow nose. But it was the simmering bronze hair that reminded Cherry of something ready to burst into flame. With her most seductive tone, she said softly, “I’m Cherry Abernathy.”
“My pleasure,” Morgan said. The sense that she had turned this one on was overwhelming.
Cherry turned to peer into her father with a sly grin. “But you must be joking.”
Jerry only shook his head to quiet his daughter. To not press the point any further. Curiously, Morgan studied them to find the humor. 
Slowly, Cherry released her. Thinking her father had brought his latest fling in for a wing-ding, she started, “So, uhh...” 
“Honey, I need to speak to you...alone. Things between your mother and I aren’t good.”
“Have they ever been good?” 
“No,” he choked. “But things are gonna blow up soon. I want you to hear my side of the story before this explodes.”
Confused certainly, Cherry’s gaze bounced between him and Morgan.
Jerry explained, “Morgan’s my therapist, honey. She’s generously agreed to come and help us through this.”
Astounded, Cherry stared openly. Her father seeing a therapist! “Daddy, this is serious!”
A wellspring of tears flushed through his eyes. “I just need you to know how much I love you.”
To see her father like this, she cried, “Oh, my God.” Quickly, she wrapped him up and held to him as he crushed her in his arms. Quite frightened, never having seen her father anything but angry for the last ten years, she peered at Morgan. Morgan’s half-smile was sad. “You know about this?” she asked Morgan.
“He’s having a very hard time right now,” she said softly.
“Daddy,” she whispered. “It’s alright. I don’t know what the hell’s kept you and her together all these years anyway.”
“So do you have some time right now?” he asked standing stoically.
“Of course, I do.”
“Let’s go to your apartment,” he suggested.
“Uhh...let’s not,” she said, hinting at something.
“Tell you what,” Morgan interrupted. “I saw a couple of very alluring shops on the way in and if you need me you can call me.”
Good woman, he thought and thanked Providence for her. “I will.” Quickly, he retrieved his wallet for cash.
“Don’t worry about it.” She smiled. “Cherry,” Morgan said softly. Soundlessly, she departed.
With a sly grin, Cherry peered at Jerry. “Therapist, huh? A pretty hot piece of ass, if you ask me.”
“Sex therapist,” he admitted.
“So that’s what they’re calling ‘em these days.”
“A for real sex therapist. Your brother recommended her.”
“Brian? What the hell’s he need a sex therapist for?”
“A little discipline?” he whispered to stroke her memory.
“Ohhhh,” she sang. Trying to keep this light, she swirled onto the sofa. “Whatever gets you through the night, as they say. So Daddy, what’s the matter that you would come all the way to St. Maarten and need help getting through it?”
Without offering a reply he went to the bar and poured them both a drink. He handed her a glass and sat near in the chair. “Your mother’s been jerking you kids around for a lot of years, baby.”
“Tell me something I don’t know,” she said sarcastically. More somberly, she offered, “But I think I understand something. You’ve come to tell me you’re not my father.”
His intestines seemed to burst to hear it put so plainly. But she knew. She knew all along. “When did your mother tell you?”
“Shit...hell, I don’t know. Just before I went to college I think. Told me I should be whatever I want to be instead of what you want. I remember being pretty buzzed, but I think I remember I told her to fuck off.”
“Cherry!” To cure his aggravation, he gulped the bourbon.
“What,” she shot back, laughing hard. “Mom and I never got along either, Dad. I wasn’t very old at all when I realized she likes being miserable and she wants someone to be miserable with her. Cherry ain’t goin’ there. Cherry’s having too much fun.”
Slowly, a smile spread across his face. “You realize I couldn’t love you more if you were mine?”
“When we were kids you made that abundantly clear,” she said soberly. “Somehow...when Grandpa died everything went straight to hell.”
Sadly, Jerry looked away.
“So you got a story to tell,” she urged gently.
He hesitated. “Your grandfather was the Son of Satan, you know.”
“No shit,” she whispered.
“But it all started with Alex and me.”
 
* * * *
 
An hour later, he was finished. His expression exuded nothing but pain as he stared blankly at the shaded carpet listening to her sob.
“That’s the saddest story I’ve ever heard,” she cried. “How the hell have you lived like that, Daddy?”
He threw up his hands. “I don’t know, baby. I always figured that when you kids got grown, I’d pack her up and sit her out on the porch like I would the cat of a morning. I guess even misery becomes a habit.”
“This just blows me away,” she said sadly. Truly sad for him, she swirled into his lap. “That you would fly all the way down here to explain this to me is...very comforting.”
“So you understand where my life departed from the sane, rational man I once was to become this? And why you have a fucked-up family?”
Somberly, she nodded. “I do. And Brian will, too.”
“Oh, dear God.” To think of having to explain this to Brian.
“Does Uncle Alex know?”
He shrugged, shaking his head. “You know, that’s something I can’t figure out. Why in the hell would Alex, who is the gayest of them all, be screwing her?”
“Do you know for a fact he’s Alex’s?”
“Brian was about three when I had a paternity test done. Brian and I match perfectly. And since I didn’t lay down with the woman until after Brian was born, I know for a fact that Alex is his father.”
“Because you two are identical twins,” she said. She rose and plopped onto the sofa. “Wow.”
“Why the hell would Alex lay down with a prostitute?” he asked.
“Maybe it was just a one shot deal to see what women are all about.”
“Maybe. But even that doesn’t seem right, does it? And now I have to tell not only Brian, but Alex has to know also. He’ll never speak to me again. There’s no way in the world to put this right with Alex.”
That was very true. “I’m sorry,” she said sadly. “I’m very sorry about that. But the truth is you’re getting out from under a very hard life here. You’ve gotta be a little happy about that.”
“The truth is I’m quite frightened about the sacrifice I’ll have to make for it. What your mother has planned could bring down the world on me.”
“What’s she got on you, Dad?”
“Oh...I’m a wife-beater...all the prostitutes, my children aren’t mine...”
“Blasé,” she whispered. “Yeah, it’ll stir up some shit for a few days and then it’s over. It would be more interesting if you were a transgendered rapist.”
For a moment, he stared. And then he burst into laughter.
“Fuck her,” she said snidely of her mother. “You can come here and live with me in paradise. And uhh...I think you got something to bring with you.”
“Morgan,” he said with a smile. “One hell of a woman. She’s an incredible woman. Every time I’ve seen her she’s wearing a diamond ring...the center stone is about eight carats. For some reason she took it off to come down here.”
Cherry huffed. “An engagement ring? And then takes it off to be with one of her clients in the Carribe for a weekend. It’s a decoy,” Cherry assessed. “It gets those guys she doesn’t want to be bothered with off her back.”
“You think?”
Cherry grinned. “Yeah. I wouldn’t mind having her as my step-mommy.”
“Honey, I don’t know how much serious attraction she has toward women although she’s done your mom up a few times.”
“MOM? Oh, shit, I think I’ve been away from home too long. Sounds like you guys are having more fun than I am.”
Affectionately, he smiled at his daughter. 
“Dad, I love you,” she whispered sincerely. “Maybe you didn’t have to do the McNasty thing with her to get me, but you raised me, you’ve never treated me like anything other than your own, and I love you.”
A rush of tears again flushed through his eyes. Quickly, she jumped into his lap to hold him close. “Lord, I’ve never seen you cry before.” Once again, she spilled over with it herself.
“It’s been going on a lot lately.”
“It’s alright, Dad. Really,” she said whimpering on his shoulder. 
“It feels like my condition is terminal. Like my life is about over,” he admitted.
“Get use to it, because your life as you know it, is. So maybe just think of this as labor pains. You’re about to be reborn.”
How profound, he thought. That if he would just lay down and accept what was happening around him rather than fight it, this might vanish and another life would emerge. “I will,” he whispered. “Thank you...I will.”
“So...you’re not under any obligation to answer this question and you may not know the answer...so...”
“Who’s your real dad?”
“No,” she said quickly. “Who was the sperm donor for this little bundle of joy?”
Easily, he laughed. If nothing else she entertained him, yet it was obvious that she loved him. “Neil Cochran, honey.”
“Oh, puke.” She launched off his lap and thrust into the room. Veritably gagging, she gasped, “Ohhh... I know you’re trying to be cute, but really...who?”
“You know him?”
“He was here a couple of months ago with his pretty little Japanese wife and three young kids. He kept staring at me and looking at me like...”
“Like you’re his daughter?”
“Oh gross, Dad. He has to be the nerdiest thing that ever came down the pike. And my mother’s laying down with people like him?”
“I’m not telling you this so you can get down on your mother,” he warned. “But that is where your intelligence comes from.”
“But we are gonna keep this between you and me,” she demanded. “He doesn’t have to know that I know, does he?”
Filled with gratitude for that, Jerry said, “No, baby. Just you and me.”
“Thank you,” she sniffed. “So...let’s call your therapist because I’m in the mood for a little therapy.”
“You won’t be disappointed if she turns you down?”
“Ohhh.” With the back of her hand against her forehead, she appeared as if she might faint. “I’ll cry my eyes out. And then I’ll have to go home.”
“Your squeeze isn’t working out, huh?”
Cherry snarled. “Call Morgan, Dad.”
Quickly, he picked up the phone and dialed her cell. It was answered with, “Morgan McFaye.”
“She loves me,” he whispered.
“Jerry, I’m so happy for you. But you’re so easy to love.”
It made his heart leap. No one had ever said that to him. To thank her for giving him this time with Cherry, he whispered, “Whenever you’re ready, Morgan.”
She hesitated. That could have meant anything.
But Cherry stood literally dancing as if she had to pee. Quickly, she grabbed the phone from her father’s hand. “Morgan, darling, I was hoping you and Dad could join me for dinner.”
“I’d like that,” Morgan said warmly.
“Wonderful. There’s a wedding going down at five. Let’s say...oceanside...about seven thirty. And Morgan, we do things very casual around here. The less you wear the better.”
Certain now that Cherry was interested, she whispered, “Okay. I’ll see you then.” 
Quickly, Jerry grabbed the phone and glared at Cherry a little. “Morgan, take your time. I’m gonna go lay down a little bit.”
“I will. Do you need anything?”
“No, baby,” he whispered. Just you, he wanted to say. “Just remember to put everything on my tab.” 
With a broad grin, Cherry said, “I think you’re in love.”
“I’ve never been in love,” he whispered.
“Not recently anyway,” she reminded.
“That was a long time ago, baby.”
“It’s gonna work out, Dad,” she assured him.
Maybe so, he thought. And because it couldn’t be the love of his life, just maybe it could be Morgan.
 
* * * *
 
The whip in Brian’s hand thrust out over the weather deck and contacted a sweet little ass he hadn’t realized he missed. Maybe it wasn’t that ass he missed so much as this. The whip. The sound of its break against skin. The vibration the length of it back to his hand. He watched that flesh shiver in the overcast light and tried to imagine it to be Morgan.
Ah, but Morgan would never lay down for this, would she? Morgan would be horrified at the thought of it. How many times had he wanted to bind her in leather and chains, place a bit in her mouth and make her watch him with some woman just to see that lovely flush of jealousy fill her cheeks. Morgan would never lay down for this, and he thrust out a little harder to hear a scream.
 
* * * *
 
Simply delighted that it worked out so well for Jerry, Morgan returned to his suite, her hands full of packages and bags. She never realized how cathartic spending money to pamper herself was.
The suite seemed empty, or maybe he was just resting. She went to her room to spread the purchases upon the bed. A cream bikini and matching sarong. A black bikini and matching sarong. A one piece, French cut, black lycra that completely covered her chest, banded around her throat and plunged to the crack of her ass in back. And matching sarong.
How long had it been since she felt the heated desire of a woman trained on her? Ten years since she let herself feel it. And what would be easiest to wiggle out of? The bikini, obviously, but that would be begging for it.
All morning she had wondered what that would say about her professionalism. Playing with her client’s daughter. But it had been a long time. And the truth was, Kitty was pretty, but Kitty wasn’t aggressive at all. Since she couldn’t stand the sight of Brian with other women, she had foregone that pleasure herself. Selfish, stupid bitch, she thought of herself.
“Would you like my opinion?” she heard from behind her.
Quickly, she spun to see him propped in the doorway, watching and smiling, feeling her face flush with the embarrassment of being found like this.
“Your opinion?”
“Black, darling. I like my Mistresses in black.”
Amused, she smiled. “Your Mistress is supposed to make the decisions. And your Mistress does what feels good for her.”
Refusing to hang his head in shame, he whispered, “Forgive me. But if you’re as turned on as much as she is, the black bikini will work out best.”
“What makes you think that?”
“Take it easy, honey. It’s every man’s fantasy. You should know that by now.”
Huffy, she fell to the bed. “This is highly irregular, you know. That I’m even here with you, much less contemplating your daughter.”
“If the review board should ask about it, I’ll just...lie.”
“No, really,” she said. “It’s my job to keep you on track. Not jump over the deep end with you.”
“No, really,” he said surely. “I’m not a psych patient impotent in the presence of women. I’m waiting patiently for you to learn to trust me so you can make my distorted, startling and vivid fantasies come true.”
“Right,” she whispered softly. Those very fantasies that she had luxuriated in. But what if I fall in love with you? she wondered. “So if I fall over the deep end with your daughter tonight...?”
“I’ll lay alone in my bed with my dick in my hand...if you permit...and dream up another fantasy...that I can at least watch.”
Trying to resist a smile, she rose and moved closer. “And you’re saving it for me because I demand it of you?”
His expression darkened a little. “I can’t think of a whole hell of a lot I wouldn’t sacrifice for you.”
The sureness in his tone frightened her. It wasn’t long ago Brian mentioned sacrifice. But the way Jerry peered into her, as if he could read her, knew her somehow, frightened her suddenly and she backed away.
He felt her reticence like a brick wall. To disarm it, he offered, “Let’s go get one of those ridiculous drinks with ten names in it, walk through the surf and kill some time before dinner.”
“Good.” A slow grin spread into a smile. “In that case, your Mistress gives you her permission to dress her.” She threw the black lycra suit in his face.
His hand clutched at the suit and held it over his face a moment as the penis lurched uncontrollably to life. Only slowly, he let it fall and he peered over it see her staring haughtily, the particular tilt to her furrowed eyebrows feeling like absolution. Quickly, he descended to his knees, let his hands dust over her trousers and settle gently on the buckle of the belt. Only a moment more and the zipper was down, the soft cream thong staring back at him.
As if he opened the reliquary on the altar, his fingers threaded under the thong and gently tugged it down. The scent was fresh, full of musk, a perfume so natural it beckoned him near.
What he could get away with he didn’t know, but he drew closer still, rubbed his cheek over the flaming amber of her mound. It wasn’t a decision, only a reaction and he turned his head and drove his tongue between those moist lips. No reaction in her was evident, not the slightest flinch to remove him or compel him to continue. Of its own accord, his tongue drove deeper still, in desperation for what tasted like ambrosia, deeper still until he felt that tiny bit of hardness aching for him as he was for her.
A sense of absolution he’d never before felt was bestowed in the feel of her fingers as they threaded through his hair. His body folded, the better to get lower as her fingernails dug into his scalp. Her fingers tightened, drawing him ever nearer, and then a miracle occurred. She lifted her leg, her foot to rest on the edge of the bed and she opened herself for his pleasure.
The ringing in his ears might have been the Alleluia, the moist soft satin on his tongue the life-giving sustenance of Holy Water. He curled tighter still, his head thrown back even further so that his nose could nuzzle her clit as his tongue found that mystery he desired the moment he looked upon her.
The torment of her nails drove him deeper. They followed the curve of his shoulder down his arm. They pinched together on a few hairs and then they tapped at him. Instinctively, he raised his hand into hers. A woman filled with nothing but compassion for the misery in Man directed that hand toward the heat he luxuriated in.
“One finger,” she said softly.
Ahhh...a most gracious God in the Universe. But she didn’t say which finger or where.
Without hesitation, he slowly stroked that satin, moist with his affections. More slowly, it slid into her. But that’s not what he wanted, rarely what he wanted. What he wanted, would endure hellfire for beckoned him. What he wanted was apparently available as his finger nudged at the tightness behind her, and that finger breached the muscle.
Her reaction was physical as her abdomen tightened a little. There was no rejection in it, rather a welcoming of pleasure. Painfully, slowly he entered further, the softness inside warmer than he thought any woman would be. She liked it that way, quite obviously enjoyed it because one hand stroked harder at his head while the other pushed his face away that she might stroke herself.
Still on his knees, he laid against the tight musculature of her abdomen, his finger embedded in her body as far as the length of it would allow. He could feel her energy rise, the tension collect. His remaining fingers clasped the flesh of her bottom to hold her tightly, to be with her for this. He hadn’t known that women like her exist and the luxury of her generosity to share herself was overwhelming.
Only the change of her breathing belied her pleasure, only the violent contractions deep inside. She barely moved other than to let her head fall back, and still supported him even as a trickle of Holy Water puddled in his hand and dripped down his arm. Even as her nails dug deeper into his scalp forcing him against her.
Only when her weight shifted on her hips did he ever so slowly and respectfully remove himself from her. Tender kisses he left shimmering on her mound. So much more he wanted, in a hell of desperation, yet she replaced her foot to the floor. When he dared peer up at her, she was watching intently, a hint of her smile on her perfectly painted lips.
“Go wash your face,” she said sternly.
He wanted to laugh, could only grin. Wicked fucking women, he thought, this almost unbearable to endure. But endure it he would, await only the moment she would surrender to him that she would become his. Slowly, he rose as he licked her essence from his lips and stood over her now.
What he would give to throw her on the bed now and ravish her! But he could only grin, contain himself as she expected, save himself for that moment in time.
“My precious..Lady Morgan,” he whispered, staring deep into her vivid green eyes sparkling like stars in the night skies. He bowed a little and then left her.
She fell on the bed with the shimmering contractions of orgasm, wholly undone. “Shit,” she whispered. Angrily, she kicked her clothes away. He’s drop-dead gorgeous, virile, passionate, experienced, self-contained and wealthy. “Fuck.” She stepped into the suit and pulled it up only to rip off the blouse and bra. Quickly, she closed it behind her neck and went to the mirror to do something distractingly feminine with her hair.
Why Brian? She studied the sullen reflection in the mirror a moment. Why, baby, did you have to leave me? Why is he making it so easy to replace you!
She touched up her make-up and tied the sarong loosely around her hips. Rather than dwell on what quite possibly was past, she opened the door to see him standing there, awaiting only her. His gaze fixated by a starkness she hadn’t seen in him as his vision traveled the length of her body.
Silently she questioned him with a seductive arch of her brows.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered reverently. “You remind me of someone I once knew.” And then he shook his head as if to clear cobwebs. “Rather, someone I invented and she lives with me still.”
“Ah, imaginary friends,” she whispered. “I have a few of those myself.”
Easily, he laughed. Never in his life had he laughed or cried so much since Morgan kicked down his door. Rather than fear the moment she would depart from his life, he held out his hand for hers to live in the moment. 
 
* * * *
 
It was an intimate table set apart from the crowd, partially concealed by vining leafy things and wisps of ferns hanging overhead from an arbor. Torchlight flickered in the insistent but soft breeze. The table linens fluttering over her legs soothed her.
Cherry lit a cigarette and sat back in the cushioned chair. “So...Morgan, how does one decide on the career of a sex therapist?”
It seemed sincere. Nothing at all elevated in the tone. That was the curious thing in this encounter today. No one treated her like the trash from the trailer park or a lowly prostitute.
“It’s a rather convoluted story of chance,” Morgan said. “I, uhh...my dad died when I was six, my mom when I was sixteen. I didn’t really have a chance to go to college, but the parish priest who took care of me got me hooked up with a psychologist in the parish. I think I was about twenty-two. I started out as a surrogate. I took some classes in abnormal psychology and then went to California for awhile to train.”
“I bet you’ve seen some interesting things,” she commented.
“Well...I haven’t seen anything new for awhile, so I’m starting to believe I’ve seen it all. Probably the most memorable was a guy who couldn’t achieve orgasm without the current of a garden variety kitchen appliance.”
Cherry laughed.
“It is rather humorous, but the truth is he couldn’t even get it up without a corroded wire wrapped around his penis, laying near an outlet to plug it in intermittently.”
“And you cured him?” Jerry asked.
“Just like dropping a quarter in a slot machine,” she said with a wink. “The guy was so scarred I don’t know how he could even feel it.”
“You treat women, too?” Cherry asked.
“I have quite a few women come through my door. Mostly middle-aged inorgasmic women. Sometimes younger...they can’t stand to be with men and refuse to accept that they’re gay. For the most part, it’s younger men with premature ejaculation problems.”
“Pray tell,” Cherry asked curiously.
“It takes two or three sessions to get them to relax and learn to trust me, but basically I teach them how to masturbate...by themselves, so they can concentrate on the stimulation rather than on what someone else is doing. To withdraw that stimulation if they’re too close and then go back to it.”
Cherry squirmed. “Couples?” 
Broadly, Morgan smiled. “Can you see me standing beside of a bed watching two people go at it and telling them what they’re doing wrong? But when couples come in it’s usually because one is terribly unsatisfied, usually the woman. So I train men how to do it right. And they don’t even know they’re being trained. On the flip side, men who want more out of their wives and can’t get anything but straight sex...occasionally the women can be trained if they truly love their husbands. Unfortunately in my experience, those cases usually end up in divorce.” 
“No doubt,” Jerry said smoothly.
“So what’s your complaint, Daddy?”
Quickly, he looked at her with a little snarl and then looked back to Morgan a little embarrassed. “My daughter has no inherent inhibitions.”
But Morgan saved him with, “I think you’re father has fallen into the trap most middle-aged people do. Habit,” she said respectfully, “which leads to boredom and the ensuing lack of sexual excitement unfortunately extends into every aspect of their lives.”
“Interesting. And you shake things up a little bit?”
“As often as I can,” she said smiling at the double entendre.
Jerry relaxed back into the chair, having heard Morgan explain by saying nothing, actually. That she turned him on was evident the day he met her. That he was falling hopelessly in love with her came like a thief in the night holding a blade to his throat. Give in to it or die.
“Hey JD,” Cherry suddenly shouted. Morgan turned to see an elderly man in shorts and polo shirt waddling toward them.
“Look who's here,” JD said.
“What the hell are you doing, JD?” Jerry asked happily.
Heavily, he dropped into the chair next to Jerry. “Ah, my back yard’s getting torn up and Helena went to London and her sister to get away from the noise. I thought I’d come down here and flirt with some pretty girls.” Casually, he winked at Morgan.
“JD Rockingham,” Jerry offered. “JD...Morgan McFaye.”
Shit, Morgan thought. One of the richest guys on the planet. And Jerry knows him. But he was a client of Brian’s and the entire situation made her squirm. “It’s a pleasure,” Morgan said. “Some landscaping, you said?”
“A brilliant young man,” JD offered. His gaze narrowed to study her a moment. “I know you, don’t I?”
Morgan shook her head. “I don’t think so.”
“I’ve seen you somewhere,” he insisted. 
Her eyes closed and a little prayer that she not be recognized totally issued silently. Just because she once upon a time worked in his corporate offices didn’t mean she was still his two o’clock appointment every Monday afternoon.
“JD, you need to come up with another line, baby,” Cherry teased. “Everyone’s heard that one...including me.”
“Hey, little girl...the good thing about getting old is...” Suddenly his vision trailed off. “Shit, I forgot what I was gonna say.”
Cherry laughed heartily.
Jerry smiled. JD might have been failing physically, but he still knew where all the bodies were buried. And if he thought he’d seen Morgan somewhere, he had, Jerry knew. 
JD slumped over the table and turned to Jerry. “And you, boy. I got a fresh shipment straight from Havana, some of that German gin and brand new deck of cards.”
“Too bad I don’t have enough money for you to cheat me out of,” Jerry offered.
“C’mon, boy. I’ll float you a loan. All the boys are in town right now.”
Jerry glanced at Morgan. An all night cigar-smoking, gin-swilling, ball-scratching poker game sounded enticing. “I might stop up later.”
“When the hell did you get so old?”
“I’ll stop in for a few hands later.”
JD grumbled as he pulled himself to his feet. “Ya’ old fart.” Slowly, JD toddled off.
“If you’ll excuse me, Daddy, I gotta check on some things.” She rose out of the chair to return toward the hotel.
In the distance, the sound of steel drums rose and rushed toward them on the breeze. “If you’d like to go play cards, don’t worry about me,” Morgan said softly.
“I was going to invite you to the club later to dance with me.”
“That sounds wonderful. But truthfully, I don’t have anywhere I have to be until Monday at five.”
Encouraged, he smiled. He had an appointment at five on Monday, too. “So I’ll take you dancing tomorrow night and you just might service that client at five on my jet?”
“Isn’t your jet a little small for that?”
The very thought of having her at all, much less like that made him swell. Deeply, he peered into her and then leaned over the table to take her hand. “Morgan,” he started quite sincerely, “I didn’t bring you down here to be fodder for my daughter’s fantasies.”
She grasped his hand and slid the other up his arm. “It’s alright, Jerry.” Because actually to just give into it was too easy just now. To just surrender and let someone else make the decisions was the only thing that felt right.
“You’re sure?”
“You have a good time and I’ll see you sometime tomorrow,” she whispered.
Quickly, he raised her hand to his lips and kissed the back of her fingers with his tongue. He wanted to shout it, to reveal it, to let it spill from his heart and tell not only her but the entire world that he loved her. Rather, he only turned her hand and planted soft, wet kisses in the palm. 
“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he whispered. Slowly, he rose and walked away. If he didn’t leave now, he might never.
 
* * * *
 
The sway of her gait was unmistakably seductive and Morgan watched intently Cherry’s return to the table. So many years since she had been propositioned. Self-consciously she shifted in the chair, unable to tear her eyes away from the slender, nearly naked torso, the soft but vivid blue sarong hanging askew from the ledge of her hip or the near naked breasts.
“Just you and me, I guess,” Cherry offered.
“If I’m not too much trouble,” Morgan mewed.
With her gaze locked to Morgan’s eyes, she whispered, “None whatsoever. But in your less than anxious and somewhat guarded style, I perceive you as a woman who is either hopelessly involved or recently dumped.”
Morgan shook her head, grimacing at the accuracy of that. “I didn’t know I was so plastic.”
“Which is it?”
“I’m not sure,” she said softly and lit a cigarette. “I’ve been living with one incredible man for ten years and then one day he just flipped out. His family is kind of a mess...”
“Whose isn’t?”
Morgan shrugged. “Against my admonition he’s gotten involved emotionally with what they’ve been putting themselves through for years and years and years. Of course, I’ve become the bad guy.”
“What are they like?”
“I’ve never met them. When I met him he was estranged from them and since some people are better off apart I never questioned it. Now he’s gotten involved again and refuses to introduce me so I’m beginning to wonder if my career isn’t the problem.”
“Has he ever indicated that to you before?”
“Never,” she whispered. “In fact, I only on very rare occasions do the surrogate thing anymore. But when I need a strong healthy, well-hung male, he’s right there at my feet ready to fuck anyone I put in front of him.”
“Whoa,” Cherry offered with a leer. “It sounds like he’s got some serious problems. He gets all the strange he could possibly want while you save yourself for him? Guy needs a shrink.”
“I don’t know. I think there’s a little more to it than that somehow. What, I don’t know and since he never returned my daily phone calls for the first month, I have to assume he doesn’t want to be bothered. That was three months ago.”
“I’m sorry,” Cherry said affectionately. “But if the guy doesn’t come to his senses, there’s someone else who is hopelessly in love with you.”
Morgan tightened as if it were an assault. “I, uhh...I don’t wish to sound insensitive, but love isn’t supposed to part of the deal.” Nervously, she glanced toward the hotel. “I don’t know where he got my name...that’s not unusual, but from his e-mails he sounded desperate. He wasn’t referred by the medical community.”
“I expect after all these years he is desperate,” Cherry said. “My mom is miserable and wants company...and a lot of it. My brother and I used to talk about how we wished they’d get divorced.”
“That doesn’t happen often.”
“That’s how bad it was for all of us. We got the hell outta there as soon as the starting bell rang and haven’t been back.” She leaned forward to accentuate her coming statement. “But I see some awful big changes in him. That he would expend the time and effort to come down here and talk to me about...my parentage says an awful lot. Something or someone has reawakened him. I don’t want him to be alone anymore,” she said insistently. “So whether it’s you or someone else he relies upon, it’s definitely you I have to thank for awakening my Prince with a kiss...from your wicked whip.”
Stunned, but delighted Morgan broke into easy laughter. She knotted the napkin on her lap and then tossed it to the table. “Yet...something tells me he’ll never be my submissive,” she said smiling self-consciously.
“No, he won’t,” Cherry said quickly. “My father is one of the finest disciplinarians that ever lived. It’s pure poetry to watch him work. As a matter of fact, my brother isn’t bad, either. But the songs of sorrow my father can coax out of a submissive can rend the heart. He plays the human body like a violin.”
It sent chills up Morgan’s spine that settled in her heart. But the obvious question of what the holy hell are parents doing in a discipline room with children scared her badly. “You...and your brother and your father...?”
“Obviously, you haven’t seen the Lair. My brother said he was seventeen when Dad caught him and his girlfriend playing in there. I was probably seventeen when Dad took me there for the first time to introduce me to the steamy side of life. Let me take my girlfriends there. He spent a lot of hours with me teaching me how to handle a whip and a whole lot of other things I haven’t seen since. So I take it from that that my father is exceptionally inventive when it comes to toys.”
“We haven’t gotten to that place yet,” she admitted.
“What are you waiting for, baby? I can see how bad you want it.”
Nervously, Morgan nestled deeper in the chair. “It’s been a very long time.”
“And you don’t go there with your boyfriend, do you?”
“He’s...just so heartbreakingly submissive. I don’t know if he could even get it up for that.”
Cherry nodded and snapped her fingers at a passing waiter to bring more drinks. Her eyes sparkled in the dancing torchlight, her short black hair on the edge of a fresh ocean breeze. The way Cherry studied her unnerved her.
“So tell me something,” Cherry said. She leaned closer, studying Morgan as if she were a museum piece. “This has to be a put-on. Did my father name you...Morgan McFaye?”
Morgan hesitated and fell back a little. “No,” she said. “I really am Morgan McCrory McFaye. I, uhh...I was born on Easter morning in church.”
Cherry’s eyes narrowed. “You must be joking!” Cherry gasped.
A half-smile dug into Morgan’s cheek. “It really is no joke. My mom was not about to miss Easter mass because of an insignificant thing like being in labor. I’ve been hearing about this all of my life from everyone who witnessed it. They put my mom on the carpet up on the Altar that morning where I was born. One of the parishioners was a medic, I guess, and I was delivered right there. The priest grabbed me up and baptized me as soon as the cord was cut. He named me Morgan after my father, McCrory, my mother’s maiden name. McFaye, our surname.”
Breathless, Cherry stared. Trying to envision the scene, she gasped, “Wow! To see something like that go down in Church on Easter morning.” 
“Apparently it affected quite a few people quite deeply. But I don’t understand. Why would you think that’s a joke?”
Cherry stared blatantly at the red-haired witch of her father’s fantasies as if Jerry merely conjured her to life. “My father is an amateur Arthurian scholar. The legends of King Arthur and Camelot have fascinated him forever.”
Morgan nodded, listening intently. “I don’t know much about it.”
“Supposedly there was a King Arthur who ruled what we know as England today. There’s no actual proof although my father would like to search it out. Arthur may have been simply a character of literature. But legend has it that Arthur had a half-sister. Her name was Morgan le Fey.”
Instantly, Morgan brightened as her growing discomfort of being a joke evaporated. And the occasional references Brian had made to Morgan le Fey made sense now. “Pray tell,” Morgan said repeating Cherry.
“The original Morgan le Fey was, unbeknownst to Arthur, his sister. She was also impregnated by Arthur and gave birth to Arthur’s son, Mordred. Legend has it that Mordred insisted on his place in King Arthur’s court and challenged his father for the throne. It brought ruin upon Camelot and Mordred murdered his father. 
“Through subsequent retellings, Morgan became a witch, as you might imagine. A changling, once the beautiful seductress that could bring men to ruin, sometimes an angel who could raise men out of despair.”
Nervously, Morgan clutched at the curvaceous glass containing a drink.
“But in my father’s quite unlimited imagination, and now that I know what I know about him, Morgan le Fey was not only a changling, both dominant and submissive at his will, she was the good witch, a beautiful fey who could stroke passion in the hearts of men. He used to tell us bedtime stories about Morgan. How she plucked flowers from the field, rerouted wars away from her people. How people came to her be cured of their ailments and all Morgan had to do was mix up some poppy seeds, tree bark and mushrooms to make it all go away.”
Easily, Morgan laughed. “Poppy seeds and mushrooms? That recipe could make you make you feel good about anything.”
Almost laughing, Cherry nodded. “No kidding! The point is I grew up wanting some of that red-haired, green-eyed witch myself. I can imagine how smitten he was with you when he heard your name. That you appear exactly as he described is damned near...actually fucking scary. That you go about curing people’s ailments is not even funny anymore.”
Morgan drew in a deep breath. She winced. “But somehow, it’s just me.”
Heavily, Cherry sighed. “It’s like you’ve stepped out of his imagination into his arms. I’m happy for him and he deserves a little happiness in his life.”
Morgan looked away to the flowers on the table. “He’s a good man,” she whispered. “At least there’s a good man in there somewhere. I’ve known him long enough now to know that he’s never trusted anyone because he’s been treated very badly all of his life. Of course, I don’t know the details, only the symptoms. But he’s responded very well.”
Relying not only on her personal experience but also the miserable story he related this morning, Cherry said, “It’s true. He doesn’t really know what the love of a good woman is and I can see he’s craving it very badly.”
“Yeah, but uhh...all of my clients fall in love with me,” she whispered. “I help them through things that no one else could or would. But they’re still clients.”
“But you don’t drop everything you’re doing to fly to a different hemisphere for just any old client.”
Ah, that was true. Painfully true. If Brian was sitting at home waiting for her, this would not be happening. “Busted,” she said with a smirk.
“And you’re terribly torn because you haven’t gotten over this other guy. If this other guy came back, you’d find yourself in a great big mess.”
“To wrap it in ribbons and bows, yes. The kind of mess I’d probably cut my throat over. I have no intention of leading your father to impossible conclusions. I only agreed to come with him because he feared badly your rejection. Didn’t feel like he was strong enough to handle that alone. So this is not some romantic weekend getaway.”
“Well...” Cherry announced. “I say enough about men. My opinion is they should just go pile up somewhere and screw themselves like they’re doing right now. JD Rockingham is nothing but a thief and a cheat.”
Morgan only nodded because she knew JD in the biblical sense but didn’t know him personally. She shrugged. “I, uhh...” and then lost the thought as quickly as it came.
Slowly, Cherry rose out of the chair to her full height of almost six feet. Morgan watched, spellbound, her heart thudding in her chest. Cherry’s lean arm stretched long, her hand extended to Morgan.
“It’s been a long time,” Morgan protested meagerly.
Cherry didn’t respond, only stood strong and insistently, her hand open beckoning silently for Morgan to take it.
Too long, Morgan thought. Hungrily, she reached out and took it.
With a surprising strength, Cherry pulled Morgan into her grasp and started away. The sand under their feet was still warm. The melodic rhythm of steel drums gave way to the slower, more powerful song of the sea as waves, one after another rolled lazily toward them. Arm in arm they moved over the soft sand away from the dancing torchlight into the blackened sky filled with stars.
Inside, Morgan trembled, so emotionally ill-prepared for this. How much longer she could go without Brian she didn’t know. Would it be a year until he got it straightened out? Ten years? Thinking of Jerry she wondered perhaps thirty five years? An incomprehensible number. What was there to struggle against really? Save her heart, her soul, her body for him when he had so easily demonized her and was getting married in a few months with or without her? That’s what she was waiting for, she realized. To see if the wedding was happening without her.
But this little tryst with Cherry didn’t require an emotional commitment. Only her surrender.
A little more insistently, she hugged at Cherry as Cherry led the way into the surf away from anything civilized. The water retained the boiling heat of the day, a comfort against the cooling air. The tiny pinpoints of lights sailing over the curvature of the horizon was a cruise ship concealing another two thousand people from her. It was the stars mostly, a sky of her favorite black velvet embedded with the pulsing energy of life.
Around a sand dune strewn with debris, Cherry led her to a small cove, the most private place she could imagine in the midst of so much activity. Between outcroppings of rock, Cherry plopped onto the sand, her sarong swirling to the ground under her. She pulled Morgan down between her divided legs. Easily, Morgan fell into Cherry’s embrace, her back to Cherry’s chest, her head against Cherry’s shoulder.
“This is beautiful,” Morgan whispered nervously.
“You absolutely are,” Cherry breathed. Her hands slid up Morgan’s sides. Through the lycra, her palms rubbed soft circles at the sides of Morgan’s breasts as her lips brushed over Morgan’s neck. 
Morgan trembled inside. Too long since she had had a woman. She turned her head just a little, to better feel the soft skin of Cherry’s cheek swirling over hers. The soft scent of her hair as if it had been washed in strawberries was intoxicating, but it was the long tremulous fingers at her throat swirling delicately under her chin that made her ache.
How long it had been simply evaporated in this transport. Her head fell into the crook of Cherry’s arm. Cherry’s malleable lips met hers to pinch softly at them, to gather one between hers and suck at it a moment. Cherry’s tongue strolled between her teeth into her mouth.
Morgan shuddered with the feel of it even as the water lapped gently at their feet. The murmur of the waves couldn’t drown the sound of her throbbing heart. Cherry’s hand never left her body, constantly stroked softly as her tongue took possession of Morgan’s mouth.
Morgan hadn’t noticed the button behind her neck was open or that the cloth was laid back from her body until the spray of water dashed against the rocks and tickled her naked breasts. But Cherry’s mouth was so insistent, so comforting, so heated with desire, and Morgan raised an arm to wrap around Cherry’s neck.
Gently, Cherry laid her back in the sand and slid beside her without breaking from her. Cherry’s leg moved over hers, the skin smooth, the weight of it like a scarf. Cherry’s arm pressed between her breasts so that her hand had control of Morgan’s jaw.
It had been a long time for Cherry, too. Such submissive flesh in her clutch. Such heated full breasts on a fully fleshed woman, a muscular woman, rather than the bony crags of a wisp. Cherry could tolerate it no longer and slid down Morgan’s body to feed.
Morgan gasped to feel the hunger in the mouth that devoured her. The insistence of the teeth as they sucked at that mountain of flesh, slowly making their way to the peak.
Suddenly, a wave of undiluted force washed over them. Quickly, Cherry sat up and pulled Morgan with her. She burst into laughter, the irony of this more than she could tolerate.
“Foiled again,” she said playfully. “High tide coming in.”
“I can swim,” Morgan murmured desiring only this.
“Uh huh. But unless you can climb the sheer face of a cliff, that hurricane playing around in the gulf is gonna smash us.” She stood and reached for Morgan’s hand.
Shit, Morgan thought as another wave washed over her to the waist forcing her back a bit. The sand under her butt shifted and she felt the first pull of the water sucking her into the ocean. “Okay,” she said heartily. Hurriedly, she chased after Cherry.
Cherry couldn’t help but laugh as she pulled Morgan away from the water. “Sometimes my life sucks,” Cherry murmured. She grasped Morgan into her embrace, her kisses adamant and alluring. “C’mon.” Gently, she rearranged Morgan’s suit and retied the sarong, leaving Morgan’s gorgeous breasts exposed.
“Isn’t this kind of a public place?”
“This is a private hotel,” Cherry whispered.
Hand in hand they bounced over the loose sand toward the torchlight dancing on the wind. It was a side entrance Cherry led her to, opened the door and let her pass through. Down the long hallway people gathered in the lobby, and Morgan turned toward Cherry to hide her nakedness. 
How sweet, Cherry thought as she pushed the button to call the elevator car.
As soon as the doors opened, Morgan slipped inside feeling horribly self-conscious. But Cherry only advanced, a grin to stretch her lips, her hands open to take Morgan’s breasts.
Such inebriating blue eyes, Morgan thought as she gazed into them feeling wanton lust pouring through them. 
The doors slid open but Cherry lingered with Morgan in her arms, Morgan lost in the sensation. Only the shattering ear-piercing scream of, “HOW COULD YOU?” could break the mood.
Quickly, Cherry turned and tightened in defense. “Would you go home, please,” Cherry commanded.
But the woman only stared indignantly as she studied Morgan head to toe. “Where’d you get this bitch?” 
For a moment Cherry scratched angrily at her cheek. And then she turned to Morgan. “I’ll be there in a little bit,” she whispered.
“No you won’t,” the woman sobbed. “I love you.”
Morgan dashed out of the elevator like a gazelle. She stood in the threshold of Jerry’s suite a moment listening to the plaintive sobbing of a jilted lover. Rather than get involved, she was after all, the other woman, she slipped through the door into the suite.
Empty. Empty, of course, she thought. 
Quickly, she made for the bedroom and slipped out of the sand-filled suit. Fuck, she thought, as she stepped into the shower. She certainly hadn’t meant to start trouble. But trouble was already brewing before she had arrived. Cherry didn’t want to take even her father to her apartment this morning. It hadn’t been working with this woman at all for Cherry.
Rather than dwell on someone else’s problems, she washed quickly and ran a towel through her hair. Without the aid of electric lighting, she slid into the bed.
At the moment she could think only of Jerry. Jerry was falling in love with her, at least it felt like love. He treated her so gently. Never offered the least recrimination for anything she did. She listened to the waves, let the breeze through the window dry her completely. And if Brian didn’t come back...
She felt a desperation she held at bay for three months now wash over her like the waves had. Not one frickin’ word from Brian in that time. Not a phone call, an e-mail or even a lousy note, except that bullshit about his wedding. And then there was only that one. Maybe the wedding had been called off.
But there was another woman in his life and there just might be a man in hers. And a woman.
Without will, she rolled to her side and pulled a pillow to her gut. She might go after him, chase him down and demand he explain it to her. Where he met this other woman that had more money, more beauty and possessed the youth Morgan no longer enjoyed. As if that weren’t enough, she thought sarcastically. Youth is a relative term. Jerry Abernathy doesn’t think I’m old. And he’s got more money than you, honey.
Three months. Three frickin’ months as a few tears slid under her lids. Damnit, Brian, she cursed and curled a little tighter. 
If she had to be objective which was always a pain in the ass, what did she feel for Jerry? An unarguably attractive man, well-built, experienced, classy and don’t forget, dominant man. Unfortunately married for thirty-five years and seeming to want out of it. But what if he doesn’t get out of it? It’s not like he loves his wife. Just stuck with her. And if Jerry’s stuck with Cheryl, he won’t need a second wife. Just a lover. How often husbands and wives hate each other, but lovers are always in love. And then there’s a daughter he doesn’t mind sharing her with. What’s the down side?
She drew in a deep breath to cure the ache in her lungs. The music still carried on a breeze and soothed her. 
Cherry stood in the threshold, certain Morgan hadn’t heard her enter. Her father was in love with her, that was more than obvious. But why not? This was the Morgan le Fey of his dreams. She was also the Morgan le Fey of Cherry’s dreams. The thought of sharing her, even with her father wasn’t the least bit comfortable at the moment. 
Soundlessly, she slithered into the room, a silk scarf with a slip-knotted loop at each end in her hand and dropped to the bed. 
Quickly, Morgan turned, didn’t realize she wasn’t alone. That soft hand slid over her waist to the front and tugged at her a little.
“I’m sorry,” Cherry whispered.
“No,” Morgan whispered in the deepest of night. “I don’t mean to make trouble.”
Cherry mewed, her voice as soft as everything else about her. “I met her in St. Thomas about a month ago. Invited her to St. Maarten sometime,” she said dryly. “Two days later she showed up and she hasn’t left. Already she’s fallen hopelessly in love with me. She doesn’t even know who I am other than the heiress of an empire.”
“And now you can’t get rid of her,” Morgan whispered.
Cherry huffed. “She’s packing as we speak. Finally. What is it about women?”
Morgan smiled and rolled toward Cherry to lay her head on Cherry’s shoulder. “I haven’t met a woman who wasn’t damaged in childhood,” she whispered as if childhood were a disease. “For the most part we recover as we age.”
Maybe that was it...the thing about Morgan, Cherry thought. A little age, not too much, a lot of experience...and wisdom. Emotional control. Restraint even. Yeah, that’s it, feeling Morgan’s heated breasts against her body.
“But you,” Cherry whispered, “are a most captivating witch.” She rolled Morgan to her back and slid on top of her. Her breasts forced to Morgan’s she tore into Morgan’s mouth.
Wantonly Morgan sucked on the tongue invading her body. The taste of exotic fruit filled with rum lingered there and Morgan drank it down. Yes, captivating, even as she felt the knotted scarf slide under her neck.
Morgan’s heart was once again throbbing understanding she didn’t have to concern herself with Cherry’s emotional state. Cherry didn’t want commitment, only company. And Cherry’s hunger was overpowering.
When she thought she was to be gagged she found her hand slipped into a loop. As deftly as Morgan could, Cherry had the other loop around her opposite hand and Morgan smiled inside. Nothing so drastic she couldn’t free herself if she desired but why would she desire to be free?
No, she could merely lie there and be the victim of Cherry’s tongue as it swept under her chin and over her chest. A most captivated victim to feel the teeth close on her nipple. 
 
* * * *
 
Jerry peered around the room at JD’s ‘boys’, all men the same age his father would have been, all octogenarians. All guys who had stories to tell, some of them interesting. Rather than play out that hand, he folded and went to the bar.
“Screw you,” JD snorted to the dealer and threw in his hand. He waddled to the bar to speak to Jerry. “So who’s the little tart you got with you?” JD asked.
Jerry sneered as he studied his life-long neighbor. “Why don’t you tell me,” he retorted.
“C’mon now. You know she’s a hooker,” he whispered.
“Got something against prostitutes?” Jerry asked.
“Me? I never minded paying for a hooker, but I never introduced them to my kids. What’s the story?”
“The whole story and nothing but the truth?” Jerry said under his breath. “I’ll be divorced soon and I’m gonna beg that woman to marry me.”
JD gasped and stared into Jerry’s dark, sparkling eyes a moment. Almost exasperated, he grabbed Jerry by the arm and dragged him down the hallway to the bedroom. Without hesitation, he screamed under his breath, “She’s a whore!”
Inside, Jerry smiled. This was the perfect place to remind JD who he was talking to. “I prefer ‘courtesan’, if you don’t mind. My current wife, John, whom you visit every Friday for approximately two hours beginning at one o’clock and sometimes on Tuesdays, I wouldn’t even consider a whore. My current wife is a harlot.”
JD gasped and fell back a bit, his face reddening with the accusation, one that couldn’t be denied. It left him speechless.
Jerry watched quite amused as the shock coursed through JD and left him reeling. “Didn’t know I actually check into the security cameras, huh? But don’t worry about it,” Jerry offered. “She’s the one that’s available to all you retirees who have nothing better to do than walk the dog down the street for a couple of hours.”
“Jerry,” he whispered. JD felt terribly exposed and but not quite contrite.
“Don’t worry about it, JD. I know you and a few of the other neighbors wouldn’t be at my house if Cheryl wasn’t available. But since you and some of your ‘boys’ have been only too happy to use my wife through the years, I’m calling in a little favor here. When my divorce is final, I will ask Morgan to marry me,” Jerry rasped as he leaned in a little for definition. He knew that JD was the neighborhood gossip. “I expect you to keep this information to yourself until you get a wedding invitation. When the invitation arrives, I expect you and your little society groupies to be in front and welcome her.”
Still in shock that Jerry knew of his extracurricular activities, JD exhaled. Rather than ask forgiveness, he asked, “Jerry, what could you possibly have in common with her that a marriage would work?”
“That’s not something I need you to worry about,” Jerry shot back. “I’m just telling you up front how I want things to go or none of you will be seeing me around anymore. And if I don’t get a commitment on this from you, just for fun, I’ll have my ex-wife dropped off on your doorstep when she comes to make trouble for me.”
“Oh Jesus,” JD prayed.
“Yeah, I know. Helena can ignore the fact that you’re up to no good, but if she had to babysit...”
“Alright,” JD said. “I just wanted you to know I was concerned about you.”
Jerry hesitated. Actual concern wasn’t the motivation as much as this intrusion into privacy was entertainment to relieve boredom. Rather than press the issue, Jerry said, “I appreciate it. And not to burst your bubble, but Morgan isn’t doing the corporate thing anymore. She’s a licensed sex therapist, has been for seventeen years, JD. I’ve been a client of hers for three months now and I haven’t had her yet. Yet she was generous enough to come down here with me and support me while I told my daughter that she’s not biologically mine, because Cheryl is on the edge of insanity at the moment.”
In horror, JD stood abruptly. “Cherry?”
“Right. Brian’s not mine, either, JD, but I want them to hear my side of the story before it ends up in the press.” Now in charge of this situation and just to drive the point a little further, Jerry added, “I don’t suppose you’d submit to a paternity test?”
“Oh, shit,” JD rasped. “I never knew, Jerry.”
“Now you do and I expect your support.”
Quickly, the old man nodded and backed away. Whatever was going on with the Abernathys would have to remain beyond his interest now. If Brian and Jerry were both doing her, what would he care? 
JD threw up his hands not exactly sure where to go with this. Fearing that his wife would find out about his liaisons, he murmured, “Helena?”
“Trust me. When this thing with Cheryl and me blows up, Cheryl will be out for blood. If I were you, I’d leave Helena in London a good long while. So you worry about your problems and I’ll worry about mine.”
JD sighed heavily. More than anything he wanted to tell Jerry that she was supposedly Brian’s girlfriend, but the last thing he wanted to do was have to testify that he’d been visiting Jerry’s wife for decades...under oath. All he could think to say to get out of this mess was, “You can forgive me?” 
“I could have put a stop to it years ago, you know that. Right now all I want is your support for me...and for Morgan.”
“You got it,” JD said quickly, chagrined but not ashamed. 
“So...thanks for the hospitality,” Jerry said softly. He set the glass on the dresser. “Surely, you understand there is one exquisite woman in my apartment, and with guys like you around it’s not good to leave a woman alone too long.”
An embarrassed smirk puckered JD’s mouth. “You really are in love with her?”
“Yes, I am,” Jerry said without hesitation.
“Good luck,” JD offered. Because Jerry was going to need it badly. He remained in the bedroom as he watched Jerry depart. You’re gonna need nothing but luck, son. And if Jerry should insist on him being a witness for the plaintiff, then JD might just have to get Brian involved...let him know his daddy is doing his girlfriend. 
Bullshit, JD thought. It’s none of my business anyway. He rose and waddled back to the game. 
 
* * * *
 
The only sounds left to Morgan were the thundering waves and the throb of Cherry’s heart slowly retreating as she lay on a breast. So long since she had enjoyed this with a woman made her reticent to part.
Tenderly, Cherry kissed her, Cherry’s lips as eager as everything else about her. 
“Is it really possible to fall in love at first sight?” Cherry mewed.
Morgan smiled, her tethered hands now before her to sweep over Cherry’s flat abdomen. “I did,” she whispered. She slid further down to nestle between Cherry’s legs and part those lips for a taste. 
Cherry moaned. “I’m not sure I can go there again,” she admitted.
“Of course, you can,” Morgan murmured. “You’re a woman.” Uninhibited, she drove her tongue between those soft, moist folds and grasped that boiling clit with her lips.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty
 
 
Jerry awoke in his bed, a little groggy from having drunk more than he promised himself he would. Painfully alone, knowing Morgan was in the next room, he dragged to the shower to wash and shave. A few aspirin and a little coffee might help.
In the kitchen he noted the tail of the hurricane washing over the shoreline, the torrents of rain pounding the windows. Nine o’clock on a Sunday morning, but he didn’t go to bed until three.
No Morgan. Was she still sleeping, or did she leave with Cherry?
He sat on the barstool, forcing wakefulness upon himself. Maybe Morgan was so smitten with Cherry, they did leave together. That his daughter couldn’t maintain a relationship after the chemistry wore off was a comfort just then. But then it wasn’t evident that Morgan could, either.
And then there was JD. Wondering what Morgan was charging these days. By the hour or the orgasm. Insipid bastard, Jerry thought. But it wasn’t JD’s fault that Cheryl was so available to JD. JD had the cash.
Without thinking he wandered down the hallway to Morgan’s door. No sound issued through it, only the thundering of rain. Timidly, he knocked.
“Good morning,” he heard through it.
He opened it and peered in to see her nestled comfortably on fluffy down pillows, a sheet pulled to her waist. Her exquisite long hair was strewn over them. When she raised her hands to rub at her face, her wrists were captured in silk. The very sight made his heart ache and his penis flood with blood.
“Morning,” he whispered.
“You had a nice evening?” she whispered.
Staring wantonly, he murmured, “Not as nice as you.”
She drew in the first deep breath of the day and let it out slowly. “You two are a tag team of sadomasochistic pleasure, are you not?”
Curious, he smiled as he moved into the room. “I don’t know about that.” Wearing only silk boxers, he perched on the edge of the bed, the better to be close to those soft round breasts filled with cream, the nipples filled with rose. Tenderly, his hand swept a few stray strands from her face when he wanted desperately those breasts.
“What does my slave want this morning?” she mewed.
Inside he laughed. If only she knew! Rather than reveal himself, he whispered, “Anything my precious Mistress wants.” 
Her tethered hands swept up his arm to pull him to her. She grasped his face and directed it toward a breast.
Ah yes, sweet compassion, as he slid beside her and took them in his hands. Without prelude, he devoured the one and massaged the other.
She smiled. Yet she removed his hand and urged it lower.
Jerry’s heart skipped a beat to feel that softness between her legs. Even as he fed he slipped into a wetness created by his daughter a few hours previous. Her clit was huge, swollen and ready to burst again, yet he didn’t linger there. Gently, he forced her legs apart to melt into that heat inside of her.
He felt her hands slide down her body. A little twist and he could stay attached to that breast and watch as her fingers opened those lips and another drove tight hard circles over her clit. To watch her play with herself drove him to madness.
Her entire body tightened and her legs closed on his hand, to crush it, to keep it inside of her, it seemed. The sound of her voice was a deep lilting moan and drove him to distraction. He licked at the heated flesh under her breasts as she loosened a little, seemed to go limp. Gently, her legs divided.
As if still in a dream, she whispered, “Good boy. Now straddle me.”
Not a problem. Quickly he slid out of his underwear, remembering her admonition to never sport such a garment in her presence. One leg was thrown over her body and he perched on his knees peering down at her. A perfect place for him.
Gently, she played with his balls, lifting their weight and rolling them in her tethered hands. With the grace of a ballet, she wound the silk around his organ a few times, the smoothness in that sensation as wickedly distracting as everything else about her. Without touching it, she pulled it toward her, the purple throbbing glans to slide over her moist lips. 
Jerry’s intestines quivered to the sight of her gently nibbling as if it were an ice cream cone. Her lips parted a little more and the first stroke of her tongue raised a quivering moan to his throat.
For the first time in his life he wished he was smaller so she could swallow it all. But Morgan didn’t need it all, only the best of it. She tightened the silken bond around the shaft and swirled her tongue on that very spot that could drive him to lunacy.
More than anything, she loved the feel of tension she could create. She opened her eyes to watch his muscles harden. In the strange gray light, his skin looked luminous, profusely covered in hair.
But from this angle, she noted jagged scars over his torso. One across his ribs on the right, others lower. Gall bladder...hernia? Whatever it was, he was cut open so quickly, there was no skill in the surgeon’s hands. No desire to be neat.
It left her shuddering to think what required those scars.
Rather than dwell on it, she closed her eyes again and fed more voraciously. 
He knew she would be good. He didn’t know she would sit on the Throne in the Hall of Fame. Only moments passed and she had him boiling. No baby, too soon, he thought. I wanna enjoy this. But she took that from him along with his sanity, the feel of her mouth, her insistence, her very desire to command him, and he exploded like Krakatoa.
It was as if he’d never enjoyed such a thing before. If he had to think about it, he might have been a teenager the last time it felt so intense. Unable to hold his quivering body buoyed above her any longer, he fell to his side, breaking that ingratiating connection, his lungs panting to sustain him.
Still dreamily drowsy, she rolled toward him and nudged his arm up with her head as would a puppy begging for affection. Easily, he enfolded her heated body next to his, listening only to the sounds of her purring, feeling her melt over him in her comfort.
So terribly content to just lie with her and hold her made him wonder about how simple the greatest pleasures of life are. Yet her tethered hands slid down his body and enclosed his balls, gently held them as she might a baby or a teddy bear. Her legs rearranged themselves to let her sleep.
Got to have this woman, he thought. But this woman can’t be bought, he knew. This woman has to be earned. The very concept left him impotent with panic.
 
* * * *
 
Renee’s yacht bobbed on the surface of a vast lake under the glittering stars of heaven. She lay on a bower of cushions in Brian’s arms. 
“You’re so miserable,” she whispered.
Brian stirred a little and pulled her closer. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I appreciate you trying to distract me, though.”
Curious, she rolled over on him, the better to be close. “You’re really in love with her.”
“I am,” Brian said softly.
“Tell me. Tell me what it’s like.”
Brian only moaned at the thought of it and enclosed her in his arms. Gently, he rolled her over but held her close. “You know what it’s like to be turned on. You can’t imagine what it’s like to trust someone so much, and let them hold your heart in your hand. Until I lost my mind, I knew where I was gonna be every day, every night. I knew Morgan was gonna be right there with me and want me with her. It never mattered what we were doing or who we were doing it with, as long as we were together. There’s absolutely nothing I can’t talk to Morgan about.”
“Except who you really are.”
Aggravated by that, Brian huffed. “Guess I know how Romeo felt, huh?”
“Then tell me this,” Renee started. “If she’s this overwhelmingly accepting person, someone who can accept everything about everybody and still love them as you claim, why the hell is she so stuck-up about wealthy people?”
“Because she grew up dirt poor.”
“Oh, well, boo hoo,” Renee snarled. “Everybody’s got problems. Why are hers so much more important than everyone else’s?”
“You’re missing the point,” Brian insisted.
“I don’t think so. I think you’re just blinded by love, baby. I guess she thinks rich people shouldn’t have any problems. Money cures everything, right?”
“We’re talking about a woman who had to earn her education as a prostitute, Renee. Not somebody who went to Harvard and fucked off the entire time we were there. Whose fathers paid for their tuition, pretty damned plush apartment, and we both had new cars, if you recall. All we did was party our asses off.”
Renee snarled a little. 
“Morgan didn’t even have any family to live with back then. She lived in a rathole over a hardware store. In order to make enough money to get an education, she worked as a corporate prostitute. Maybe you’ve never paid attention to what’s going on while the girls are in your office, but think about it. You’re talking about stock numbers, million dollars deals that just got flushed--your fucking yacht--while your tailor just stopped in for a fitting. You live in a fucking mansion but the girls you just relieved yourself with are going home to a dump over the hardware store, trying to get an education you took very much for granted. Do you think those girls are really gonna give a shit if your biggest concern of the day is whether your lobster comes from Maine or South America?”
Haughtily, she huffed. “I guess I never thought about it.” 
“No shit,” Brian snarled. “There isn’t anyone in a corporate office anywhere that gives a shit about the corporate whores because if she doesn’t like how she’s getting treated, there’s thirty more to take her place. You don’t have a clue what it’s like to be disposable.” Brian scowled. “You’re the only child of a very wealthy man, gonna inherit every fucking dime and all you gotta do is pretend you give a shit about what he thinks. After that, all you care about is what’s gonna keep you entertained today.”
“Alright, alright already. I never thought about it.”
“If you were down to your last million dollars, I don’t think you’d survive.”
“Yeah, I’d be feeling pretty broke.”
“I know. And I just cleared my first million last year. But I didn’t do it alone. I got twenty people working for me. Morgan’s worth five times that and she did it all by herself. So if she’s feeling a little snobby about people who don’t have to work for it, I know where she’s coming from.”
“She’s still being snobby,” Renee said.
Exasperated, Brian rolled away from her. “Maybe she never met any of us that thought of her as more than a whore.”
“Until she met you,” Renee offered. 
With that, Brian sighed. That was true. “But at least she had the sense to get money for it. You and I did it for free.”
 
* * * *
 
The rhythm of the islands slowed to a gentler pace. Jerry excused himself and Cherry peered through the dimly lit room at Morgan. 
“Tell me,” Cherry pleaded. “What does it take to be successful in this world?”
Morgan stared back a moment and then turned away. How could she tell these people anything about success? She was sitting in the midst of their fabulous success at the moment. But maybe Cherry wasn’t talking about money.
“I don’t know,” Morgan admitted. “All I can tell you about is me. Life is the ultimate do-it-yourself project,” she whispered with all humility. “If you know there’s always someone or something around to break your fall, you can be as cavalier as you want to be. Whether you lean on your family, your family’s fortune, your education, drugs…” She shrugged. “You know you won’t have to go it alone. The most successful people I’ve met are happy with what they’ve got at the moment while they continue to strive for the next level rather than feeling like it’s not enough.”
“What’s the secret to relationships?”
Morgan laughed. “Human beings are the most fragile constructs in the entire universe,” she whispered. “More fragile than a butterfly, which would die if so much as a drop of rain fell on its wings. The deal here is God gave butterflies the sense to get out of the rain. Human beings don’t have the sense to take cover from an approaching storm. Don’t ever forget you’re a human being. More importantly, don’t hold it against yourself or anyone else.”
Cherry reared back. Just then, Jerry returned to see a look of astonishment on his daughter’s face.
“What’s the matter?” he asked.
Quickly, Cherry rose and ran to the bathroom.
Jerry laughed out loud. “What the hell happened?”
“She was asking for a little philosophical insight, what life according to Morgan is like. I guess I shook her up.”
“Good,” he said. “But then again, that’s what you do.”
“Every chance I get,” with a gracious smile.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
The plane rose aloft without so much as a quiver of its thin skin. Morgan sat demurely peering into Jerry as he watched intently with a grin. “You like St. Maarten?” he asked.
With a subdued, amused laugh she nodded. “There’s an awful lot there to like, isn’t there?”
“Cherry?”
“Interesting woman,” Morgan stated. One who doesn’t act like the spoiled brat she expected to find, never once mentioned how much money she’s got, and didn’t try to buy her or even rent her out for the evening.
“There’s actually a little more to Cherry than she lets on. She doesn’t let just anybody have it, either. That party girl shit is just a facade. The vain, shallow thing she goes at people with keeps them at arm’s length. I just wish that sense of emotional detachment and business savvy would translate to her love life.”
“Apparently,” Morgan said. “Mind you this is none of my business...”
“It’s alright,” he whispered. He would answer any question she had because he wanted Morgan forever not just the weekend.
“Don’t I remember a buzz years ago about her doing a spread in Playboy?”
He laughed to remember the fervor that caused. “That was her coming-out party and a test of my affection. I’ve always encouraged my children to do what they know is right for themselves and everything else falls into place. My family had a friggin’ cow over it, especially my sister who thinks of herself as the family’s moral authority. Her mom suffered a meltdown over it. That was after she had a baby and gave it up for adoption when she was nineteen. She distanced herself from me, thinking I was as angry about it as her mother, yet she went to St. Maarten after she graduated from college to learn the hotel business. It screwed her up when she came to the penthouse a few years ago and saw the entire thing framed hanging on the wall.”
“I bet it did.”
“Well...she never asked me what I thought about it and merely assumed what her mother said spoke for us both. Even then, she knew she wasn’t my daughter but she was still trying to get my attention, tell me she was gay without talking to me. That woman she did the spread with moved in with her, but that didn’t last long at all.”
Sadly, Jerry shook his head. “I think my kids understand that their mother married me for the money, the prestige, the license it allows. And they see what that’s led to.”
“It’s hard to image money can cause problems,” she whispered. 
“Having too much is as bad as not having enough. It might sound ignorant, but it’s almost impossible to know if someone loves you or the money. But don’t get me wrong, Morgan. I’m proud of my kids. They both work for a living and only occasionally dip into the family’s fund for what they want. My son owns and operates his own business completely independent of Abernathy,” he said gushing with pride. “Didn’t even ask me for the financing. But they’ve both led hard lives. My father beat the hell out of Cherry when she was only five years old. Nearly killed her.”
“Ooooo...what the hell for?”
“For being five years old and wanting her mommy at the moment. The problem was that my father was with her mommy at that moment getting a piece and he didn’t want to be bothered with a baby having nightmares. My son was so traumatized over it I had to take him to a shrink.”
For a long moment she stayed deathly still staring into him. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. Full of empathy, both with the shock of hearing that the children were so brutalized and knowing Jerry had been brutalized caused her to shiver. “Your father was screwing your wife?”
“Since the day we got back from our honeymoon. Four days of it was all I could stand and she moved into my mom’s apartment and I moved into the master suite. Dad moved into the apartment adjoining hers.”
“That’s disgusting.”
Aggravated, he shook his head. “So you understand now that my father’s intention was not that she be my wife, but his personal indentured whore. But I got to marry her to keep her around for him. And I married her willingly to keep my brother’s boy with me. My kids don’t know anything about relationships. Never once saw their mom and dad even hug each other. Don’t even know where to start and that’s not their fault.” Tears welled in his eyes.
“So you’re blaming yourself?”
“I admit...for a lot of years I blamed Cheryl. Her lack of commitment to not just me, but to the family. And then I decided I couldn’t do it by myself and my kids are in a mess over it. My son has had a totally fucked up life. Has witnessed as much violence as a soldier at war. The damage my decisions have done to their emotional well-being is right in my face at the moment and it’s making me ill.”
“It’s not too late,” she whispered adamantly.
“You’re right. I don’t think it is. I think my son is starting to question what’s gone wrong all these years and try to understand it. For so long he just wanted the hell away from it, but finally he’s starting to look around. It scares me what he’s going to find out.”
“What’s he gonna find out?”
“He already knows he’s not my son. I don’t think he knows his mother was and is a prostitute.”
Simply astounded, she stared openly for a moment. And then she looked away.
Seeing that he had just hurt her, his tone urgent, he said, “Morgan, you’re taking what I said all wrong. It’s one thing to be a prostitute, knowing you provide a service for people who enjoy and sometimes need what you offer. It’s something entirely different to be a prostitute and think of everyone else who practices the art as a whore.”
She drew in a heavy breath and turned to him finally. “I’m not ashamed of what I do, Jerry. But I’m very cognizant of what other people think.”
“I wouldn’t ever want you to be ashamed of what you do,” he said emphatically. “Right now I need you more than I can express, more than I’ve got money to pay you and we haven’t technically engaged in sex yet. Are you hearing me?” Desperately he wanted her to know he didn’t think of her as others did and that what he felt for her went much deeper than that.
“Dear Jesus, I’ve really fucked this one up, haven’t I?” she whispered.
“What do you mean, baby?”
“I’m trying to teach her to be submissive to you and I’m doing it backwards. Those e-mails you sent gave me the impression...” She gasped to cure her frustration.
He drew in a deep breath and sighed. “She’s got enough on me to fuck up my kids and Abernathy Acquisitions real bad, honey.”
“So that’s why you’ve prostituted yourself and financed her life all these years?”
“That would be it. But the day my son saw her beat up so bad and came to me telling me I need to get help or get prosecuted, he left your card laying on the floor. I can’t decide whose helping me more. My son who turned me on to you, or you.”
“It’s alright,” she whispered. “I’m beginning to understand how you’ve lived.”
Her vision trailed off to ponder it. If everything she heard was true, if everything she knew, witnessed, sensed and believed was true, then every notion she had about wealth and the people who have it was impossible to apply to this next generation of the Abernathys. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Two
 
 
Kitty laid serenely on Morgan’s breast as Morgan stroked through her hair. “Dan and Caroline will be here in about an hour,” she reminded.
“Yeah,” Morgan said off-handedly. She was simply miserable to be in her own home without Brian. “I may invite them to dinner so you go lay out something she can help you with and meet me downstairs.”
Kitty hesitated. She wanted to form the thought carefully. To remind Morgan that she could call Mouse and demand he explain himself because Morgan had been nothing but miserable. But Kitty thought better of it. Maybe what Morgan needed was to be here by herself and fill it up with other people. Maybe Morgan was headed in the right direction anyway, because she never invited her submissives to dinner.
Morgan went to the shower, did a half-assed make-up job and took the backstairs to the basement. There, Kitty waited in the bedchamber off the dungeon, the clothes Morgan would wear already laid out.
Morgan sat on the edge of the bed as Kitty rolled the black lace stockings up her legs and slipped the stilettos on her feet. She stepped into the black leather corset and allowed Kitty to pull it up around her waist. Morgan stood before the mirror as Kitty laid the beautiful intricately woven chains over her breasts and hooked them around her neck, went to the back to lace it tightly.
“You are a knockout,” Kitty whispered.
“I appreciate you taking care of me, baby,” Morgan whispered. Gently, she took Kitty into her arms and hugged her.
Kitty nuzzled her cheek to the chains on Morgan’s chest and wrapped her arms around Morgan’s tight waist. The only thing missing around here now was a male. A well-hung male could take Morgan’s mind off of Mouse and they could come home again every night instead of lingering in that single room in Morgan’s condo. But how was Kitty to suggest it? And if that male were Jerry Abernathy--a man Kitty had grown very fond of... But how was she to suggest it without reminding Morgan of Mouse?
Just then, the dungeon doorbell rang and echoed through the lower level, the organ music sounding like something out of a horror movie.
“Go,” Morgan ordered.
Quickly, Kitty stretched long and kissed Morgan’s chin. Hurriedly, she ran to answer the call.
Dan and Caroline stood beyond the door having succumbed to the romance of Morgan’s estate. Caroline veritably quivered in his arm. “You gonna have an accident, Baby?” he asked.
She laughed a little. She peered up into his eyes, her smile filled with nothing but excitement and then the door opened to reveal that cute little thing Morgan kept with her standing completely naked and so horribly seductive.
“Come in,” Kitty whispered.
“Thank you,” Dan said. His own voice broke with excitement. Together they stood for a moment and peered around the bleakness of a windowless room. Blue spotlights were trained on various pieces of equipment neither of them knew anything about. And there was a leather sofa, a few overstuffed leather chairs and ottoman, and a bar in the corner.
“If you follow me, you may prepare your slave to present to Mistress Morgan,” Kitty mewed.
Dan nodded, his fingers digging deeper into his wife’s upper arm. Gently, he urged her forward to follow Kitty through the avenues of equipment, his eyes caught on that sweet little ass on narrow legs. Through a threshold, they found themselves in a marble covered room with a whirlpool, massage table, shower and dressing room.
“If you would kindly undress her, please,” Kitty mewed.
His heart palpitated as he took Caroline’s bag from her and placed it on a nearby bench. She was visibly shaking, as he was internally. Yet he acquiesced to the instructions and turned his wife to unzip her dress and allow her to step out of it, hanging it carefully from a hook. He opened the bra and let it her fall off her shoulders, revealing her hardened nipples to Kitty. The little sandals were kicked aside.
Kitty smiled seeing how self-conscious Caroline was to this exposure, remembering it vividly herself. But when Morgan trained her, Morgan took that away from her so she could think only of Morgan. “Lay her over the table so you can clean her.”
With his fingers to the small of her back he urged Caroline forward.
“Always be careful with your breasts,” Kitty warned. “Morgan loves breasts like this.” Uninhibited, she reached out and lifted them. Carefully, she turned Caroline and pulled her gently to break over the massage table, her breasts carefully tucked under her. “Open your legs.” 
Kitty smiled. She loved the excitement these new ones always exuded. She tossed her head at Dan.
“She needs to be very fresh to present to Morgan,” Kitty whispered. She then pulled two hoses out and screwed nozzles to them. She handed the nozzles to Dan.
Simply trembling, he took them. Carefully, he inserted one in the vagina, but hesitated at the anus.
“It doesn’t hurt,” Kitty assured him.
Yet very gently, he inserted it and turned on the water.
He stood back a bit and grinned at Kitty. “This is so fucking exciting.”
Kitty laughed. Their excitement was infecting her and she could only hope it would have the same effect on Morgan. “You are permitted to remove your shirt and shoes if you’d like. I suggest you do. And when you present your submissive to Mistress Morgan, you have a choice. You may present her or allow her to present herself.”
“I don’t understand.”
“It depends on how you want to connect with Morgan,” Kitty instructed. “When Morgan comes in, you must take your submissive to her, leading your submissive on her hands and knees. You must bow before Morgan and raise her hand and kiss the back of it. Only then may you raise your submissive off the floor, grasp her nipples and raise her breasts to lay in Morgan’s hands. Or--you may back away and allow your submissive to offer her breasts to Mistress.”
Dan nodded. “And if I do it?”
“Morgan will consider her a gift from you rather than a submissive begging attention on her own.”
“Right.” He watched Kitty remove the hoses and softly whisper to his wife to go to the toilet. “Morgan gets pissed pretty easy, doesn’t she?”
Kitty nearly laughed. “You’re being instructed now, paying her for that instruction. Everything I’ve explained is merely the protocol of this house. The way Morgan wants it. She’s not really too hard on clients like she would be me.”
Kitty threw a towel at him and he dried his wife. She handed him a cruet of oil and he dabbed it generously where it might be needed.
“Ready?” she asked happily.
Dan shook as he grabbed his wife up. Yet Kitty produced a collar and leash.
“Oh, God,” he prayed. Eagerly, he placed the sparkling studded collar around his wife’s neck and hooked the leash to it.
“Down,” Kitty roared. Caroline fell to her hands and knees. Kitty led them back to the discipline room and left them by the horse while Kitty went to the armless slipper chair upholstered in the purest black suede. Beside it, she descended so gracefully to her knees, locked a wrist in a hand and thrust her breasts forward to please her Mistress.
Dan looked down to see his naked wife seemingly calm while he felt as if he was coming unglued. He drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly to cure the ache. No wonder people paid Morgan every dime she expected. He peered around at the various pieces of equipment, noted the uses and then let his vision travel over the wall adorned with whips and blindfolds.
Just then, he felt a presence like a starved predator. He turned his head to see her standing in the threshold, perhaps the most exquisite woman he’d ever laid eyes on. Legs as long as tree trunks appearing equally sturdy. A waist cinched small, the chains over the breasts and chest. Leather gloves almost to her shoulders, and the entire package as smooth and curvaceous as an undulating wave ready to swamp his reason.
He drew another deep breath and steadied himself. It would have required a head injury to tear his eyes from her as she moved effortlessly in those daggered heels, the muscles of her legs covered in black lace still visible. The soft layer of fat on those inner thighs. And the way she sat against the black suede demurely arranged, one leg placed carefully over the other, those exquisite legs off to the side and her body turned at the waist was distracting at least. A dominant woman fully possessed of femininity--the embodiment of a concept he could appreciate.
Morgan looked directly into him for a moment. He felt the connection as if it were a laser cutting into him. She tossed her head to allow him to advance.
As if he walked on hot coals, he moved forward and tugged the leash. Morgan smiled inside. He was allowing himself to be commanded rather than commanding his submissive. But this afternoon she would demonstrate. He would learn. As he arrived he bowed before her and reached out for her hand. The smell of the leather was intoxicating as he brushed his lips over her glove, held it in his hand a moment and then released it. Gently, he tugged on his submissive’s leash to pull her up. He nudged her from behind to move her forward. And then he grasped his wife’s nipples and held her breasts up.
Morgan expression remained as stern and unyielding as she reached out to allow those breasts to be placed in her hands, full, lovely breasts, as she peered down her nose at his submissive shamelessly flirting with her, the flutter of the eyelashes, the seductive little smile trimmed in the softest shade of petal pink. Yet he held to the leash when others might have dropped it beside Morgan. He still needed to retain control of his wife, even if he didn’t realize it.
Morgan held the breasts, massaged them a little as she rolled the nipples between her fingers. “In my presence, you place your hands behind your back and you always avert your gaze unless I tell you to look at me.”
Quickly, Caroline complied and whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”
Aggravated, Morgan tightly pinched the nipples. “And you don’t speak unless I tell you to, you just do it.”
Caroline nodded and dropped her chin to her chest, content to watch her breasts be fondled by Morgan’s leather-covered hands.
“So,” Morgan started as she peered up at Dan, “you’ve come to discipline your slave.”
The very words made him stiffen even more. “Yes, Mistress.”
“Is your slave permitted to be penetrated?”
“Of course,” he nearly gasped.
Morgan turned to Kitty. “Chainmail bra, 42DD, and forearm cuffs.”
Kitty leapt and ran as Morgan only continued to softly stroke even more lust into those breasts, if that was possible. Gently, Kitty laid those things in Morgan’s lap.
“Arms,” Morgan ordered.
Quickly, Caroline released herself and held her arms before Morgan. Yet Morgan handed the right one to Dan. He was still so new at this, and asked his wife to hold out her arm. Imperceptibly, Kitty laughed as she nudged Morgan.
But it was completed...finally...both arms tethered and then she held up the bra by the chain straps.
Just the sound of the links clanking softly infused new life into him. He slipped it over his wife’s head, her arms through holes and laid it on her shoulders. He bent over to pull her breasts through the holes. Quickly, he jerked on the ribbon in back and cinched it tightly, finishing quite decoratively in a little bow.
A three-inch circumference around the nipple was still exposed and protruding through a cutout in the chainmail. “Pull the string through the barrel lock as tightly as you can to protect her breasts, leaving her nipples to your use.”
He was about to vomit, he was so excited. But he did it and then peered over Caroline’s head to see her breasts squashed against her chest and the nipples engorged to glorious color, little peaks of rose and cream forced to the fore.
“Where would you like to begin?” Morgan asked.
He turned and pointed to the horse. Morgan motioned that he take her there. She handed him the Ping-Pong paddle.
 
* * * *
 
Nearly twenty minutes had passed as Morgan and Kitty watched sipping southern iced tea, Morgan in her chair, Kitty at her side. 
“He’s doing pretty well,” Kitty commented.
“Yeah,” Morgan said full of boredom. “You want a little?”
“Need you ask?” Kitty said dryly. She hied to the net, hooked her heels and reached up for the cuffs. 
With definition, Morgan commanded, “Give her a break now. Lay her on the sofa and let her rest a minute and you can learn something about riding crops.”
But to turn away from his wife’s boiling ass was a misery just then. The fluid that flowed from her was inebriating and he wanted nothing more than to stroke even more frustration into her. Yet he acquiesced. Tenderly, he cuddled his wife in his arms and then laid her on the sofa where she could watch.
The crop felt electric in his hand. The fiberglass shaft was as sensitive as his graphite fishing rods capable of sending the smallest vibration at the end of it back to his hand. 
“Nothing above the nipples,” Morgan ordered wanting to keep Kitty’s beautiful face beautiful. “Start with her thighs.”
Morgan stood back and watched a moment. He wouldn’t do any damage with a riding crop. She went to the sofa, lifted Caroline that she might sit down and then pulled Caroline into her lap.
“You having fun yet?”
Caroline glanced at her husband and then against prohibition, peered into Morgan. “I can’t thank you enough for this.”
Morgan smiled and bent forward to kiss her moist lips. “We’ll get to the good stuff here in a minute. Would it bother you if he took Kitty?”
Caroline hesitated. “I guess not.”
Morgan nodded. It would most definitely bother her. Yet she lay contentedly in Morgan’s lap and watched while he struck out at another submissive.
Over Kitty’s muffled sobs, Morgan shouted, “Enough.”
Dan turned, shivering. He had been so lost in the art the quivering muscles, the sound of the chains rattling every time he struck out. He let the last of those vibrations course through him and dissipate.
“I never realized how much control you have to exert to be successful,” he said boldly.
“Very good,” Morgan said quite happy with that statement. “If someone has to go to the hospital when you’re through with them, you fucked up.”
He nodded. Plainly, he understood that.
“But your submissive here. You can do her nipples and then you can take her.”
Feeling a sense of command now, he snapped his fingers Caroline. She jumped and Morgan stood behind her to hold her wrists together, her shoulders wrenched back, what little breast meat exposed to the fore. The crop stretched out and contacted one.
Caroline cried out but it only enlivened him. Morgan held to her even tighter.
That flesh was about to burst, he noted. He laid the crop aside and grasped her collar to drag her away from Morgan and return her to the horse. Without any further instruction, he strapped her down and opened his pants.
Intently, Morgan watched as he tore into her vagina. She was more interested in how long he could hold out, how much control he had of the penis now. That he had learned to effectively change the rhythm, retreat and then advance again pleased her entirely.
She touched his shoulder and then pointed to the anus.
“That hurts,” he protested.
“She loves it,” Morgan whispered. “Gently.”
Dan pulled out of his wife and held himself at the orifice. Tenderly, he pushed there. But it was Morgan’s hand that balled and contacted Caroline’s back. And Morgan screamed, “Open for your Master, now. He wants you like this.”
Dan felt that muscle relax and effortlessly he slid in, the expression on his features purely joyful. Morgan grasped his hand and pushed it under his wife that he might stroke her clit a little. Only a moment more and Caroline was howling, Dan was growling, forced into his wife in a most congenial way.
Only after the submissive was once again cleaned and rubbed down Morgan asked, “Would you like to stay for dinner? Your slave needs to learn table etiquette.”
Quickly, his breath escaped knowing that they hadn’t done anything to infuriate Morgan. “Of course, that’s very generous.”
“Send your submissive to the kitchen with mine and our dinner will then be delivered to the veranda.”
“Go make dinner, sweetie,” he ordered. Kitty took Caroline’s hand and led her away.
“So,” Morgan started as she fell into her chair. “Are we having fun yet?”
“This has been the most incredible afternoon of my life,” he nearly shouted. Filled with excitement, he thrust into the room, eyeing the equipment.
“Is your wife turned on?”
“Totally. It’s like she’s sucking me into her...isn’t it? Like, uhh...I couldn’t tear myself away from her if I had to.”
“Pretty much,” Morgan said smiling. “You work in the same building, right?”
He nodded.
“How ‘bout this? Get with the maintenance people and get a key to one of the closets. You go get her, take her to the closet, take her in the closet and then take her to lunch.”
His face brightened with a huge smile. “I like it.”
Morgan smiled and moved toward a wall of built-in drawers. She rummaged for a moment and then returned. “So on days she’s to be your submissive rather than merely your wife, you slip this over a finger before you leave for work so that she’ll know she’s to be used that day.”
He held out his hand and Morgan dropped the very plain iron ring into it. “Just like O,” he whispered affectionately.
“If you like I’ll teach you about wax candles, not just any candle,” she warned. “Kosher candles don’t burn as hot...and you and she can find your collective level of homeostasis.”
“This is incredible. I didn’t think I could love a woman more than I love her. I feel closer to her right now than the day we got married.”
“Oh, it gets much better than even today. Just don’t ever quit asking yourself what turns her on. I get the impression she wouldn’t like to see you with other women, though.”
He shrugged. “We’ve never talked about it.”
“Would it turn her on to watch you discipline a male?”
“Uhhh...I don’t know,” he said with a decadent smile.
“Maybe I can arrange that,” Morgan offered. “You wouldn’t have a problem if another man took her?”
Nervously, he rubbed at his hands. “I’ve never thought about it. I probably won’t be able to think about anything else now, thank you,” he said laughing a little. “Where do you get all this stuff?” 
She went to another drawer and retrieved a catalog. 
“Thanks,” he said softly. “I’ll definitely think about it.”
“Just remember. If every man’s fantasy is to see two women together, think what woman fantasize about.”
He leered at her a little. “Men together, huh? You?”
She wrinkled her nose a little. “It makes me ache.”
 
* * * *
 
Comfortably contained in a deeply cushioned wrought iron chair, Dan drank the iced tea as he studied the details of Morgan’s expansive gardens. “This is exactly what I want. Brian was out a couple of weeks ago.”
Morgan tightened with the very name. “Brian?” She hadn’t expected to hear his name.
“He’s a pretty incredible guy,” Dan commented. “He was there for a couple of hours, sent the surveyors out, worked up the plans in two weeks time. Of course, I can’t afford it all at one time but he worked up a three year plan. They’ll plant the evergreens around the perimeter next week and build a gazebo this year. Next summer, the pool and patio. I can’t wait.”
“He’s good,” she gasped.
“He did all of this out here, didn’t he?”
Clinging to the very edge of sanity, she nodded. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen him. How’s he doing?”
“Looks real good to me,” Dan offered. “But uhh...he’s what you would classify as submissive, isn’t he?”
Unable to look at him, she only nodded again. The sharpness of the pain in her chest precluded her from speaking.
“Is he your submissive?”
Deeply, she drew hard on the cigarette as she clutched the glass. She could only shake her head, restrain her voice from breaking free and shouting, ‘yes, you idiot, he’s mine.’ But she couldn’t. She could only hold to that anguish, force it back down into the darkest hole in her heart.
“Too bad,” Dan said softly. “For him, I might be able to get it up.”
The tears in Morgan’s eyes clouded her vision. She dragged her fingers under them to collect those tears. Just then Caroline popped out with a fresh pitcher of tea. Shamelessly, Dan pulled her into his lap.
“You are too cute.” He grabbed a breast and kissed it affectionately.
Caroline wiggled a little, her smile broad. 
“Morgan says that Brian Alexander is submissive. Do you think maybe you’d like to watch me discipline him?”
“God, he’s so cute,” she said still wiggling.
“I saw the way you were watching him. I’ll speak to him the next time I see him. After all, he’s been so very generous with his time creating something so romantic. We ought to return the favor, hadn’t we? And if I allow him to take you...” Quite forcefully, he rolled her nipple between his fingers.
“Oh, honey. I do love you.” Her breath was heavy with her excitement.
Inside, Morgan died. To think that Brian could enjoy anyone but her she felt her face flush with rage. To think that he could enjoy this shameless hussy made her ache. That they could enjoy this couple together made tears rush to her eyes because he was gone now and that couldn’t be.
“Excuse me,” she whispered. She ran away from them and the very thought of it to the kitchen.
“Morgan,” Kitty screamed under her breath. “What’s the matter?”
Heartily, Morgan sniffed back her tears. “I’m okay,” she whispered. But she was decidedly not okay. And then she broke into a flood of tears.
“Mistress,” Kitty whispered. Obviously, something had just set her off. “C’mon.” With her arms around Morgan, Kitty led her to the staircase. “Let me help you. Change your clothes and you’ll feel better.”
“Yeah,” Morgan whispered as she mounted the stairs.
How easily she could envision the scene in her mind. Her precious Brian on his hands and knees, his legs parted, his genitalia quite exposed. She would have Caroline straddle him, lay down on his back so that both of their asses were available. Something about a hinged phallus in both of them at the same time...and she tore off the teddy, ripped the stockings from her legs and threw her shoes at the wall.
They’d never enjoyed the company of another couple like that. Was that her fault? Her raging hypocrisy of being so bitterly jealous? And now...to think Dan was going to proposition Brian...make him do Caroline...it made her stomach cramp.
Rather than commit suicide over it, she dressed in jeans, a cute little tank top and returned to the veranda.
“I apologize,” Dan whispered. “I didn’t mean to insult you.”
Forcing control, Morgan said softly, “Not at all.”
“If I can seduce this guy, may I invite you over to watch?”
“Oh, uhh...” shaking her head. “No. It’s been awhile since we’ve seen each other.”
“Ended badly, huh?”
Morgan smirked. She wasn’t usually so readable. “Next topic,” she said with renewed command.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan said good-bye at the lower level stairs and stormed up the stairs. She threw open a suitcase and began filling it. She couldn’t stay here any longer, just couldn’t. The thought that Brian was getting married without her was impossible to endure.
“What the hell’s the matter with you?” Kitty screamed.
“We’re leaving! After the wedding, I’m selling this place.”
“Morgan, you can’t be serious,” Kitty cried.
“If you want to go with me, get your clothes.”
Ah, this couldn’t be happening. “What the hell happened?”
“I tell you what happened,” Morgan screamed. Her expression was as vicious as anything Kitty had ever seen. “The bastard wants to proposition Brian now and make Brian fuck her.” Suddenly, she froze in place. And then she shattered and fell to the floor with heaving sobs of undiluted agony.
Heavily, Kitty huffed as she plopped on the floor beside Morgan and wrapped an arm around her. “You know what? He’s the asshole that left you. Obviously, there’s something wrong with him, Morgan. I don’t know what his problem is, but maybe you’re better off. And I’ve never seen a man crazier for a woman than Jerry Abernathy is for you. So fuck Mouse, let him go about his business whatever it is and bring Big Daddy home, honey.”
Morgan whimpered a little. “He never even said good-bye. I don’t even know what I did to piss him off. I love that man so much.”
Tenderly, Kitty wrapped her up and rocked her. “And he refuses to return any of your calls. So do this. Let Dan and Caroline play with him. Next Saturday when they come out for the afternoon, ask Dan how it went.”
Morgan jerked toward Kitty to stare into those pretty dark eyes. “Maybe Dan could find out who he’s getting married to, at least.”
“No shit,” Kitty rasped. “You’re not very good at the game, are you?”
Suddenly, Morgan thrust off the floor, her fingers splayed as her mind raced. “Right. I mean...what the hell...it’s not Caroline’s fault that Brian is so drop-dead gorgeous, is it? Who the hell wouldn’t want him? But I thought he was satisfied here. What the hell did I do?” she cried.
“I don’t know. But we’ll find out,” Kitty said with a twisted smile. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Three
 
 
Brian lingered in his father’s bed a while longer able to think of nothing other than Morgan. Where was she this morning? Mass, probably. It was Sunday. Who was she with? Who was keeping her warm at night?
Aggravated he got up and showered. He was losing weight, he noticed. He grabbed a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. Drinking all the time. But it was too early to start, especially on a Sunday. Should at least take a day off from beer.
But maybe he should drive out to Commercial Point and see how Dan Gregory’s project was doing. Yeah...and maybe Mom would go with me.
He opened the door of her suite and walked through the anteroom. Softly, he knocked on the door of her bedroom. No answer was forthcoming so he opened the door a little. The sound of snoring surprised him.
Soundlessly, he moved into the room to see within a seam of light that his mother was not only still sleeping, she wasn’t alone. Not alone at all. For a moment he stared, unable to understand. And then he left as silently as he came.
Incredible. Only a few months before she was so broken up about his dad leaving. Already his father had been replaced. Incredible.
In the anteroom he fell on the sofa to sort it out. Why should she be alone? he thought. Maybe he should be happy for her. Maybe she wouldn’t have to be alone ever again. Why should she love his father, especially after the way he’d treated her all of her life?
Screw this, he told himself as he fled the confusion and went for coffee. “Ridiculous.” He went to the garage for his graduation present.
“Hey, Cletus. How’s the Diablo?”
“That is one fine car, Brian,” the chauffeur said. “I put about fifty miles a week on it just to keep it in shape.”
Brian held up his hand and Cletus threw the keys. “See ya’ later, baby,” Brian offered. Happily, he slid into the seat.
He turned the key, reveling in the sound of the still tight motor. But the car was old, twelve years old. Certainly hadn’t been thrashed for awhile. Not since he drove it anyway. Slowly, he inched out of the garage.
“Nice car,” he whispered. He pulled out onto the street, the feeling of sitting on the road itself a total rush. Power...and more power as he arrived at the freeway ramp and floored it.
“Oh, I have missed this,” he said. He placed his sunglasses on his nose and raked his fingers through his wind-blown hair.
 
* * * *
 
“Honey, there’s a strange car in the driveway,” Caroline said.
Dan got up and peered out the living room window, spellbound. “That’s a Lamborghini Diablo,” he whispered with astonishment. “You don’t see them things everyday. Who the hell would leave a car like that sitting around?”
Without further hesitation, wearing only a pair of sweatpants, he opened the front door. No one. He pulled the door shut behind him and started down the walk. Incredible car. He walked past the screaming-banshee yellow paint and started down the driveway toward the back.
No one, as he looked at the back door. His vision traveled over the expanse of lawn gently sloping toward the creek at the rear of the property to see a man standing there looking toward the house.
“Brian Alexander? A landscaper in a Diablo?” he whispered. Without hesitation, Dan started down the hill. Brian hadn’t seen him and turned toward the lot line seeming to step it off.
Brian Alexander, Dan thought wistfully as he watched Brian.
As Dan neared, he said, “Hey,” with a strong voice. He was so very happy to see Brian.
Quickly, Brian turned, obviously embarrassed. “Man...I’m sorry. I didn’t come out here to disturb you,” Brian said softly as he held out his hand. “I left my car parked at the end of the driveway so closing the door wouldn’t wake you up. I just wanted to see what they got done last week and what we’re gonna do this week.”
“Not at all,” Dan said, his smile broad. “I’m happy to see you. And I’m pretty happy with what’s going on around here.” He looked over the property and saw a good portion of it plowed under, disced, and ready to plant.
“This is a fabulous lot,” Brian whispered. Immensely, he appreciated the canvas upon which his vision would soon sprout.
“Thanks. I bought it when I graduated from college and land was still cheap out here. Moved in a double-wide. But my dad had other ideas. I think because my mom passed away when I was still in elementary school, he wants to retire out here. He built the house for me, thinks there’s gonna be grandchildren to fill up five bedrooms,” with a laugh. “But he’s crazy about Caroline. Knows that our thing is zero population growth. And since my brothers and sisters are naturally horny...”
“I can relate.” Curious as hell about a gorgeous home covered in stone and where that kind of money comes from, Brian asked, “So uhh...what’s your dad do?”
“He pitched for the Cincinnati Reds for a lot of years. He’s a pitching coach now.”
“Oh, shit. Zero Gregory,” he shouted with astonishment. “Zero errors, zero balls, and a whole hell of a lot of no hitters. I bet he’s got some stories to tell.”
Dan laughed “And he’ll tell you every one of them if you sit and listen. My brother’s pretty good, too. Plays out in San Diego. But it wasn’t my thing. I went to school so I could run the family business.”
“What’s that?” Brian asked.
“Because ball players have limited career spans, Dad invested in pizza. Mama Mia’s when they first opened. Five years ago we bought out the other investors and own it privately now. Opened our hundred and eightieth store last week in Sacramento. I’m the CEO.”
“Fascinating. I love your little talking pepperoni.”
Dan began to laugh and couldn’t quit. Idly, he raked the moisture from his eyes. “That idea turned me on as soon as I saw it. A stick of pepperoni wearing a fedora pretending to be the Godfather.” He rolled his eyes. “It’s the village idiot of pizza mascots and it’s been selling pizzas big time.”
“It’s the cornball commercials that get the attention,” Brian mewed. “And I really like that soap opera angle.”
Dan shrugged. “I loved it. I’m assured that the stick of pepperoni is the ultimate phallic symbol and actually fits into the green peppers, the mushrooms and the olives and he takes them all on a bed of simmering mozzarella.”
Brian laughed. “Is he ever gonna pick just one and get married?”
“Ehh, he’s a whore. The green pepper is gonna get pregnant and give birth to a new pizza here soon, and Godfather Pepperoni is gonna baptize junior. And then he’s gonna take junior on a few travels and get mixed up with a little tart in Hawaii. Falls in love with a pineapple.”
“Oh, shit,” Brian said with a turned up nose. “Green peppers and pineapples?”
“Yuck. Pineapples and pepperoni. Junior’s gonna hang on the beach and get molested by a cute little shrimp.”
“Oh, for shit’s sake,” Brian howled, almost crying with the humor in that. “Pizzas for the same-sex crowd. I can’t wait.” 
Dan smiled. This was going very well, this very subtle seduction of Brian Alexander. He turned away to survey his fiefdom. “Anyway...Caroline and I are pretty excited about this.”
“I am, too. I can see exactly what this is gonna look like when we’re finished. You and your wife will be having lots of fun out here.”
“Yeah...and I’m liable to get her some help. A little submissive or two.”
Sheepishly, Brian grinned. “Well...if she likes her little slaves you know what to do with the bedrooms now.”
Dan grinned. “But she is the submissive around here. So I guess it’s up to me. So uhh...how ‘bout some breakfast? The woman certainly can cook.”
Brian hesitated. “I didn’t come out here to bother you two. It is Sunday after all.”
“And Sunday is exactly the day we do nothing. So please...hang around for awhile...unless you’ve got somebody waiting for you.”
Brian sighed heavily. “No. I don’t.”
“Good.” Filled with excitement, he laid his arm around Brian’s shoulder. “So prepare to be amazed.”
Brian shivered to the feel of Dan’s closeness. “Excuse me?”
“My wife can do things with eggs that will make you cry to heaven for more.”
Brian grinned. “Okay.”
Together they walked up the hill, Dan’s arm lingering around Brian longer than Brian felt necessary any friendly gesture would dictate. Once inside the door, Caroline quickly rose, still wearing only her babydolls.
“Brian,” she said quickly. “Excuse me.”
“Honey, I talked Brian into staying for breakfast. What’s on the menu?”
“I don’t know. I’ll whip something up.” Quickly, she turned with a little flip toward the stairs. Dan led Brian into the kitchen for coffee.
Brian nestled into one of the barstools and sipped the coffee placed before him. “A lovely woman you got there,” Brian commented.
“Thanks. She pretty much does it for me,” Dan said surely. “Good woman who can cook. And a very intelligent woman, too.”
“Keeps you fed and entertained. What more would you want?”
“She was all I ever wanted and then I found out she was more than that. I was gonna take her to Paris for our anniversary and she said she’d rather go to New England. That’s a good woman.” He laughed heartily. “You married?”
“No,” Brian said sadly. “Not that I don’t want to be, but my woman and I have a difference of opinion on what happiness is all about.”
“Time to move on?” Dan asked quietly.
Unable to do that, to think about it, Brian shook his head. “What is it that makes women afraid to get married?”
Easily, Dan huffed. “Don’t ask me anything about women.”
Just then, Caroline walked in looking fresh and smelling like orchids. “What do you want to know?” she said slyly.
“Women,” Brian started. “Marriage?”
“Your woman isn’t getting married, huh? How long you been together?”
“Ten years.”
“Oooo,” she said with a turned up nose. “Then I’d say it’s time to move on, honey. Trying to figure out whether it’s her problem or yours is a waste of time. There’s somebody out there for you.”
“Maybe so.” Interested, he watched her bend over for the pans. “So where are you from?” he asked Caroline.
“Delaware,” she replied. “I’ll bet you never knew anyone from there.”
“Can’t say that I do.”
“And then I went to Cornell University. Law program,” she mewed. “Foolishly married a fellow student. He was an entrepreneur, you know. Didn’t need a law degree to fall back on. He was too smart for that. I stayed with him long enough to see him through six failed business ventures and dropped him off on the corner I picked him up on. For some reason he thought he was gonna take our ‘joint’ assets with him.”
Brian laughed. “But you set him straight?”
Coyly, she smiled. “I overheard his father telling him one time that I’m just a ditzy blond. That pissed me off. But I’m not a heartless woman, I gave him a pair of my panties to take with him...to that cardboard box he went to live in with his mommy and daddy in Brooklyn.”
Brian laughed. Not as outspoken as Morgan, but equally intelligent. “You’re a lawyer?”
She nodded as she turned the omelet and sprinkled the cheese in. “My uncle wanted to round out his law firm, sent me to school. Estate lawyer. I never had any interest in criminal or international law. I just write up wills, do trusts, the occasional corporation papers. Pretty clean and easy and my uncle doesn’t have to send his clients across the street. I’m not a terribly contentious person so family law was definitely out. You probably wouldn’t believe that the color of the bathroom walls could destroy a marriage, but it does.”
“Doesn’t surprise me,” Brian said.
“You’re from around here?”
“Yeah...Bexley. I ended up at Harvard because my father thought I was gonna sit in a cubicle in his accounting department and practice white collar crime with him. He was mistaken. So I went back to school and here I am. I love it.”
“Apparently, you do.” Full of exuberance, she started another omelet. “We were at Morgan’s place yesterday and that place is something else.”
“Morgan?” Brian froze and Dan watched his color wan. Dan cringed inside. He neglected to say anything to Caroline about keeping Morgan’s affairs from Brian. “You know Morgan?”
“Oh, yeah,” Caroline said wistfully. “She is way cool.”
“Honey,” Dan said softly to shut her up. Quickly, Brian turned to Dan and studied him a moment. Must be a client of Morgan’s, and that’s where he got my name. Shit, Brian thought.
“I’ll tell you what,” Caroline offered. “You ought to go chat Morgan up. She could certainly help you get over your girlfriend.”
“Honey,” Dan said more sternly. “I think that ring Morgan’s wearing is probably an engagement ring.”
“Oh...well...she could still help him get over his girlfriend. How do you know her?”
“We, uhh...met at a little club on Front Street a while back.”
With a leer, Caroline studied him a moment. “I know the one you’re talking about. That little S/M place that used to be a movie theater.”
“Yeah,” Brian said. A nervous laugh expressed his slight embarrassment.
“I knew it,” she whispered. “Morgan’s probably hot shit in that place.”
“As a matter of fact, she most definitely is.”
Dan intervened with a question toward his wife. “How do you know about that place?”
Her shoulder cocked. “A few of my girlfriends used to go there and...browse.”
“Browse!” he said incredulously with a curious grin.
“Browse.” She cocked her hips.
“I better go shopping with you next time.”
“So how do you know Morgan?” Brian asked.
Caroline hesitated, reticent to tell Brian about Dan’s premature ejaculation problem. Quickly, she turned away to the refrigerator for salsa. Even Dan hesitated remembering Morgan’s admonishment to not tell Brian what she does for a living. “I got her name from a friend of mine. She’s helping me set up a little playroom in the basement.”
“Oh,” Brian offered with a wistful sigh.
“You like to play, do you?” Dan asked. 
Brian peered into his slate-gray eyes, knowing for certain he was being hustled now. “As a matter of fact, I do. But I’ve never gotten involved with my clients like that.”
Dan took the few steps forward and stretched out his hand toward Brian’s head. The feel of the hair was soft, long enough to run his fingers through it. Brian’s eyes were dark and huge, making him look totally turned on. “I’ll find someone else to do my landscaping,” he whispered.
Brian watched, hopelessly enchanted, as Dan’s stare melted into him. “That’s not necessary.”
“Good,” Dan mewed. “Then for now, the work is outside, the play is inside and ne’er the twain shall meet.”
Brian nodded, his breath like the panting of an overworked horse through his nostrils. He turned away to see Caroline burning the last omelet, caught in a hopeless inability to tear her eyes away.
“Shit,” she whispered. Horribly flustered, she grabbed a spatula.
Dan laughed. “You alright, baby?” he asked. Smoothly, he moved in behind Brian and raised his hands to stroke Brian’s shoulders.
She tossed her head, unable to speak. She grabbed the oven mitt to get the two omelets out of the oven and placed them on the table with a basket of biscuits. She set the champagne in front of Dan’s chair.
Dan’s fingers wrapped around Brian’s throat and his thumbs roughly stroked Brian’s jaw. He laid his cheek against Brian’s, Brian feeling the heavy breath from his chest. “I think I’ve ruined my wife already,” his voice nothing but heated. “So let’s eat and then we’ll see what we can do to put her back together again.”
It seemed Brian nodded, but it was only that he was shaking. Even his liver lurched as Dan’s fingers tightened around his throat a moment and the encounter ended with Dan’s lips on his neck.
“Whatever you’d like,” Brian offered wholeheartedly.
“Then we’ll test Morgan’s theory.” He took Brian’s hand and pulled him from the barstool. “See how hopeless a woman can become to see men together.”
That is Morgan exactly, Brian thought. But if Morgan was helping Dan get started it was because he was new at this thing... To help him even further Brian offered, “Then perhaps you’d like me to restrain her in a way that she can see everything.”
Curiously, Dan grinned as he sat down. “I think I might.”
“Has she been a bad girl?” Brian asked.
“My wife...never,” he exclaimed. Casually, he wiggled his fingers at her to come to him. Casually he threw a chair pad to the floor that she might kneel between his legs and be fed as she was last night at Morgan’s. Without any hesitation, she wriggled to her knees to be cradled in his embrace, her hands behind her to thrust her breasts in Brian’s direction. Gently, Dan stroked through her luminous blonde waves. “That doesn’t mean I won’t remind her from time to time who’s in charge around here.”
“Then she does need disciplined, and I’d be happy to oblige.”
“I thought you were the submissive one,” Dan said. Carefully, he placed a bite of the omelet on her tongue. 
“And I’d be more than honored to do whatever you’d like to be done,” Brian whispered. “A bullwhip, riding crop, quirt or rattail. Phalluses, electrified, vibrating or not. Hemp rope or velveteen, doesn’t matter to me. And of course, if there’s any egregious hair on what I’m sure is an exquisite mons, that champagne will take care of it nicely.”
“Champagne?”
“Very high alcohol content,” Brian whispered.
With that, Caroline choked and turned toward Dan to cough it up or swallow it finally. She was quivering uncontrollably, ready to acquiesce everything to the cosmos for sending Morgan and Brian their way. “Can I please be excused?” she begged.
Dan smiled. “Go to the bedroom, stand in the corner facing the wall and wait for me.”
“Thank you,” she whispered. She flashed her gorgeous wide eyes at Brian, leapt to her feet and dashed through the door.
“I’m sorry,” Brian whispered. “I didn’t mean to screw her up.”
“What are you talking about champagne?”
“It just singes the hair off without burning. It evaporates as soon as it catches fire. Really rather harmless if you want her attention. But the sound...”
Dan sat back in the chair and grinned. “I haven’t been around this side of the world too much.”
“I know,” Brian said softly. “That doesn’t mean you don’t have it in you.”
“And you want my wife?”
“I want you,” Brian said. “If that means I have to do your wife...” Sitting as still as death, he awaited an affirmative answer.
Dan’s expression hardened a little. “First door on the left at the top of the stairs. Opposite corner from her.”
“Thank you,” Brian said eagerly. “Thank you, My Lord.” He slid out of the chair and knelt beside Dan long enough to raise his hand and kiss it.
Filled with the excitement of impending rapture, Brian took the stairs two at a time. He needed this so badly, people without emotional attachment, people who just wanted to play. But it was more than that. It was the closest he’d been to Morgan in months. And if Morgan was training these people... Already he found out that Morgan was still wearing his ring. What more might he come to know?
Through a wide door, he walked down a wide corridor, the exterior wall of windows overlooking the gardens he would soon create. That corridor opened onto a huge expanse of cream carpet and a four-poster bed from which he could hang her. She was quivering in the corner with her fingers interlaced tightly but refusing to turn and look at him.
Feeling the same as she, he buried his nose to a wall covered in softly burnished suede and tried desperately to still himself. If he could keep these people interested, he could quite effectively find out about Morgan.
 
* * * *
 
Curious, Dan thought as he finished his breakfast and grabbed up the champagne bottle. Morgan and Brian. Morgan’s reaction when he mentioned Brian’s name, Brian’s reaction at the mention of Morgan.
No...it couldn’t be. But if he can afford to drive a Diablo... and how many men could afford that ring she’s wearing. No...it couldn’t be. But then again... Who the hellis Brian Alexander?
 
* * * *
 
Breathless, Brian listened to the bare feet pad softly on the thick carpet down the corridor. They aimed directly at him; he could feel the intensity of the stare as if it cut through him. The sound drew nearer and he trembled. The hands reached out for his and parted them.
He couldn’t turn around until he was instructed to do so. But this guy was so new at this. Maybe not, being a CEO accustomed to giving orders. These orders weren’t so different, perhaps. Not at all different as he felt those arms encircle his waist and open his belt. Those fingers as they jerked the snap of his jeans open and lowered the zipper in a single fluid movement. In fact, that sense of command was exactly identical as the hand reached into his jeans and took control of his aching penis only to twist it quite roughly, sending his heart to shivering. The fingers went for the balls to seize them also.
His jeans fell to his ankles. The hands retreated and slid up his back taking his shirt with them. Roughly, it was drawn over his head and down his arms. And then he was turned but a little, sideways so that his new Master could with one hand stroke his ass and with the other caress yet more fury into his penis.
“You’ll do exactly what I tell you to do,” Dan growled.
Refusing to insult him by meeting his gaze, Brian prayed, “I will.”
“Nothing less, nothing more,” the Master ordered.
“I will,” Brian repeated. The arteries in his neck throbbed with excitement.
With his finger pressed to Brian’s orifice, his hand still locked around the cock, Dan shouted, “Woman.”
Quickly, Caroline turned. Her face flushed with the sight of her husband in firm control of Brian. As if delivered by spirits, she rushed to his side, her vision trained on a very gorgeous penis, much longer than average and quite thick, decorated beautifully with very dark straight hair flawlessly trimmed.
Dan’s finger drove through the dry anus rapidly to drive his point to its conclusion. “This woman is the most precious thing in my life,” he warned. “Be very, very careful with her.”
“Yes, My Lord.” He clenched down on the finger for a kiss.
“Take her clothes off,” Dan commanded. Dan retreated to a chair to pour a glass of champagne.
Brian nodded and then stood behind her to gently turn her toward her husband. He could do this easily, a little strip-tease to invoke her husband’s pleasure. Morgan had taught him well even though he’d never put the skills to use other than to please her. 
Softly, his fingers gathered up her hair and laid it behind her to leave her breasts exposed when he got to them. His fingertips gently traveled around her waist and swept up her front in delicate circles refusing to touch her breasts in her husband’s presence. Easily, he could watch Dan as Dan watched his fingers open a single button at a time on this soft sweet sundress. Just to tempt him further, Brian cinched his arms a little tighter and lifted her breasts as the second button was opened. 
Dan shifted in the chair, so horribly erotic to watch his wife be undressed by a man he coveted. By inches, the dress fell open, exposing the white satin bra, and then the soft skin moving painfully slowly toward her mound. Brian’s embrace tightened on her forcing her breasts to collide creating a deep cleavage he could appreciate. Slowly Brian lowered himself, his legs parted wide, to reach the buttons over her thighs toward her knees. If the dress wasn’t there, Dan could see Brian between her legs.
And then the dress was open, no panties of course, and slowly Brian rose, his fingertips gliding over her abdomen. They parted under her breasts to ride the swell at the sides and then tucked under the fabric of her shoulders and pulled the dress away.
The dress fell to the floor, leaving her standing in a puddle of shimmering pastel flowers. Dan could smell the scent, but it wasn’t of flowers. It was most definitely her. He glanced up, saw her eyes fluttering, her nostrils flaring, nearly unable to contain herself. Yet she stood still as she felt Brian’s fingers under the bra straps gently slide them off her shoulders, his skin just a little rough like a man who works, a man filled with unquenchable thirst for life. Only a moment more and it was opened in back, allowing her swelled breasts to break free.
Without seeking permission, Brian pulled her arms behind her back, forcing her open palm to his penis for a moment. She felt its heat, its eagerness and her desire to grasp it was undeniable. Grasp it she did, even as she was pushed forward toward her Master.
Yet Brian moved away and stood aside and behind her as he awaited the next order. It was a silent command as Dan opened his hand, holding a pair of nipple nails.
Brian held out his hand and Dan dropped them. Once again he stood behind Caroline, forcing his penis into her hands. Greedily, she took him, held to him as he reached around her for a breast. He peered over her shoulder and grasped one, wanting to draw this out as long as possible. No need to stroke any additional fury into that lovely thing, yet he drew the sharp tip over it, circled it a few times. Her head fell back on his shoulder; her breath came in uneven pants. And then without warning, Brian drove the point into the very center and crushed it into her to hold it there while the glue melted and stuck.
Caroline gasped, her chest heaving to sustain her. It was the first truly visible reaction to anything Dan desired for her. Even as he watched Brian’s knuckles go white with the force exerted there, he could see the muscles in her arms tighten, knowing she was holding to Brian’s genitalia. He was about to come himself.
Brian released that breast flushed with blood. Slowly, he raised the other. Again the shaft circled as if the prey were awaiting it. Again the dagger drove deep only to illicit a moan of such undeniable longing out of the woman.
Idly, Dan reached out and pulled at the soft down covering her mound. He’d always preferred them bald, but never had the courage to tell her about it. And since she never offered... But until he met Morgan, he never looked at the world as dominant and submissive. He pulled a few of those lovely strands from their hiding places as he watched his breasts released, now impaled.
Without offering any approval or disappointment, Dan commanded, “For now I want her completely restrained, and I want all of this gone.” Eagerly, he tugged a few more hairs out.
“Yes, My Lord,” Brian whispered. He turned to the bed for the satin rope. A little short to get too fancy, Brian thought, yet he returned quickly, divided it and laid it across her neck. Crossed over her chest, it wrapped around her back, again snugged under her breasts. Tenderly, he secured the ends around opposite wrists. Only then did he turn her so his Master could inspect his work.
“On the bed, my dear,” Dan ordered.
Hurriedly, she went to it, sat and then wriggled to the middle. Brian stood before him offering his best awaiting another command. Dan refilled the champagne glass and handed Brian a lighter.
Graciously, Brian took them and bowed. And then he went to the bed, stepped onto it in a single movement, the muscles in his legs straining to lift his weight. He stood over her a moment and then slowly descended to his knees keeping his anxious organ in his Master’s vision by sitting on her breasts. Brian nudged at her legs and she parted them, drew them up just enough that he could hook his elbows behind her knees.
Dan’s heart began to palpitate to see his wife’s body so open and ready to serve. The moisture that flowed there was intoxicating and he rose out of the chair and went to the bed. On his side, he lay before them, his head propped in his hand. Open, open like he had never seen her before, the satin glowing as if it were on fire from inside, the softness drawing him closer. A single finger slid into that organ so filled with heat and dallied, reveling in the contractions of excitement. It retreated to rub over the swollen clit a moment, a clit he’d never actually seen until now. It was a miniature version of the glans lying on her belly, purpled with blood. That finger went to the penis now to rub indelicate circles roughly.
The sentiment caught in Brian’s chest and escaped on a moan. Again, Dan’s finger drove into the font and returned quite wetted, a fresh draught of lust to drive Brian to madness. Unconsciously Brian rose to feel the finger retreat and return refreshed to go for his ass.
“Oh, My Lord.” His voice quivered, he unsure as to whether he spilled champagne. 
Dan drove into him further as Caroline shifted, the better to see what was happening.
Dan was lost in these two, anything he could want he could have with them now. He pulled out of Brian to bury into her again. That little gift he rubbed into the mustache under Brian’s nose.
Panting uncontrollably, Brian sat down again. His eyes fluttered open on his Master. His Master nodded, content to lie there and watch apparently.
Brian drew in a deep breath to cure his abused nervous system. This was the moment his Master wanted. To see his wife on fire for him. He steadied himself, reassumed control of her legs as he spread his elbows. A thin trickle of champagne dripped on her mound. The flick of a lighter and a soft whoosh sent it ablaze.
Dan reared back. But he smiled to see it was only the hint of a flame. As if a ghost suddenly materialized and then vanished so was this flame that quickly extinguished to leave only an indelicate throbbing in his wife’s loins and the moaning of her pleasure filling the room around him.
Time and time again, the flame roared up and then died, leaving her writhing under Brian’s weight. Dan needed to be in her; once again slid his finger into her. The champagne trickled down, the flame roared and singed the hair off the back of his hand. It was exactly as if a fire spirit passed over him leaving him only heated but not burnt. His thumb rubbed hard over her clit and was the last cause of her undeniable pleasure. Her writhing was impossible to control, her sobbing impossible to ignore. Even with Brian’s weight, she bucked wildly, her hips gyrating to the pressure and the fire.
Dan allowed the tremors of that singularly memorable pleasure subside before he retreated. Only then did he push Brian off her and Brian fell to his back. Quickly, Dan slipped out of his sweat pants and growled at Brian, “Over.”
Adrenaline pumped into Dan’s muscles and hardened them. But he had control now, thanks to Morgan, he didn’t have to spill as soon as he felt it. He stared into Brian as Brian stared back, their connection impossible to break.
“Roll over, I said,” Dan hissed. Only with such a command could Brian break from him. Quickly, he lay on his front, his arms sprawled beyond him. Through the corner of his eye, he noted the Master’s hand slide through his wife’s cunt. He felt that ingratiating moisture rubbed over his orifice. Before he felt the bed shift, another handful was rubbed into the Master’s penis and then his Master’s weight fell on him.
It felt like case-hardened steel generously bathed in axle grease as it breached the defense. A single forceful stroke buried its length in Brian’s body. Dan’s hands forced Brian’s arms to Brian’s side and then he wrapped his arms around Brian’s torso, his hands crushing on Brian’s pectorals, the nipples enraged in Dan’s palms. Like a stallion in heat, he thrashed Brian until he could no longer breathe, no longer contain himself and he spilled with such force it made Brian cry out.
Exhausted, Dan fell to Brian’s back, his chest heaving to cure the ache in his lungs. The hardness under him was intoxicating. He had only played with the boys in summer when he was a kid, never went this far. But this was so totally intoxicating, to feel the gentle rise of the body beneath him.
Ever so slowly, he pulled out and rolled away. He pushed Brian away and pulled Caroline between them. Caroline wriggled lower on the bed and Brian’s penis was placed in her mouth where she could feed from it.
Brian stared into Dan as he drew closer. Dan approached as if he spied something so rare and exquisite, a twist of a smile on his lips. Dan’s arm slid under Brian’s neck, his fingers through Brian’s hair to clutch at Brian’s head and draw him still closer. Voraciously, he opened his mouth and drove his tongue into Brian.
Brian sucked hard, feeling the forcefulness of a man rend his reason. Praise the saints, the sweet little thing trying to eat him just now was no Morgan. Morgan would have had him off by now if she’d wanted that. No, this sweet little Caroline was gratefully unskilled, the better to stay connected to this man, as he felt the strands of his hair pulled out in eagerness to command him.
 
* * * *
 
Hours later, Brian awoke with Caroline in his arms, his flaccid and badly used penis trapped between her buttocks. Only the arms around him stirred him to life as the hand captured his balls to caress them.
“Honey, you’re not cooking tonight, so go take a shower because the three of us are going to an early dinner.”
“Japanese Steakhouse?” she mewed.
“Anything you want, Baby.”
She slid out of Brian’s embrace and off the bed. Only when she disappeared, Dan turned Brian to stare into him. “You don’t mind being my submissive?”
“I most certainly do not mind at all, My Lord,” Brian breathed.
“Good. Unless you have some objection we’ll see you next Sunday.”
“As you wish.”
Dan lingered. Already it was more than that. To think that he could be in love with two people scared him a little.
 
* * * *
 
Brian smiled. These little ménage a trois he engaged in regularly while he was still an Abernathy were a joyous diversion. He had forgotten how much he missed them. Morgan didn’t go there often, only occasionally let him have Kitty. If Morgan could only lighten up on the jealousy and know he loved her as much as this guy loved his wife...
But even this he could do without. Ah, but how generous she would be if she left him in a hell of constriction bondage on the floor and allowed him to watch while she worked Caroline over.
Oh well...as he swallowed that tongue again. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Four
 
 
On the twenty-first floor of the Waterford Hotel, Alex Abernathy stormed the bedroom and slammed the door. He simply refused to listen to another diatribe about his family or ultimatums issued by his lover. The door was locked so that only the sound of his lover’s voice bored through and not the fist he was so accustomed to. 
Alex grabbed the valise out of the closet and threw it on the bed. What the hell did he want out of this place anyway? 
The pounding swelled into the droning of heavy thuds exacted against the thick oaken door. He hurried on, his underwear, a few suits, a few scents. All those lovely gowns and wigs, shoes and stockings would have to wait, or be sacrificed altogether. It didn’t matter now.
Quickly he called for a car to meet him streetside and closed the valise. With a rush of fear, he heard the splintering of the jamb at the insistence of a foot. Just as he grabbed the valise the door sprang open with such force it swung closed again.
“You’re not leaving me, you little fag!” Charles stood before him, broiling with rage.
Defiantly, Alex stared at the man he’d lived with for twenty years. “Get out of my way, Charles,” he snarled.
Charles laughed. “I wonder what the press would like to know about what you’ve been doing this last little while?”
“Go to the fucking press. What you don’t seem to remember is that the press had their heyday with me when you moved in here. Everybody in the world knows I’m a gay transvestite, Charles. It’s not even interesting anymore. Nobody gives a shit.”
Charles’ hand balled into a fist. “But do they know how much you like to get beat up? That would make for some interesting copy.”
“Whatever!” Alex screamed. He shoved past Charles and dashed out the door.
“You son of a bitch!” He hurried quickly behind only to watch Alex open the corridor door. “I’ll file a palimony suit!”
The door slammed closed and Alex ran down the hallway to the elevator. Charles would run after him to create a scene in any public place just for the thrill of exhibition. A scene Alex wanted desperately to avoid. Thankfully, the elevator car was on that floor at the moment, and he rushed into it and pressed the lobby button.
Just a few minutes and he would be as good as gone. He would have the legal department draft the papers to get that son of a bitch thrown out of his condo,
or to hell with the condo, he thought. Get my stuff out of it and that bastard can have it.
He took a deep breath as the doors slid open. But the man before him captured his attention so effectively Alex could do nothing but stare.
“Jerry, what are you doing here?”
Stunned himself, Jerry hesitated. He was here to see Morgan, had hoped Morgan would be home at the moment. He hadn’t planned on seeing Alex. He stammered a little until...
Another set of elevator doors slid opened and the sound of Alex’s name echoed around the plush expanse of what was once the very pinnacle of hotels renovated to modern codes. Jerry stepped back a bit and glared at the man with undiluted wrath.
“You!” Charles snarled at Jerry. “I should have known you had something to do with this.”
Quickly, Alex stepped out of the elevator. “Do you really have to make a scene?” 
“What the fuck is he doing here!” Charles screamed as he glared at Jerry.
Jerry noted the rage tinged with a bit of fear distorting his brother’s features with the embarrassment this caused. He grabbed the suitcase from his brother’s hand and turned to the towering wisp of wind who had fallen to tears.
“I suggest you stand aside,” Jerry snarled under his breath.
“You can’t do this!” The shrillness of the plea echoed from the stone walls.
Jerry wrapped his huge hand around his brother’s upper arm and shoved him away. He turned to Charles, a man he had met only a few times and most definitely didn’t care for. His eyes squinted into slashes of rage. “And should you go to the press...again...I’ll make certain that you have no other recourse than to jump off the balcony of my brother’s condo. Good day.”
Without hesitation, he walked brusquely over the magnificent Persian rug only to hear the doorman offer, “Mr. Abernathy,” with deep respect. And then closed the door on Charles.
 
* * * *
 
Inside the decadent but quiet confines of a private limousine, Alex shook uncontrollably, fumbling with a cigarette. Jerry snatched it from him, placed it between his lips and held the lighter before it. He poured two drinks and handed one to Alex. “This is it with him?” Jerry asked curiously.
“This is most definitely it,” Alex said surely. “The truth is I’ve got the paperwork started to purchase a home in that new Glen Mawr division up north, but the construction hasn’t even started.”
“Then you’ve been planning this.”
Nervously, Alex hit the cigarette hard. “The first ten years were fine. The next five were a bore. The last five have been traumatic, demeaning, and miserable.” He threw his head back to slug down the bourbon.
“I’m sorry.”
Alex heard the words but they didn’t compute. Jerry...sorry about Alex’s circumstances? That hadn’t happened in the last thirty seven years. Alex studied those deep dark eyes of his brother a moment. Whoever it was in the body before him wasn’t the man their father constructed.
He decided not to make an issue of it. “How curious we should both be getting divorced at the same time.” Alex thought he saw the twist of a bitter smile on his brother’s lips.
“A twin thing, apparently.”
Alex nodded and stubbed out the cigarette. “And apparently, we’re just aimlessly driving around.” He picked up the phone to tell the driver to take him to the Carmichael Hotel.
“Uhhh...Cheryl’s out of town right now. Why don’t you stay at the Mansion?” Jerry offered.
“The Mansion!” Alex gasped. “God, how long has it been since I’ve seen anything more than the foyer!” Instantly, he was filled with horror at the very thought of the home he and his brother were raised in. But it surprised him, that Jerry would offer that generosity so easily. “I don’t think...”
“It’s not like I own it, Alex. The company owns it.”
No, this couldn’t be his brother. But was this profound change in him something to do with the divorce, the hope that he might live and breathe again without that insufferable bitch constantly up his nose or did it have more to do with Morgan? “Jerry, I don’t ever want to see that place again. I don’t know how you can stand to live there.”
“I don’t live there, Alex. I just eat and sleep there. I’m the CEO,” Jerry offered dismally. “I moved out several months ago and I haven’t been back. So why don’t you just come to the penthouse until we can get a condo ready for you?”
Stunned, Alex nodded his assent. “That’s very generous.”
It was settled. Jerry picked up the telephone to tell the driver to take them home. 
 
* * * *
 
“It’s been a while since I’ve been in here,” Alex commented. “It’s lovely.”
“It ought to be,” Jerry said. “You did it.” Quite casually he switched the recessed lights over the main living area on. “And you know where everything is.” Jerry took the leather chair near the fireplace. 
Curiously, Alex followed and took the edge of the sofa closest the chair. “Jerry, what’s going on with you?”
Jerry drew in a heavy breath. “You ever been in love?”
“Yes,” Alex said quickly. He remembered well the man he would have died for to protect...if it would have saved that man.
Jerry smiled a little, but it was bitter, remembering the man Alex spoke of. Yet he hesitated, not wishing to remember that man fully. “There’s a woman.”
“Tell me about her.”
Jerry shook his head. “Unobtainable ideal.” His voice was soft.
It burst out of Alex uncontrolled. “Unobtainable for Jerry Abernathy?”
“Some people can’t be purchased, Alex. They can only be paid for.”
“Oh, God, not another hooker,” he snarled.
“No. Not a hooker.”
“This cute little sex therapist I’ve heard about?”
Jerry snarled. “So there is some office gossip,” he noted. “Yeah, she’s pretty special.”
“That’s who you were going to see tonight?”
“I didn’t have an appointment, but yes. I’m not even sure she’s there now.”
“Must be pretty serious,” Alex commented.
Jerry looked away. “Curious, at the very least,” Jerry said. “I’ve been with her several times now and I haven’t had her yet. She’s wearing at least part of the Hope diamond on her finger. Nearly a million dollars worth, I’m sure of it. Has to be an engagement ring.”
Nervously, Alex laughed a little knowing it was Brian’s Morgan. “You haven’t slept with her?” He was relieved.
A sheepish grin broadened Jerry’s lips. “Nope. I’ve spent the night with the woman, slept in her bed, but actual sex is apparently out of the question.”
“Then what the hell is it that holds your interest? Makes you speak of love?”
“Hell if I know.” His inner-vision filled with the color of her hair. 
“Unobtainable ideal.”
“She’s beautiful, Alex. A fucking knockout. Her hair...the color of that bronze statue the old man adored, her eyes the color of those emeralds in that ring. The tits...Jesus, the tits..” He would sell out the kingdom for another night at those breasts.
“I spoke to Brian the other day. He asked how you and your therapist were getting along.”
Answering the unasked question, he said, “Ahh, so that’s how you know she’s a therapist.” His son’s generosity in sending Morgan to him was overwhelming. “How is Brian?”
“Having some problems right now, Jerry. He and his girlfriend are on the outs and he’s pretty broken up about it.”
“I’m sorry to hear that. I’m very sorry to hear that.”
“He wants desperately to be married to her and can’t understand why she’s refusing.”
“Probably because she doesn’t want the press shoved up her ass twenty-four seven.”
Alex shrugged.
“How’s his business doing?”
“Flourishing,” Alex said. “Said he’s got twenty guys on the payroll now. That he’s going to have to expand or collapse soon.”
“Very good,” Jerry mused. “Excellent.” The fact that Brian could start his own business and take it to the place that it would tank from it’s own weight so soon pleased Jerry immensely. “Landscape architect, huh?”
“Does some beautiful work. Why don’t you call him, Jerry? I think he could use the advice from his father right now.”
Jerry winced. “He hasn’t wanted my advice for ten years.”
“That was a long time ago. He’s thirty-five years old now. All grown up. And don’t sit there and tell me you didn’t have anything to do with his leaving you. He told you he didn’t want to be an accountant. And still, he went to Harvard to please you. For you, Jerry, even though he told you his interests laid elsewhere.”
“Who am I going to leave this fucking rotten business to if not him, Alex? He’s Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy VI!”
Alex shook his head understanding Jerry’s argument and error. “Listen to me.” It was the most ingratiating thing Jerry ever heard. “There were eight of us boys and one girl. Dad kept getting Mom knocked up so there would be plenty of Abernathys around in case something went wrong. Well, something went very wrong at the very beginning. But goddamnit, you’re Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy V, right? And Dad placed you in a position I don’t believe you wanted to be in, forced the life you have upon you now, a life I don’t believe you’ve enjoyed.”
Jerry rose to get away from that. Yet he only fell to the granite slab of the hearth and curled from this assault.
“You are to be commended because you didn’t force Brian into the same kind of life you’ve lived.”
“No, I nearly ruined him. Getting away from me was the only thing that saved him. ”
“Not even nearly, Jerry. He’s young, he’s beautiful, and he’s rich. He’s been very happy for a while now. He’s having a hard time right now, but that too, will pass. I really think he wouldn’t mind hearing from you. Surely, you understand he doesn’t know how to approach you.”
“You really think that’s all it is?” Jerry gasped.
Alex smiled. And then he reached out for the phone, hit the speaker function and dialed.
“Brian Alexander.”
“Precious,” Alex mewed. “Where are you?”
“Alex,” Brian breathed with a heavy sigh. “I just drove through the last checkpoint on the way to Hell.” The Mansion. 
“Brian, I have something to tell you. I’m in the Tower penthouse right now...with your father.”
The hesitation drew out, only to end in amused laughter. “That’s a good one, Alex. You had me going for a minute. You and the old man...in the penthouse together. That’s a good one.”
Sadly, Alex peered at Jerry only to see Jerry cringe with the implication. That Jerry was an asshole extraordinaire.
“Brian, it’s true. I walked out on Charles a little while ago and happened to run into Jerry. He offered me the penthouse until I can get situated.”
“Alex, you have to be joking. The old man doesn’t offer anyone anything.”
“Shut up. He’s your father. He’s sitting here with me now listening to everything you’re saying. I’ve explained to him about how you and your fiancée are estranged, how fucked up you are about it and he’s very concerned.”
Once again, the silence was lengthy. A horrified screech through the speaker struck Jerry hard. “Dad?”
“Yes, Brian.” As if his life depended on it he moved rapidly from the hearth to the chair, the better to be close to his son. “I’m very sorry about your girlfriend and you. I would like to know you’re okay. Have you eaten? Why don’t you come have dinner with me and Alex?”
Through the speaker, Jerry heard the squeal of tires and it caused his heart to palpitate. “Brian!” he screamed.
“Yeah. Yeah...yeah, I’m okay. I’m not exactly dressed.”
“It doesn’t matter,” Jerry said softly. “Just come to the penthouse for awhile.”
“I’ll be there in about fifteen minutes.” The connection broke, leaving a dial tone to resound into the room.
Jerry shut it down. And then he went for a drink. “What the hell am I going to say to him, Alex?” 
“Maybe you ought to start by telling him you love him. From there, everything else can work its way out.”
 
* * * *
 
The elevator doors opened and Brian stepped into the room, his body held tightly as he stared over the expanse at Jerry. He definitely looked older to Brian, tired, almost anemic. But his hair hadn’t yet faded. It was only the deepening creases, the weight of his eyelids as if to look upon the world any longer was a burden.
For a moment, Jerry stared back. Quite a man his son had become. Beautifully tanned from working in the sun, laboring, a concept Jerry was unfamiliar with. Slightly tousled hair, a little longer, looking very much like an archangel rather than the cherub Jerry remembered.
Slowly, Jerry rose. But his hesitation was quickly dispelled seeing his precious son before him, a little dusty from the day’s work. He rushed up the two steps and grabbed Brian into his arms.
To hold this body in his arms again, his son, his beautiful baby boy, was a joy deeper than any Jerry had known for decades. Tears streamed down his face, refusing to take voice as they wet his son’s filthy shirt. And his son held him in return. Within it Jerry felt the same kind of desperation he was suffering at the moment. “I’ve missed you so much,” Jerry whispered.
Brian parted from him to see his father’s cheeks moist as were his. “I’ve missed you,” he uttered quite stoically.
Jerry’s hearty hand crushed in on his son’s shoulder. “Let me fix you a drink.” He quickly turned to the bar gathering his tears in his hand.
“Alex.” Brian smiled to see his uncle’s shining countenance at this long overdue reunion. 
“Precious,” Alex mewed. As an invitation, he patted the sofa cushion beside him. To Jerry who handed him a glass of wine, he said, “Thank you. Your father and I were sitting here commiserating over the lack of love in our lives and we thought you should join us.”
“I’m sorry to hear about you and Charles. But it’s only temporary.”
“Not this time,” Alex hissed. 
“I’m sorry,” Brian said softly. He turned to Jerry. “I spoke to Cherry. Mom thinks you’re getting divorced, too.”
“I think it will be better that way, Brian. I think it will be better for everyone, including her. She’s in France now with her lover, somewhere she’d obviously rather be. I don’t blame her for that.”
Brian nodded. Thinking of Morgan’s influence, he asked, “So after thirty five years, what made you come to this conclusion?”
“I think age is just creeping up on me. I don’t have the fight in me I used to have. I don’t feel like it anymore.”
“You don’t have the will for it?”
Playfully, Jerry threw up his hands and grinned. “I’m fifty-five years old, kid.” He chuckled. “I’m probably gonna move into the penthouse here permanently and let your Uncle Bryant have the Mansion. I don’t fucking want it anymore.”
Suspiciously, Brian stared. “What’s happened to you?”
Easily, Jerry laughed. “I just don’t give a shit any more, Brian. I’m tired of fighting.”
“Does this have anything to do with your new therapist?”
“Yeah, it probably does. And I want to thank you for that. Your intervention. God knows where the hell I’d be if you hadn’t have forced me into that situation. I’m grateful you did. She’s made me think about how things used to be. Believe it or not, I saw Renee about a month ago.”
Brian knew that but played it off. “Renee?”
“Yeah...” Obviously, Brian was groping for Jerry’s side of the situation. “Came to the penthouse to see me.” 
Brian studied his father’s broad muscular shoulders, the layers of muscle on his chest. “Tell me.” 
“Later.” Jerry didn’t care to offend Alex. “So Alex tells me your business is ready for Wall Street.”
Brian choked with laughter as he glanced at Alex. “Not quite...”
 
* * * *
 
Alex listened to the easy banter between father and son as if the last ten years and ‘that day’ simply evaporated into the ethereal mist. That they truly loved each other as any father and son could was evident. Alex was certain he made the right move by calling Brian. To give them someone they could both rely upon in their precarious individual circumstances: each other.
When the conversation would return to Morgan, Alex wasn’t certain. Brian knew Jerry had been seeing Morgan. But Jerry didn’t know Brian was engaged to her. What kind of explosion would erupt when he found out?
Rather than dwell on the thing that would rip them completely apart forever, he preferred to pray that the connection they could make tonight would hold them together as they moved to the dining room table.
 
* * * *
 
Filled with gratitude for a fine meal, Alex declared, “That was delicious. But I’m going to excuse myself now. It’s been a rather unpleasant day.”
“Of course,” Jerry said softly. “I’ll see you in the morning.”
Alex smiled. The man his brother had once been was slowly rising to the surface to break the bonds of the cage he lived within. “Brian.” He nodded and moved away.
Openly, Jerry stared into his son, the soft effervescent glow of the chandelier above lighting only this one area of the room. “Tell me about your girlfriend.”
“No,” Brian said quickly. 
“Hurts that bad?”
“Worse than any blade she could hack me open with.”
Broadly, Jerry smiled. “One of them kind, huh?”
Unable to say Morgan’s name, Brian assured him by saying, “The finest kind, Dad. But she doesn’t know who I am. An Abernathy. She just thinks I’m me...her little Mouse.”
Jerry bowed his head to think that his son would ever be disciplined by anyone but him. His eyes opened wide to study Brian’s seemingly defeated posture. 
“You’re trying to tell me something,” Jerry gently urged.
“She doesn’t know I’m a switch.” 
“You’ve never been the most aggressive disciplinarian.”
Brian peered into those dark animalian slits of his father’s eyes. “I’ll never be as good as you, though.”
Jerry shrugged. “There’s no shame in that, Brian. I gave you the benefit of my experience and what you do with it is up to you. But there’s more to it. You’ve been laying on the floor a long time now and you’re ready to get up?”
Sheepishly, Brian shrugged. “I don’t think she’s gonna go there with me, though. She, uhh...exhibits a lot of fear of aggressive men.”
“Some serious trust issues.”
“Oh, yeah.”
“That’s too bad. But that’s her thing, Brian. You can’t make people trust you.”
“I can’t imagine what more I can do to earn her trust.”
“Brian, you can’t make people trust you. It’s her that’s having a problem, not you.”
Unfortunately there was no comfort in that. “So, ummm...your new sex therapist...?”
Delightedly, Jerry laughed. “A hell of a woman. She has a way of making you want it real bad, doesn’t she? She’s an excellent dominatrix. The finest kind, as you say. But she never actually let’s anyone have her, does she?”
With that, Brian relaxed a little. Only on very rare occasions did Morgan take any of her submissives, although she could create such pleasure and pain she was undeniable. “No, she doesn’t,” Brian said with a smile. It was obvious that Morgan hadn’t had Jerry...yet.
“Where did you meet her?” Jerry asked.
“Club.” It was almost true. Outside of the club would have been more accurate. 
“She...has reminded me of the more pleasant days of my life.”
“I have to admit...I was kinda hoping she would.”
Jerry shivered to hear that. To know that Brian still cared...to think that perhaps Brian had come home.
“Renee?” Brian asked curiously. “How is Renee?”
“Shocked to hear from me, that I know for a fact. But she was only too anxious to get her sweet little ass over here for a little...romp.”
“No doubt.”
Jerry’s expression darkened. “What about you, Brian?”
Brian froze. The gaze of a predator blurred his vision. He needed this. Needed it bad and his father was the best. Better than any other he’d ever experienced. An internal trembling shook his organs and bubbled to the surface. “Yes,” he breathed.
Jerry nodded. He threw his head toward the hallway. Brian ran.
 
* * * *
 
The feel of his Master’s hands ripping the cloth from his body left him with the same trembling fear as if the earth under his feet ruptured to devour him into a chasm. His Master’s breath fell over his back like the viscous wind of a sand storm obliterating sights and sounds. None but the scraping wind. His throat was crushed in the crook of his Master’s arm and he went limp from the power in it, was dragged to the wheel, thrown upon it, lashed down, blindfolded and gagged before he could draw another breath.
The wheel was spun, the clicking of his Master’s like that of a roulette wheel in any self-respecting casino. The blood rushed to his head, the pressure inside of it ringing in his ears only to drain completely with the next revolution. Over and over again, the Wheel of Misfortune rotated, the clicking like the sound of rattlesnake about to strike, the various punishments or pleasures noted on gold plaques around the circumference. Wherever his head came to a stop was what he would endure.
Slower, slowing still, Brian realized he was going to stop, not completely inverted, praise the Saints, but on his side. If the plaques hadn’t been moved that could mean only one dastardly thing. He choked down a little air to prepare himself.
He felt his Master’s breath on his chest, heating the length of his body. “Lucky you.” Brian made a concerted effort to relax, to surrender as never he had before.
He heard the hum of the wand as it neared his body. It sounded alive, was definitely electric, the color purple in his vision obliterating everything else. The sound grew more shrill, the revolutions within it increasing and then it touched a nipple; the static electricity within it grounded out and caused him to scream.
Intense. That stabbing sharpness barely dulled when another struck. His earlobes, a toe. His testicles, an armpit. His Master could inflict such agony as no one else ever could, agony enough to rend those smaller pains null. To dull the distress of a lost lover and drive that distress into a void.
Brian shook so violently with every kiss of the wand, Jerry kept it toned down a little. Brian hadn’t experienced the wand since he left Jerry, quite obviously. Only the whip, the pernicious little tool, that all too common thing that nearly anyone could wield. The use of electricity required a heart of stone. The use of chemicals, no heart at all.
Affectionately, he remembered the day he caught Brian and Renee playing in his Lair. How stunned and ashamed they were to be found out, Brian going after her with a riding crop. How stunned and delighted Brian was to find himself in a hell of constriction bondage, a ball on the floor, gagged, allowed only to watch his father take his girlfriend while his girlfriend wagged her penis at Brian. How eager they were to learn everything Jerry had to teach them.
He stepped back a bit now to let Brian breathe. He could go for the deep cycle battery and some serious voltage, but the wand alone was enough to have Brian baying to make it stop. Already, Brian was ready to swallow his tongue. Brian had apparently been hanging out with sissies, although the faded stripes of bruises on the backs of his legs indicated a cane. But he had seen no cane in Morgan’s parlor.
The sound of the wand drawing near was enough to make him scream, gagged as he was. Jerry put it away.
Brian’s mouth, no longer salivating or drooling was a like a desert inside. He had to breathe through it, await the next shot of voltage to course through him. So removed from himself was he, he heard the sound of a chain as if muffled by a wall. And then he felt his Master’s ‘router bit’ divide his cheeks.
You belong to me, Jerry wanted to scream at him. Ah, but he couldn’t. He could only fill Brian with his love, the piercing heated reminder that he loved his son desperately. Ah, but this wasn’t his son, was it? Another man’s son. But Jerry had raised him, lived eternally knowing that Brian wasn’t his, although Jerry couldn’t have loved him more if he was. 
The router bit, a narrow stick of solidified chemicals would slowly melt with Brian’s body heat. As each layer wore away, new and sometimes confusing sensations would rise. What else could Brian need to take his mind off some stupid bitch that wouldn’t marry him?
Nipple nails. Simple enough. They were easily inserted as Brian began to writhe with the sensation of ice in his rectum, draining into his intestines and climbing toward his throat. Ah, but perhaps Jerry’s version of the Iron Maiden would do the trick. He grabbed the deflated penis and slid the cuff filled with pinpoints over it, wrapped the ties around the testicles. 
But Brian didn’t feel it, no, the sensation of frigidity rapidly giving way to the most intense sense of being burned from the inside out. Brian’s vocalizations amounted to grunting gasps.
Quite affectionately, Jerry loosed the gag and let Brian scream.
“Make it stop...please, my Lord, make it stop,” Brian cried.
But Jerry only reached out and crushed the penis in his grip. Driving the spikes into the soft flesh, another fresh scream of unadulterated delight was his reward. Only then, did he stuff a piece of cloth in Brian’s mouth.
Jerry straightened the wheel and unhitched the feet. Brian merely dangled as Jerry wrapped his ankles and calves in plastic wrap. He lowered Brian to the floor, let him stand on his feet and loosed his arms. Quickly, Brian’s hand went behind him to try to retrieve the router bit. But the router bit was something once embarked upon couldn’t be quit. 
“You have to suffer it,” Jerry reminded. Quickly, he grabbed Brian’s wrist.
Brian shook with the pain of this ticklishness inside of him, as if caterpillars crawled into his abdomen toward his chest. The most sadistic sensation of all, the feel of being invaded by pernicious forces, the chemical set every one of his itch nerves on fire internally.
Another grip on his penis reminded him to be still, to let his arms be at his sides and endure this. He heard another rip of the plastic wrap and felt it on his chest snugging his arms tightly to his body. It drove the nails deep into the muscles there.
His body was dragged away, placed on a horse.
Ah, but it was burning again inside and the first crack of the paddle on his ass had him burning outside, too. The desire to experience Morgan’s kind of love simply vanished.
 
* * * *
 
When he opened his eyes, Brian found himself in his father’s bed. A phallus was stuffed into his rectum, the plastic wrap around his hips holding it there. His penis was a pincushion now; his chest muscles flinched uncontrollably to the daggers driven there. And when the vibrator wiggled it sent a volt or two to the maiden and ground out on the penis.
Yet his father hovered over him, his father’s smile genuinely paternal and full of pride as if his son just recovered from some horrific illness that threatened to divide them for all time. 
“Better?” Jerry asked. Tenderly, he divided Brian’s hair with his fingers and pushed it away from his face.
Wantonly, Brian stared. His father’s expression reminded him of the night Jerry hung over him, laying cold compresses on his body to break a fever. Tears streamed out of his eyes and the thought that he could have survived ten years without his father in his life made him realize that a bout of temporary insanity had just ended. “Can you ever forgive me?” he cried.
Quickly, Jerry gathered his son into his arms, his own tears melting over Brian’s shoulder and dripping from the plastic. “You’ve come back to me?”
“Yes...yes,” Brian gasped shivering. He wanted nothing more than to return that embrace, his father the most affectionate man in the world. How he used to feed his son, hold his son on his lap and rock him to sleep, play softball, soccer, and watch war movies and horror flicks together in bed. 
But after Jerry’s father died, Jerry became such an asshole. Drank constantly, raged against everything, everyone. The only thing they had in common was the dungeon, the last little bit of love, hatred, respect and disregard they had for each other expressed only there.
“I love you,” Jerry whispered. “God, I love you. Please don’t ever leave me again.” Carefully, he laid Brian’s body back to the sheets and wiped his eyes. 
As his father wiped his nose, he began to sob. The emptiness in his heart was more than he could bear. “No. Not now. I need you so badly.”
“I’m here for you.” He pulled the thin cotton sheet over his son and kissed his cheek. “I’ll stay right here with you. Try to sleep.” Filled with relief, he pulled another pillow under Brian’s head.
“I’m so sorry.”
“It’s over now,” Jerry reassured him. It wasn’t actually necessary to talk about ‘that day.’ He reached up to dim the lights. “We’re alright. You just sleep and I’ll be here with you.” Again, he kissed Brian’s forehead and rose quietly, slipped out of his shirt and nestled into the chair. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Five
 
 
Brian awoke to the soft snoring of his father and opened his eyes to see Jerry still propped in the chair with his feet tossed to the ottoman. He had refused to leave his son, although there were other beds in the house, this bed that he could have gotten comfortable in. 
From the distance of thirty-five years, Brian looked back to remember the happiest days of his life, those spent with his father. Brian hadn’t known that they were decadently wealthy people. That his great grandfather had been the president of the United States. That Abernathys littered the world like debris spewed from a volcano that traveled the globe on air currents and fell back to the surface somewhere. 
Brian only knew his father’s love.
His earliest memory was that of his father and their nightly voyage into the bathtub together. When his sister was old enough to join them, Jerry no longer got in but sat by the side of the tub and watched, washed them, scolded Brian for splashing water in her face. 
The servants and the security guards were of no account. They were everyday life. Brian wasn’t allowed to be shipped off to some distant boarding school. He stayed at home and attended the Academy. 
Brian was sixteen when his grandfather died. Died in his sleep. So many people in the Mansion that morning when the ambulance came and took him out of the house. All the wailing, the shivering. The bourbon and scotch and the sobbing. It was the first time he’d ever heard his father’s voice bark out orders at people like they were dogs.
Later that night, Brian edged into the darkened living room lit only by an errant ray from the grand entry hall. Filled with fear by the day’s events, he’d whispered, “Dad.”
“What is it?” Jerry snarled.
“Are you okay?”
“Of course. Your grandfather’s job is my job now.” And everybody knew that grandpa’s job was to be a dickhead. “Go to bed.”
The day everything changed, nothing ever again changed.
At least not until the day his father caught him and his best friend since elementary school in the playroom when he was seventeen. But it only returned them to each other on a superficial level. His father still forced him into accounting and into the accounting department at Abernathy Acquisitions. Taught him the finer points of white-collar crime where Brian languished for want of fresh air.
Until last night he hadn’t seen his father...his real father...since the day his grandfather died. He could only believe that Morgan was responsible for that. That his father stayed the entire night, watched over him, protected him as always he had, comforted him.
Jerry stirred as if he could feel his son’s steady and wanton gaze upon him. Quietly, he arose and went to the bed to sit on the edge, again hovering over Brian with a smile. Casually, he opened the drawer on the night table and retrieved a switchblade. With the flick of a button, the blade locked into place and Jerry laid back the sheet. A horrendous jerk loosed the plastic from Brian’s body.
“You slept well,” Jerry noted.
“Like I haven’t in quite a while.” Brian was grateful.
Jerry smiled. “You know I’ll be staying here for awhile. You’re welcome to stay with us.”
The sentiment swelled in Brian’s heart. “I appreciate that. But it’s asking a little much for you to put me to bed every night like you used to.”
“I don’t know about that. You’re my son. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for you.”
Broadly, Brian smiled, a little sadness in it no longer feeling like a kid. “But you’re having some problems yourself right now. Maybe when you get through them... Is there anything I can do?”
Jerry shook his head. “Just know that your mother and I are going to be much better off without each other than we are at present. And don’t be angry about it. Be happy for us.” 
For a moment, Brian paused. “You know I didn’t give you Morgan’s e-mail address so you could get divorced. I was hoping it would bring you two back together.”
Jerry drew in a heavy breath. “Well, if it was your intention to save us, it has. The time I’ve spent with Morgan has made me realize that I’ve been living my life all wrong. Since the day your grandfather died. Since before that actually, but I was still a kid then and didn’t know better. Kept on doing it after I was grown and should have known better. And I believe that the time Morgan has spent with Cheryl hasn’t hurt at all.”
“Morgan...and Mom?”
“Got the invoices to prove it. She was actually quieting down a little until last week she freaked out and ran away to France again.”
“And she has a lover there?”
“For thirty years.”
“I never knew that.”
“I didn’t want you to know. There was no good reason to drag you and your sister into our miserable lives. And no matter what you want to believe, it wasn’t me who threw your mother down the stairs and caused the damage you saw the day you stopped in at the Mansion and then came screaming at me. She came home from France that way.”
Incredulously, Brian stared as he rearranged his limbs for the first time in hours. “This guy in France keeps beating her up and still she goes back there?”
Jerry threw up his hands. “I’ve never put any restrictions on her or forbid her to do anything she thinks will make her happy. And yes, she still goes to France. That’s not to say I’ve never touched her because I have and I’m not proud of it. But that was years ago before I learned how to not let the things she’s doing and saying affect me.”
“Jesus, I didn’t know this.” From what he’d seen of his mother lately, some of that made sense.
“And if you had known, it would have made a difference?”
“Of course it would have. My mother isn’t exactly the maternal type, if you know what I mean. Alex has always been more maternal than she ever was.”
Easily, Jerry agreed with a bitter grin.
“So what's with you two? I know you’ve never had any real affection for him.”
Jerry looked away. How wrong he was, but Brian didn’t know the whole story. “I don’t know. He wandered into my office a few weeks ago, maybe a month, I don’t know. He’s redecorating my office now. Yesterday was the first time I’ve seen him since then. I don’t know. Just don’t have the fight in me anymore, I guess.”
“Sooo...let me understand this. When your dad died, you inherited everything, right? You loved everything he loved, like money, hated everything he hated like Alex and went to the pinnacle of the Tower to command. It was your job.”
With that, Jerry averted his gaze to his son’s broad chest, dappled with the least little bit of fur, unlike him. “If it needs to be reduced to a single sentence...yes. Yet, I hated my father, Brian. Hated that man from the day I was born until the day he died, and still I hate him.” His voice rose with anger and frustration, and it thrust him off the bed away from Brian and into the room.
“Dad…” Helplessly, he watched as his father pace aimlessly with his fists clenched. But Jerry wouldn’t be stilled and he threw open the bedroom door and stormed the living room.
Quickly, Brian grabbed a towel from the bathroom, cinched it around his waist and followed only to see Alex curled at the end of the sofa, wide-eyed at Jerry’s rage.
Jerry glared at Alex. “Tell the boy why I won’t tolerate even the mention of our father ever again.”
Quickly, Alex glanced at Brian and shook his head, an indication to be still. Yet Alex stayed on the sofa, refusing to further irritate his brother. “Jerry...Jerry...”
Like a lunatic, Jerry turned ready to do battle.
“Jerry, he’s dead. He’s exactly where he ought to be. He can’t hurt us anymore.” Alex’s voice was soft but insistent. “There’s no damage he can cause any longer unless you allow him to act through you. Don’t do that, please, Jerry. Please, don’t let him do that to you any longer. To us any longer. To the entire family anymore.”
The time stretched long as Jerry stared at Alex, the expression of a madman ready to explode creasing his face. Jerry’s fingers were splayed as if he might choke the very life out of the next thing to cross his path. Yet Alex held his gaze, refusing to give up until Jerry began to breathe again, the tension loosening its grip on his body.
“Brian and I will get you some coffee and then in a little while, we’ll call for breakfast.”
Jerry nodded. He collapsed into an overstuffed chair and threw his legs to the ottoman. Only then did Alex swirl off the sofa and go to Brian, his hand around Brian’s arm to drag him away to the kitchen.
Behind the closed door, Brian cried, “What the hell was that?” 
Bitterly, Alex stared into Brian, the same height as he. “I don’t know how the topic of the old man came up, Precious, but we obviously don’t want to go there again. I know you’re only trying to understand why your life is so fucked up, understand the motivations of the people around you. Suffice to say, it’s an ugly, brutal, drawn out affair that would make the Marquis de Sade look like a nun. Your grandfather was a sick son of a bitch.” His hand held to his stomach to stroke the ache there. “Just the mention of him drives your father to madness, as you can see.”
Brian fell against the granite countertop, disheartened but even more curious as to what happened. He didn’t know how to ask.
“Some things are just personal, Brian. The humiliations and suffering your grandfather visited upon all of us kids needs to remain private. None of us want to go back there anymore. Most of us buried our grief with him. Unfortunately, your father, being the oldest, was forced into a situation I don’t think he really wanted, became the CEO, responsible for the family, the image, the fucking money. And yes, I think things are changing for him. I believe sincerely that he doesn’t have the fight in him anymore to sail the ship to the destination your grandfather plotted.”
“But you two are closer than I ever understood, aren’t you?”
Sadly, Alex sniffed. “We were, Precious. But that was a very long time ago. Long before you were born when your grandfather drove a wedge between us. And I don’t know yet if he wants that to change or not, but I’ll stay here in the penthouse and be available to him if he needs me.”
“You had a very calming effect on him. I think he needs you.”
“We’ll see.” Quietly, he turned to the coffee pot. “So let’s just agree that we won’t remind him of anything that hurts him so badly and continue to very gently draw him out. I heard you two in the discipline room last night. He needs that very badly.”
Brian animated with the thought of it. “I can use a little of that myself.”
“Perfect.” He placed a cup in Brian’s hand. “So let’s go chat him up about...I don’t know...he’s very interested in your business, for one.”
“My father? Interested in flowers and the quality of dirt?” 
Alex laughed. “Just you, Precious. Whatever interests you interests him.”
Brian’s expression grew somber with the thought of it. Because nothing in the world interested Brian more than Morgan. Yet he followed Alex to the living room and stared at his father a moment.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered.
Jerry’s expression was so pained, it was as if the man inside was only moments from total annihilation and was refusing to accept it.
Quickly, Brian went to him and fell before him. He laid his naked chest against his father’s and wrapped his arms tightly around Jerry’s waist. Jerry clutched tightly, tried so valiantly to restrain the tears threatening to break free.
“Oh, Brian,” he breathed. Those tears did break free at the very sound of his son’s name. Jerry’s arms locked around Brian and Jerry rocked him, sobbing uncontrollably to think what Brian had suffered through the years. How deeply Brian had suffered, and he had let it happen.
“Dad,” Brian gasped.
But Jerry only held tighter and shook his head, unable to talk about it.
Brian lingered in that embrace feeling the horror inside of Jerry break free. But where did it come from? How could it be contained? The thought that it could no longer be contained was quite obvious, but where did it come from? Brian merely allowed his body to be crushed by his father’s desperation, feeling as if he were the rope around Jerry’s neck that might finally save him or dispatch him for all time. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Six
 
 
As miserable as ever a man was, Brian found himself driving aimlessly. He could only begin to guess what his father had been through. At least as much as Brian. But apparently Morgan was helping a little.
Thoughtlessly, he drove until he came upon a church. Suddenly, he realized that’s exactly what he needed. To confess. Without hesitation, he followed the pathway of old tile worn through to the concrete underneath. He stopped at the secretary’s desk to ask for Father Romanelli.
“He’s in his office. Go on in,” she said with a smile.
Unhesitatingly, he opened the door. “Hey, Dad,” he whispered.
The old priest turned with a scowl on his face. “Where the hell have you been, boy? And give me a cigarette.”
Brian threw the pack and the lighter to the desk and flopped on a threadbare sofa cushion, his vision trained on Romeo. “I’ve really fucked up.”
The scowl on Romeo’s face softened a little, but returned to anger. The smoke curled around his face and slid over his bald head, his gaze drilling into Brian. “You walked out on an incredible woman so I have to believe that the devil has taken possession of you, boy.”
Brian gasped. “How is she?” 
“Not good, Brian. I’m really worried about her. So why don’t you tell me what the hell you were thinking. Leave her on her fortieth birthday.”
For a long moment, Brian stared back and then crumbled. “Does she love me?”
“How can you even ask that? She’s having trouble even functioning without you around. Are you trying to punish her for something?”
“No, of course not. But can I tell you something? And you won’t tell Morgan?”
“Of course, you can. You wanna go to the confessional?”
“No. God already knows about it.”
Romeo drew the smoke deep into his lungs and let it out slowly. “What’s the matter, Brian?”
Brian paused. Yet he knew he could trust Romeo, always had since the day they met, even though he was like a father to Morgan. “I’m not who she thinks I am.”
“Who does she think you are?”
“Brian Alexander.”
“Okay… If you’re not Brian Alexander, who are you?”
“Brian Abernathy.”
Romeo froze as he studied Brian’s coiled posture and Brian curled a little tighter. Romeo’s lips parted to better breathe, to better get over the shock. “Then that ring is real.”
“About a million dollars worth.”
“Oh, dear God.” He threw his body back further in the rickety chair. His mind raced through a maze. “Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy VI?”
“Yep.” He withdrew his wallet and tossed an old ID in front of Romeo. Romeo picked it up and studied it carefully. It was Brian’s first driver’s license when he was only sixteen. Quietly, he laid it back down and lit a second cigarette off the first.
“You got some explaining to do.”
“Why won’t she marry me? I mean...to her, I’m not some prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boy’s Club brat, I’m just me. And still she won’t marry me. Is there something wrong with me?”
“Oh, Brian,” Romeo whispered. Romeo knew exactly why Morgan wasn’t going to marry him, but as far as Romeo was concerned it was a lame excuse. “There’s a lot of fear in that woman.”
“Fear! I’m sorry, I don’t believe that. I’ve never known Morgan to be afraid of anything.”
“How well do you really know her?”
Brian shrugged. “I know she grew up hard. Her dad died...and then her mom. She never said what became of her stepfather, only that after her mother died, you got legal custody of her and placed her with a couple in the parish. I know she started her career as a corporate prostitute and that you hooked her up with a psychologist to move on.”
Romeo nodded. Everything except the day she committed murder. “And you’ve kept your true identity from her because...”
“She hates wealthy people.”
Heavily, Romeo sighed. “That she does. Do you know why?”
“Can’t say I ever figured that out.”
“I’m not gonna sit here and tell you she’s been fair with people all of her life. Morgan is very opinionated, very passionate and defensive about the way she feels. But I can tell you that her first experiences with very wealthy people were not so good. She was working as a corporate prostitute at the time, a huge corporation...and apparently the guy who ran the show is what she calls a superfreak. Megalomaniac from what I can tell. Something about shrouds and coffins and places I don’t even want to go. But the guy scared her one day and she walked out on him.”
“Necropheliac? And she was probably afraid he was gonna kill her.”
“Like I said, I don’t know. But she made the comment that...what good would the money do her if she was gonna be dead. I forbade her to go back there, of course.”
“I’m glad you did. God.” Brian’s stomach turned.
“And then there was another guy...happened to be the Bishop of this Diocese at the time. His family was very wealthy. And you must know how very young she was. Morgan thinks of wealth and depravity as the same thing.”
Brian shrugged. “Who was that guy she worked for?”
Romeo’s expression remained firm as he considered it. “If you are who you say you are you tell me. You live right across the street from him.”
In horror, Brian stared. “JD Rockingham?”
Slowly, Romeo’s body nodded to the question. “Nobody knows better than me that Morgan let’s people be who they are, son. But he scared her to death.”
Brian’s hand covered his mouth as if he might vomit. “No wonder.” His voice was soft.
But Romeo had a more immediate question on his mind. Knowing what he knew about JD Rockingham and having read Jerry Abernathy’s e-mails, he had to wonder if Jerry and JD were very, very close. Cohorts...as they say.
“What about your father?” Romeo asked.
Brian shrugged. “What about him?”
“Does he know JD well?”
“I don’t know. Uhhh...I moved out of there when I was eighteen and only went back a few months ago. I don’t remember my father ever spending more than a few minutes chatting in the middle of the street with JD or doing any more than going to his annual Christmas party. JD was always invited to the Fourth of July thing at the Mansion but all the neighbors were, too. But now that I think about it...” his vision trailed away, “...my grandfather and JD were very close friends.”
“Probably about the same age?”
Brian shrugged. “Yeah... he would have been in his late seventies by now. Why?”
Romeo paused. “Now that I know who you are and I know what I know about everyone else, I’m very worried about you...and Morgan.”
“Then she told you she’s seeing my father?”
“You know about that!”
“I’m the one who told him he has to get some help or I’m going to the prosecutor. And Morgan is the only person I know that can make him eat his own shit. My mom was beat up real bad one day and I automatically thought he did it. Turns out he didn’t do it, but Morgan’s influence has had a huge impact on him.”
“Can you understand what I’m worried about?”
“You don’t think my father...?” Brian gasped.
But Romeo only stared more harshly to drive the point to its conclusion.
“Oh, God,” Brian whispered. “Surely...”
“What do you think?”
“I don’t know.”
“I can tell you something else besides the fact that I’m scared to death for her. I saw her the day you left her and she was in a pretty bad way. She was ready to tear into your father just as badly as he wanted to tear into her...if those e-mails are any indication. Truth is I haven’t seen too much of her because I’m totally pissed that she even got involved with him. If you hadn’t have left her, I don’t think she would have gotten involved.”
“What are you saying?”
“You left her very vulnerable, Brian. In more ways than you can imagine. So why don’t you finally tell me why you left her.”
“She won’t marry me and I can’t stand one more rejection, that’s why.”
“But she loves you, son.”
“Then you tell me what the hell her problem is.”
Romeo gasped and lit another cigarette. “I can’t.”
“Then you know, don’t you? Did she find out who I am and doesn’t want to believe it?”
“I don’t think so. But I see you’re having some problems with it.”
“I’m not proud of where I come from. I don’t have any intention of being a corporate pirate like my father is or a rapist like my grandfather. I’ve enjoyed the last ten years of my life more than the twenty-four years before it. But she doesn’t love me quite enough to let me be her husband. So what’s the deal?”
For Romeo, this was intolerable. If only Morgan would get over herself. It was an accident, even though she wanted to insist it was done with malice and forethought. And he looked away from Brian.
“You know and you won’t tell me!”
“I can’t tell you, damnit! I can’t tell you about it. I can tell you it doesn’t have anything to do with you, though. Morgan’s not as strong as you like to think she is.”
“Please,” Brian pleaded.
“No. There’s some things in her life that she’s never told herself the truth about, Brian. Very traumatic things that she doesn’t remember correctly and doesn’t want to. Things she’s internalized and it has nothing to do with you. I rather doubt she believes she’s good enough for you.” Tears began to puddle in his eyelids.
“That’s ridiculous!”
“I’ve known that girl since the day she was born. I baptized her when she was two minutes old. I’m telling you, this doesn’t have anything to do with you.”
“Would she take me back?”
“I think she would. She’s absolutely miserable without you.”
“I never meant to hurt her.” There were tears in Brian’s own eyes.
“And she certainly doesn’t mean to hurt you. This is not about you, Brian.”
“It’s just about marriage because she thinks I’m gonna beat her up, doesn’t she?”
“I don’t know how she perceives marriage. That was a happy little family until her father got killed. And you know she’s never been emotionally involved with anyone else but you.”
Brian let out a heavy sigh. “Will you talk to her?”
“Real soon. That doesn’t mean I can sway her. So what’s been going on with you?”
Brian waved it away. “For the first time in ten years my father and I are speaking...civilly again. I just feel like I can’t have Morgan and my family, too.”
“Why is that?”
Brian huffed. “Because Morgan would think of them only as those prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boy brats and my father would think of her only as a prostitute that could ruin the family’s image.”
“Do you remember what I told you? Morgan equates wealth and depravity?” 
“But isn’t there gradations of depravity like everything else?”
“I suppose,” Romeo ceded.
“There’s a lot of people who judge my family as being depraved just from what they see on the news.”
“Including Morgan?”
“I believe she would. But I think I’d better go talk to my dad. See what’s going on with JD.”
“That will be an interesting conversation.”
“I got something else to tell you. My crazy uncle claims that when my father gets done with Morgan, she’ll be happy for a man like me. I’ve got a fabulous wedding planned for the rear lawns of Avalon on September sixth. I hope you’ll officiate.”
Hesitantly, Romeo stared. He remembered that Morgan told him that Brian was getting married with or without her, yet was terribly drunk that day. “And the bride?”
“Morgan, of course,” Brian said curiously.
“Then I’d be happy to, son. I hope it all works out.”
“I don’t have a lot of hope for it, Father. She hasn’t missed me enough to hunt me down and make me explain.”
Saddened by that, Romeo dwindled. Even that would be proof enough to Brian that Morgan loved him. But Mistress Morgan was too proud for that. This was an impossible situation.
 
* * * *
 
“Hi,” Brian said warmly, entering his father’s office.
Jerry went to him only to hug, only to feel his son’s hard body melt around him for a moment.
“I heard an ugly little rumor today,” Brian said surely.
“And you want to know if it’s the truth or not. And I’ll offer the unvarnished truth as far as I perceive it, Brian.”
“Even if it has something to do with someone I’m not allowed to talk about?”
Jerry fell back in the chair. “Your grandfather. Yes, even him.” He braced himself for the question.
“It’s about JD Rockingham.”
“Alright.”
“Necrophiliac?” Brian’s nose turned up.
Jerry’s nose wrinkled the same as Brian’s. “There’s been all kinds of rumors about that for years. As the stories get told and retold, everyone in the vicinity is guilty by association, of course.”
“Grandpa?”
“Definitely your grandfather, I know that for a fact. I was speaking of myself. The thought of it makes me ill. But some of those older guys...I don’t know what to tell you. Of course, it’s all rumor and innuendo. I know JD hired you to work over his property. Have you dug up any bones?”
Finding that thought abhorrent, Brian quickly answered, “No.”
“I don’t think you will, either. JD wouldn’t be careless enough to let the skeletons be unearthed.”
“You’re saying this is true?”
There was a hint of wildness in Jerry’s expression. “Son, I’m saying I never saw it go down with JD. But your grandfather was the Son of Satan. And JD and the old man were best friends.”
“What about Grandpa?”
Jerry hesitated. There were things Brian didn’t remember and he was probably better off that way. Yet Brian needed to know. “This is ugly,” Jerry warned. “When your grandmother died, your grandfather laid her out in the Mansion. She died giving birth to your uncle Gerald. Just too weak.”
“Yeah.”
“Alex and I were only sixteen. Alex was pretty broke up about it.”
“I can understand that.”
“He wanted to spend some time with his mother, so I went downstairs with him to the coffin. Except Mom wasn’t in the coffin. Of course, Alex freaked out and ran upstairs to tell Dad. Dad had Mom in bed with him and JD was coming out of the bathroom.”
“Oh, my God.” Brian choked as he rose and grasped his stomach, about to vomit.
“Brian, I’m not telling you this to fuck you up, damnit.”
“Then it’s true?”
“I never saw them engage in intercourse with a corpse, Brian. But obviously I’m thinking the same thing you are...obviously. That was the day Alex named him the Son of Satan and I had to agree. Like I said, the very thought of it makes me want to puke, too. And I know people have said some fucked up things about me over the years, but I’m telling you, it’s guilt by association, not actual guilt. I’ve heard the rumors myself. Prostitutes have actually come up missing. Our girls...JD’s girls. Of course, nothing was ever investigated. Dad always had a way of shutting people up. Paying ‘em off. Settling out of court, to be precise.”
Brian fell back to the sofa, paled and sweating. “I remember something, too.”
“What do you remember?”
“When grandpa died, JD and Mom were in there a long time, weren’t they?”
Silence filled the air like a noxious cloud. This was the very thing Jerry didn’t want Brian to remember. Had prayed Brian would forget. “Yeah, they were.”
“That’s fucking sick.”
“As far as I’m concerned, yeah, it is, son. That was a hard day for all of us, Brian. When you went in there to get her and came out screaming... You can’t know how badly I wanted to kill them both that day. Her and JD both. And then I had your grandfather’s body removed as quickly as I could, against my sister’s insistence that he should lie in state like every other Abernathy that passed through the Mansion. That was a hard day.”
“I was screaming?”
Jerry nodded. “You don’t remember it clearly, do you?”
“Apparently not, but I kinda know where you’re going with it.”
“When you came out of there screaming, that’s when I went in. After that, we both started seeing a shrink.”
“Lovely,” Brian growled.
“Listen to me.” Jerry’s voice was full of command. “JD Rockingham is someone you don’t want to trust. You don’t ever tell him anything you don’t want anyone else to know. Don’t ever expect him to pay you in full. He’ll find a way out of it. But the important part of this is there’s some people in this world you don’t want to make enemies out of and JD is one of them. Your grandfather was another. I’m not half as destructive as he was and yet I have the reputation for it. The way Bryant does things, he’s a fuzzy little bunny compared to his father.”
“Alex said there’s a lot of things that went on I don’t want to know about. And I’m sorry you got messed up.”
“I’m sorry you got messed up. But I’m so grateful that you and Cherry have enough sense to not pass this shit onto another generation. And if you do have kids, at least you’ll be older and have worked through some of it by then.”
Sarcastically, Brian smirked. “None for me, thanks.”
“That’s alright, too. Are you okay?”
“Yeah, it’s just that I heard something from a guy today that knows one of JD’s old prostitutes. And why she quit him. I don’t know how far he went with her...”
“She probably knows more than we want to hear about. But between the girls at Abernathy and JD’s girls, there were hundreds of them, Brian. Their one year contracts rarely got renewed. If one of the girls worked to four or five years, she had to be fucking outstanding.” 
Sadly, Brian smiled. “Well, I appreciate your candor. I guess you never know who you’re talking to, do you?”
“Never, son. You never know. But because I’m still worried about you, have dinner with me tonight.”
Brian smiled broadly. “You don’t have to worry about me, but I’ll still have dinner with you.”
“Good. So let me go ream out the marketing department and then we’ll get out of here.”
Easily, Brian laughed. “How ‘bout I go take a shower and rummage around in your closet.”
“Perfect,” Jerry whispered.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
 
Morgan’s estate was the most dreamily romantic thing Dan Gregory had ever seen. Comfortably he nestled into the chair, once again awaiting dinner to be prepared by his wife and Morgan’s slave. It was curious that Morgan offered nothing more than the very chaste iced tea or soft drinks to her clients. But after another afternoon of the most intense pleasure, even a glass of wine might put him to sleep.
“So, how’s your landscape project coming?” she asked.
“Very nicely,” he said surely. “In fact, Brian stopped out last Sunday morning to check up on it.”
“And it’s going well?”
He studied her a moment to gauge her attitude. “My landscaping project is progressing. Having found a new submissive is keeping my heart throbbing.”
“Really.” To steady herself she grabbed a cigarette.
He nodded watching her closely. “Curious though. I wouldn’t think a landscaper could afford to drive a Diablo.”
She froze and stared. “A Diablo?”
“It’s an older one, but it’s cherry. Thirty thousand original miles was surprising.”
“That’s interesting.” That his new wife-to-be, the one with more money was plying him with expensive sports cars. “That is rather strange that a landscaper could afford that.”
“Maybe it wasn’t his, but he certainly looked good driving it.”
She laughed it off. “So I take it that you and Mr. Alexander are getting along?”
“Better than that. I invited him to stay for breakfast and got out a bottle of champagne. We barely touched breakfast and the champagne ended up all over my wife.”
Morgan’s eyes narrowed to slashes. She knew all too well what Brian liked about champagne. How the flames swept over his balls to singe the hair there and set them on fire. The fire that licked at the glans of his erection, sending him into uncontrollable fits of lust. “I’m sure he didn’t have any trouble setting your wife ablaze.”
Dan smiled salaciously. “No, he didn’t. What did surprise me is that he had to be told to take her.”
“Oh, really? He never struck me as someone who was reticent where women were concerned.”
Dan shrugged. “It’s not that he wasn’t able, but he certainly had to be told to do it. And he wasn’t aggressive about it all. Interesting man,” Dan said softly. “When I asked him if he’s married, he said no. That there’s a woman he’d been with for ten years now. Can’t understand why she won’t marry him.”
Seemingly patient, Morgan nodded. “What’d you tell him?”
“Time to move on, don’t you think? I mean...after ten years and she still won’t put out, something’s got to be wrong.”
Horribly saddened by that, Morgan bowed her head. “The rumor mill was churning out something about him getting married soon anyway. That he found someone a little more eager.”
“He never said anything like to me. It just seemed he wanted to get this woman’s attention once and for all.”
 
* * * *
 
Dan pulled his wife’s very contented and warm body to his and stroked her to sleep. This little thing between Morgan and Brian was the most intriguing thing he’d come upon for awhile. He was certain now that it was Morgan Brian spoke of last week, of Morgan refusing to marry him. And Morgan had taken too much interest in the details if he was only a passing acquaintance.
And in some way, Brian looked familiar to him, but he couldn’t place it. Oh, well. Brian was scheduled to visit tomorrow and the entertainment could proceed.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
 
Sunday morning and Morgan listened to a week’s worth of messages on her machine. Nothing of any import, only curiosity to hear Romeo say he was coming by after Mass. His voice was dismal because she wasn’t home. And wasn’t available.
That’s right, she thought. Unavailable. Countless times she had called him for advice on this Abernathy case and he was unavailable. Didn’t want to get involved, he had said. The only person in her life that seemed to want to be available was Jerry Abernathy.
With the third pot of coffee gone, she opened the refrigerator and found a pitcher of iced tea. With a tall glass, she went to the veranda, the late morning sun shining brightly. She stretched long on a chaise, Fame and Fortune content to lie on the floor out of sight, just near.
Four months since she had seen her precious Brian. But Jerry Abernathy was very available. Married, but available and if she knew anything at all about the rich and famous, their divorces drag out for years. Perfect from where she looked at it. Married men don’t need to get married again. If only a few of those things he put in those e-mails could be true.
The droplets of condensation on her glass rolled down her belly and nestled in her fur like the facets of sand on a sun-drenched beach. How easy it was to indulge in fantasy, one perpetrated by someone who thought of himself as a Master of the Universe, the Master if she interpreted his ravings correctly. Talk of things that could freeze, burn, bore a hole into her soul sounded delightful...and fantastic. But what if...
Suddenly, the dogs leapt to life. Quickly, she turned to see the outline of Romeo at the edge of the house, watching, waiting patiently for permission to advance.
Nonchalantly, she sipped the iced tea and lay back down. Only a moment later, she felt the void of heat through her middle. “You’re standing in my light.”
“I am your light,” he whispered. “As you are mine.” Quietly, he pulled up a chair and sat close. Without hesitation, he took her glass and drank it down. 
“So where have you been?” she asked.
“Pissed off at you,” he replied. “I see you’re still alive.”
“Not because you want to help.”
“What do you want from me, Morgan? You and this Abernathy man are using each other to work out your frustration. Any time you think I’m going to approve of that, you’re mistaken.”
“There’s more to it than that.”
“Tell me.”
“I don’t know. I think I’m trying to save something that should have been shot in the ass before it started. She’s the fakest thing that ever crawled out from under a rock, a snake in the grass. Playing games with me. And him...I don’t know. I get the feeling he’s just going through a bad time. Mid-life crisis, maybe. Wants to get ahold on his life and doesn’t know how to do it.”
“Has he come after you?”
“No. Hasn’t offered yet. Right now he’s pretty content to suck down baby bottles of watered wine and lots of affection.”
“Interesting. Total reversion to infancy?”
She shrugged. “Maybe the guy never had a mother, I don’t know. I’m not saying I don’t think he has it in him. And he’s definitely more experienced than he let on in those e-mails. He’s done Kitty up a few times. Knows exactly where he wants her to go.”
“Does he hate prostitutes?”
She shrugged. “He’s got enough of ‘em sitting around in the corporate offices. I don’t know where that came from, or maybe we misinterpreted it. The truth is he hasn’t shown me anything but respect and very keen obedience.”
“Then you’re definitely satisfying something in him.”
“He definitely has a desire to be nurtured. And there’s other things going on, too. He’s got the most wicked scars on his body and knowing what I know about his father, it makes my skin crawl.”
“What are you saying?”
“I don’t know. He hasn’t offered to say much about his father yet. But he worries something fierce about his kids. Absolutely possessed when it comes to his kids.”
“Really?”
“He blames himself for what his kids went through growing up even though it’s obvious to me he was trapped in an impossible situation.”
“So you’re thinking he was the one who was abused?”
“I absolutely am. And he’s trying very badly to make it up to his kids right now. Neither of them are biologically his but he loves them desperately and feels responsible for what they went through.”
“This is fascinating.” He was learning more and more about Brian.
“He’s certainly made me believe his kids are his motivation.”
“And his son?”
She shook her head and lit a cigarette. “I’m not sure. I haven’t met him yet. It’s only been within the last few weeks that they’ve been seeing each other again. I thinking the guy’s mother came between him and his father. And now that I know her, I can believe that. I don’t have all the details but I do know that the kid belongs to Jerry’s twin brother and not him, and that Jerry’s scared to death for his brother to find out.”
“Oh, dear God. This is a vicious little story.”
She shrugged. “It is. These people have suffered through some serious shit. It’s no wonder they’re fucked up.”
“So what about you and Abernathy?”
Her vivid green eyes flashed at him. “What about us? He’s an attractive man. Deep down, he’s a good man. And I believe he’s fallen in love with me.”
“Morgan, they all fall in love with you.”
“Yeah, I know.”
He studied her expression and felt a hint of desperation lurking in her stance. “And you’ve fallen in love with him.”
“Maybe.” Her tone was defensive. “Is there a reason I shouldn’t?”
Fear choked his very rationality. “So you’re still seeing him professionally?”
“Three times a week,” she said. “I was seeing his wife that often, too, but then she just up and left for somewhere, although there’s a message on the machine that she’s back and wants to see me. But she’s just playing me. Trying to get her old man’s attention. I kinda get the impression she’s nervous with me being around.”
“That has to be because of his reaction to you. He must be pretty fond of you and she’s picking up on it.”
“Exactly. So where the hell have you been lately?”
But Romeo was hesitant. To tell her that she was falling in love with Brian’s father made him ache. “Have you seen Brian?”
Aggravated, she huffed. “He sent me one lousy fucking e-mail about his fucking wedding. And then nothing. Told me he wants me to plan the damned thing and then nothing. Do you think maybe he’s not getting married now?”
“I think you need to call him, Morgan.”
In horror, she gasped. Her breasts shook violently as she rose quickly to sit on the edge of the chaise and stare into him, enraged and hurt. “You’ve seen him!?”
“Yes.” A quiet response. “And I’ve never seen a more miserable man in my life, damn it. You don’t have a right to do this to him. He loves you more than you can imagine. More than you could ever love him.”
“How dare you say that to me!” Filled with anger, she leapt off the chaise to get away from him. Her fingers knotted into her hair, ready to pull it out. “How dare you!” 
Standing now, towering over her, he glared her down. “You have to tell him, girl! Because if you don’t, I will.”
Enraged, she quivered uncontrollably with the quake in her soul. Through clenched teeth, she swore. “If you ever tell him that, you and I are finished forever.”
“And I’m just telling you now, I’m not doing this to hurt you. I love you, Morgan. But he has to know. He’s starting to believe that there’s something wrong with him. That he’s not enough man for you.”
“Oh, God.” Tears flushed through her eyes like a swollen river after a storm. She fell into a chair, unable to sustain her weight. Uncontrollably her leg bounced and shook her breasts. “Oh, shit.” Her arms wrapped around her middle and she curled to the thought of it. He was the finest man she’d ever known. To say that she loved him would be a slight. To say that she ached to the very depth of her soul without him, that to face another day, God forbid another night without him was the sharpest kind of torture she could barely endure. To say that she existed in the hope that he would return was all that sustained her, or else she would wantonly throw herself over the balcony of her apartment downtown.
“Morgan, it’s not as bad as you think it is.”
“IT WAS MURDER!” She thrust out of the chair and frightened the dogs so that they quickly jumped over the railing to escape her wrath. “With malice, with forethought, with criminal intent, I committed murder, Romeo. You tell me how he’s going to look at me if ever he hears about that! We’re talking about first degree murder!” 
“There were circumstances, Morgan.”
“Bullshit. The point is, I’m quite capable of it, aren’t I? Do you have what it takes to kill a man, Father? I don’t think you do. I don’t happen to believe that eighty percent of the people I run into could do what I did. I’ll tell you a little secret. I don’t think Jerry Abernathy could pull the trigger on another human being. But I can.” He voice was cold, yet she shook uncontrollably, the fear that she might again someday loose control of herself too much to bear.
“Ah, Morgan,” he whispered. He was devastated to realize how she suffered over this so many years later. Never having realized that she refused to marry the man to protect him...from herself.
Without hesitation, he pulled her out of the chair into his arms. In desperation, she clung to him as greedily as the day her father died. As if she could force her body into his and reside there in safety, she clung as she sobbed uncontrollably, shook violently and ached so deeply.
 
* * * *
 
Dan finished chopping the last of the vegetables as Caroline waltzed in, shimmering in baby dolls and matching robe flowing gracefully from her shoulders. Her hair was pulled back, yet fell around her shoulders in soft cascades. “You’re excited,” she whispered smiling. He was manic with the dinner preparations.
He peered over the refrigerator door to search her for jealousy and found none. “Aren’t you?”
“I enjoy men,” she said her eyes sparkling. “You know I don’t have a problem with women, but I enjoy men.”
“So you don’t have a problem with your husband being bisexual?”
“Not at all, sugar. Especially if you want to bring them home to me.”
Overwhelmed with her compassion, he closed the door and swept her up. “I love you so much.” 
“What time’s he coming?”
“He said about eleven.”
She glanced at the clock. Just enough time to cook the quiche. “I really think him and Morgan would make a cute couple,” she commented.
“Honey, Morgan and Brian know each other...better than either one of them let on. In fact, I’m entertaining the notion that Morgan is the one Brian is hung up on. And she was pretty interested last night about what went on with Brian last week.”
Astounded, she turned and stared. “You never...”
“Yeah,” he said filled with curiosity. “You wanna play?” 
“Of course, I do. But maybe it’s not Morgan that doesn’t want to marry him. Maybe he wants her to give up her career.”
“I never thought of that,” he said as his vision trailed off. Still, there was something about Brian Alexander...
At precisely eleven, the doorbell rang. Dan opened the door to see a very eager yet controlled smile on Brian’s face. 
“Good morning.” His excitement evident in his voice.
“Good to see you.” Dan took Brian’s hand, and then Brian’s body into his arms.
Brian held up a floral bag with lavender tissue paper spilling out the top. “A little something for your lovely wife.”
“That’s very generous.” Dan led him to the kitchen.
“Brian,” Caroline said happily.
“Morning.” He bent and planted a very chaste kiss on her cheek. “A little something to thank you for your generosity.”
“How sweet!” She took the bag and set it on the counter to remove the tissue paper. “Oooo.” She pulled out a very expensive bottle of French perfume and spritzed a little in the air to enjoy it. “Oooo, I like that.” And then she pulled out a velvet-covered jewelry box and quite excitedly opened the hinged lid.
Astounded, she stared at Brian a moment, lingering in that gaze until Dan circled to see what was so important.
“Very nice,” he whispered. Yet he knew Brian had more interest in him than Caroline and cared enough to lavish something special on her. “Perhaps you should do the honors then.”
Brian moved toward her and took the box from her hand. He removed the cardboard to which the diamond-studded clamps were attached. Quite respectfully, he laid her robe off her shoulders and then slid the satin ribbon straps down, allowing the bodice to fall away and expose her gorgeous breasts.
She glanced at Dan as she put her hands behind her back to offer them to his desire. Tenderly, Brian plumped the nipple and then opened the clamp, only to close it on that flaming flesh. He noted her breathlessness, her arousal in the flush of her face. Both clamps now kissing her passionately, he returned the ribbons over her shoulders.
“Thank you very much,” she gasped. Wanting desperately to press those clamps into his chest at the moment, she instead stretched a little to leave a kiss on his lips.
“They’re beautiful,” Dan said with gratitude. “I’ll have to get the name of your jeweler.”
“My uncle is a designer. He just whips up any little thing I can think of.” 
Just then the phone rang and Caroline reached for it. “Hello.” Her face blanched. “Is she alive?” Tears flowed from her eyes.
Together Dan and Brian watched as she fell to silent weeping and then hung up.
“My mom had a heart attack a little while ago.”
“Oh, shit, honey,” Dan gasped.
“She’s alive, going to surgery now. I gotta go.”
“Honey, I’ll come with you.”
“No.” She wildly shook her head. “Uncle George has the corporate jet ready. He’s sending a car for me now and you know you have a meeting with the international people tomorrow. I’ll call you when I get there and maybe you can come then. And then maybe she’ll be alright.” She literally shook. “I’m sorry, I gotta go. Brian, I’m sorry.”
Brian backed away a little. “I should leave, too,” he whispered.
“No, don’t,” she said panicked. “But I really gotta go.”
“Dan, I should go,” Brian insisted.
“No,” he said adamantly. “Caroline doesn’t like me to get real involved with her family anyway. I’ll fly out tomorrow after my meeting to support my wife, but her family isn’t something I want to get involved with anyway...you know what I mean. So please...help yourself to a cup of coffee and relax and let me get my wife off. And then it’s just you and me.”
Tentatively, Brian smiled. For him this was a fortuitous turn of events. As he was instructed, he poured the coffee and exited the house through the rear doors. Without hesitation, he moved over the lawn toward the newly installed trees and irrigation system.
 
* * * *
 
A half hour later, Dan moved over the lawn with a cup of coffee toward Brian. The air was calm and heating rapidly in the height of summer. The new trees were small but bushy and green and he was assured they’d grow rapidly with the temporary irrigation system. 
“I feel like I’m intruding,” Brian admitted.
“Please don’t,” Dan said. Casually, he took Brian’s hand and led him further over the hill. The shade under the wild deciduous trees was cool, the grass thick and smooth. Side by side they perched upon a rock shelf jutted out from the earth to watch the water meander through the stream. “Caroline’s family has a strange dynamic. None of the sisters speak to each other but they all love their mommy. They all compete for mommy’s attention. And I’m not sure her sisters approve of her choice of husbands.”
“Then they’re jealous.”
“I don’t give a shit. I don’t get involved. But I’ll fly out there tomorrow or Tuesday and see what’s going on. She always comes home so wrecked after a weekend with them. What the hell is it about family?”
“I don’t know. My family is a fucking train wreck, too.”
Intently, Dan studied the man before him as he smoked a cigarette. “Brian Alexander isn’t your real name, is it? I mean...I’ve seen you before, on TV I’m sure of it. But Alexander isn’t it. You’re hiding something.”
Heavily, Brian sighed. He knew he wouldn’t be able to move around in the world forever without being recognized. And he knew Dan would eventually remember him, just as he had Dan the minute Dan spoke of his father. “You’re right. Brian Alexander is only part of my name. You and I met when we were kids at the Abernathy Mansion.”
Dan gasped. “Oh, shit. Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy VI?” He smiled broadly.
“That’s me.”
“I was seven, you were maybe eleven or twelve. When your father bought into the Cincinnati Reds, he invited the entire team and the families to the Mansion for a picnic.”
“Exactly.” Remembering that day fondly, he turned and looked a little closer at Dan. “The pool.”
“Yes...the pool.” He, too, vividly remembered the day the kids spent in the Abernathy’s pool and the kid who played shamelessly with him. “You may be the reason I’m kinda half queer, you know.”
Brian burst into laughter and thrust off the rock to hold to the ache at his sides. “Don’t expect me to apologize for it.”
“Apologize? How about something closer to gratitude?” He snapped his fingers and pointed at the ground before him.
Quickly, Brian advanced. Dan opened his jeans and pushed them off his hips to find an organ ready to be seized. Quite roughly, he took it in his hand and then let it lie there as a finger on the other stroked the glans.
“As I recall, you like to play rough,” Dan murmured.
“All you young boys beat me up pretty bad that day.” Everyone had wanted his attention and literally pounded him with their little fists to get it. Child’s play. But Brian had been a little older and could swim a little faster and made them chase him.
“I remember that, too.” His fingers grasped Brian’s balls and closed on them. “But you’re not gonna run away this time.”
“No.”
“And you’re gonna spend the night with me tonight.” It was a command.
“If you wish.”
Dan clenched down tighter on the balls and captured the penis with the other hand and held tightly. “Nobody’s waiting for you because you don’t live with Morgan anymore.”
Astounded, Brian stared. A few tears rushed to his eyes. “How do you know that?”
“Ummm...” He merely massaged the flesh in his hands now. “First of all Morgan gave me your card. And then there’s some serious money floating around. Morgan’s wearing part of it. And that Diablo... But it’s mostly the way Morgan reacted when I mentioned you.”
“Please tell me you didn’t tell her I screwed your wife.”
“Unfortunately, I did. But she was able to maintain a modicum of control when I told her I commanded it of you.”
“Oh, God,” Brian prayed. Full of shame, he hung his head. “She’ll never forgive me for this.”
“What happened?”
“I’m a fucking idiot! There’s something wrong with me to dump a woman like Morgan because my family is a bunch of assholes. I walked out on her, she didn’t want me to leave, I don’t think. But uhh...she refuses to marry me for five years now, too. I don’t know what to think.”
“So you were living happily ever after but she won’t marry you?”
Brian shrugged. “She doesn’t know who I am, either. She’s never met my family. Since I’ve been living back at the Mansion, I’m seeing there’s more to it than that.”
“What do you mean?”
“There’s some things I miss about being Brian Abernathy. I love my car.”
“No shit.”
“I’ve seen a few of my friends for the first time in ten years. And I’m just now beginning to learn that my family isn’t who I thought they were, either. There’s something going on with my dad that’s helping him, my mom is a bitch. But the thought that she might find out who I am...really...”
“What...there’s something wrong with being wealthy?”
“For Morgan, there is. Shit.”
“That’s ludicrous,” Dan nearly shouted. Tenderly, his hands still stroked Brian.
“I don’t know about that. I have a sneaking suspicion that she knew my grandfather when she was doing the corporate prostitute thing. There was something wrong with that man and if she did know him, I’m fucked.”
“So she would judge you by him?”
“Yeah. Don’t families generally share the same values, experiences and quite often, tastes?”
Dan nodded. “Maybe. But you’re not your grandfather.”
“No shit. I still can’t figure out why she won’t marry me.”
“You want me to find out?”
“No.” The response was quick. He peered into Dan. “Do you think you could?”
“I don’t know.” He continued to fondle the penis. “The good news is Morgan isn’t over you, my friend. She’s still wearing your ring.”
“I’ll be interested in knowing if she’s still wearing it knowing I’m screwing another woman.”
“I’ll let you know. We have a standing appointment with Morgan every Saturday until further notice.”
“Is there another man around the house?”
“Not that I’ve noticed. Just Kitty.”
Brian nodded. “Morgan is very, very jealous of women unless they’re her submissives.”
“Then Caroline should work out nicely. There’s no reason in the world to be jealous of Caroline, because Caroline belongs to me.”
Brian smiled. “I hope you don’t think I was being too forward bringing her a gift. I don’t want her to be jealous, either.”
“Not at all. It was very generous. And now I have a little gift for you.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a cock ring to snap it tightly around Brian’s penis. “My new dungeon is in its infancy, but I have something down there you might appreciate.”
“Of course, My Lord.”
Only a few minutes later, Brian was in the basement walking across rough-finished tiles ready to have the shock of Morgan’s name ringing in his head stricken from him. He was commanded to disrobe and stand before his Master to be inspected. Stainless steel cuffs were snapped to his wrists and a blindfold slipped over his head. Quite roughly, he was seized by the upper arm and turned, feeling the cold concrete wall before him. His wrists were locked to chains, the chains drawn up high.
Only then did his Master take control of his penis. 
“Refuse me nothing,” his Master growled as he grasped the penis at the base.
“Never.” His flaming cheek was soothed against the cold wall.
From behind, his Master slammed into his body and forced the penis through a hole in the wall. Brian gasped to feel it, the sensation like wet water balloons crushing in on it. The heat was astounding, the soft percolation-like contractions in an orgasming woman. He felt a band pulled across his back to keep him there, more bands around his thighs. 
Without another moment’s hesitation, his Master’s oiled organ drove deep into his body. “If you should come, I’ll have to inject you keep you interested in me the rest of the day.”
Brian gasped. “Of course. I promise I won’t.”
With the same force he entered with, the Master pulled out. The first crack of the whip hit his ass.
 
* * * *
 
Wholly exhausted, Brian sprawled on the cold stone floor, his limbs lying in diverse directions. How many times he had spilled he lost count of. How the hell was someone to resist that lovely thing? He’d be happy to get injected...later.
His Master kicked softly at his side. “If you can drag your ass up the stairs, dinner’s ready.”
Brian laughed. “Aren’t I supposed to cook?”
“Get up.” Dan laughed. “I’m just happy you’re here. I’m having fun with you.”
Smiling, Brian held up a hand to be pulled off the floor. “You just like to fuck,” he accused playfully.
“I have a serious case of satyriasis, don’t you know.”
“And since Morgan cured your premature ejaculation problem, you’re enjoying it.”
“How’d you know that?”
Brian leaned a little closer. “She fixed me, too.”
 
* * * *
 
Darkness fell over the earth, but it was no more void of light or warmth than the depth of her being. From the night table beside her bed, Morgan removed the key and inched down the hallway, as mindlessly as she had existed since Romeo left. But it was the key that turned the tumblers and opened her soul.
Her fingers crawled over the satin finished wall in search of the light. The light of a tiny lamp on the bedside table shown through a white shade ruffled in a pink gingham check. The canopied twin bed was skirted in the most delicate white eyelet, the gingham check comforter ruffled the same as the lampshade. The canopy was all ruffles and lace, as were the heart-shaped pillows upon it.
Quietly, she closed the door of this mausoleum to pray for the dead. The teddy bears with gingham bows around their necks seemed to smile at her. The doll in the baby rocker sitting on a pink gingham checked cushion seemed to wink knowingly. All gifts from her father.
An over-the-road hauler, her father had been. And a hero at that, the police said. When the tire of a schoolbus with more than fifty children aboard blew out and swerved in front of his rig, he, too, swerved. The children, the driver lived. But her father’s truck careened down an embankment, broke over the side of a mountain and he died instantly, they said. He wouldn’t have survived the impact, much less the fire that consumed his body from the explosion of gasoline he was hauling.
He didn’t come home ever again. He never brought her anything more. Nothing more than this lovely bed and the candlestick lamp. The beautiful teddy bears, furniture for her dolls. But her dad was a hero.
She fell to the pure white rug, its pure white fringe tickling the very walls. And she cried out, “Daddy!” A voice in the wilderness, never realizing before this day how she would have to suffer the consequences of his actions for as long as she dared to live.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
 
Damn, Morgan murmured as she rode the elevator down and moved through the plush lobby of her downtown condo building. The thought of returning to Avalon, a place Brian named, made her sick. Yesterday, she learned something. She would never see Brian again because...she couldn’t. He was better off without her, she knew that now. Mindlessly, she walked the few blocks to the Abernathy Tower and went in.
Obviously the bank of Pekinese anklebiters were instructed not to speak to her or interrupt her on her various missions to his office. She simply opened the door and walked in to find Jerry in a meeting of obvious importance. Yet Jerry stood. He stared for a moment interrupting the babbling of some subservient underling.
“Gentlemen,” he said calmly with surprising reverence, his gaze unbroken on her. “I’ve been waiting for this visit all week. I’ll get back to you in about a half an hour and if this should go longer than I thought, meet me here first thing in the morning.” Soundlessly, he only gestured to dismiss them away.
His last little executive closed the door silently and left them standing alone together, the quietude of his office now quite comfortable. What he would sacrifice to pick her up and take her to the bedroom off his office to make love to her made him wonder now. Rather, he pulled at his tie and began to open his shirt. Only a moment later, he stood before her, naked.
She studied his flesh and seemed to revel in it. Yet she tore herself away from it. “Your journal.”
“This way, if you please.” He stood beside of his desk chair until she arrived and sat down. He leaned over the keyboard, entered the appropriate information and the file opened.
The dates and times were as accurate as a spreadsheet. Yet some of the entries were detailed. Things like:
23 July 1430 Can’t quit thinking about Morgan. The woman is absolutely a fix for the addicted penis. 
23 July1618 Bryant brought another hooker in and wanted me to interview her. I know he thinks there’s something wrong with me. That I must be sick. I told him to take care of it because I had other things to do. I went straight to the Lair, got out a penis nail, dipped it in rubbing alcohol and drove it into the penis. And then I melted the paraffin and encased the entire mess for the night. I hope Morgan approves.
25 July 1011 What the hell is my problem with easy women! I just returned from Bryant’s office where he was taking some little thing. But I’ve got a meeting in a few minutes. Thank God, my secretary had some Superglue. Her very personal and private property is now attached to my body the way she wants it. I’ve also swallowed her phallus just to know she’s with me. It feels like she’s growing into my heart.
25 July 1722 Bryant asked me to come out with him tonight. To the Dungeon. The thought of all those pretty little boys in there made me ache. Gratefully, Morgan was available, told me to go the bedroom and undress. She made it last about a half an hour with the phone crushed to my shoulder, feeling like her soft, warm cheek. 
26 July 0430 I couldn’t think about anything but Morgan all night. I’ll memo Alex today about painting my bedroom walls the color of her hair. 
26 July 0920 This is hell. I just went to the bathroom off the office bedroom and took a cold shower. This is hell.
26 July 1132 Had lunch with Bryant today. All he wanted to talk about is the changes he sees in me and what Morgan has to do with it. I know he’s frightened about it. I explained that I’ve quite willingly become her little sex toy because to just let someone else be responsible for a little while is too easy. Bryant knows there’s more than sex involved. Much, much deeper than that. At first he decided I should be institutionalized. By the time we got back to the office he wanted to know how much she charges.
Regardless, I nailed it for her so it’s ready to serve her tonight.
Her expression was as cold as ice, her voice as startling as a wounded animal. “Is any of this true or is this bullshit to get my attention?”
Quite saddened by that, he fell to his knees. “It’s all very true,” he gasped. And then he pulled open the drawer and offered her a view of the nearly empty Superglue container.
“Stand,” she growled. 
The entire journal left her feeling chilled. It seemed candid enough. Four weeks of daily entries was the obvious evidence that he was becoming increasingly more dependent on her. That he had slipped past the line into self-mutilation and it made her ill.
Quite roughly she held onto the penis and placed a few dots of Superglue under the corona to anchor it to his body. And then much to his surprise, she leaned forward and laid her cheek against it. Her soft, smooth, warm cheek felt like a cuddly thing. It made his heart thud; every molecule of his body throbbed. And then quite tenderly, she kissed the glans. Apparently, he had pleased her.
“Down.” Voice a little softer now.
He fell to his knees wanting only the sound of her voice now. Yet he peered up into her a little more confident that he could have her.
She smiled. Even she hadn’t realized how fucked up he was when first he approached her. “You’re learning, aren’t you? As am I.”
He drew in a deep breath through his nose and held to it. “More than I ever wanted to know, I believe.”
“Is it bothersome...this knowledge?”
He paused as his eyes darted around the curves of her body. “It’s painful,” he whispered. “My daughter instructed me to think of this as the pain of birth. Rebirth. Until I embarked on this little exercise, I truly didn’t realize that I think of women as simply a means of gratification and little more.”
“I knew that from your e-mails. And now you know why your very vivid and startling fantasies haven’t materialized yet.”
“I most certainly do.”
“I’m very proud of you. To that end, I have a reward for you.”
“I can’t wait.” He believed, he hoped the reward was to be her...finally.
“This meeting I interrupted...it was important?”
He smirked. “Honey, there’s so little in my life that’s important any more, I don’t know where to start. First my kids and then you. Yeah, we’re trying to make a few inroads into a new diamond mine we found in South America even though the government is trying to get rid of us. In the end, it’s just more money.”
“You may dress now.”
Quickly, the shirt was buttoned, the trousers raised, but it ended there. He tossed his underwear and socks into a desk drawer and slipped into his shoes. 
“Call your wife and tell her you won’t be home tonight.”
The corners of his mouth turned up. “My wife is out of town.”
“Well, she’s back and apparently you don’t know that.”
“Hadn’t heard. But the truth is she isn’t expecting me tonight or any other. I moved out of the Mansion months ago. A few days after I met you.”
For a moment, her jaw hung slack. “That bitch has been playing me all the way through this. Not that you didn’t warn me.”
Adamantly, Jerry nodded. “I’m sorry, Morgan. I would have been happy to explain it to you, but you came at me with the preconceived notion that I’m a lowlife wife-beater. I think you have some hang-ups as far as wealth goes, too. The point is I didn’t expect you to believe anything I told you about that woman. A woman I’ve lived with for thirty five years and has played my dick right into the dirt.”
With such an expressive image to dwell upon she turned away. Without raising her vision to meet his she whispered, “I’m sorry. You’re right. You’re right about all of it. My first experience with decadently wealthy people was a job interview with JD Rockingham.”
Jerry drew in a deep breath. “He told me about it, honey. Thought I should know that you used to be one of his corporate whores. It never occurred to me until then that you knew my father. But you did know him, I realize that now. That’s why you came at me the way you did. And because I know what JD and the old man were into, I don’t expect you to believe anything I have to say.”
For a long moment she stared into him. It seemed her blood congealed. “You say JD and your father were into it?”
“Yes, they were.” He cringed. “But it fits, doesn’t it? Rotten men with rotten women, so to speak.”
“Oh, God.”
“Honey, I’m so sorry. I know what looking through the window watching did to me. I can only imagine what you, who were there, went through. And uhh...since I haven’t seen anything but the most temperate of devices in your clutch, I assume you don’t go there.”
“No, I don’t.”
“I also understand now that my e-mails may have totally turned you off at first because you associated me and my father.”
“I’ll admit to that.”
He studied the tiny, shallow creases at the edges of her eyes a moment. “You okay?”
“Yeah.” She smiled bitterly. “I uhh...saw what was going down though, you know. You get to be a certain age, past your prime, all the way twenty two or twenty three and you’re kinda used up.”
“I know how they operated.” Those were the ones that disappeared over night.
“I had that sneakin’ suspicion that my name was about to come up and so I split. Went to California for a year.”
“I’m truly grateful you had enough sense to save yourself. My father wouldn’t have hesitated to devise a death so painfully heinous for you and be holding you in his arms and fucking you while you died.”
“Oh, God.” She thrashed out of the chair to get away. Filled with agony, she shook uncontrollably. She had suspected that’s how so many of them ended up. “Where are the bodies?” 
“Landfills from one end of this country to the other. That’s where the Abernathy fortune started. Landfills and toxic waste.”
Tears began to drip from her eyes. “He was a perverted, sick son of a bitch, wasn’t he?”
“Yeah, he was. He didn’t have a problem visiting those perversions on his sons, either.”
“Oh, Jerry. I’m so sorry,” she choked, understanding now what he must have lived with. 
“The point is I didn’t expect you to believe anything I told you. And I told JD to fuck off because you belong to me now. I know exactly who he is and he’s very aware that I know all about it although he was trying to tell me I shouldn’t get too attached to you.”
With a huffy sneer, she looked away from him.
“So I know exactly where you copped an attitude with wealthy people.” His voice was gentle. “JD’s got more than he can count and he likes to watch people dance to get his attention...and his money.” Idly, he scraped at his facial bristle. “I also told him to fuck off because I know exactly who I’ve fallen in love with.”
Quickly, her head jerked to his direction and her breath stopped as if he held a pillow over her face. “Jerry…” But she had no place to go with it, not even to protest.
“It’s alright,” he whispered sincerely. “I know you have some issues. Trust is a big one. I got a lotta time on my hands.”
Her face dropped to her hand to hide there.
“Morgan, I didn’t tell you this to pressure you. The truth is, you came to my office for something and I’d like to give it to you. If you haven’t gotten it yet, you can have anything you want.”
He watched her confusion for a moment, wished he hadn’t confessed. But there was nothing left to hide from her anymore.
“Now that I’ve confessed, you’re uneasy. The truth is you haven’t sent me an invoice for your services since our trip to St. Maarten because you’re getting something out of it, too. It just doesn’t seem right to charge someone for something that feels that good.” Rather than let her feel pressured about it, to maintain more of a business relationship, he moved to his desk and opened the drawer for his checkbook. He flipped through a few calendar pages and added the time in his head. Quickly, he scribbled it out and held it in front of her.
“Jerry...” Adamantly, she shook her head, refusing to accept it.
“Please. You notice I left the payee line blank. Donate it to charity if you like. If this makes you feel safe, I do not have a problem with it.”
She took the check and closed her eyes on it. A hundred and twenty five thousand dollars, she thought. But he was right. She was getting much too much out of it to charge him for the time they spent together. The truth was she was in love with him. But she still had the strength to deny it.
Without further delay, she tore it in half and laid it on the desk. Quickly, she stood without any emotional expressiveness other than a body tightened properly to do business. “Your reward for your very dutiful service. Can you be there by six?”
He glanced at the clock. “I can be ready by five.”
“Alright. Five o’clock.”
“But may I ask a question?”
“Yes.”
“Are you my reward?”
“I haven’t decided.”
“Then if Kitty is my reward, may I hang you so you can watch this time?”
“In front of my submissive? I don’t think so.” Her unguarded playfulness, something he saw in St. Maarten and fell in love with was before him again. “But if you were to string me up, what would it be?”
His stomach lurched to the second expression of submissiveness he’d seen in her. He circled the desk and pulled her to stand against him. Gently, a single finger of both hands drew soft little circles on her throat and around her neck. “Black velvet, darling.” Those same fingers swept over her shoulders and down her back to enclose her ribcage. “White leather.” They traveled between her breasts and around them. “Gold plated logging chains, if you prefer.” They dropped straight to the crescent of her body and then swirled over her hips.
Hopelessly enchanted with the thought of his restraining devices, she leaned in a little. “But your Mistress looks like a horror in white and she never wears gold.”
He nodded as his fingertips brushed to the sides of her neck and locked in back that his thumbs might softly stroke her jawline. “Then black velvet it is....until I can get those chains plated in bronze.”
Her eyes fluttered as they peered up at him. He could easily see she could succumb to that, to him, to his fantasies. Yet something in her was reticent. “It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”
She looked away only to lay her head on his shoulder. Her body heaved with the thought of it. 
But that was alright, too. Just a little like having a virgin. “But you need it,” he whispered. “You would have never answered my e-mails if you didn’t.” He crushed her breasts to his chest forcing her face to his neck.
Her voice sounded like the flutter of a prayer to the Virgin in a foreign tongue.
“Ah, Lady Morgan.” Voraciously, he gathered her ass in his hand.
 
* * * *
 
“Fuck,” she whispered. She descended in the elevator and went to the street. Without hesitation, she pulled out her cell and dialed.
“Rick, it's Morgan.”
“Hey, baby, how the hell are ‘ya?”
“Is there any chance you can get some time off tonight?”
He laughed a little. “I guess you hadn’t heard I’m back on the circuit. I appreciate you getting me that job and she was pretty cool. The old man was an asshole. I told him to take his job and his dick and stuff it all up his ass.”
“Why the fuck didn’t you tell me that?” She was sincerely pissed that one of her submissives had been mistreated and was currently unemployed.
“Because I just got back from the vacation of my dreams. Spent the last two months riding a bike around Europe with a buddy of mine. Right now I’m just hanging at my brother’s place doing a little freelance work.”
“I’m sorry. I interviewed that couple very carefully.”
“Don’t worry about it, baby. If he wasn’t such an asshole, his wife wouldn’t have been ready to run off with any piece of cock she could get her hands on.”
She laughed a little. “Anyway, can you get it up for a guy who isn’t an asshole?”
“Honey, you know I can. Top or bottom?”
“Bottom, sweetie.”
“Not a problem. Let me make a few phone calls and when do you want me?”
“About four.”
“Cool. So what the hell is Mouse’s problem he doesn’t want to play tonight?”
Morgan cringed inside. “He left me. Haven’t seen him for almost four and a half months now.”
A protracted silence was a void between them. “Is there something wrong with the man? Did you beat him in the head?”
She smiled a little to hear his take on the situation, that Brian’s problem had something to do with a head injury. “We’ll talk sometime. I appreciate you stepping in.”
“See ya’ in a little bit.”
She walked through the front door of the Waterford and went to the elevator. Damn, she thought, the corny canned music only background noise. She had worked with men who were afraid of women all of her life. She hadn’t realized how deep it was in Jerry.
 
* * * *
 
“Hey, baby,” Rick whispered happily.
“You’re looking good,” she said. She was just happy to see an old friend.
He smiled. “I’m worried about you, though. You gotta be having a hard time.”
“I can’t even talk about it yet.” She turned away.
“Oh honey.” He scooped her off the barstool into his arms. Easily, she lingered in the adamant embrace of a man who cared for her. “I’m so sorry. When I run into him, I’ll punch him out for you.”
She began to laugh and backed away. “He’s having some problems. Hopefully, he can get ‘em worked out.”
Rick nodded. “So what’s tonight?”
“You’re gonna get disciplined.” It sounded as if she were offering him an all-expenses-paid cruise. “I’ve got a client I’ve worked over a little too hard, I think.”
“And you, you sweet thing, you’re gonna set him free. Let that inner-disciplinarian come out and play for awhile.”
“But because he’s a big man around town, you’re gonna get blindfolded.”
Rick shrugged and leered lasciviously. “Big man, you say?”
“Much above average.”
“Let’s do it.”
Only a few minutes later, Rick was clean and her finger embedded in his body to get him oiled properly. She contemplated an injection but thought better of it because Jerry might wish to see it rise for him. The hood was placed over his head, the forearm cuffs installed and she hooked his hands behind his neck with a length of leather and then wrapped that around his throat.
She couldn’t decide if he should be standing or kneeling. As an afterthought she placed leg irons around his ankles and left him with a sixteen-inch lead.
“Comfy?”
“You know it, baby.”
She left him standing, the ring on the hood attached to the chain on the ceiling and went to change.
 
* * * *
 
The confines of her nineteenth floor apartment overlooking the river felt safe, cozy, nurturing in a way he never before understood. It was so unlike the sprawling century-old mansion he was raised in and got the hell out of. This was comfortable, even the air was softly scented with perfume. Perhaps it was the starkness of the anteroom, a vivid contrast to her bedchamber. How much does a man really need, anyway? A woman, for that matter? 
The note inside the door invited him to her parlor. Yet he stopped in the bathroom to disrobe and clean himself. With her he preferred nudity anyway. 
She knew exactly who he was, every blackened corner of his heart and still she came to him, approached him readily like today. Even though she had charged him double that of her other clients because of some issues about wealth, still, she came to him today, at least.
He walked the few steps to the parlor and opened the door. And then he gasped to see a man hung, a beautiful man, a young man with all the proper proportions of an Adonis. The rigid thighs encased in muscles and chains, the huge pecs and a six-pack to truly inspire awe.
Tentatively, he moved in and stared at her. She was smiling, her arms comfortably laid on the wooden arms of her throne, her legs crossed to receive her admirers. He glanced again at the victim as he walked past and then descended before her.
“What have you done?”
“We’ll talk later. Right now, you may simply enjoy your reward.”
In awe, he stared at her sparkling eyes. Simply overcome, he fell forward and lingered over a breast. And then he stood and presented the penis.
With such generous grace, she poured the nail polish remover over it to melt the Superglue and return it to him. And then she offered the table full of implements to his use.
Instantly, he hardened at the sight of penis nails, nipple nails, a coil of abrading rope. A riding crop, a nasty little quirt. There was no electricity, no chemicals in sight. But that she offered this so generously...
Without hesitation, he went to the victim and stood by its side. A hand front and back swept over the hard contours covered in the softest moisturized skin, every hair on its body other than its head removed. So smooth, so heartbreakingly soft like a baby, yet his palms lingered over the hardened nipples.
The ass...so tight. Without any desire to restrain himself, a finger drove into that tightness as his hand slid down the front and took possession of the penis.
The slave lurched. The power in that penetration something it had missed for awhile now. A deep lulling moan echoed out of its chest.
Jerry retreated, feeling his heart thudding in his chest. Too much...his sweet Lady Morgan doing this for him. But he needed the voice, needed desperately the emotional output and he yanked the hood from the slave.
Blatantly, Rick stared, his mouth agape. Jerry Abernathy! The meanest motherfucker to ever roam the world! In horror, he glanced at Morgan and then back to Jerry. “Morgan,” he cried out in panic.
With an embellishment that sounded exactly like flames racing over oiled wood, the Master offered, “You are my reward.” His features seemed to twist into something inhuman, something possessed.
It left Rick shivering, debilitated, and he prayed that Morgan loved him enough to save him.
Jerry reached up and tugged at the rope around his neck freeing his hands. Panicked, Rick’s eyes darted for a means of escape.
“I wouldn’t try it if I were you,” Jerry warned.
Yet try it he did, and then he lurched away. Jerry grabbed him tightly, his arms like bands of steel, his fingers like lobster claws on the balls.
Enraptured, Morgan watched as Jerry rent the victim. Rick’s panic was profuse, his face reddened with an adrenaline rush. Jerry merely had to reach up for the chain to hopelessly trap the victim. How ingratiating to see that it was the elbows hooked rather than the wrists. It left Rick’s face protected by his upper arms.
Jerry turned away and returned to the table for chainmail. It slid over the penis and then the balls. A phallus was inserted, and now time for the fun.
 
* * * *
 
Even Morgan was exhausted, having hung on every crack of the whip, every soft sigh and horrible sob from the victim. That Jerry knew what to do with whips was obvious in the way he started slow and then went for the kill. A warm-up with a flogger, and then a layer of welts with a riding crop. A few deeper sensations with a bullwhip and the dessert, that nasty little quirt leaving an afterburn of such delight.
Rick was veritably sobbing as Jerry dropped him to the floor.
Jerry smiled. He hadn’t attempted this for years, but this one looked like he could handle it. Jerry pulled the phallus from Rick’s body and then rolled him to his back. Kneeling between Rick’s legs, Jerry gathered them up and rolled Rick forward.
Uncontrollably, Morgan squirmed. 
The soft pleading sighs gave way to garbled choking as Rick was curled and his penis was forced into his own mouth. Jerry’s weapon hovered just beyond redemption.
“You don’t come unless I tell you to,” Jerry snarled. Like a strike of lightning, Jerry drove into the contorted body.
Quivering uncontrollably, Morgan reached out blindly for a cigarette, unable to tear away from the scene before her. The long fluid stokes seemed the bow of the violin, the suckling and slurping of the slave, the refrain. The cigarette in the ashtray glowed with a preternatural light and yet she lit another, unable to know what she was doing.
“You ready, boy?” Jerry snarled.
Rick’s lips tightened on his own penis; the muscles in his throat contracted violently. A few short but very powerful bursts from the Master delivered him into such shining ecstasy and with that he cried out. Yet he choked on his own semen, and Jerry yanked out of him to let him breathe.
Quietly, Jerry stood as the slave lay on the floor, choking an air passage open. And then Rick rolled over wholly rent, panting to cure near-asphyxiation.
“Get up,” Jerry ordered.
Incredulously, Rick stared. That wasn’t possible, yet he moved to comply. Whatever this guy wanted he could have anytime, anywhere. His arm flopped up enough for Jerry to grab it and pull Rick into his arms.
“Excuse us, please,” he said to Morgan.
Morgan nodded, herself undone in that little display.    
She heard the water in the shower pulse enough to slow the double-time of her heart. She wrapped her arms around her body feeling her will to any longer resist him evaporate and leave her in a quagmire of desire. Cherry’s evaluation of her father’s skills returned with vengeance to leave tears dripping down her cheeks.
She went to the bathroom and peered through the mist to see them glowing under the sunlamp as if they were on fire from the inside. Rick was on his knees, Jerry’s flaccid penis swallowed to the root as Jerry tenderly washed Rick’s hair. 
Jerry turned and filled his own palm to wash his hair. Yet Rick stayed on his knees, his face pressed to Jerry’s ass. Morgan thought she saw his tongue flick out.
Simply debilitated, she turned and went to change.
 
* * * *
 
Rick crawled into her bedchamber on his hands and knees, and then righted himself before her. 
“Recovered?” Tenderly, she reached out and took the flaccid flesh to stroke it a little.
“Quite nicely, Mistress.”
Even as she held to the penis, she peered up at Jerry. “Was there anything else you’d like with him this evening?”
“No, thank you. That’s not to say I wouldn’t mind seeing him again sometime.”
She twisted the penis a little. “Then you are dismissed. But you may come tomorrow.”
He knew that was to collect a paycheck. “Breakfast?”
“Lunch.” She winked.
Rick returned to his hands and knees and moved toward Jerry. A swell of kisses washed over Jerry’s feet and Jerry thought he felt a tear or two fall. The slave’s lips slid up his shins to his knees, dusted over his thighs to his penis. Only there were the tears to flow profusely.
Jerry smiled. How he adored these exquisite submissives. Tenderly, he reached out and held the slave’s head to his body a moment. And then he bent and left a kiss on the slave’s head. “You may go now.”
Rick dropped back to the floor, sobbing and then crawled to the door and closed it behind him.
Jerry smiled at Morgan, a delighted smile she thought.
“I see,” she whispered.
“You see what?”
Her fingers wobbled to move him closer and then she reached out and took his weary genitalia in hand. But there was no response other than that. And it left Jerry simmering, praying that he had finally captured her attention.
 
* * * *
 
Dinner was over, the candlelight soft, the air currents stirring the black sheers around the bed in soft waves. He laid at her breast, contentedly suckling her serenity.
“Can I ask you something?” he whispered.
“Yes.”
“Whatever made a woman like you become a prostitute?”
“A woman like me?”
“Intelligent, very bright, very caring, and exceedingly attractive whom I find could do anything she wanted with her life. Why prostitution?”
“Because I like men.” The answer was simple. “Don’t get me wrong, I like women, too. Had quite a few female clients in the day.”
Yet she only softly stroked him as she raised him higher to lay on her breast. 
“I, uhh...I was orphaned young,” she started. “Went to live with a childless couple in the parish who thought they wanted kids. They were cured of that desire within the first few weeks. They had to go to confession every day for year.
“Anyway, I was sixteen and I kept my job flipping burgers and frenchin’ fries. Some guy kept coming in and flirtin’ with me. Asked me out. He was forty at the time. So naturally, sweet little Morgan went out with him. He totally turned me on.” Her voice was filled with affection. “Within days I was his submissive, spent weekends with him. The day I turned eighteen, he took me to work with him, walked me through JD Rockingham’s door, stripped me naked, and threw me at JD’s feet. I was a professional prostitute before I graduated from high school.
“The money was damn good. That was twenty-two years ago, and I was making fifty thousand a year. Father Romanelli was pissed when he found out what I was doing. Living in a crappy apartment above a hardware store turning tricks, he thought. He couldn’t get the idea of ‘professional’ down. I’ve been all over the world, though. I mean...all over the world. For weeks at a time I’d be in Europe with JD, or Alaska with other executives. I didn’t need an apartment. I was with someone practically every night...and getting rich, or so I thought.
“But there was a couple of guys who worked for JD that needed discipline. So sweet little Morgan picked up a whip.
“I was twenty-two when Father Romanelli became simply exasperated with me and he hooked me up with a psychologist in the parish. I didn’t realize I was being treated until he took me home with him one night and tied me to the bed. And then he explained what a surrogate is and does. I went to California for a year.
“I like my job.” Her countenance shone in the dancing flames. “I can’t imagine doing anything else.”
He nestled a little closer to lay his head on her chest. “If you hadn’t come along, I don’t know what would have happened to me.”
“You were desperate. I know there are a lot of things in your past that have totally screwed you up. I don’t know anybody who escaped childhood unscathed. You’ve made a lot of progress.” She hugged him tenderly.
With fierce desperation, his arms wound around her waist. “Morgan, I’m in love with you.” The very thought, the intensity of the sentiment broke loose and he began to sob.
“I know.” Quietly, her arms enfolded him. “I know, baby. I’ll care for you as long as you need it.” But the ugly truth...she was in love with him yet she resisted it as if it were poison. She merely held to him while it passed through him and then away.
“You feel like a bottle tonight?”
He only shook his head. He moved to take a breast into his mouth and fall asleep in her embrace.
Shit, she thought as she stroked softly through his black hair. Shit, as she gathered him closer, her own tears dripping on his cheek. What more could she want out of a man? This man in particular. This man was powerful, had control of himself. If she were to let go and succumb to him...


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty
 
 
Questions. Brian was plagued with nothing but questions. How to get them answered was another problem.
At two in the afternoon, he could call it a day. But those questions assaulted him. What the hell were his parents doing together? How was their marriage arranged? Why their marriage was arranged had become obvious now. His mom was pregnant with him. But why did Jerry marry her when he was Alex’s son?
He picked up the phone and dialed the executive suite at the Tower. At his request, Bryant quickly answered the call.
“How you doing, boy?” asked his uncle and namesake who was filled with concern.
“I’m alright,” Brian murmured. “But I’ve got some questions.”
Bryant hesitated. The thought that Brian wanted to know the details, needed to know the details was disconcerting. But Jerry wanted Brian back more than anything. If he could somehow help that process...
“I’ll do the best I can for you.”
“Do you have some time now?”
“I’ll make time. Meet me in Room 69 on the twenty first floor.”
“Thanks, Bryant. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”
For a moment, Bryant pondered the occasion. And then he rose out of the chair and went to Jerry.
With only a glance in Bryant’s direction, Jerry offered, “Hey.”
Bryant flopped in the chair before the desk. “Jerry...Brian just called me. Said he’s got some questions.”
Quickly, Jerry turned away from the computer to lean over the desk. “I know he does, Bryant. You know that boy didn’t grow up too differently than we did. Our father was the Son of Satan. I not sure how much Brian remembers of it, though.”
“Back there is not somewhere I want to go anyway.” Bryant was adamant. “Is that what he’s thinking about?”
“I don’t know.” Jerry was filled with worry. “God.” His face paled in comparison to the papers strewn on his desk. “Don’t tell him his mother is a prostitute.”
“Jerry, don’t you think he deserves to know by now?”
“NO! Put him off, Bryant. Don’t make him remember and don’t tell him his mother is a prostitute!”
For a long moment, Bryant peered into Jerry assessing Jerry’s state. Maybe that would be better...for everyone, including himself. What they all had lived through brought them closer together. But to have to relive it couldn’t help. “Alright. I’m meeting him downstairs. I’ll be back after I speak to him.”
“Don’t fuck this up for me.”
Bryant nodded and walked away.
 
* * * *
 
Brian exited the elevator on the twenty first floor into a reception area. The double doors before him sported a ten inch six on one and the numeral nine on the other. But the door was locked. It could mean only one thing and he smiled.
Just then the elevator door opened. “Brian.” It was whispered with the warm inflection of love.
“Hey, Bryant.” 
Heartily, his uncle grabbed him into an affectionate embrace. “We’ve missed you around here.”
“I appreciate that. I’ve missed you guys, too. And I appreciate your time this afternoon.”
Bryant nodded, then retrieved an electronic key card. Without hesitation, he swung the door open and held it for Brian to enter.
Brian peered around at what was visible of the room. This was quite different than any dungeon he’d seen previously. A fifty foot long Persian rug crafted in the bold and enchanting colors of precious gems led to a bar of walnut and polished aluminum at the end. Display platforms of polished walnut suited only to males lined the aisle.
“This must be where the Billionaire Boy’s Club meets these days,” Brian commented.
“It is,” Bryant said with pride. “The Lair couldn’t hold everyone any more. We still meet every other Friday night. But in the meantime, let me get you a drink.”
“Thanks.”
Brian followed the length of the carpet and took a seat at the plushly padded barstools edged in hard, brass nails. He took the glass of scotch and soda and sipped.
“What can I do for you?” Bryant asked.
Brian hesitated, unsure how to proceed. The last thing he wanted to do was insult Bryant. But there were things he needed to know.
“My mother,” he whispered.
Bryant tipped back his glass and steeled himself. “What about her?”
“She doesn’t fit in anywhere in the family, does she?”
Bryant shook his head, his determined stare on Brian. “Never has.”
“She married him for the money, didn’t she?”
“I think that’s a pretty safe assumption.”
Nervously, Brian lit a cigarette and reached for the ashtray. “I’ve been back at the Mansion awhile. I’m getting a feeling like she doesn’t tell the truth about anything.”
Outloud, Bryant laughed. “That’s a natural fact, son. Honestly, I’ve never figured it out. Is she simply incapable of understanding the truth or does she merely manipulate the truth to lead others to wrong conclusions? Never figured it out. Truthfully, I never liked her enough to care to figure it out.”
“I don’t think Dad does, either.” His hope was to illicit something deeper.
But Bryant only nodded. He could easily lose control in defense of his brother.
“So if Dad moved out because he needs to put some distance between them...”
“Exactly. Brian, your mother has been telling you for a lot of years that your father beats her stupid ass. I can prove to you that the day you stormed your father’s office and put on a show...” He was getting angry now. He drew in a deep breath. “I can prove to you that your father didn’t beat her up that time. I can give you copies of the insurance documents that prove that happened in France. I can also give you copies of documents that prove your father was in Washington DC that day with me. Documents we both signed.”
“Good.” His vision trailed off in the distance. The very proof, maybe, that his mother wasn’t all she appeared to be. “I need to understand this.”
“Alright. We’ll run by the insurance department before you leave. And may I say you really hurt your father that day. He didn’t deserve that.”
“I’m only now beginning to understand that. If what you say is true then that pretty much places suspicion on everything she’s told me through the years. She’s had me believing that since I left, her and Dad have resolved their problems and been happily married.”
“Oh, Jesus. Nothing could be farther from the truth, Brian. I don’t understand how her mind works, but... I knew a long time ago that she’s a dangerous woman. I never got that close.”
Brian nodded. There were another thirty three thousand questions he could ask. But if the insurance documents were valid, that would be a start.
“Anything else?” Bryant asked.
Brian peered into Bryant’s deep dark eyes a moment. “That’ll go a long way.”
“Good.” He was grateful the inquisition could end there. The purpose for meeting Brian in the dungeon was to distract him anyway. “So let me show you around.”
A broad smile lit Brian’s face. “Alright.”
With his arm firmly around Brian’s shoulder, Bryant led the way. “I laid this out. Of course, Jerry very much approved. Everything Jerry’s very fertile imagination can think up is here, but I decided on the arrangement.”
Brian stood at the threshold of another room created only by six foot dividers allowing the sounds to mingle with others in pleasure or distress. This was quite obviously the flagellation department furnished with the requisite equipment. He followed Bryant past another divider into the penitent’s room filled with cages and frames those bad little boys could be attached to. Several chairs in this room had phalluses attached to the seat for the obvious penetration required with additional cages for egregious genitalia.
“I like it,” Brian said sheepishly. 
“I figured you would. I got something else I think you’ll like more.”
Brian hurried behind Bryant wondering how it could possibly get better. Wondering only until he reached Water Sports. The room itself was cut into a zigzagged configuration with a purging bench at every angle. Mirrors covered the walls so that those being cleaned could not only watch themselves and their attendants but each other as if in a house of mirrors.
“You’re making me ache,” Brian mewed.
“Oh, yeah? Then take your clothes off, boy.”
“Ohhh...Bryant, I know you got things to do.”
Bryant turned on his heels and stared directly with a menacing gaze. “Take your clothes off...now.” His voice was a deep malicious grumble.
Breathlessly, Brian nodded and ripped his shirt from his body. Only a moment later he stood naked, an unexpected little treat. Morgan didn’t play these games and it had been years, literally a decade since he’d enjoyed this. Quickly, he straddled the specially formed table of stainless steel and laid his shins in the curved supports. He leaned forward to slide his arms into those restraints so they could be locked down, preventing his escape. Wide elastic bands were drawn over his back and calves and then his thighs were banded in leather and attached to steel rods.
So horribly long since he felt this kind of exposure! He wished for a moment that Bryant would blindfold him so he couldn’t watch. Yet, he couldn’t help but watch as if something so horrible, something so unbelievable as to never be seen again was before him.
His ass cheeks were spread wide pulling the anus painfully open. An ingenious device his father invented was held at the door. It was the double bladder that once inserted and then inflated would prevent any premature evacuation. Through the column in the bladder, the hose was inserted.
“Here it comes,” Bryant growled, his voice low and reassuring.
Brian let his head drop and closed his eyes the better to feel the sensation. A tidal wave invaded his body with force. The warmed fluid seeped into every curve, past every obstacle and seemed to boil there. It had been so long since he’d been so inside of himself. But the flooding didn’t stop and his belly distended painfully.
“Bryant,” he gasped. It was a plea that that was enough.
He felt Bryant’s hand cup under his belly to gauge his pain. Bryant’s hand brushed his stiff penis into further fury.
“Bryant!” He was certain his gut was about to bust.
Just then he felt the tide reversed. His gut was just as quickly emptied as if by a vacuum. But then it started to fill again.
Three times he was filled and emptied before he felt the bladders removed from his body. But Bryant didn’t unlock him as he believed he would. 
Brian felt something at his genitals. He smiled to feel a ball harness installed. Quite restrictingly, it divided his testicles and wrapped around the base of his penis forcing his testicles into tight swells of painful flesh. Only then were the other restraints released.
“Get dressed,” Bryant ordered. Quickly, he pulled out his cell phone.
Only a moment later, Brian stood before him feeling as clean and fresh as he had in years. He listened intently as Bryant spoke.
“I have a willing penitent ready to sacrifice, My Lord. He’s coming your way now.” And then he clicked off.
Sternly, Bryant peered into his nephew’s eyes. “I suggest you go apologize to your father now. When he’s finished with you, I’ll have the insurance documents in my office.”
“Yes, My Lord.” Brian’s head bowed.
The ride to the forty ninth floor seemed impossibly long. He moved quickly to the doors and entered his father’s office and without any further inhibition dropped to his hands and knees. Wantonly, he crawled to his father.
Jerry swelled to see Brian coming to him like this. Brian was ready to be loved again. More importantly, Brian was ready to be protected again if even from himself. Jerry felt the flush in his neck and cheeks as Brian cornered his desk and then raised to his knees before his Master with his head bowed and hands held willingly behind his back.
“Much better,” Jerry scowled. “Open your pants.”
It was no sooner uttered than it was done. His aching penis fell free to be disciplined however his Master desired. 
Jerry pondered the situation for a moment. If Bryant was able to get Brian to this place then the lingering questions Brian had quite obviously vanished. What more could Jerry do to keep Brian’s attention? And then suddenly, it struck.
“Cradle the balls in one hand and take the penis in the other.” 
Inside, Brian smiled. This was something Morgan would command of him. But this was his Master, whose rough edges had been softened and smoothed by his experiences with Morgan. 
Minutes later, Brian spilled profusely onto the carpet by his Master’s feet. He held his aching dick a moment, squeezing the last of the semen out. His breath hadn’t yet returned when he heard, “Put it away.”
Shivering with the delight of this exposure, the fact that his Master stayed with him for this humiliation overpowered Brian. Tears began to drip down his cheeks. He opened his eyes to his Master’s extended arms inviting him closer. Quickly, he fell into them and wrapped tight.
Jerry locked around him with impossible strength. He listened to every sob of contrition, every ache of sorrow. He listened, having never heard anything so beautiful before and knew his son was home to stay now. That no matter what other relationships Brian engaged in, they’d always have each other. And Jerry could protect and defend his son as never he could in the past.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-One
 
 
“Alright, Honey,” Dan whispered. He nodded and Brian watched. “If you’re sure you don’t need me.”
Brian went outside to smoke a cigarette. He shouldn’t be here again, not at least until Caroline got home. But his attraction to her husband was overwhelming. It was certainly taking the edge off his misery to be without Morgan.
“Everything okay?” Brian asked.
A sneer contorted Dan’s features. “I’m sure my mother-in-law had a heart attack. I’m equally certain she’ll use this opportunity to keep her babies, five girls, fluttering around her as long as she can. My wife is reminding me how important my job is, practically begging me not to come she they can play their little ‘she’s my mommy,’ games with her sisters.”
“Sounds vicious.”
“I don’t understand it, but I don’t need to be involved. She calls her mommy every week, it doesn’t matter where we’re at or what we’re doing. I got a phone bill that if it were reduced to dollar bills would choke a horse. And then she gets off the phone and sits and fumes about what her sisters are doing with their kids for another hour. Caroline doesn’t have kids. Caroline has a career and her sisters don’t care to remind her that the only thing mommy ever wanted from them is grandchildren. And then I haul her off to bed and bring her back to reality.”
Easily, Brian laughed. “Whatever works.”
“So why don’t you go take a shower and hang out with me a few days?”
Deeply, Brian stared into him wondering why he stayed longer than his workers. It suddenly occurred to him that he was running again. Running, not away from his father, not away from Morgan, but away from his mother now. “I don’t know. I’ve got some problems...”
“I know.” He had put hours of thought into Brian’s emotional state. “Morgan being the least of them.”
“Maybe so.”
“I understand you’re not over Morgan and you probably never will get over Morgan. I’m not sitting here hoping you’ll fall in love with me. The truth is I’m gonna have to kick your ass out when my wife gets home because she thinks you’re cute.”
Brian flashed a devastating grin, quite flattered by that. “Alright. Just until your wife gets home.”
“Good. So go take a shower and put your clothes in the washer so you have something clean tomorrow and I’ll order a pizza...with pepperoni and shrimp.”
“Mama Mia’s?”
“Of course.” Dan advanced and grasped the snap on Brian’s jeans. The penis was an exquisite obelisk. The testicles squeezed into the ball harness seemed the curled forms of worshipers at the base of the monument. A slow smile spread over Dan’s lips and he peered into Brian. “For me? I’ll take it.”
Brian kissed him quickly and then shrank away toward the bathroom. Taking the steps two at a time, he shrugged. Delightedly, he laughed, feeling like a pinball of pleasure bouncing between the staid columns of Masters who demanded his service.
 
* * * *
 
Together they ate and drank beer on the concrete patio under an awning, naked, as the day’s evening light faded in the west. They talked about baseball stats, players on the injured reserve list. The antics of some of the players showing their ass and how Dan’s dad left them lying on the bench for an entire season, adamant about baseball retaining its respectability, unlike basketball. 
Naked, laying over the table, swilling beer and talking with his mouth full, Brian reveled in the company. He hadn’t spent any time with men since he met Morgan. The night he spent with his father was the most pleasurable and satisfying of all. But that wasn’t Morgan’s fault, was it? Morgan never put any restrictions on his time. The fact was, he would be found to be an Abernathy, and that he couldn’t endure. That, Morgan wouldn’t endure.
Even as he lay in bed, an organ pumping into him, he could think of nothing but Morgan. He was going to have to make a choice soon. His family or Morgan. He couldn’t have them both. Morgan who could peer into his soul and caress his aching heart, or his family who drove him mad. And still, there was another world beyond Morgan’s love. And should Morgan know he was a switch and that men attracted him as often they do...it would change everything.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Two
 
 
Jerry awoke in Morgan’s arms to the sound of the doorbell, a chime that reminded him of organ music from a cathedral in his distant past. He stirred to feel her tighten around him. He didn’t desire to be disturbed, only to linger in this place with her and her Kitty. To escape his life and the horrors in it. 
Yet he asked, “Is somebody coming this morning?”
“Yes.” She threw back the sheet. “You stay here until I have her ready.”
Her? Yet another woman when all he needed was right here? The thought of it made him ill.
 
* * * *
 
Cheryl had seen this room and had been paddled in it a few weeks ago. Morgan strapped her down and blindfolded her. Now Morgan patted her and told her to wait.
She returned to the bedchamber to find Jerry lingering in bed. “Your desire for feminine flesh,” she started, “what happened to it?”
“I don’t know. Gone, apparently.”
“Or perhaps merely satisfied, finally?”
“Maybe so.”
“Regardless, there’s a submissive in the next room that requires discipline. I suggest you get out of the bed now and go to that one who needs you so desperately.”
“Why me?”
“Because it’s your wife.”
He felt the color drain from his face at the thought of it. A sudden fear, a certain anxiety swelled up in him. But it mingled with desire, and that desire to turned to rage. 
“Cheryl?” he hissed.
“How many wives do you have?”
He launched out of the bed and stood quivering, his facial muscles contorted at the very thought that she could invade his serenity, disturb the love he had for this women. He stormed away from Morgan and stood in the threshold of the discipline room, studying his wife’s bony ass, her pencil-like legs, every rib in her body protruding through the skin like a starved baby.
Yes, a baby. That’s exactly what she was. A spoiled child. He crossed that expanse, his body pumping adrenaline and raised the ping-pong paddle high.
Every sarcastic smirk he’d ever witnessed on the bitch’s face seemed to rise around him in a bubble. He could hear her mocking him, her sarcasm dripping like venom. The expressions in those bubbles hissed at him, chided and reviled him. Yet, with every crack of the paddle another one burst and disappeared. 
A lot of rage in that man. Morgan stood away and watched. It was infinitely more than the punishment of an errant child. It was the release of so much hostility, so much frustration. The voice pleading to make it stop only aggravated him further. The tears, the fists pounding on the horse only enlivened him more.
Yet he stood away and glared. This was the first time he’d truly had any control over her. The first time in thirty five years. Certainly, she knew it was him...ahh, but maybe not. Didn’t matter at the moment. He reveled in those sounds of discipline, the voice of his own torture suffered in their marriage. The image of JD Rockingham waddling up his staircase to his wife’s apartment. 
Images of the men she’d taken as lovers through the years assaulted him. She never loved him, he always knew that, and lived only to torture him. She married him for the money, the child she was pregnant with and claimed to love so desperately.
You bitch, he snarled inside of himself. I’ve wasted my entire fucking life with you. And then drove his penis into her body to punish her with it.
Cheryl cried out with the feel of that unholy penetration, the anger, the sheer violence of it. 
It only infuriated him more. How often she came home with bruises, cuts, or didn’t come home at all until there was nothing but scars left. The three times in that first nine years of their marriage that he actually beat her sent her to the hospital, yes. But he had the insurance claims to prove the rest of her hospital stays were in France. 
He pulled out of her vagina and drove into her rectum with delta force. She screamed, a vicious ugly scream that spoke of nothing but refusal to accept him as always she had. He pounded her, first front and then back until Morgan grabbed him and pulled him away.
Only in Morgan’s vicious accusatory stare did he find himself again...his real self. Panting uncontrollably, he nodded, wholly dependant on her strength. 
But how many times had he made advances on his wife and found her cold, downright closed for business when she so freely bestowed her gifts upon others? How many times did he take it out on his hookers in the secretarial pool at every hour of the day? Ridiculous was the word that came to mind now. Yet he drove into her again, thrust into her wildly, a place she never let him go before until he spilled with the sheer agitation of the desire he’d harbored until it turned to poison, an acidic mixture enough to dissolve away his heart.
As soon as it was done, he yanked out of her coldness and raised his hands before him as if he could create space between them. He realized then that they lived only to torture each other, the sound of her pitiful moaning to have to endure him, the feel of his rage to have to have her near him. It was sick...nothing but sick and he turned away from it now and went straight to the bathroom.
Morgan smiled. She laid her hand on Cheryl’s back and stroked her softly. But Cheryl’s sobs redoubled at the feel of her.
“Stop it,” Morgan shouted at her. She released only the back that Cheryl might rise and better breathe.
“I need a hospital.”
“You don’t need a hospital, you need to lay here and soak up your husband’s lingering fury and understand what he’s saying to you.” But Cheryl was one of those common kind who went to the hospital for the attention it got her. “What hurts?”
“Everything.” Cheryl sobbed. “How could you let him do that to me?”
Interesting, Morgan thought. Mrs. Cheryl Abernathy wasn’t everything she let on after all. “I thought you loved your husband.”
Heaving, Cheryl glared at her. “I don’t love that motherfucker!”
“No shit!” Morgan said rudely. “And honey, you’ve been playing with the wrong woman. Right now you’re stuck here for awhile, so I suggest you merely settle down and we’ll talk after he leaves.” Morgan forced her back to the horse and drew the band over her back. Quietly, she left the room. 
The water in the bathroom still flowed and she went there now. Relieved, she slipped in behind him and wrapped her arms tightly to soothe him.
“Cathartic, no?” she whispered.
Heartily, he sniffed and drew in a deep breath. “Like you can’t imagine,” he gasped.
“And you’re not gonna let her play with your head ever again, right?”
“Right. Gettin’ fucked is a state of mind, isn’t it?”
Broadly, she smiled and backed away to peer up at him. “She’s playing games with you. But it takes two to play. If you’re not playing, she can’t win.”
How simple. How simply poetic. Morgan could wrap just about anything in ribbons and bows.
“I think you’re gonna be okay now,” she whispered.
He was genuinely filled with gratitude for Morgan. “I think you’re right, baby. I didn’t realize how screwed up I was.”
“I noticed a long time ago that you’re very frightened of her. Hopefully you feel empowered to endure whatever she has in mind for you.” She stretched to kiss him tenderly. “Take your time.”
He stood under the pulsing water to let it drain the last of the lingering rage out of his heart. Whatever had to be sacrificed to be rid of his wife wasn’t too much, he reminded himself. And he would get with Brian and explain...soon. Brian was starting to understand.
 
* * * *
 
Fully dressed, totally relaxed again having been tended by Kitty, he stood at the door of the discipline room a moment staring at his wife. He studied the scene before him, every detail carefully burned into his memory. The way she starved herself to appear fragile, the proverbial wolf in sheep’s clothing. In his mind, he heard the deep growling and hissing out of her throat when others would be filled with fear.
For the first time since he’d met her, he felt nothing for her. There was no love or hatred. No pity or sorrow, no anger, no vengeance to be visited upon her. There was quite simply nothing. He was free.
Without hesitating a moment longer, he went to Morgan on the balcony with a cup of coffee. Quietly, he crouched beside her and took her hand. “You have a way of exposing people, don’t you?” he said with adoration.
A gentle smile stretched her lips. “It’s a gift.”
“I owe you more than I could ever repay.”
“Looks like you’ve come to a new understanding.”
“Yes.” He sighed. “I don’t look for the rest of my life to be easy...”
“What...as compared to what’s behind you? That was easy?”
“Right. That was anything but easy.”
“So I take it your going to file for divorce.”
“I actually filed awhile ago. Lawyers are still negotiating. I don’t want you to mention that to her. How long are you going to keep her with you?”
“Long enough to reward her for fucking with me. And then I’m going to dismiss her permanently. I have an eleven o’clock today anyway.”
He hesitated, holding the soft skin of her hand in his. “How many clients do you have?”
“Regulars...about ten? Probably forty total who call when they need me.”
Broadly, he smiled. “And you don’t actually do any of them, do you?”
Gently, she smiled. “Engage in intercourse with them? Very, very rarely. But another thing...” she said sternly. “The penis belongs to me and in your zeal to please me, which I appreciate very much, you’ve gone a little too far to discipline it. I like my little pets to be happy, not frightened. So when it needs punished, you let me know and I’ll take care of it.”
Falling even more hopelessly in love with her he grinned wide. “Whatever you wish, Lady Morgan. I know I’m not supposed to ask...but...” He wanted more than anything to be with her.
“Tonight, because you’re gonna have a shitty day, aren’t you? No later than five and you may bring your journal so we can go over it in detail.”
Still he hesitated. “I need to talk to my son soon.” Even though Brian knew Jerry wasn’t his father, Jerry needed to explain to Brian his side, also. And then let Brian come to his own conclusions.
“If you need me to be there, I will.”
He raised her hand and held it to his lips. She pulled away from him only to pat his head. “Before you reorder your life make certain it’s what you really want. That is a dangerous woman.”
Quietly, he huffed. That was all the validation he needed. She validated his feelings, his suspicions, and the notion that he had lived his life so utterly wrong.
“By five,” he whispered. He rose and walked away.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan returned to the discipline room and jerked a very haughty bitch off the table. She threw her on the exam table and then strapped her there. The nipple nails were driven into the heaving breasts, a phallus both front and back.
“For someone who enjoys pain as much as you, you seem to fight it an awful lot,” Morgan commented.
“What makes you think I like pain?” Cheryl was barely able to breathe because of the strap over her breasts, the nails digging into her nipples made it impossible to draw air.
“It’s rather obvious to me how you seek it out, how you revel in it. But this kind of pain doesn’t get you the kind of sympathy you want, does it? This is pain for the sake of pain. Now we’re just gonna have a little chat.”
“This is kidnapping! You need to get the hell away from me or I’ll go to the police.”
Morgan sneered. Before that little comment they were merely going to chat. Now it was time for the serious stuff.
Quickly, she hitched both wrists to the corresponding ankles. She removed the nipple nails and replaced them with electrodes. She removed and replaced the phalluses into each orifice, more electrodes to the ear lobes.
“What are you doing?” Cheryl shouted.
“This little gadget works just like a lie detector. Right now, you’re gonna tell me everything I want to know, baby.”
“Fuck you!”
Without hesitation, Morgan flipped a switch. A current rushed through Cheryl’s body and then dissipated. It left her panting. 
“Now, I suggest you relax a little bit because every time your blood pressure elevates, you’re gonna get zapped.”
Cheryl’s glowering features twisted as Morgan hovered over her. Morgan hung in the air like a bat, steaming to have been played when she had been trying to help. No, Mrs. Cheryl Abernathy didn’t like the kind of pain that isn’t visible because it didn’t get her the attention she so craved. 
Morgan raised away from her to let her breathe. “Now, I know this was a long time ago, but why in the world did you marry him?”
Cheryl drew in a deep breath conscious that at any moment she would be electrocuted. “His father made me marry him. I was pregnant...”
“What happened to the baby?”
“He’s my son.” She was concerned more with getting excited and subsequently zapped than hiding the truth.
“You told me your husband purchased that child from a prostitute. You are that prostitute, are you not?”
Cheryl snarled a little. “Just like you, honey.” 
“And the father?”
“Alex...Jerry’s twin.”
“So a paternity test would match both Jerry and his brother.”
“Obviously.”
Very clever, Morgan thought. Keep the brothers divided against themselves, emotionally weakened. “What did his father have to do with it?”
“Jerry’s father didn’t have any control over either one of them until then. Only then would Jerry accept the position of CEO.”
“That’s not something he really wanted?”
“I don’t know. I don’t actually give a shit.” Another quick current coursed through her.
Morgan crossed the room and lit a cigarette only to nestle into an ornately carved chair reminiscent of a throne. “He beats you fairly regularly?”
“Yes.” The room filled with the buzz of unleashed electricity.
Morgan smiled. “He beats you fairly regularly?”
Cheryl lay as still as possibly she could. “Not any more.” 
“When was the first time he beat you?”
Cheryl snarled out loud. “That was the most humiliating thing I’ve ever endured. I went to the nursery to see my son...and Jerry had some black bitch in there feeding him. Had her tit hanging out, feeding my son.”
“A wet nurse?” Morgan asked curiously.
“Obviously. It made me sick. My son.”
“Why didn’t you feed him?”
Cheryl hesitated. “A bottle was good enough for him. Good enough for every other kid in the world.”
Morgan nodded. Cheryl didn’t want her breasts sagging, but she didn’t want anyone else feeding her son, either. “And he beat you because you wouldn’t feed your son?”
“Yes.” Quickly, she was zapped again.
“And he beat you because you wouldn’t breast-feed your son?”
“Because I was gonna make damned sure no one else would, either.”
“What did you do?”
“I dismissed her.”
“How?”
“With a belt.”
Morgan nodded. Beating the hired help with a belt. “And then you got your ass whipped for it.”
“That was the most humiliating thing I ever lived through. And he still has that bitch working in the house. But now she’s cleaning my bathroom, at least.”
Apparently, Cheryl felt that was a humiliating task. It was obvious that relationship started out badly and never recovered. “Why haven’t you left him sometime in the last thirty five years?” 
“What’s gonna happen to my kids if I leave him? I couldn’t take them out of there when they were children. He would have sent people after me. Now he’s gonna turn ‘em against me.”
Morgan hesitated. That was a precarious situation. How often do battered women fear death at the hands of an assassin so the children can be returned to the fathers? More than she even cared to think about. Obviously, men, Jerry in particular, feel the same way. “But your children are grown now.”
“He can still turn them against me!”
Curious. Cherry gave Morgan the impression she never cared for her mother. But sons and their mothers share an entirely different dynamic. Obviously Cheryl was speaking of her son. “And your son loves you?”
“Of course, he does. And Jerry’s gonna tell him some bullshit...his side of the story, and make me look like an asshole.”
“But if your son loves you, Cheryl, there’s nothing anyone can say that would turn him against you. Can’t you give your son a little credit for that? He’s a grown man and I’m sure he knows when he’s getting played, even if it’s by his father.”
“Yeah, but Jerry can tell him shit I wouldn’t want anyone to know.”
“I’m sure that’s true. I’m sure that’s a two way street. Why would you want to be in an emotional tug of war with each other and have your son be the rope? You’re just tearing your son up and for what purpose? In the end, he’ll hate you both.”
“I guess I never thought about it. I guess it doesn’t matter now, either. My lawyer said I should expect divorce papers any day now. He’s gonna throw me out of the Mansion. I don’t know where the hell I’m supposed to go.”
“Surely, you’re expecting some kind of a settlement.”
“One and a half billion dollars or Jerry Abernathy can go screw himself.”
Stunned, Morgan nearly choked. That was an incomprehensible number. “You think maybe you could find you a place for that?”
“That’s not exactly the point, now, is it? I’m not gonna rest until Jerry Abernathy is dead.”
The meaning of the words, the tone of the voice sent a frisson of immeasurable strength through Morgan’s soul. That was, quite obviously, the point. Jerry Abernathy was way too wealthy, too well known, too powerful to cause murder to befall him. But she could drive him to madness until he committed suicide, couldn’t she? Keep him divided from every source of emotional support he ever had, including his children, until he just gave up. No wonder Cherry didn’t want anything to do with her.
Thoroughly aggravated, Morgan went to the table and turned off the machine. “Sweetie, you are out of here. You are formally dismissed. You don’t call me, you don’t come here, you don’t fuck with me at all, do you understand?” She began to remove devices that cause both pleasure and pain. “I will hunt you down and there will be no place for you to hide.”
“You’re in love with him, aren’t you? He gave you that ring. He’s only dumping me so he can marry you.”
“No, he didn’t give me this ring. This is an engagement ring and it didn’t come from your husband. It’s none of your business who gave it to me. But between you and me, it’s finished.”
“He’s in love with you, you know.”
“That’s not a concern to me, either.”
“Bullshit.” Cheryl rose off the table and grabbed at her clothes, her heartfelt anguish risen to the surface. “Who the hell wouldn’t want him?”
In that statement, everything was revealed. Cheryl truly did want him but could never get his attention. Could never balance her own comfort with his. Couldn’t stand the fact that someone else was feeding her baby, yet Jerry wanted them breast-fed. Sad, sad story, as she watched Cheryl dress.
“You let him rape me!” she said scowling.
“I let him express what he felt. And I’ve done the same for you. You really do love him but you don’t have a clue how to get his attention, Cheryl. You’ve never looked at him and asked yourself what he needs. You’d be surprised how easy men are to get along with when they’re comfortable and feel loved.”
“I suppose you know all about it.”
“As a matter of fact, I do.”
“You lay down with every one of them, don’t you?” 
“It’s not about sex, honey. It’s about making people feel safe. Protecting them from emotional hurt and upheaval. That includes your son. But until you figure that out, you’re gonna be alone.”
“You fucking whore!” Angrily, she grabbed her bag and left in a huff.
Quietly, Morgan returned to the chair and lit another cigarette. There was nothing she’d be able to do for Cheryl Abernathy. Cheryl needed desperately to draw lines in the sand and choose up sides. She needed her kids on her side. It was no wonder Jerry was frightened of her. She was capable of almost anything.
During her ruminations, the door opened and Kitty announced the next appointment. A rather comely young woman crawled in on her hands and knees straight toward Morgan. Quietly, she rose on her knees, grasped her nipples and laid her breasts in Morgan’s outstretched hands.
“How may I serve, Mistress?” she whispered. Tears sprouted in her eyes just to be allowed to look at Morgan.
Morgan smiled and gently rolled the nipples between her fingers. “I have a job for you today. You can clean the bathroom and then come to my bedchamber.”
The girl’s eyes sparkled as she peered at Morgan. She inched a little closer, silently begging for a little more. Quietly, Morgan raised her shirt and pulled a breast out of the bra to let it be adored.
Wantonly, the girl suckled as Morgan held to her. This one was gonna be alright, too, she thought. A submissive lesbian...as soon as she can stand to hear the words and revel in them.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Three
 
 
After checking on JD’s place Wednesday afternoon, Brian parked in the driveway at the Mansion. He leapt up the stairs to his father’s suite and pulled out a few things from the closet.
He could feel the intensity of the anger behind him and turned to see Cheryl watching him, her arms folded across her middle, glaring. “I guess you’re leaving me, too.”
“Actually, I’m just staying with a friend for a few days while his wife is out of town.”
“I guess that friend would be your father.”
Brian paused as he studied her haughtiness. “If I rebuilt a relationship with my father that would definitely bother you, wouldn’t it?”
“Why would you want to do that? The man is an asshole. He beats me, he beats his kids.”
“One time...he got angry with me. He’s never laid a hand on Cherry. And you know what. I went to the Tower the other day to talk to Bryant. He was generous enough to answer a few questions. He tells me it wasn’t Dad who beat you up so badly a few months ago, but you let me believe it was him. And then you let me go to the Tower and make an ass out of myself.”
“Of course, that’s what Bryant would say. Do you really think any of them would defend me against your father?”
“He’s not my father...remember?” Brian scowled. “He only raised me. Loved me, protected me...came to all my games, Mom, when you were somewhere else.” He went to the bureau and pulled out a stack of copies. Without remorse, he handed the insurance documents to her.
For only a moment she looked them over and threw them back at him, unable to look upon him. 
“There’s only one question I’ve got left. Why would my father go the trouble of leasing a hospital plane to return you from France because your boyfriend beat you up? Damn near killed you? Why the hell didn’t he just leave you there? That doesn’t make sense.”
Haughtily, she sniffed. “Because he wants to kill me himself.”
Brian smirked and turned back to the gym bag he was stuffing his clothes into. If he wanted to kill you, he would have done it long ago. He closed the zipper and pushed past her.
“Brian, you can’t leave!”
He glared into her hateful eyes. “You know what, Mom, I can do any fucking thing I want to do. Whatever responsibility I felt for you is gone. I’ve believed every fucking line of shit you’ve told me through the years. And you know...since I’ve been back here, I remember things I’ve tried to forget. You tell me right now how you can stand and watch a man rape a nine-year-old boy.”
“That wasn’t my fault!”
“That man was my grandfather...and he raped me...and you stood there and watched.” With his body clenched with rage, he glared into her defiant countenance. “But I guess that was Dad’s fault, too?”
“He knew what was happening.”
“I’m sure you told him when he got home that my grandfather raped me while he was at work.” 
“It’s not my fault.”
Her reply was met only by the thudding footfall on the grand staircase.
Quietly, she fumed. She needed just a little more time. To wrench another half billion dollars out of Jerry’s wallet in the settlement. Just a few more weeks would be enough and she turned toward her apartment. But how?
She picked up a bottle of sleeping pills. How would her children feel if she committed suicide? Bullshit, she thought and tossed them aside. Her big play was going down very soon. That would be reward in itself.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry sat at the table in the penthouse dining room, having swelled himself on another of Alex’s finest creations. Throughout the meal, Jerry watched intently but refused to remember the ecstasies and agonies of their life together.
“I spoke to Bryant today,” Alex said softly. “Thinking about divorce again.”
“I know. I wonder how long it’s going to take the Abernathy boys to figure out it’s not the women we marry, but us that has a problem?”
“Don’t tell me you’re staying with your wife?”
“Hell no. But I do know I’m not quite prepared for her reaction when she realizes I’m not playing with her anymore. Do you have a clue where Brian is on the subject?”
“He’s asking some very detailed questions. Bryant gave him some insurance documents of her last hospital stay in France.”
“So he knows?” He wanted Alex’s opinion on the subject.
Alex nodded eagerly. “He is definitely suspicious.”
Jerry seemed to settle back in the chair as if he heard his beloved was taken off the critical list and upgraded to serious. “I guess moving into the Mansion for awhile has been educational.”
“I would describe it more as an epiphany, Jerry. That’s not to say he’s not distraught over it.”
“Right. But he has support if he wants it.”
“I’m glad to hear it. This thing between you and Brian these last ten years has been hard on all of us.”
Sadly, Jerry nodded. He knew he had been a prick. Knew that he could get away with it because he was the boss. “So how goes it with you?”
Alex hesitated as he lit a cigarette. “I’m sorry.” He knew that Jerry would be afflicted by the attentions of the press. “Charles filed a palimony suit.”
But Jerry didn’t appear afflicted. The twist of the smile was anything but evil. “You want me to beat him up for you?”
For a moment Alex stared remembering a day in eighth grade when Jerry got suspended for that very thing. Punched a kid in the face for mocking Alex’s less than masculine carriage. With a seductive grin and a little shiver induced by a sense of chivalrous behavior, he mewed, “Yeah.”
“I’ll take care of it. When I get done with his credit report he won’t be able to buy dog food.”
Alex’s lips pinched together to retain the amusement of that. “That should keep him occupied. To find out all of his credit cards are worthless.”
“That’s just where we’ll start.”
“And we’ll end with...?”
“Jumping off the balcony of my brother’s condo, unless he wants to cede victory...to me.”
For a long moment, Alex stared conspicuously. Victory, he thought. If only my name were Victory.  


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Four
 
 
“Hey.” The voice on Brian’s phone was decadent and alluring, something that had him stiff as soon as he heard it. “You coming tonight?” Dan asked, hoping to spend this Friday with Brian.
“As a matter of fact I’m just a few minutes away.”
“Caroline is coming home tonight.”
“Then I shouldn’t be there.”
“I told her you’ve been staying with me. She wants you to be here.”
Instantly, Brian deflated. “See you in a few minutes.”
He shouldn’t be playing with Caroline, although Caroline was one very well put together woman. He should be playing with Morgan. But Caroline and Dan would see Morgan tomorrow, and he parked and walked around back to see Dan stretched long on a chaise.
“I shouldn’t be here,” Brian confessed. “You haven’t seen her all week.”
“But you see, you can do something for me here. She’s gonna come home in a shitty mood about her sisters and expect me to listen to the same shit that’s gone on for years, ad nauseum. But you will distract her. And with the excitement of going to Morgan’s tomorrow, she may be able to forget about her sisters.”
“She’s coming home tonight so you can keep your appointment with Morgan?’
“I think so.” Dan grinned.
“So her and Morgan get along pretty good?”
Dan’s eyebrows raised in a leer. “At least in the dungeon they get along very well.”
Brian drew in a heavy breath, hesitating.
“I want something from you,” Dan commanded.
“What’s that?”
“I want to watch you discipline her.”
Brian smiled a little. If Morgan knew he was a switch, she’d run for the hills. “You won’t tell Morgan?”
“Of course not. Morgan wouldn’t approve?”
Brian shook his head. “She gets a little out of joint around aggressive men.”
“She’s never seemed jerked around me.”
“But you’re not fuckin’ her, either.” Brian scowled.
Feeling Brian’s possessiveness of Morgan, Dan offered a little softer, “Right.”
“And that’s all you want? You just want me to whip her?”
“I don’t know. You don’t want to take her?”
“Not because she’s not attractive. Only because...” He shook his head.
“Morgan would be furious. Alright.” The longer this went on the more he wanted Brian. It was obvious Morgan didn’t know Brian as well as she thought she did. So perhaps it wouldn’t work out anyway. “She’ll be home in about an hour.”
“Where do you want this to go down at?”
“The bedroom. You can go there now and arrange things however you’d like.”
“And you won’t tell Morgan?”
“No, but if you want to marry the woman, don’t you think she ought to know?”
Brian hesitated. “If she knew there wouldn’t be a marriage.”
Dan shrugged, more than ever convinced there wouldn’t be a wedding under any circumstances. He tossed his head to dismiss Brian and then picked up the phone.
“Where you at?”
“Car, honey. I’ll be there soon.”
“I convinced Brian to stay.”
“You want to keep him, don’t you?”
“Yes, I do. I’d love to have him as a submissive licking your toes.”
She smiled. She wouldn’t mind that herself. “Then we’ll see what he’s got to offer tonight.”
 
* * * *
 
Brian moved into the master suite and gawked at the plethora of toys spread on the bed. A couple thousand dollars worth, he surmised. Hopefully, everything he could possibly need to turn Caroline on and consequently Dan.
In the bathroom, he removed his clothes and stood under the pulsing water. There was no reason in the world he should trust Dan to not tell Morgan about this. Dan did, after all, tell Morgan he was playing with Caroline.
But only now he realized there was a current of discontent in his relationship with Morgan. As much as he loved her, as much as he adored her, there was always something missing. This. Being allowed to get up off the floor and create havoc once in awhile. Apparently there was more than a little something missing for Morgan. That had to be the reason she refused to marry him.
Quickly, he dried off and went to the bedroom. Chose the things he needed and a few he merely wanted. He took a length of leather and tied his own genitalia in a Grecian knot and then, quite subserviently, stood beside the bed to await his Master’s slave.
 
* * * *
 
Dan met his wife at the car. “Hi, baby.”
“Hi. God, I’m happy to be home.”
“That bad?”
She sided heavily. “My sisters are absolutely insufferable. I think you’re right. I think they are jealous of what I’ve got.”
He smiled. Whether it was the truth or not didn’t matter. “As long as you’ve got what you want, baby, what they think is only hurting them.”
She smiled a little and flipped toward the door. “And you’ve had fun this week?”
“All kinds of fun. He’s waiting for you now.”
“I took a shower before I left like you said.” She opened her pants to let them fall to the floor.
He watched a moment until she stood before him completely naked. “Good, baby.” Quickly, he wrapped the cuffs around her wrists. Easily, the leather restraint slipped over her head, the ball to fill her mouth. “Okay?”
Eagerly, she nodded.
“Go.”
 
* * * *
 
Brian heard the footfall and heavy panting before he saw her. She entered under the control of her husband, her neck clutched in his grip. Quite roughly Dan threw her toward Brian into his arms. “I want her punished for allowing herself to be swallowed up by her family. She doesn’t deserve that and yet she allows it. I want her to understand she’s better than that. Do it.”
Caroline quivered to hear her husband’s admonition so eloquently spoken. That he needed her was obvious. He didn’t want her to get lost in her family’s turmoil. At that moment, she wanted that punishment, to be always reminded of who truly loved her.
Yet she couldn’t see Brian, blinded by her husband’s device. She merely stood quietly shivering.
Brian studied her for a moment, the shivering flesh on her chest, the narrow hips between which sprouted the softest of blonde already regrown after the Ordeal of Fire. Dan’s admonition rang in his ears, ‘swallowed up by family’, family that doesn’t give a shit anyway. To be reminded of who loves her truly.'
Brian leaned forward and brushed his cheek against hers. “Did you hear that? Your husband loves you so desperately and yet you turn your attentions away from him to people who only put you down. You, little girl, are very, very foolish.” His voice rasped and he felt it deep inside of himself.
Without warning, Brian turned and caught her throat in the crook of his arm. Horrendously, he jerked her and she yelped, setting him on fire already. So long it had been to have truly submissive flesh under his control. Not at all like Renee, the ultimate smart-ass masochist. But something that went limp in his arm like Caroline and acquiesced every fiber of her being to his control, devastating him.
Only a moment later, her wrists were tethered to the end posts of the bed. Rudely, he kicked her legs wide. “You leave your feet where I put them or I’ll tie them to your throat. Do you understand what I’m telling you?” His broad hand closed on the soft pad of fat between her legs and clenched down hard. “You belong to your Master and no one else.”
Only a nanosecond parted his warning from the first strike of the whip. It struck her nipple, kindling a flame there and she cried out. 
“Shut up!” Brian screamed. “You will endure this because you love him. You adore him. You don’t ever turn away from him to get involved with other people.” He felt his recrimination toward her aimed at himself like a sword piercing his heart.
If only Morgan had done this for him that fateful day.
Her thin thighs, her sweet little mound were blood red with Brian’s love for his new Master. He worked on her breasts, leaving them in a checkerboard pattern, swollen and quivering with the exactness of his skill. From side to side they wobbled as she lurched against the bonds, her tears of both pain and contrition. Her voice garbled, filled with phlegm.
He stood back a moment to let the sound of that pitiful sobbing fill his heart. It was choked as if something tore at her heart. Did she care for the individual members of her family any more than he cared for his and they him? Or was it the idea of family, a refuge, a haven against the world where the individuals cease to be alone and become a part of a whole?
What a fucking crock!
Without will, he dropped the crop and scooped up the nipple nails. Without any finesse, he drove them into her nipples. Again, she cried out, writhing in his hands, jerking at the leather restraints holding her to the posters. Her body lurched away from him, but he held her steady, his thumbs pressed to the nails, his long hard fingers wrapped around her ribs. When he was sure they were stuck, he grabbed the duct tape. 
She heard that first rip and closed her legs the better to endure this. All he wanted was a scream of fear. He needed to hear something shattered as badly as he was. The Master’s bondage device was jerked from her head so that the room could be filled with terror.
Brian forced his hand over her mouth to quiet her. “You’re being punished.” His wickedly erect dick forced into her hip. “You open yourself to me. You are a slave. I am my Master’s submissive and he wants you punished.”
Dan sat in the chair, frozen and speechless as if captured by some acid-driven fantasy. He watched as Brian captured her breasts in duct tape and pulled it tightly around her back, squashing her breasts against her chest and driving the nipples even deeper. She screamed and lurched uncontrollably to that pain, yet he ignored it. He retrieved a very large, long phallus; something he brought with him, hoping it would be used on him.
Again, he shoved her legs apart and knelt before her. The phallus was slid into her dripping cunt, the little knob for her clit between her lips. He strapped that around her legs and then slid the Router Bit into her rectum.
He rose to gather her into his arms and press his chest against those nails. “You just stand here and think about where your heart should be.”
Brian turned to see his Master sprawled in the chair, his legs thrown wide. A very anxious penis in the Master’s hand awaited him. Brian dove between his Master’s legs and stared unabashedly at his Master’s authority. His Master’s expression was stern. 
Without permission, his lips locked around the shaft. His teeth slid down only to capture a testicle and gently suck. Caroline wailed in the background to the feel of fire coursing through her intestines, yet Brian cuddled that testicle in his mouth.
Dan’s fingers wrapped around Brian’s skull to feel the reverence in that embrace. The gentle sucking, the refrain of a soprano in the throes of ecstasy. Caroline’s body was orgasming wildly. And then Brian’s tongue licked up the length of his Master’s penis and his lips so passionately kissed the glans.
Brian’s dark eyes stared into him with wanton lust. “May I change my mind and have her tonight, My Lord?”
Dan studied the face of an angel a moment longer. No longer content to be divided, he grasped at Brian’s head and pulled him forward. His tongue drove into Brian’s mouth with passionate force, his teeth pressed against Brian’s. Wantonly, Brian sucked on his tongue to keep Dan inside of him.
Only at length could Dan release him. Dan was in love, hopelessly in love and he knew it now. Yet he reached down and tugged at the knot holding Brian’s penis in bonds. 
“Lay her face down on the bed and get into her, but don’t move.”
“Yes, My Lord.”
Quickly, he untied her and picked her up to lay her on the bed again. Rather gently, he rolled her over and parted her legs. He spread the oil generously on her bottom and then her orifice. He slid a finger in to check the condition of the Router Bit.
Melted already, he thought dismally. He’d never before felt his father’s chemicals on his penis. But the flame was still lingering there and would be for another half hour. Quite respectfully, he stretched long and turned a little so that his Master could watch what care he took of the Master’s slave. Very, very slowly, he slipped into her.
“Take her breasts in your hands.”
Brian slid his hands under her body. The flesh spilling out from the tape filled them completely. The hardness of the nails drove into his palms.
Only then did Brian feel the oil drip on his own ass. But there was no finger to part him gently. There was only the weight of the Master between his legs, the weight of the Master as he laid down on Brian’s back. There was only the agonizing brutality as his Master drove into him like a sledge into soft earth. There was only this passion, this fire, the woman under him wriggling uncontrollably, his penis trapped within her throbbing body, the Master’s penis throbbing within him.
 
* * * *
 
Gasping for air, Brian lay at the end of the bed as the Master gathered his slave into his arms. An imperceptible smile raised the corners of his mouth as he panted uncontrollably.
Dan did smile as he held his cooing wife in his arms. “It’s your turn to make dinner tonight,” Dan said.
“Right.” Brian licked at his dry lips. He heaved a while longer, kissed the bottom of Caroline’s foot and then went again to the shower.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Five
 
 
“No...hang around here,” Dan said. “We’ll only be at Morgan’s a few hours.”
Brian hesitated. He was growing more and more attached to these people already. “Alright. I think I’ll go sleep off last night’s buzz.”
Dan smiled. “Do that. I’ll make sure I don’t get used up.”
 
* * * *
 
Curious, Morgan thought, to see the faint bruises around Caroline’s breasts and back. A certain indication of duct tape. 
The session now over and Caroline in the cleaning room with Kitty, Morgan sat on her chair. “You’re playing rough these days,” she commented.
Dan shrugged. “Caroline’s been away all week and she needed to be punished.”
“You punished her because she came home?”
“I had her punished because she let’s her family fuck with her head.”
Morgan hesitated. “You had her punished?”
Dan grinned. “A fine disciplinarian.”
“And who might that be?” she asked curiously.
He stared into her bright green eyes a moment. “An old friend of yours.”
Morgan’s heart lurched and then stopped for a moment. “Brian Alexander?”
“Oh, yeah. Again, he was reticent to take her but you trained him very well,” he said with a sly smile. “I thank you for that.”
As if a sword pierced the fabric of her balloon, Morgan deflated. Her various body parts went limp beyond her control. He thought he saw a tear form. She leapt up. “See you next week.” Her lovely ass swished toward the door.
Without remorse, Dan sat down. That one totally wrecked her. She didn’t like the idea of that at all, just like Brian said. With any luck there would be no way Brian and Morgan could get back together and he smiled, took his wife’s hand and led her out the door.
 
* * * *
 
Kitty followed the sound of sobbing to the lower level bedchamber to see Morgan sprawled on it face down. “Judas Priest, what’s the matter now?”
“A switch,” Morgan screamed. “He’s a fucking switch.”
Kitty’s features contorted. “Mouse! Our Mouse is a switch?”
But Morgan only knotted the pillow in her hand and drove her fingernails into the soft fabric. With a mighty rip, feathers burst into the air. “A switch.” She sat, shivering in a shower of white feathers that reminded her of snow. How cold her heart felt just then to think on it.
 
* * * *
 
For the last three hours, Brian thought of nothing but Morgan. “How’d it go?” he asked anxiously.
“Just fine.” He would soon turn Brian’s excitement in another direction.
“Is she still wearing my ring?”
“As a matter of fact, she is, my friend. So if you just relax, I believe everything will work out as it should.”
Brian fell into the overstuffed chair in the greatroom and cuddled the beer bottle. Morgan knew he was screwing another woman and still wearing his ring. A very good sign. She still wanted him. 
Dan peered down studying him intently. “Is Morgan really what you want?”
Brian looked away now. He not only wanted Morgan, he wanted all of it. The car, the money, the fabulous vacations. He also wanted to discipline Morgan. But his life as an Abernathy and his life as an Alexander were mutually exclusive things.
The shimmer of a smirk filled his hollow cheek. “You can’t have everything, though, can you?” Brian asked.
“No, you can’t. So for now, let’s just put the burgers on the grill.” He was more than content to watch Brian come to very obvious conclusions. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Six
 
 
Jerry lingered at Morgan’s table on their usual Monday evening appointment, yet another appointment she wasn’t charging him for. That she cared for him was obvious now, but where that ring on her finger originated, wasn’t.
“Much better,” she whispered. She placed the latest addendum to his journal on another chair. “The penis is mine and I discipline it. So prepare it now.”
He rose out of the chair and held his hands behind his back only to watch her exquisite ass thrust high on stiletto heels walk out of the room. When she returned, she had a cock ring, a riding crop and his ringing cell phone.
“Thought it might be important.” She grasped the penis and pulled the keeper of it toward her.
He clicked on and said, “Yeah...”
“Dad,” Brian started. “How ya’ doin’?”
Morgan felt Jerry tense so she merely rubbed at the penis. “I’m fine...are you okay?” And then, “A Reds game...this Saturday, hell yes.” Suddenly Jerry filled with bubbling excitement. “Alright, I’ll call you later in the week.” And then he finished with, “Hell no. If we take the limo we can get drunk on the way. Thanks.” He clicked off.
Filled with passionate excitement, he tossed the phone to the bed and grinned at Morgan. “That was my son. Invited me to a baseball game Saturday.”
Gently, she stroked the penis. “A son you haven’t seen much of in a very long time?”
“Yes.” His previous despair had been replaced with bubbling enthusiasm. “Apparently, he’s starting to understand about his mother. Apparently, I’m not the asshole he always thought I was.”
Her smile was genuine to see hope in his attitude. “Why have you and your son not seen each other for so long?”
A moan passed out of his chest to think of it. Slowly, he descended to his knees because this required the attitude of confession. Yet, she offered absolution still holding him tightly.
“Genlabs. A company I was about to buy out. The CEO was about to be indicted for some very serious ethics violations...I don’t know how the guy could live with himself, actually. My son was working on the transfer papers when the news that the CEO had shot himself came over the wire. And then my son came at me believing I had caused it.
“He told me to stuff his job and my name up my ass. I thought he just needed to settle down and then he’d be ready to hear the truth. I knew that day he wasn’t cut out for business and I’d have to let him follow his heart. But...I’ve learned recently...he went back to the Mansion after that and that’s when his mother told him he’s not my son.”
Morgan’s expression tightened in defense. “I’m sorry.” That was all she could say, knowing it should have been Jerry who told him.
“He just took off on me. I mean...I kept a check on him. Knew he was living close, you know. Handled all of his affairs through Post Office boxes, filed annual tax returns. Never once tried to get money out of his accounts or trust fund. Has pretty much done it all on his own in that time and I’m damn proud of him. Just needed that time to grow up and find himself and now...now that he’s confident of who he is and what he wants, he’s come home again.” His joyful tears flowed freely.
“I’m happy for you.”
“You can’t know what this means. We used to go to a Reds game every year. He wants to start over, Morgan. He’s giving me another chance.”
“Actually...it sounds like its you who’s giving him another chance.”
Jerry shrugged. “No. The things that happened to that boy in his youth are beyond reprehensible. I didn’t have the strength to stop it. He’s definitely giving me another chance and I’m taking it. Anyone who messes with my boy again will find themselves in the refrigerator at the morgue.”
She clenched down on the penis and for a long moment stared deeply into him. “You’re speaking of your father now?”
His hand rose to his face and wiped at it roughly.
Her touch was more tender as she held his testicles in her hand. “It’s alright. Just let it go for now.” 
He nodded and drew in a deep breath. “Do you know how desperately I need you?” 
“Yes, I do. I’ll take care of you.”
He leaned in a little wanting more than anything for her to cull his senses. “Would you like to come along? I’d really like for you to get to know him.”
“Oh...” She shook her head. “You and your son need to spend some guy time together and get reacquainted.”
“It’s not like you don’t know him. He gave me your card. He is or was a client of yours. A friend, something.”
She hesitated. “But I don’t know anyone by the name of Abernathy other than you. Obviously, your son wants to hide his identity and I don’t have a problem with that. I see a lot of very high-profile people who don’t use their real names and pay in cash to keep their identities private. So whatever his affliction is or was, he wants it to remain private and I respect that. To have me shoved in his face would probably make him puke.”
Heavily he sighed feeling her tenderness to his body. “You’re a good woman.”
Her smile was broad, grateful for his appreciation. “Besides...I got a new client starting Saturday and I had to turn down an invitation to St. Maarten to get with her.”
Jerry hesitated as he felt the ring lock around his Mistress’ penis so that she could play with it as she would. “Mistress…” He backed up to the bed to grasp the posters and better brace himself for the assault. “God, I love you.” He ached to his very soul knowing she was going to use him for her pleasure alone. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Seven
 
 
Too early on a Saturday morning, the ringing phone awoke Morgan to another day. Kitty stretched long and grasped it to drop it to her chest.
“Yeah,” she whispered.
A cute little squeal through the phone grated on Morgan’s ears. “Mistress Morgan!”
“Caroline, what’s the matter?”
Even though her husband stood beside her awaiting the Abernathy limo, she said, “Danny’s not feeling well today. I didn’t know if you wanted to see me alone or if I should cancel so you can perhaps fill that slot?”
“You may come alone. I think this is a good opportunity to go to the club for some public humiliation tonight. Be at my condo at five.”
“Yes, Mistress. Oh, I will. Thank you.”
 
* * * *
 
Quickly, Caroline hung up and squealed. Simply bubbling, she threw her arms around her husband. “She’s taking me out tonight.”
“To the club?”
Unable to retain her excitement, she yelped, “Yes.”
A sudden wave of the relief of guilt washed over Dan and he grabbed the soft flesh between her legs and clamped down. “Pay attention. As long as Morgan is with you, I will allow you to be taken by no more than three men. Do you understand?”
“Oh, Danny…”
He pinched a little harder and then turned to the countertop to write out a note. “Give this to Morgan when you see her.”
“I will. You are so sweet. I hope you and Brian have a good time.”
“We will. And I want every detail of your little adventure recounted to me as soon as I get home. Just don’t tell Morgan I’m with Brian. I’m sick in bed, remember.”
“I will, baby. And you’re going to tell him you want him to move in with us?’
“We’ll see how it goes. With you as my slave and him as my submissive, I can’t think of a more congenial way to live.”
“I hope it works out.”
“I do, too. Regardless, I’m gonna have him all night long. So you have some fun, too.”
 
* * * *
 
“Dad, this is Dan Gregory,” Brian said happily. “Zero’s son.”
“No shit,” Jerry said warmly. Taking Dan’s outstretched hand, Jerry held it tightly a moment. “It’s my pleasure.”
“You, too, Mr. Abernathy.”
“Ah, call me Jerry. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen the team play.”
“I called Dad. We can sit in the dugout if you like, your box, whatever. And then we’re invited back to his house for dinner and a little partying afterwards.”
“It sounds wonderful. So how the hell did you two meet?” 
Brian grinned. “A decidedly beautiful and somewhat vicious woman gave me Brian’s card to get some landscaping done.”
“Morgan?”
“Yeah, Morgan. And then we remembered we knew each other from a very long time ago. Kinda hangin’ out ever since.”
With a broad smile, Jerry studied them trying to decide who was submissive and who was dominant in this relationship. Brian said, “Dad’s not real proud of me being the gardener.”
Jerry watched Brian only a moment to see the lack of self-worth there. “You couldn’t be more wrong, Brian. I stopped into to see JD the other day. What you’ve done there is nothing less than inspiring.”
Brian smiled and then looked away feeling a compliment bore into him.
“I’m serious, Brian,” Jerry said adamantly. “I just never knew you were an artist.”
A thin film of tears clouded Brian’s vision to hear acceptance in his father’s pride. “Thank you.”
“Anyway, Morgan’s gonna entertain my wife tonight by taking her out for a little public humiliation.”
Easily Brian laughed, wishing he could bilocate. “We may have to go watch sometime.”
“No shit. But she cured me and now she’s educating my wife.”
“Educating your wife?” Jerry asked.
“My wife is being trained.”
“Ahh, and my son is only too happy to do your bidding.”
Dan laughed with a shrug. But Jerry smiled. Brian was coming home and this was the proof of it. Wherever he’d been for the last ten years, it was over now. And Brian was coming home. 
 
* * * *
 
Morgan smiled broadly to see the very eager Caroline crawl through the door of her parlor quite naked and shimmering with delight. A piece of paper was held carefully between her teeth. She took the paper and unfolded it to read, 
 
Dearest Mistress Morgan,
I very much appreciate that you’ve agreed to see my slave while I recover. I understand that you’re serving up public humiliation tonight and I’m sorry I have to miss it. Anything you feel appropriate is fine, however, I’d prefer that no more than three males have her.
                   With all due respect,
                   Dan Gregory
 
Morgan merely wadded the note and tossed it capriciously to a corner. She peered down at Caroline’s bubbling countenance. “You’re having an awful lot of fun with this,” Morgan noted.
Caroline smiled broadly and rolled her eyes. 
“Your Master doesn’t seem to mind if other males have you.”
“No, he doesn’t. But there is something I don’t understand.”
“What?”
Caroline darkened a little. “Since Brian started hanging out with us, Dan doesn’t fuck me anymore. He makes Brian do it.”
Morgan’s eyebrows arched with surprise. “And Brian is willing?”
“Seems to be.”
“Is Brian the first male he’s ever had?”
“I can’t know for sure but I think so.”
Morgan nodded. Latent homosexual first crossed her mind. It was obvious now that Dan was playing her. “Dan’s pretty hot for Brian, huh?”
“He’s gonna ask him soon to move in with us.”
“I would say pretty hot, then. But you’re wondering about your husband, aren’t you?”
“Do you think he still loves me?”
Morgan folded her arms under her breasts and studied Caroline. If Dan had developed a thing for Brian... Fuck. “What does it seem Brian feels for Dan?”
“I think he’s pretty...uhhh...he does anything Danny tells him to.”
“Including discipline you?”
“Yes.”
Deep inside Morgan shivered uncontrollably. How can she have lived with someone for ten years and not known him? To think that Brian could so easily wield a whip! To think that he had that much fond affection for men, the same as she had for women! Suddenly, it all came so clear. There was more Brian needed and he never told her about it. Her jealousy got in the way.
“Are you aware that Brian is getting married, supposedly on September 6th?”
Caroline’s eyes shot open and stared, leaving Morgan to believe that Caroline felt used. “No, I wasn’t.”
Heavily, Morgan sighed. “Let’s, umm...let’s not say anything to anyone quite yet and just see where it goes. It could be that Dan is just excited to have a male around the house and if that’s the case, I have an entire list of submissives carefully trained to do anything he desires.”
Caroline peered into her wide eyes a moment. “He could also be...never realized he’s gay.”
Sadly, Morgan smiled. “I’m sorry, but that’s true, also, honey.” Morgan had the impression early on he needed a mommy before he wanted a wife. “But you might be surprised how many marriages actually work out when one spouse is gay. Obviously, he cares enough for you to make sure you’re satisfied. Three males tonight.” Her tone was upbeat to encourage Caroline.
Caroline nodded, but it wasn’t exactly comfort.
“You may need to redefine your marriage. But that doesn’t mean it won’t work out. He’s still sleeping in the same bed with you?”
“Oh, yeah, with Brian behind him.”
That didn’t make sense! Why the hell wasn’t Brian sleeping with his fiancée? Suddenly she realized there was no fiancée. Not any longer anyway. But maybe there never was and if the car he was driving was old, perhaps he merely purchased it. He was making good money lately. Damn, she thought to herself. Damnit! She was suddenly angry. Just needed to punish me for something. Either jealousy or my refusal to marry him. That’s it. Make me live without him and know what that’s like.
It left her in a quandary. Should she hunt him down and punish her bad little slave? Could she live with his incessant demands to marry her?
“And you enjoy being your husband’s submissive?”
“Oh, God, yes.”
Morgan smiled trying to return her attention to Caroline. “So you won’t, perhaps, have a traditional marriage but that doesn’t mean you won’t be in love.”
Caroline’s reply was a smile.
“Much better.” Morgan pinched a nipple a little. “So...public humiliation. A friend of mine is going to take care of you tonight. He loves you fuzzy little bunny things.”
“He?”
Morgan reached to the table and picked up a huge phallus to carefully stroke it in her hand. And then she held it up before Caroline. “This lovely thing was made from a mold of his weapon.”
“Oh, my God.” Incredulously, she stared at the length and girth.
“If you’d be so good as to bend over the horse, I’ll prepare you to meet him personally.”
Caroline leapt to her feet, her breasts simply quivering. Quickly, she laid her upper body down and spread her legs. The phallus nudged at her anus and only the glans inside of her caused a throbbing pain. It took some time, but it was soon in fully. 
“How does that feel?” Morgan asked.
“Impossible.”
“Go wait by the front door.”
 
* * * *
 
Morgan smiled to see Caroline strung to the uprights and hear Jaxx shouting at ‘his little slut’ tonight. The blindfold became saturated and yet more tears slid down Caroline’s cheeks. Yet how easily Caroline could open his zipper with her teeth and how ravenously she could suckle her Master’s organ.
Jaxx’s hot heavy hands lifted Caroline over the edge of the stage to lie on the floor at Morgan’s feet. Caroline merely crumpled to the floor so very content. Yet Morgan peered into Jaxx’s deep glowering eyes, their vision trained on each other.
“I’ll be over in about an hour, baby,” he whispered.
She drew in a deep breath and hauled Caroline away.
 
* * * *
 
A little dizzy, too much buzzed, Brian fell against the elevator wall that was to take him and Dan to their room. Even Jerry was giggling and staggering.
“I need to sleep,” Jerry whispered, holding to his stomach.
“It’s only midnight, Dad.”
“Uh huh.” Helplessly, he staggered out of the elevator toward his room.
Brian had had such a wonderful day. A day with his father like he hadn’t had for longer than he could remember. “I’ll be there in a minute,” he said to Dan.
“I’ll probably be passed out by then.” Carelessly, he tripped away.
“Nightcap?” Jerry offered.
“Fuck no.” Heavily, he fell onto the bed. “I just wanted to thank you for coming along.”
“I’m thanking you for the invitation.” Yet he wondered whose idea the invitation had been. “But I’m curious. You and Dan get along real good.”
“Yeah, we do.”
But there was obviously more to it than friendship. “Lovers?”
Brian darkened a little, instantly defensive. “Yeah.”
“I want you to be happy, Brian. He’s a hell of a nice guy.” 
Brian searched for a hint of hypocrisy in that statement. “You mean you don’t mind?”
“Not at all. In case you haven’t noticed, your sister is gay and I don’t have a problem with her. I know you’re bisexual and who you choose to make a life with...I want you to be happy. I would like to caution you however, that although it seems to me he’s gay, he’s also married and not real sure of himself yet. I don’t want you to get hurt.”
“I can’t believe you’re saying this to me.”
“Why? I’ve taken a few lovers in my life, too.”
“You? Men?”
“Yeah.” Jerry laughed a little. It seemed a little odd that this would be hard for Brian to understand. “Both very rewarding experiences.”
“I guess I just thought of you as the ultimate ladies' man.”
“You know I’m bisexual.”
“Yeah, but burying it in the next available cockpit and actually caring for who’s wearing it is two different things.”
“That sounds like Morgan.”
Brian shrugged. “She’s really helped you, hasn’t she?”
“She’s really helped me...so much.” But now that he was having this conversation with Brian, something about falling hopelessly for married people...maybe Jerry understood Morgan’s reticence better. Here he was warning his son about the vicissitudes of romance yet begging Morgan to completely ignore what she knew so much about.
Jerry turned his attention back to Brian. “I know you’re looking around, maybe for the first time in your life, trying to understand what came before you and painted the landscape in which you live. I’m also fearful and elated that some of your notions are being redefined...but that’s alright. Your perceptions will change throughout your life. God knows mine have. I’m also thinking you’re going to get hurt and that’s not alright. Just don’t try to get through it alone.”
Tears welled in Brian’s eyes knowing what Jerry was trying to say. “I talked to Bryant not too long ago. He handed me the proof that her latest injuries weren’t inflicted by you and yet I came to the Tower and made an ass out of myself.”
“It’s alright. I know she’s your mother. But she’s my wife, soon to be my ex-wife, and that’s a very different relationship.”
Idly, Brian reached for a cigarette and lit it. “Why the hell did you spend twenty grand on a hospital plane to get her back home?”
Jerry’s dark stare lingered over Brian. “I’ll be very honest with you. It would save me a hell of a lot of trouble if someone would kill her. But the truth is, for that, you would blame me the rest of my life. That day you came to the Tower you accused me of having the power to protect her. Protect her from what? Herself, Brian? Since you’ve been back home has she spent even one evening with you?”
“No.”
“How many different men has she had spending the night with her?”
“You know about that?”
A little smile etched Jerry’s features to know that nothing ever changed with Cheryl. That even though her son was around, she couldn’t or wouldn’t clean up her act for him. “It was right after your grandfather died when she started bringing her lovers home to spend the night.”
Incredulously, Brian stared. “Why in the hell would you put up with that?”
“Because...because I didn’t want her walking out with you under one arm and Cherry under the other to live in God-knows-what kind of situation. After you guys went off to college, it still didn’t matter to me what she was doing. I just, uhh...”
“Took a lover.”
“Yeah.”
“Wow. She called me that day and let me believe you’d been kidnapped. Said she went to get you for breakfast at the club and you were gone...”
“Oh, my God. Surely you know your mother and I haven’t eaten a meal together for thirty years.”
“I didn’t know what could change after I left. In fact, I called her occasionally throughout that ten years I was gone. And she let me believe things were going pretty well.”
“Oh Brian.” Finally Jerry understood that Brian felt he had something to do with his parent’s dismal marriage. “Please don’t tell me that’s why you stayed away so long.”
“No. I’m, ummm...pretty hung up on my girlfriend. I don’t know if you know what it’s like to have someone in your blood...someone you could never get over. I want to get married and she doesn’t. Apparently, I’m not quite important enough to know why.”
“I’m sorry.” Having had thirty-five years experience with not being important enough to someone, he understood. “I’m sure it will take some time and I’m equally certain you can get over it. Hopefully, things will work out with Dan...but, uhh...regardless, you’re headed in the right direction.”
“Yeah.” He drew in a deep breath to cure the ache in his heart and let go of it. He peered at his father only a few feet away and smiled broadly. “I remember you.”
A rush of tears assaulted Jerry and he launched up to grab Brian into his arms and hold tightly. There was such power in that embrace, such need and Brian felt it.
“Dad, you’re crying.”
“Yeah.” He grasped a little a tighter grasp and then let go. “It’s been going on a lot lately.”
“That’s what Cherry said.”
“I spent a wonderful weekend with her not too long ago and this one has been equally wonderful. I sincerely appreciate it.”
“I’ve enjoyed it, too. So I guess we’ll go pig out at the breakfast bar in the morning, tour the stadium and then...go to work Monday. When you gonna retire?”
“It’ll be awhile yet. I don’t exactly have anything else to do with my life.”
“I’ll see ya’ in the morning.” Brian was still smiling. And then he staggered toward the door.
Simply buzzed having spent a day with the guys, his son in particular, Jerry shed his clothes and picked up his phone. It was answered quickly. 
“I know it’s late...”
“I’m just now getting in,” Morgan said affectionately. “And you sound like you’ve had a wonderful day.”
“I most certainly have. I think my son still loves me, too.”
“Then I’m very, very happy for you.”
“So I know I’m not supposed to ask, but I was hoping you can tell me how to get along without my Morgan-fix until Monday at five.”
Easily, she laughed. “I suppose we can change your appointment to the minute you get back in town.”
He listened, merely content to hear her draw breath. “You...are a generous woman. I’ll see you then.”
“Sleep well.”
He clicked off and laid in the dark, the phone to his chest. If it hadn’t been for Morgan none of this would be happening. The balance of power in the Abernathy household wouldn’t have shifted and he’d still be trapped. But now Cherry loved him, Brian loved him and now he understood Morgan’s reticence. Just because Jerry knew he would be divorced soon didn’t mean Morgan knew it. But the day he would hold those papers in his hand would also be the day he’d ask her to marry him.
Immediately he called the front desk and ordered ten dozen red roses to be delivered to her first thing in the morning.
 
* * * *
 
Brian slipped into the bed behind Dan and wrapped him up tightly. Dan turned feeling the tender warmth in Brian’s cheek against his own. 
“So,” Dan whispered. Softly he stroked the soft skin on Brian’s hip. “Your father approves?”
“Yeah. Yeah, he likes you.”
“Then I’m happy.” Dan felt Brian’s heat so near. “I want you to move in with us.”
“Your wife...”
“Is crazy about you.” He slid down Brian’s body and swallowed Brian’s penis.
Brian reveled in the not-so-gentle suckling, knowing everything Jerry said was true now. Dan was in love...gay...and only time would tell what he had said to Morgan to finish them off for good. It was also equally true that if Morgan didn’t come to her senses and choose to marry him on the sixth of September, there was someone in a hell of desire awaiting him.
He merely lay in a fog of confusion feeling himself pulled away. He and his father were rebuilding their relationship, something Brian couldn’t give up now. But to think that Morgan could accept him as an Abernathy...someone decadently wealthy made him cringe. He felt like Brian Alexander had passed away but Brian Abernathy still lived...and breathed...and loved. 
If only Morgan could accept that. He pulled his aching penis out of Dan’s mouth and drove it straight into Dan’s body.
 
* * * *
 
Quietly, Morgan tiptoed to her discipline room, her clothes left in her bedroom. In total darkness she awaited only the sounds of his heavy steps, the feel of his hot hands.
Her heart lurched to hear the lever.
A brief ray of artificial light from the hallway momentarily lit the scene. Jaxx smiled to see her on her knees, her hands properly held behind her thrusting her breasts high for their punishment. The flame of a lighter was held to the wick of a candle and he closed the door, reveling in her beauty, her submissiveness in the shadows cast by the flame.
“I’m gonna fuck you all night long, woman,” he growled.
The grating in his voice stopped her breath and she bowed her head. The grating of his zipper was equally debilitating and she closed her eyes. Only a moment more and his fingers knotted in her hair and jerked her head back. His penis was a battering ram to open her mouth.
Oh, how desperate she was to feel the throbbing of a man in her body, a man whose fire burnt brighter than her own. But dizziness permeated her brain as she was lifted and thrown to an exam table. Her feet were placed in the stirrups and lashed there. Her arms drawn over her head locked to the wall stretched the muscles in her torso taut.
With her eyes held willfully closed, she heard him rummage through her things. 
It had been too long since Jaxx had had his sweet little Mistress, the very women who turned him on to himself. Who had given him an outlet for his basest instincts. What does Morgan want tonight? He grabbed a bottle of rubbing alcohol. A wicked little huff filled the air.
“All night long, baby.” He drove into her flaming cunt.
She gasped with the feel of it and reveled in its immensity a moment. But this was no longer Jaxx, it was Jerry to her. The alcohol smelled putrid, yet felt it like ice on her heated flesh. Definitely Jerry, she told herself, she fantasized, as she felt the boiling passion in the flame on her mons and watched those flames crawl up his body to singe the hair there.
 
* * * *
 
Morning was yet to creep over the horizon when she awoke to the feel of Jaxx behind her ready to take her again.
“I’ve missed you, baby,” he hissed. He rolled her over and drove into her yet again. “I’ve missed you a lot. I’m glad you finally got rid of that stupid little son of a bitch. I mean, he’s alright as far as slaves go, but never a husband.” Suddenly, his voice constricted with his pleasure.
Morgan sneered. Brian would be the finest kind of husband, if only it were possible. Rather than defend her precious Mouse, a man she would obviously never get over no matter what she tried, she merely said, “I’m sure you’ve got stuff to do today.”
“Bitch. Apparently, I’m dismissed.”
“Yes, you are.” She planted a tender kiss on his lips. 
He washed her face with a few passionate kisses. “Thanks for a very memorable evening.” Quietly, he left her to fetch his clothes in her parlor.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Eight
 
 
“No, you guys just drop me off at the Tower,” Jerry said enthusiastically. It was obvious that Dan badly wanted a piece of Brian before they parted for the evening...or in the morning.
“We have to make this an annual event,” Dan said just as happily.
Jerry’s smile dwindled a little as he openly stared at Dan’s eagerness. “My son is the most important thing in my life. And while I’m all too aware that in any personal relationship there’s always an opportunity to get hurt, I will fully support any serious commitment Brian wants to make. But I expect that relationship to remain personal and private until such a time presents itself that a more public expression of a life-long commitment is required.”
For a moment, Dan and Brian both stared incredulously as the car rolled to a stop. Dan broke the silence with, “You can’t know what that means to me.” His voice choked with the very sentiment.
“I want my son to be happy,” Jerry insisted. 
“Dad.” He was simply astonished that his father would support a homosexual relationship.
But Jerry only smiled. “Thanks for inviting me,” Jerry said exuding nothing but affection. Jerry squeezed down on Brian’s knee for a hug. “Call me tomorrow when you get a free minute.”
“I will,” Brian whispered. “I certainly will.”
Jerry tapped on the window, his smile broad. The early evening light spilled into the compartment along with the sultry summer air. Jerry departed soundlessly with a wink and the door closed again to leave them stunned.
“That has to be the most incredible man I’ve ever met,” Dan whispered.
“Yeah.” Brian was still in shock. That was certainly the man Brian remembered so well and ached for so long. Could it be possible that what Jerry said was true? That Jerry could support any honest and committed relationship Brian chose? Even if that commitment was to a prostitute?
Brian nestled further into the seat and lit a cigarette. If Jerry could support something like this, then why not Morgan, who no longer worked as a prostitute? And if she and Jerry were getting along as well as the evidence would indicate...? His father was once again the man Brian remembered and that had to be due to Morgan’s influence. 
Brian smiled even as he felt his body tugged at and laid over his Master’s lap. He smiled as his penis lurched into his Master’s hand to think that maybe his father could accept Morgan as a daughter-in-law, even though she retained her vocation, now knowing what she does, and it wasn’t prostitution. Yet another barrier to Brian’s happiness melted away.
“I want you to spend the night,” Dan instructed.
Brian awoke from the haze Jerry left him enveloped within. “Don’t you want to spend some time with your wife?”
“Absolutely. But only after you’ve restrained her properly and she’s recounted every detail of her evening under Morgan’s tutelage last night.”
With a delighted grin, Brian nodded. Because certainly Morgan had Jaxx do her up and that would be a lovely little thing to get lost in for awhile.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry watched the limo pull away from the curb and turn west on State Street toward the freeway. Through the thin traffic on a Sunday evening, he moved across High Street and walked the block to the Waterford Hotel. Her door was unlocked, she awaiting him and he soundlessly entered and locked it behind him. 
The kitchen and living room were empty. As much as he wanted to scream, “Honey, I’m home,” something he’d never said before, he moved down the hallway to find her bedroom door open. She lolled in the chair asleep, a work of pulp fiction dropped in her lap. Yet she was dressed for an evening out in an ankle-length dress.
What incredible fortune. He stared shamelessly, her glasses still on her nose, the scent of his roses filling the room with his desire for her. She stirred as if his energy awoke her and her eyes fluttered open and she smiled.
Without hesitation, he went to her and picked her up out of the chair. His arms locked around her; his mouth opened hers with inebriating force. His heavy broad hand cradled the back of her head as his lips ground against hers, his tongue invaded her mouth. Every bit of passion redoubled to feel her heat boiling, her heart throbbing and the insistence in her soul dressed in desire.
Only in time did he loosen his grip on her, his lips sliding across her cheek, his breath hot in her ear. His hands stroked at her soft shoulders as he stared shamelessly so hopelessly connected to her now.
“It’s good to see you, too,” she whispered with a broad smile. “You had a wonderful weekend.”
“I did. I absolutely did. I love my son. But I’ve found yet another of those old wive's tales to be true. Absence, does indeed, make a man want to get down and beg.”
She broke into a soft animated laughter and clutched at his hand. “Later. Tell me everything.” She placed him in the chair and twisted onto the ottoman in front of him.
Connected to her bubbling green eyes, he sighed. “Ohhhh. I don’t know where to start. It’s more than clear to me that my son has some misconceptions about who I am and what he means to me. When I look back I can see that I helped form those ideas. But I’m getting another chance here and I couldn’t be happier about it. I think uhh...I don’t know. I think he really wanted to spend some time with me, something we used to do every year...go to a Reds game, but I think he also wanted me to meet his new fling.”
Morgan straightened a little. “If I’d known he was bringing his girlfriend along...”
“She’s not a girl.”
“Ohhh… So it was just the guys.”
“Yeah. A nice guy, too. So we’ll see.”
“And you don’t have a problem with that?”
“My daughter is gay.” Jerry shrugged. “I really don’t have a problem with it, but I’m not sure my son believed me. I left him kinda shocked. But I realized something last night, too. I’m sitting around sermonizing to my son about getting involved with married people and also trying to squeeze a commitment out of Morgan...while I’m married.”
“It struck like a bat, did it?”
“Yes, it did. So obviously my first phone call in the morning will be to my lawyer to apply direct pressure on the situation now. I want it over with.”
“Are you saying you could be happy with just one woman in your life?”
“Depends. If that woman is the Keeper of the Keys of Hell, the answer is obviously and resoundingly, hell no. If that women is my beautiful, alluring, scintillating witch, Morgan, whose spell is cast, who’s wrested my heart, commands my very soul, and pleasures herself with my flesh... I’m sorry. What was the question...?”
Easily, she laughed as she unwound a little and draped over his lap, her strong fingers digging into the flesh of his thigh so very flattered by that statement.
“But you look like you’re dressed to go out this evening and I’d like to take you out.”
“I was going to allow you to take me dinner tonight, but I see you’ve already eaten.” Playfully, she poked at the stain on his shirt.
An embarrassed smirk filled his features. “There’s a little place outside of Lebanon the boy likes to pig-out at...all the food you could possibly care to eat for ten bucks...know what I mean?”
“Yeah...all that grease swimming around in your belly is gonna have you not feeling real good tonight. So I’ll go make me an omelet and bring you a little something for that.”
Quite securely, he grasped her upper arm to force her attention. “I’d prefer if you get undressed, get comfortable in that bed, let me make the omelet and I’ll feed while you eat.”
“You can cook?”
“Kiss my ass. I cook breakfast for all the boys while we’re elk hunting in Colorado every fall.”
“Prove it.” There was a wicked twist in her smile.
 
* * * *
 
Some kind of slave, she thought as she plumped the pillows and nestled against them, waiting to be served. Yet she stared, astounded, as he walked in completely nude carrying a platter of steaming eggs, a quart jar of milk, and the penis...the penis...as she stared...wearing an armor coating of chocolate.
“What the fuck is that?”
“Dessert, darling.”
Slowly, her eyes traveled the length of his body to his eyes. He was as serious as...as...as a stock market crash, as he watched her intently for a moment. And then he laid the platter on her lap and the milk on the table. Without hesitation, he laid the sheet back and perched between her spread legs.
“Oh. For me?” His tongue happily licked over something so soft.
Definitely for you, baby, she thought, feeling the heated wetness licking passionately. If only it had been you instead of Jaxx. Incredulously, she stared at the food a moment. “You expect one person, namely me, to eat enough for three?”
Silently, he nodded. “The four eggs and six slices of bacon are the protein my Mistress needs to keep these muscles strong enough to overpower me.” Anxiously, his hand slid up her thigh. “The quart of milk...calcium to keep these beautiful bones unbreakable and dehydration at bay.” A single finger parted her nether lips and slid between them. “The cheese is just for fun, but the half a loaf of toast...carbs because you’re gonna need some quick energy here in just a little bit.”
Her eyes narrowed a little as she studied him. “I’ll never turn you into a submissive, will I?”
His fingers slid into her vagina to tickle her cervix. “No, baby, you won’t. That doesn’t mean I won’t turn Heaven and Hell inside out for your slightest desire, however.” With that, his fingers hooked around her pelvic bone and pulled her forward. And then he disappeared, his hands locked to her hips and fed...just as he said.
Oh, God, she felt him opening her in every way she could imagine. Both orifices were already filled with his fingers; his tongue stroked ravenously over her clit. His labor of love was sliding down her throat in a most congenial way, and he declared his heart hers without reservation.
And then suddenly she choked to think of Brian. Brian couldn’t bring himself to say it, to admit it. That had to be it. He just couldn’t tell her that her career was the problem. “My job...” feeling herself being pulled into a vacuum, Jerry’s strength overwhelming her.
Slowly, he rose and took the plate to set it aside. He rolled to his side and pressed the hard flesh of his abdomen against her sex. Carefully, his hands took her breasts and pressed them together, the better to kiss them both at once.
“I’m proud of what you do. I know what you’ve done for my son. I certainly know what you’ve done for me. I also know that you don’t fall in love with any of them, although I know you have fallen in love with me. I know that I’m expecting the signed papers no later than a week from Wednesday at noon. If I don’t have them, I will go to fucking war with that bitch. Regardless, she has to be moved out of the Mansion and out of my life by that time. As soon as I have those papers in my hand, you and I are gonna do some serious talking. But I want you to know right now how proud I am that you can do what you do for people. I don’t have a problem with that, Morgan.” He crawled up her body a little further, his hot moist cheek against hers. “But you will belong to me.”
“Jerry.” So easily she acquiesced to his strength and command. So easily, she slid down his body, his hands tenderly directing her. Her tongue stroked at the chocolate there, still further pulling her into him. But needing all of him now, her fingers parted his flesh behind to slide into him.
But he was already filled, her phallus blocking the avenue of entrance into his soul. She merely wiggled it a little, pushed it yet deeper. With insatiable hunger, she bit down.
The pain was sharp, intense, the feel of her teeth, her hunger overwhelming and he gasped as his abdominal muscles flinched. She gnawed on it as if it were a bone whose marrow she needed to survive. She twisted his balls as if they were merely the reservoir of sustenance and she could force that nutrition out of him into herself. 
His hands clutched at her head and forced her further. Like an infant at a teat, she pulled every bit of the love fueling his heart out of him and drank it down. 
And then suddenly, she lurched and straddled him, her gaze fixed to his. Her arm dragged over her mouth to wipe away the chocolate, but her expression exuded a certain fear.
Her tongue stroked over her lips and barely moved as her eyes narrowed their gaze. “The penis belongs to me.”
“Yes.” Deeply, he connected with her, the penis a weapon in her hand now. “But it’s only because the heart that sustains it is yours and yours alone.”
She seemed angry as her dark stare penetrated his soul. In control of the penis, she rubbed the soft glans against her clit. “Do you know what will happen to you if you’re less than honest with me?”
He nodded, knew exactly what would happen. “I’ll be forced to live without you in my life and wantonly expire from the lack of you.”
“And all those other women?”
“No women, baby. Only you.” You jealous little thing.
“And the penis?” 
“Wherever you want it, baby. Boys, girls, whatever you need.” He raised his hands to take possession of her breasts. With an uncommon strength, he crushed the nipples in his grip. “Just come with me...please, Morgan.” His resolve stiffened like never before, her boiling clit digging into the glans.
With the strength of a boa constrictor, her fingers wrapped around the penis and dug in. Her hips swirled to sustain the stimulation there. She leaned forward a little and rested against his strength at her chest, her vision still attached only to him. It was the most erotic thing he’d ever experienced, her soul boring into him, her body pulling him out of himself and he no sooner exploded again than she cried out, her features twisted into something so passionately intense it forced tears through his eyes.
Her entire body went limp as if she suddenly died. Easily, she fell on him, her lungs panting to sustain her. But he only wrapped her tightly, the better to feel her heart throbbing against his. “God, I love you, woman.” Adamantly, he crushed her to him, knowing now he would certainly and wantonly expire without her love.
 
* * * *
 
He left her quietly only to get the wine and light the candles. He drew the sheers around the bed and wrapped her up again. “I want you with me,” he commanded, his voice low but no less insistent. “My brother is going to Washington for a few days and I want you with me.”
Yet she hesitated even as she nuzzled to his shoulder. “Why don’t we just see what happens next Wednesday,” she whispered. The truth was, she didn’t expect anyone to be in love with a murderess.  


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirty-Nine
 
 
“Daddy!” Jerry listened on his private line and was greeted with something so beautiful.
“Cherry, baby, how are you?” A wonderful warmth spread through him.
“I’m good. And I’m coming that way...gonna spend the weekend with Morgan if you don’t mind.”
“Not at all. She mentioned it.” Maybe Morgan could help Cherry, too.
“So the question is if I cut out of here now, do you wanna take your baby to dinner at the Club tonight?”
“I absolutely do, sweetheart. And unless you have some objections, I’ll ask your brother if he can join us.”
“Sounds great. It’s been too long since we’ve all been together.”
“Just call from the car and we’ll come down and meet you.”
“See you soon.”
Jerry hung up and sat back and smiled. What wonderful good fortune that his family could be together tonight.
 
* * * *
 
“Hey, chick,” Brian said happily as he slid into the seat and bumped up against Cherry. “It’s been awhile, baby.” Roughly, his arms tugged at her a moment.
“You look like you need a good meal,” she insisted.
“I’m alright.” 
“Alex,” she said happily. “Good to see you.”
“I’m so happy to see you, precious,” he said tearfully. Without hesitation, he leaned forward and kissed her tenderly on the cheek.
“Sooo...” she started a little shocked. “I don’t think we’ve all ever been together like this.”
Filled with warmth, Jerry said: “Your uncle got talked in to moving into the penthouse and he’s taking care of me. He’s filling the place up with music and flowers and gut-wrenching aromas from the kitchen.”
Horribly flattered, Alex rolled his eyes affectedly. “Who’s taking care of who here? Your father, so filled with gallantry, is still protecting me. Put that wretched Charles into bankruptcy court.”
“Oh, really,” Cherry said, terribly amused. “What’s going on?”
Wiggling a little, Alex said to Jerry, “You tell them.”
“No, hell no. If your desire is to expose me, then do it with your everyday flamboyance.”
Foppishly, Alex waved his hand. “Eighth grade, darling, we we’re in eighth grade. That nasty old Michael...what the hell was his name?”
“I don’t remember.”
“Insipid little bastard called me a fag. Said I should be up at the girl’s school because this was an all-male academy. Was going around telling everybody that Jerry was messin’ with me. Oh, you should have seen your father! Took that boy’s head and jammed his face into the locker! Oh my God. The blood and the tears. Broke his nose. While he was lying on the floor just sobbing like a little girl, your father stepped on his throat and said...in front of all these boys... ‘I’ll screw who the fuck I wanna screw, including you, if I feel like it.’
“Oh, precious, you should have seen it. All of those boys just backed up to the walls and melted into the woodwork like roaches.”
Cherry and Brian burst into laughter. “Earned yourself a reputation that day, didn’t you?” Brian asked.
“Yes, I did,” Jerry said. “I got suspended for a week and beat up pretty bad at home, too. But nobody ever again screwed with Alex.”
For a long moment, Cherry studied Jerry and Alex. Her only comment was, “Huh.”
The easy conversation continued as they moved through the front doors and down the corridor toward the staircase. Seated at Jerry’s usual table, Jerry’s usual waiter approached with a smile.
“Evening, George,” Jerry said happily.
With a broad smile, George stared. “Alex...Brian...Cherry even. Goodness, Jerry, what’s going on?”
“Cherry came in for a little visit and Alex moved back in with me, so life is definitely improving for the Abernathy family. And my son...” Jerry winked at Brian.
“That’s wonderful,” the old waiter mewed. He was only a few years older than the twins and remembered fondly how they ate here together quite often. How close they were and then weren’t. “This deserves champagne...on me. I’ll be right back.”
“So what brings you to town?” Brian asked Cherry.
“Just a visit,” she said. “See some friends. I used to live here, you know. Take a break from all that tedium of the white-sand beaches of the Caribbean, all that partying all the time. What about you?”
“Working. I scored a couple of huge contracts this summer plus all the other shit we do. Paying out too much in overtime, but if I hire more guys, I gotta pay unemployment because I can’t keep ‘em busy in the winter. I’m thinking about sending some of them to welding school so they can replenish our stock of wrought iron furniture and railings during the winter, but then there’s the set-up cost I don’t have and I hate being in debt. I don’t know.”
Pleasantly surprised, Jerry turned to Alex and smiled. Brian might be a little better at business than Jerry gave him credit for. 
The pop of the bottle’s cork resounded and spritzed the aromatic fizz into the atmosphere. The first toast to “The Abernathy Family,” Jerry offered with all sincerity. The crystal rang like a heavenly lyre. As Alex sipped, he suddenly choked and then fell against Jerry. Jerry looked up to see Cheryl standing across the room, her blatant stare trained on the lot of them.
Brian glanced in that direction and then turned and bowed his head. Cherry was less astonished and quite angry. “Mother,” she snarled.
With the measured gait of a lioness, Cheryl moved steadily toward the table, her expression filled with anger. She stood at the end of the table and took inventory of everyone gathered.
“When did you get in town?” she sneered at her daughter.
“About an hour ago.”
“Why didn’t you call me?”
“Because I had no intention of taking your time away from more important matters,” Cherry said dryly. Capriciously, she tossed her head toward the corner where her ‘date’ remained.
“And you.” She ran her fingers through Brian’s hair and twisted it tightly in her fingers. “This is what I get?”
Brian jerked away and glared. “I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about. My father invited me to dinner with my sister and my uncle. You want me to sit by myself back at the Mansion while you’re out doing whatever the hell it is you’re doing every night?”
The viscous slashes of her eyes trained on Jerry now. “You’re gonna pay for this.”
“I know, baby. The problem is there’s just not a whole lot left you can squeeze out of me.” 
“We’ll see about that. These are my children.”
“Mother,” Cherry hissed. She was certain that Cheryl was about to reveal to Alex Brian’s parentage. She shoved at Brian and Brian stood to let Cherry out of the booth. Filled with aggravation, Cherry dragged Cheryl to the ladies lounge.
Brian fell back to the seat and gulped the champagne. “That is one difficult woman.”
“Yep.” Jerry sighed with relief for his son’s assessment. But it was Alex’s hand clutched to his thigh under the tablecloth that was soothing just now. “I’m sorry, Brian.”
Brian refilled his glass and drank it down. “I don’t know what the hell to think anymore. You got any advice?”
“No. I want you to come to your own conclusions. The woman wants to make me pay because I’m spending some time with my kids. You figure it out.”
Without will, Brian took Cherry’s glass and finished it, too. Just then, Cherry returned snarling, “That insufferable bitch.” She shoved at Brian again and Brian only slid deeper into the booth. And then she snapped her fingers at the waiter and pointed at the empty champagne bottle. 
“What’d she say?” Brian rasped.
“Baby, you don’t want to know what she said.” And then she turned to her father with a bitter smile. “I’m sorry, Dad. It won’t be me who can talk some sense into her.”
“It’s not your responsibility, Cherry. The woman is fifty-three years old and it’s safe to say that if she doesn’t have any sense now, she never will.”
Cherry drew in the cigarette smoke and let out a hot breath. Filled with rage she peered across the room at her mother, who was snuggled up with what looked like a teen-ager compared to Cheryl. And Cheryl was laughing too loudly.
“Don’t be afraid, honey,” Jerry whispered to reassure her.
“Yeah, well, I’m scared, okay. If I don’t get with it, she’s gonna hunt down the baby I gave away for adoption and tell him who his mommy is.”
“You can’t be serious,” Brian gasped.
Tears filled her eyes. “Dad, I don’t think I can handle that. To look a kid in the face and tell him I gave him away.”
Jerry remembered the day she gave birth at the tender age of nineteen because he was with her. How they took the baby away and she never even got to hold her son. “Honey, I don’t know what to say. There may be a day when you have to face up to it whether you want to or not. It may be your mother who turns the story inside out, it could be him that comes looking for you. I hate to say it, but it could be Randi Collins who wants to meet his son someday.”
“She’s gonna do it, I know she’s gonna do it. He’ll be fourteen next month and may not even know he’s adopted.”
Filled with horrible aggravation, Jerry turned to Brian. “You gettin’ this, son?”
“Yeah, I’m getting it, Dad.” Angrily, Brian drummed his fingers on the table, grateful now that his mother never moved into Morgan’s house to destroy that relationship once and for all. How stupid he had been to even consider it. “The question is, how do we put a stop to it?”
Sadly, Jerry shook his head and turned a little toward Alex, hearing Cheryl’s pernicious laughter across the room. “If only I knew.”
 
* * * *
 
Still filled with an overwhelming rage, Cherry kissed her father at the penthouse elevator. “I’ll call you Sunday afternoon before I leave.”
“Or take Monday off and spend Sunday night with us here, baby. I know exactly what you’re feeling right now.”
“Yeah, I think I will.”
He pushed her into the elevator and rode down with her. “Morgan said something to me not too long ago and it makes sense. Your mother is playing her usual games with all of us now instead of just me. You can only imagine what Brian’s going through living there again. But it takes two to play. If you’re not playing, she doesn’t win.”
A sarcastic smile split her lips. “Yeah, but...” 
“No. If it has to go down, you let it go down and then you walk away from it. If you get angry and you try get back at her, then you’re playing with her and you might not win. Walk away from it, baby.”
“But it’s not just me, here. Renee came down a few months ago and her dad is aching bad for her to have a baby. If he finds out she already has a baby out there...”
“Then Renee might have to own up to it, too. You didn’t get pregnant by yourself. She’s gonna do what she’s gonna do, honey. How you respond to it proves who you are.”
“It scares the hell out of me.”
“Okay, you’re frightened. I am, too. But I’ll always be here for you...and Brian. And there’s a little saying left over from medieval times: The best revenge is living well.”
A wicked smile twisted her mouth. “That’s what had her so fucked up, isn’t it? To see the four of us enjoying each other.”
“Absolutely. And she hates Alex because Alex knows she’s a prostitute. Alex could really fuck up her life and there isn’t anything she can do to him because everybody knows everything there is to know about him. But I can also tell you that your son is living well, too, with people who love him desperately. I never told you who adopted him because you never asked. Neil Cochran loves that child like you wouldn’t believe.”
“God, he’s raising his grandson?” Her tears were profuse.
Patiently, Jerry nodded and hit the hold button to stop the elevator. “Honey, I’ve agonized over this for years. Neil would have been happy to take you and raise you. And you might have had a much better life if I’d let you go.”
“No. No, Dad. I’m glad you decided what you did.”
“Well, we can’t know how things could have been different for you now. I can say all of Neil’s kids seem to be happy, well-adjusted people so you can imagine I lay awake at night thinking about it. And I know I encouraged you toward adoption, you and Renee both, because I didn’t see you two getting along together on a long-term basis to get a child raised.”
Animatedly, she shook her head.
“So when you agreed to the adoption, I called Neil. He said unequivocally, without hesitation that he and his wife wanted that child. At that point in my life I still had the misguided notion that it’s better to live with family and for the boy it has worked out well. Neil knew he would have to tell the boy he was adopted because his wife is Japanese and all of his kids are half-Japanese and look alike and someday there would be questions. But he also promised he would never reveal your identity without your permission.”
“Oh, shit, this is a mess.”
“And I made damned sure your mother doesn’t know where that baby is. Right now she’s just yanking you...and succeeding. The baby was in the hospital for a week because he was a little early and then he was taken on a private hospital plane by a nurse to Japan. I paid for all of it and I made damned sure the security was tight.”
“Oh, Dad.” A fresh flush of tears poured through her eyes.
Tenderly, Jerry took her into his arms. “And now you know I would have been very happy to take that child and raise it and now you know why I couldn’t.”
Her tears broke out into a tortured sobbing. 
His fingers brushed gently through her hair. “I think I’d better call Neil, though, and give him a head’s up. And then I think Sunday we ought to call Renee so she can be prepared.”
“Oh, this is a mess.”
“We’ll work through it together, honey. Right now, just let it go, go have some fun with Morgan. Morgan can make you forget your name,” he said smiling broadly. “Just let it go.”
“You’re in love with her?”
“Hopelessly. As soon as I unload my wife, I’m gonna beg that woman to marry me.”
“I’m happy for you. I’m also very happy that you have the generosity to share.”
“Go,” he said with a little pat on her bottom. “Talk to Morgan. She’s understands what’s going on now.”
“See you Sunday.” Filled with gratitude, she tenderly kissed his lips.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry returned to the penthouse, finding Brian in a quandary. “Dad, would Mom really do that to Cherry?”
Jerry sauntered into the room and fell into the chair and peered at Alex on the sofa.
Alex hissed, “In my opinion, there isn’t anything your mother isn’t capable of. Right now she’s demanding you two side with her and tonight she found out that’s not going to happen. Pandora’s box has been opened.”
Every molecule of oxygen seemed to drain from Brian’s body. “Your assessment?” he asked of his father.
Filled with sadness, Jerry nodded. “Time to prepare for inclimate weather.”
 
* * * *
 
Cherry barely knocked on 1908 in the Waterford Hotel and the door was thrown open by a nude Olympian goddess. “I wanna party,” she declared.
“Then you’ve come to the right place, baby,” Morgan mewed, her voice so deep and seductively open. “But we’re gonna do it at my place.” She grabbed a knee-length raincoat and quite loosely wrapped it around herself. “Let’s go.” 
 
* * * *
 
At only two o’clock on Sunday afternoon, barely able to breathe, Cherry pleaded, “Don’t touch me. Get the hell away from me.” To put a little space between her and Morgan’s very talented tongue, she rolled off the bed and landed with a plop. “I’ll always remember August as being the hottest month of the year.”
Delightedly laughing, Morgan rolled over and draped her head over the bed, watching Cherry upside down. “Are you hungry?”
“Honey, I don’t need nothing for a month. And I hate to say it...”
“You ready to go back to town?”
“Not that this hasn’t been the most memorable weekend of my life. But let me ask you something? If things don’t work out between you and Dad, will you marry me?”
Broadly, Morgan smiled as her hand slid over the smooth terrain of Cherry’s thigh. “I just might,” she whispered.
 
* * * *
 
Stopped in front of the Abernathy Tower, Morgan took Cherry’s hand and kissed it passionately. 
“Go park in the garage and come up for awhile. I know Dad will be happy to see you.”
“No,” Morgan said quickly. “I don’t want to intrude.”
“Yeah right. Go park in the garage.”
Morgan drove to the State Street entrance and parked next to Jerry’s Rolls. All the way to the fiftieth floor, Cherry held Morgan in her arms and lavished wet kisses on her face. The door opened and they saw Alex coming out of the kitchen, his expression a little stricken.
“Alex,” Cherry mewed. “Meet Morgan McFaye. My uncle Alex.” The pride was evident.
Totally stricken, Alex stared for a moment and then gathered himself quickly. He approached boldly and took her outstretched hand. He was meeting Brian’s fiancée even if she didn’t know it yet. “This is a pleasure, indeed.” 
“The pleasure is mine,” she said affectionately.
What man could resist this? he wondered of the sparkling green eyes, the clear skin with just a little color looking perpetually flushed. A figure that could be climbed like a tree. Alex would have liked nothing more than to have sat her down and spent some serious time with her, but if Brian saw her here... Not possible.
“Where’s the boys?” Cherry asked playfully.
With the toss of his head, he said, “In the other room.”.
“I’m not staying,” Morgan insisted. “I certainly don’t mean to interrupt.”
“You’re not interrupting,” Cherry insisted. “Stay for dinner.”
“No, you don’t understand. I haven’t met your brother and I think your father has some reticence about introducing me before he’s divorced, and I don’t have a problem with that.”
“My brother gave him your card. He knows exactly who you are.”
“But because I don’t know anyone else by the name Abernathy, I have to assume that he only knows of me either through the club or he was a client using a pseudonym which isn’t unusual. I don’t think your father’s ready to put it all together for him yet and I can’t think of any reason to rush it, either.”
“Bullshit,” Cherry commented.
“I had a wonder weekend,” Morgan insisted. “I’ll be seeing you soon.”
What a gracious woman, Alex thought. 
“Alex,” she said politely with a nod.
“Darling,” he whispered, “I uhh...have to go to Washington in the morning.” He rolled his eyes. “White House. Some dreadful decorating project. New president, you know. When I get back, can Jerry and you and I have dinner one night next week.”
With a flash of teeth, she smiled. “I’d like that very much. Jerry speaks very often and very fondly of you. I’m very happy to meet you finally. And I’ll wait to hear from you.” She reached into her bag for her card and then handed it to him.
Alex only nodded, the ashes from his cigarette swirling in circles to the floor. Astounded, he watched as she moved to the elevator and stepped inside, the cute little wave just as the doors closed.
Unable to support himself, he fell on the sofa and curled into it. Her words, fondly and often, rang in his head sending a little shiver through him. That romantic little interlude was broken only by:
“Hey, guys.”
“Cherry!” Renee hollered. “Brian said you were in town.”
Her expression darkened immediately. “We need to talk, baby.”
Renee’s advance toward Cherry stopped as if she’d run headlong into a wall. Timidly, she turned and glanced at Brian and Jerry. Slowly, she turned back to Cherry. “My son,” she gasped.
Sadly, Cherry nodded. “Have a seat.”
 
* * * *
 
“I’m gonna have to kill that fucking bitch,” Renee screamed. She launched off the sofa, her fists clenched. “If Cheryl does that to my son...” Her expression filled with wildness sending Brian’s internals into a terrible trembling.
“I should have killed her years ago,” Alex snarled. “We could have dispensed with this misery thirty years ago.”
“Alex,” Jerry interrupted. His expression was stern. “No.”
“Somebody has to do something, Jerry. What else is there to do with someone like her? Reason is out of the question. Appealing to her for her children’s sake will only get you laughed at.”
“Alex,” Jerry repeated. “I mean what I say. NO.”
In a huff, Alex curled tighter on the sofa. Solemnly, Brian looked at Cherry. Alex wasn’t joking about this. About causing murder to befall the woman who apparently separated Alex and Jerry thirty-five years ago. And neither was Jerry grandstanding for the sake of show. Jerry was quite obviously frightened that Alex just might do it.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Forty
 
 
Morgan opened the door of Jerry’s office and let herself in. For a moment she stared, the new surroundings as elegant as everything else about him. The scent of freshly dyed leather permeated the very air and covered everything from a small conversational grouping in the corner under what was surely an original Dali, to the overstuffed conference table chairs including the one Jerry rested in.
The other furniture, end tables, a coffee table, the desk, conference table and sprawling liquor cabinet were all crafted of brushed steel, their lateral surfaces in slabs of highly polished black granite. Very elegant, very commanding.
Without turning his head, believing it was his secretary to simply walk in unannounced, he snarled, “Yeah, what is it?” 
“It’s your Mistress.”
Quickly, he turned to see her watching. How utterly lovely, her hair left free to lie against her shoulders. Such clear skin filled with the wonder only innocence can offer. Dutifully, he rose out of the chair and began to disrobe.
“It’s alright,” she said softly. “Frankly, I don’t know why I’m here.”
He smiled. “Just thinking about me, huh?” Quietly, he sat back down.
She moved tentatively into the office toward the chairs that replaced one she previously dismembered. “You’ve made it so impossibly hard to think about anything else. You are making some changes.” Her vision traveled the width of the windows, the stacks of raw silk ready to be drawn over them. The new ceiling of the same brushed steel seamlessly installed gathered the light and reflected it in a most congenial way.
“My brother. An interior designer. He believes I’m too attached to the past and wants to free me.”
Slowly, she descended into the chair and studied him intently. “The past is always a place we wish we could dwell...or escape.”
“What about you?”
Heavily, she huffed. Full of sadness, she peered into him. “You don’t know me, Jerry. You have no idea who I am. And the rest is a very long and likely uninteresting story.” 
“I’ve got only one thing to say. I’m taking you to dinner tonight.”
How sweet. Dinner. A small smile reoriented her lips to better show off the shine. “I’d like that.”
He called his driver, slipped his jacket on and moved toward her to offer his hand. Easily, she grasped it and allowed herself to be led to his private elevator.
The limo door was held open and the expanse inside just as expensive as everything else about him. He held two glasses in a single hand, poured an inch of bourbon in each.
“Thanks,” she said softy. She took it from him and drank it down. She offered not another word until they arrived, content to be quiet yet not alone.
 
Installed at what must have been his table at his private club, she nestled into the leather booth. The white linen on the table was enhanced by the crystal bowl of white carnations and the wistful flames of tealights shining among them. The current that stirred them was the fluttering fins of gold fish swimming lazily in circles.
Of the elegance surrounding her, she whispered, “This is beautiful.” 
“Home away from home.”
It was obviously so easy for him here. He ordered the wine, the appetizers of smoked salmon and shrimp. The entrée of steak and lobster. He requested the salad dressing and took those small insignificant decisions away from her to let her relax. And then he shooed the waiter away to turn his undivided attention to her.
“So tell me. You’re wearing the Hope diamond there, at least part of it. My daughter thinks it’s a decoy, to get those guys you don’t want hanging around off your back. I think it’s something more sinister. I think it has to do with a man. Yet, I’m thinking that the stupid son of a bitch walked out on you because you work in Columbus, live in Alexandria, yet you’ve moved away from your estate and live almost exclusively in your condo now. Going home hurts. Are you engaged?”
She looked down at her hand. The light glinting off the facets could have been the Save Our Souls signal from the survivors of a shipwreck hailing a plane. “Why don’t you ask something easy like...the destiny of our souls.”
“That bad?”
She tossed her head forcing back tears. “Kinda hard to talk about it. I uhh...I don’t know. The reality is, marriage isn’t everything it should be. He’s angry with me right now and this is definitely coming between us. I can feel it. I think maybe he’s better off without me. And I’m sorry. This is quite irregular, indeed. But uhhh...”
“You can’t face being alone tonight any more than I can.”
Nervously, she twittered and reached into her bag for a cigarette. She fumbled for a lighter. “Sounds desperate, doesn’t it?”
“I know all about it.” He held to the glass in his hand to steady himself. “Is he a client?”
“No. Just somebody I picked up off the street one night. But there’s something about him. I don’t know who he really is or where he came from. He came home with me that night and stayed for years. Hasn’t done a damned thing other than what I’ve commanded him to do or allowed him to do. And there’s something so elegant and graceful about him. He’s equally comfortable in a tuxedo or a pair of cut-off jeans. In Paris or Hoboken.” She shook her head sadly and then she smiled. “Would you like to know how comfortable with and in control of himself he is? I’ve seen him on job sites...talking to customers, suppliers or the laborers under him and he’ll pull out a pack of my Virginia Slims and light one. Now that’s a man who doesn’t question his masculinity.”
“Sounds like a dominatrix’s dream.”
“Even my fantasies can’t conjure someone as good as he is.”
“Then good Lord, woman. Why won’t you marry the man?”
Quickly, she shook her head. “He doesn’t really know who I am.”
“You’ve never let him get that close? Let him see your vulnerable side?”
Flirtatiously, she smiled. “What in the world makes you think there’s anything vulnerable about me?”
“Ahhh, so the astounding Mistress Morgan does feel vulnerable at times?”
“If you use it against me I’ll break your leg.” She smiled playfully. “But uhh...I can’t get married. He won’t accept that and just let us be together. And I apologize to you. I’m trying to remain as professional as I can be but you’ve come into my life at a very bitter time. Not to mention, you’ve really got me screwed up.”
“I don’t want you to apologize.” He reached for her cigarettes and lit one. “You’ve pretty much saved me from disaster, I can assure you that. From the continuing misery of being me. If I can return the favor...”
She stared into his dark eyes, eyes that had no desire to turn away from her. If only he could return the favor, how easy it would be succumb to him. His forcefulness when she needed that. To feel the soft skin of the sole of his foot on her throat, the intensity of his whip on her ass. His very eager organ impale every orifice and leave it trembling.
“Maybe you can...someday.”
He reached out and took her hand. “Why can’t you accept how desperately in love with you I am?”
His sincerity made her quiver inside. “You don’t really know me. The deal here is that you’ve given yourself over to me so wholly and let me take you to places inside of yourself you didn’t know exist. All of my clients fall in love with me, Jerry. Men, women, it doesn’t matter. The truth is you don’t even know who I am.”
His gaze unbroken on her, he retreated and sat straight. “You might be surprised. You see, I can’t let anyone get the best of me. To get anything on me that could be used to blackmail me. I need to know who they are before I get involved.”
Her lips parted and she gasped. “You had me investigated?”
“Extensively.”
Instinctively, she curled wishing she hadn’t come out with him. Rather, she met the challenge. “So...still you got involved. Couldn’t find anything to scare you off?”
“Are you kidding? I found a hell of a lot that scares me. You are one formidable woman.” He leaned over the table and rubbed his hands together. “Tell me where I’m wrong.
“Your father, a truck driver was killed when you were little more than a baby. Your mother remarried, a man who beat her quite regularly. And while it was never officially reported or verified, neighbors often had the sense that he beat you, too. Believed that he often raped you.”
“Did they?”
“That man killed your mother. Beat her to death. He died later that night in a situation that was considered an accident. But since you were the only one still alive, they couldn’t exactly get all the evidence they needed. What’s curious to me is that a saddle shoe, the kind you sweet little Catholic girls wear to school, was found near the wreckage. But since no one else was left alive to verify or dispute your statement, since it was obvious he murdered your mother, the authorities didn’t press the situation especially because one Father Romeo Antonelli Romanelli officially petitioned the courts to become your legal guardian. A man you work very closely with even today.
“Beyond that, you bought a lot of land near Alexandria, built a sprawling mansion on it. I’ve seen the plans...ten bedroom suites. It’s quite a place, built as a copy albeit bigger than the original plantation house called Oakhurst in Virginia. You have a hotel license, a liquor license and a food service license so I can only assume you run a bed and breakfast establishment, but your tax records indicate no income from those sources.” 
Feeling a little superior, he sat back further. “In this fabulous plantation house, you keep slaves, a male and a female. Of course, I’ve met Kitty. I have to assume it was the male who walked out on you although no one knows anything about him other than you call him Mouse. You’ve spent upwards of one and a half million dollars on the place, a lot of money for someone who grew up so poor. A gorgeous estate called Avalon, I understand.
“I also know you’re a licensed sex therapist, very well trained. I also understand you can get very, very nasty with those clients like me who aren’t referred by the medical or mental profession. Your favorites are wife-beaters and rapists. Those you can cause to suffer in kind. One nasty bitch.” The smoke curled out of his nose and rose around him. “You see, you have a lot of very loyal admirers. Much to my surprise, there’s quite a few who refuse to speak about you for any amount of money. Of the few who would spill for the most modest amounts, they claim you are nothing but ugly. The most sadistic thing they’ve ever come upon. They avoid you like the plague.
“So...I’m looking over this report about this sweet young valedictorian of her high school class, a victim of sexual abuse, an orphan at sixteen. She comes so highly recommended by the mental health professionals who refer their patients to her, yet others claim her to be Atilla the Hun in drag...”
A little embarrassed, she smirked.
His vision veered off into a distant corner as if he were still studying the contradictions. “So I’m wondering...what would it take for a girl of sixteen to kill the man who beat her mother to death? Because, you see, you fucked up. You lost your shoe when you got out of the car. If the old man had driven over the cliff, the gearshift would have been in drive rather than neutral. If the car was going highway speed, it wouldn’t have just tumbled over the cliff and bounced down the face of it, it would have gone airborne and hit the valley floor some distance away from the cliff. The police knew you killed him. The police also believed it was self-defense. They watched over you while they took your mother’s body out of the house until the good priest came to pick you up. Because of the priest, they wrote up his death as an accident.”
She didn’t respond. She merely stared at the salad, frozen in her seat, unable to speak.
“You have to know how curious I was...and am. To think of a sixteen year old sexual abuse victim who’d watched her mother getting beat quite regularly, if the police reports were any indication. What is it inside of a girl like that to cause her to stand up and say, ‘I’m not gonna take it anymore’?” He bowed his head knowing he’d swallowed it down all of his life. “What could possibly be in this creature to take matters into her own hands when the legal authorities so badly failed her? To cling to a Roman Catholic priest, a harsh disciplinarian I understand. And then to go from being orphaned to being the class’s valedictorian, no university education, yet become a woman of incalculable strength unaffected by the massive amounts of money she earns and invest every dime in the stock market, bonds and real estate? To have so much self-discipline and self-control when you would expect that girl to become an addict, a low-life streetwalker, a drunk mother with ten kids by eight different guys. What in the hell could possibly be inside of this woman? I wondered day and night.
“Conclusion? None. Guesses? Hundreds. A retaliatory predator ready to nail every wife-beater she can get her hands on? Easily. A man hater? Probably, yet that didn’t jive with the reports from your psychologists that you’ve successfully treated hundreds of premature ejaculation and erectile dysfunction cases. And those little worms who groveled in the dirt for the lousy thousand bucks my investigators offered and said nothing good about you while so many others couldn’t be tempted with even ten grand? Was it fear that kept them quiet? Or was it love?”
She sat back against the diamond-tufted leather of the booth. Noted the fish as they swam without concern. “And now that you know me?”
“Both. But it’s not the kind of fear I expected to find. They aren’t controlled by the fear of injury or death inflicted by Morgan McFaye. It’s the fear of the loss of your love that makes them loyal to you. You. You are the mirror upon which our vision fixes and we find ourselves in your depths. But what we see and what you reflect are very different things. We see little more than the pain we suffer and you offer the purified reflection of the inner soul. We hear recrimination for our sins and the sound of your voice offering absolution above the din. We come to you broken and battered, beaten and maimed and leave healed and whole. 
“How?” His eyes began to water. “How do you do it? I can sit here and look at you and know that you killed a man. It wasn’t self-defense. It was retribution. It was the willful act of taking another life. It was a capital crime, first degree murder. You know what drove you to it. The disgusting disgrace in which every man finds himself at one time or another in his life. You’ve wallowed in the depths of human despair and with only the aid of a priest pulled yourself out of it. You’ve done time over it. Hard time. You’re doing time still in the various charitable organizations you fund and support, mostly for disadvantaged kids to go to school.” He paused for a moment to watch her tears form and leak down her cheeks. “You’ll perform that penance the rest of your life, charged and sentenced by yourself, because you enjoyed that murder. Never felt the least remorse for it because something in you knew it was the right thing to do. But it scares the hell out of you to know you’re capable of it. And you’ll continue to make the sacrifices, to force others into the dirt from which you arose and pick them up. You know the way to and beyond Hell because you’ve traveled those roads. You...are an incredible woman. I can easily understand the fear of the loss of your love.”
Finally, she exhaled, her eyes averted from the horrors he’d spoken of. “I uhh...I don’t know what to say.” She pressed the heel of her hand on her cheek to collect her tears. 
“Don’t say anything, honey. Just be with me. I know exactly who you are and I love you all the more for it.”
So unhesitatingly and hopelessly revealed, she held the napkin to her eyes and gently dabbed. She knew she looked like screamin’ hell, all this emotional bullshit dripping from her eyes. Yet she remained in the seat when the urge to run nearly overwhelmed her.
“There’s something else, though,” he admitted. “I wanted to get to know you to understand how you survived.”
“You tell me. Statistically, a man rarely becomes a wife-beater unless that was what he saw growing up. So you tell me how you survived.” She had witnessed the brutality he suffered in the scars on his body.
“Very good.” He pushed the salad plate away. “But at this juncture that feels like an excuse. I may have lived through it, but to say I survived would be erroneous, wouldn’t it? I’ve beat my wife, three times in fact. Put her in the hospital twice. The third time she was in critical condition in intensive care. I beat my son once,” he admitted filled with shame. “That was the thing that scared the shit out of me. It was my son who turned me on to you because he thought I was beating her still.”
“He wanted me to punish you, didn’t he?”
“I think so.”
“But you took him very seriously, obviously.”
He threw up his hands. “I’m fifty five years old. Been miserable for fifty four of it. I thought, what the hell. Maybe there was something in my life I could put right...my son. At the very least, just another hooker, right?
“And then the investigation reports came back. And then you kicked down my door and left me standing there with my dick in my hand.” An embarrassed smirk creased his face. “The most satisfying sex I’d ever had and you never even touched me.” 
“Say it again.”
“Standing there with my dick in my hand and I fell hopelessly in love with you.”
“Tell me I don’t know what turns men on.” Yet she refused to accept his confession of love.
“Indeed you do, My Sweet Lady Morgan. But I’m more concerned about the guy who gave you that ring. Refined, you say. Elegant. Educated obviously.”
“How would know that?”
“Unless he’s a very clever jewel thief, you’re flashing somewhere in the vicinity of a million dollars there.”
Easily, she laughed. “No way. No way he makes that kind of money.”
“You sure about that?”
She hesitated. “Truthfully, I don’t know that much about him at all, or at least what he was doing before we met. Where he’d been, who he’d been with.”
Jerry tossed his head. “Maybe he’s hiding out from the law. What’s his name?”
“Ohhh...no. No, I don’t want you to investigate him for me. If he’s got something to hide, something to forget about, it’s none of my business.”
“Because you’ve got something to hide, something you don’t want revealed so you wouldn’t force the same on him, would you?”
“I would never force anyone beyond their capacity...”
“Bullshit. You’re afraid of what you might find. That it could be some kind of criminal behavior, a wife and kids he ran out on. Or maybe you’d find out he’s just a loser, a no-count bum living in your house, off your money. If he’s not man enough to tell you about it, maybe he’s not all that much of a man.”
“He’s a good man. Very caring, very loving, dedicated. A very hard worker and a pervert like me. But I certainly do wonder about it.”
“And you’re afraid to marry him because in the phrase wife-beater, the operative word is wife.”
Dismally, she looked up at him. An uncomfortable confusion settled in her heart. Jerry knew everything, knew it before he even e-mailed her, much less gave himself over to her. Long before he fell in love with her and still, he let himself fall in love.
“It never occurred to me anybody could accept that.”
“And Mr. Wonderful doesn’t know he’s engaged to Lizzie Borden?”
She shook her head, the throbbing in it almost deafening. 
“And the only reason you won’t marry him is because you know you’d lose him if ever he found out. Much easier to part unwed.” 
“Yes.” She was unable to look at him now. “Left me on my fortieth birthday and telling me he’s getting married in September with or without me. Supposedly, she’s younger than me, got more money than I do and she loves him. Had one sitting on the back burner.” 
“Ouch. And you’re waiting to find out who it is.”
Angrily, she dragged the napkin under her nose. “All of my intelligence is telling me he’s driving fancy sports cars and running around on her already. She’s getting what she deserves. And then sometimes I think he’s just trying to punish me.”
“But you’re very much in love with him?”
“Yeah, I am.” She felt an incredible and undeniable pain in that confession. “The truth is he’s my baby. He couldn’t find the water bowl if I moved it on him. But...I guess I’m wrong about that, too. I hear he’s turned in a totally different direction...and enjoying it.”
Bitterly, Jerry smiled. “Shamelessly and unhesitatingly submissive and for someone like you...”
“Yeah. A dream come true.” She smiled bitterly. “And emotionally, he’s not the strongest thing going. He needs a lot of reassurance, a lot of support. So if he ever found out about me...”
“It would scare the living shit out of him?”
“Easily. And for some reason he’s not content for us to be what we are and the fact is we’re not getting married, so...we’ve parted company.”
Deeply, he bored into her. “Honey, you’re making me ache.”
His gaze held her as if the bond were of leather rather than love. “You don’t know what I need.”
His voice, low but with unflinching command, he offered, “I know exactly what you need. You want everything I put in those e-mails delivered with such authority, a kind of power you’ve never experienced before. You want a fire kindled in the depth of your heart and suffer the conflagration and be born again. You want me to deliver you from an ordinary mortal existence and travel beyond into something you don’t even know exists. I want to give it to you.”
Her stomach churned; her intestines quivered. “It will hurt.”
“You can bet your ass it will hurt.” His eyes filled with a wildness only she could comprehend.
“Yes.”
“Follow me.” Without further delay he arose from the table and moved away from it, his back to her. It was a command, something she could understand, something she could surrender to. That she could be swallowed into and digested only to be regurgitated whole.
He disappeared around a corner. Merely the loss of sight of him caused her to panic and she jumped up and grabbed her bag, leaving her untouched dinner on the table and hied after him.
So perfectly still, so perfectly erect she sat in the limo opposite him refusing to meet his gaze. Surrender, so easy and if only Brian knew how she cheated on him because she needed this so badly at times, he wouldn’t want her at all. There was nothing that caused or preluded that need, nothing that she was aware of anyway. Only that she trusted Jaxx and that need was just there. Mindlessly, she followed into the elevator, somehow detached from herself, mentally preparing herself for a meltdown.
Dark. Enveloped in total darkness inside of his apartment at the very top of the Tower. She stood so perfectly still awaiting his command.
He threw her bag away from her. Pulled her jacket off her shoulders. His own jacket crumpled to the floor. He stood behind her in the darkness, his hot breath falling over her bare shoulders, the white hot heat of one disposed to command. She trembled inside only until she felt his hands stroll up her sides and catch the band of the halter-top around her ribs. It dallied on the soft silk, the fingertips reveling in that smooth slickness until she felt the strength of them as they slipped into that band and tore through it. He broke the strap around her neck just as easily and it fell away from her, her breasts now exposed to his control.
But he didn’t touch them, or pull her back against him as she desired. His hands grasped the waistband of her jeans. Without first opening them, he merely tore them open, the sound of the tearing zipper cutting deep to her very soul. They too, fell to the floor in a ruined heap and left her exposed like never before.
But rather gently, he gathered up her hair and twisted it away from her face.
Like a firestorm, it swelled up in him, she could smell the flames in his heart. The hand that held her hair jerked her head horrendously. It lifted her a little and then dropped her to the floor. The sole of his shoe met the soft roundness of her ass and shoved her forward.
Quickly, she crawled away from him. Through the darkened passageway, she felt the cold wall brush her hip. Yet she heard the cackling of that fire behind her consuming everything in its path to catch her. Her hand raised to turn the lever of the only door before her. Unhesitatingly, she crawled in.
“Down,” he growled.
She laid her body on the cold stone floor and tucked her arms at her sides. The lights went on, but they were a mere haze of black light making her feel like she had fallen from earth to hell. She heard the soft rustle of cloth as he disrobed. 
She could do nothing more than pant, her eyes closed, thinking only of what Cherry said of his talent and experience. Drawers opened and closed, the ingratiating creak of stainless steel and chains sang to her. And then she felt him near again. Standing over her only a moment before he descended to his knees, his body straddled over hers, flattening her into the floor, the heat of his sex between her shoulder blades enough to warm her.
Without warning he pulled her arms away from her. The loops of arm cuffs slipped over her fingers and the leather wrapped all the way to her shoulders. Her wrists were held together by the cold metallic strength of stainless steel cleats, and then her elbows. He raised from the floor and yanked her with him, dragged her to stand under the chain hung from the ceiling. Rather than hitch her wrists to it, he attached it to her elbows, leaving her forearms to dangle behind her head in a typical stance of defense.
She had forgotten to breathe. To feel the overwhelming strength he exuded left her powerless. She refused to open her eyes on it and let the spell be broken. He stuffed her ears with cotton. The last sight of him was obliterated by a length of black cloth wrapped around her upper arms and head allowing her to breath, allowing her to cry out and beg, but preventing her from knowing what would come next.
Pain. It was a twisted kind of pain in the thrust of cane. It broke against the muscular flesh of the back of her thighs and thrust her forward. A sizzling pain, excruciating in its sharpness.
He backed away. Didn’t feel like that at all tonight. So little response and he dropped it to the floor and went for a cracker.
Yes, much better as he held to the grip and twitched, feeling the sensation of vibration in the fiberglass shaft. Much better. He struck out at the vinyl cover over the exam table. A lovely keerack was the reply. It made him think of a walnut crack under the blow of a sledge.
She heard the sound of the whip and steadied herself. Why couldn’t he start with a flogger, that sweet little cracker merely the dessert after the entrée? But she steadied herself, ready to be thrown into boiling water, the meat roasted from her bones.
She cried out to the feel of it, the continued stinging, the afterburn across her ribs.
He only smiled to the see the thin red six-inch welt rise there. He struck out at her hip, one leg and then the other. Both calves and then both sides of her ass.
Her moaning drove him on. Doggedly, he pursued her breasts, the generous fat of her mound. The flat of her stomach, again over her ribs until finally she did cry out, her chest heaving to sustain her. But it wasn’t words, it wasn’t human at all. It was only a guttural pleading, a voice so filled with longing and loneliness and he stilled the better to hear it. To let it into him as if the very angels sang alleluia on high and only he could hear it.
The refrain of that song echoed out of her throat and reverberated as if this were a cathedral. Ah, this was it. For him, only this. His entire life had been wasted in the pursuit of something profane all the while this beckoned him. He had played at the game without becoming a participant, but this was it. He returned to the assortment of things he’d previously spread and grasped a phallus.
Quietly he approached her, her soft sobs beginning to fade to quietude. His hand laid on the soft swell of flesh at the end of her spine soaking in the heat of the welts there, the thin red raisures burning with holy passion. Yet he didn’t linger, he wanted to be inside of her. He parted her only enough to find the entrance.
Please, she begged silently, please, just do it. But it only dallied there, reticent to rend her, it seemed. When she needed to feel him, to be entered by him, he slowed as if in reverence for her.
I want you, baby, he thought. Yet only a slow but steady insistence melted into her. She only sighed.
Not good enough, huh?
Those things made for the female nipples enchanted him. He stood before her now, her breath slowed to an even pace. He opened the clamps and held them before her breasts. Quite close now, he lined up on them, meant to pierce them simultaneously. The long pin in the middle would get her attention, the teeth around would steal her breath.
How utterly beautiful she was, the weapons poised for attack before her, but did she know it? No, she trusted him now, perhaps loved him enough to let him have his fill of her, if that was possible. Those pin-like shafts only millimeters now from the boiling flesh of the most beautiful cherries he’d ever seen, could melt in his mouth and be swallowed whole.
How exquisite, the point ready to penetrate and his heart thudded uncontrollably. What would it be, the moment he contacted her like this? The moment he joined to her?
As if he stood outside of himself, he merely watched. His hands thrust forward, the pins engaged and seemed to pierce the soft fabric of her swollen breasts. A scream the likes he’d never before heard swept into him, obliterated him and he melted to the sound of it. The teeth of the clamps closed on the areolae and she shook uncontrollably, her breasts wobbling uninhibited, not deflated but swelled into great balloons filled with cream. The scream continued, drawing him into her, so that he could do nothing but comply. His hands reached out, took control of those breasts and flattened them against her sternum.
The scream ended in a violent pulsing. She shook uncontrollably, the pain searing into her stirring new life inside. Catapulted out of despair into something rich and fantastical, something filled with as much hope as she never knew, she began to sob.
“Ah, that’s it,” he whispered, a prayer of thanksgiving on his lips. Quickly, he wrapped his arms around her and forced her body to his, those clamps against his chest drilling them into hers. Broken sobs born anew every moment washed over him in undulating waves. Unable to let go, he clung, his hands to her shoulder blades pressing her still closer to him, the sound in his ear deafening, the most intoxicating thing he’d ever known.
Have to have to this woman. Yet he stood away and grasped the whip again. You will be mine as he stared at those clamps, the flesh behind them convulsing with her screams. You are mine, and he struck out again. Checkerboards, how devastatingly lovely to see the checkerboards of welted lines crisscrossed over the nipples. The pins drove even deeper, but didn’t deflate them. The rush of fluid to sustain them, to beckon him on maddened him.
 
* * * *
 
“Mother, what the fuck is your problem?” Brian yelled. “How the fuck did Dad live like this? You’re packing to go to France so your boyfriend can beat you up again?”
Cheryl hissed like a vicious demon. Glaring at him, she screamed, “You don’t know anything about love. And if you tell that motherfucker I’m married to anything about this, you’ll never see me again, either.”
Astounded and speechless, Brian stared in horror. “I left the only woman I’ve ever loved and ever will love to come stay here with you and keep you from killing yourself because your husband walked out on you. As far as I’m concerned you can go to hell!” Enraged, he made for the door.
“Brian, you little brat!” He turned only to see a heavy crystal vase headed for his face and he ducked just in time.
Get the fuck outta here, was all he could think. “If you’ll excuse me, I owe my father an apology.”
Only a few minutes down the freeway, Brian pulled into the parking garage at the Tower. How the hell has he lived like this? Brian thought of his father as he hit the elevator button. Inside the penthouse, Brian switched on the lights. He heartened a little to see the pile of feminine clothing puddled on the floor. Renee, he thought with a smile. A little of his father’s fire ripping through him right now would help.
The black light was sultry, decadent as it illuminated the lateral surfaces in purple. He moved further into the room, heard the rush of water in the cleaning room. And then he froze, his intestines convulsed to see her hanging there.
Horrified, Brian stared through the darkness of black light to see the spot light trained on the body dangling from the ceiling. She was alone now, the Master of the Lair making preparations elsewhere. In shock, he stared at the soft round breasts beaten with a whip, the swell of the hips, but it was the soft amber down between the legs that caused the churning in his stomach. Morgan, he thought, he knew. And he turned and ran from the Lair, about to vomit.
 
* * * *
 
Every molecule of her body seemed to quiver with uncontrollable pain. What Jerry was doing at the moment was beyond her comprehension. Only slowly, she began to regain some sense about her and sense told her she was alone. A sudden and debilitating stab of fear shook her heart.
Ah, but she wasn’t alone. She could feel his approach like a wicked demon. He touched her, his hands feeling like the iced fingers of the netherworld as they brushed against her breasts to remove those insidious clamps. 
He hadn’t left her alone entirely. But what he was doing now wasn’t entirely clear. She felt her breasts enclosed in something metallic and harsh. That same thing drove into her belly button. Something else divided her legs and another phallus was slid into her dripping vagina. It felt like she was swaddled in wire and then she began to move. Dangling from the ceiling, it felt as if she were a piece of meat hanging from a hook in the cutting room ready to be packaged. 
Again, she felt those iced fingers at her ankles raise her legs. Her legs were laid on cold metal bars. Quickly, her elbows were unhitched from the hook and she was laid back, nearly fell back on yet more bars, unable to sustain herself. Her wrists were reattached to something else.
Suddenly, she began to move. Was she being dragged along over the bars? It was a conveyer belt. She was being pulled by an electric motor and it felt good. Sort of like being massaged. Her head in the lead she could only lie there, feel her body conform to the inversions and rises, a miniature roller coaster at extremely slow speed. 
It began to build, the sensation of energy, a sparkling, tingling sensation building slowly, ever so slowly. It gathered faster now, like the forces of lightening racing toward her to shatter her senses and then it struck, discharged on her body, spilled through her breasts into her belly button. It sent the phalluses inside of her into a fit of vibrating passion and shook her clit violently. It was a single strike and it dissipated as soon as it landed.
Jerry sprawled on an elevated exam table and watched wholly satisfied as his submissive strolled around the room on the thing he thought of as his toy train. It moved through the valley, folding her body in half and then chugged up the mountain stretching her long. Through a tunnel, she was treated to the broiling heat of a sun lamp and then through another where a little wisp of liquid nitrogen could burn her with cold. The sound as the static electricity gathered and then grounded out on her body at various points, sometimes all of it and always ended with the soft refrain of a moan.
His arm cocked high to hold his head, he sipped the scotch and smiled. How adorable she was to think she had seen everything already. Hanging out in some scuzzy S/M club made her think she knew all about it. In the morning, after a night of passion, he would walk her through this place and let her visit it with her right mind. But for now, let her relax a little, the sensations with every revolution around the room lessening until they simply disappeared.
Her body merely rolled around the room now, the expected shocks, the sensations of hellish heat and bitter cold having disappeared also. She merely laid on the conveyor, every muscle in her body beyond her control and the limpness in it quite soothing. He was a Master, alright, she thought. Had mastered the fine art of bondage and discipline. 
Slowly, she rolled to a stop on a lateral. His hands were warm now as he unhitched her. The wires around her body were removed. His tongue strolled over a breast reigniting feeling into it and causing it to throb. The cloth was removed from her head and allowed her arms to fall before her. But the only thing she could see now was his face before hers. Feel his measured breath on it as his eyes danced with curious passion.
“You belong to me now,” he whispered, his voice deep and soothing.
“Yes,” she gasped. “I belong to you.”
He leaned just a little and hoisted her limp body over his shoulder. Draped over his shoulder, she rode away from the most incredible evening of her life. 
 
* * * *
 
Staggering into the house, Brian found himself in the wine cooler. Without hesitation he grabbed a bottle of bourbon and half a bottle of scotch. With mindless incredulity, he trudged the stairs, sat in the chair in his father’s room and rolled a joint.
“Oh, God, Morga…” He was filled with a sensational hopelessness. “Oh honey, what have I done?” He lit the joint to drink down it’s essence wishing it were a happy draught of poison to take this away from him. “A switch.” His mind filled with nothing but the sight of her, a fantasy that he had reveled in so long, a fantasy that led to nothing more than frustration. 
“And I put the world’s finest disciplinarian together with what is quite possibly the all-time champion of submissives.” It made so much sense then. How could she train people so well if she hadn’t been there herself?
Straight from the bottle, the first stream of white-hot flames rolled down his esophagus and boiled in his stomach. “A switch, and she never told me.” His tears flowed profusely as he held the joint to his lips and hit it hard. “Never told me, Morgan.” But then again he never told her. He merely assumed she didn’t have it in her to lie down for a man. And because he had seemed so content to be the baby in the family, something he always was, she interpreted that as eternally submissive... Never believed he’d grow up.
Oh, Jesus, he prayed, knowing the bond that Jerry would create with her tonight would be eternal. No one ever experienced Jerry without falling in love with him, not even Brian. And Brian had squarely placed Morgan under Jerry’s foot. 
Just then the door thrust open and there stood his mother, shivering with rage. Cheryl stomped into the room, a wad of papers clenched in her fist. Glowering, she screamed, “This is your fucking fault, you know.”
Suddenly angered, Brian’s half-lidded gaze trained on her. “You’re giving him a divorce finally?”
“This is your fault! If you hadn’t introduced him to that fucking slut, Morgan, none of this would be happening. He thinks he’s in love with her. There’s some shit in the neighborhood that he’s going to ask her to marry him. This is your fucking fault.” Like a lunatic, as she threw a pen at him. “So the least you can do is witness this shit and take them to him in the morning. Thanks to you, I’m not safe around here anymore. I’m not safe anywhere in the United States. Sign these fuckers!”
Quickly, Brian leafed through to the last page. Her signature was already there. He needed only to sign his name, which he did quickly. And then raggedly, he stood. Like a malevolent mountain about to explode with the searing white heat of molten rock, Brian rasped, “If ever you hurt Cherry I’m gonna kill you. I wouldn’t hack you open with an ax if you were on fire. Don’t fuck with my sister. And now you can leave.” Violently, he shook with rage.
“This is not your fucking house! I’ll leave when the fuck I’m ready to leave.”
Brian picked up the bottle of bourbon, his expression turned to something so vicious and evil she didn’t recognize him. He didn’t even feel familiar to himself. Without warning, he raised the bottle, ready to break it over her head.
“Brian! I’m your mother!”
“No.” His voice was low and rumbling like a volcano ready to erupt. “You’re not my mother. You’re someone who spread her legs to get knocked up so you could have this.” His arm raised and allowed the scotch to pour out, yet he was ready to smash her skull. “All you wanted was the money and you laid down with Alex. But Alex wasn’t gonna marry you, was he? Nope. Just a stipend for you, a piddly amount of child support. But Jerry wanted his nephew raised in the family, didn’t he? Jerry married you. YOU! A bottom-feeding opportunist. Even your sister Colleen said you’d die for the money and I thought she was fucking with me. Everything they ever said about you is true. Get out, Cheryl. Get out!”
“I’m your mother! I hope you and that bastard both rot in hell.”
His muscles inflated with a kind of rage he’d never known. He saw nothing but the most vivid color of red hanging in the air like an ethereal mist. His arm struck out; the bottle hit the wall. With a deafening shattering, the bottle broke into shards and the scotch splashed like a tidalwave.
He held the neck of the broken bottle, able to do serious damage to her throat. “GET OUT!” 
With her eyes trained on him, her expression unremorseful, she backed away. “You’re a fucking lunatic like your father.” And then she turned and ran away.
Unable to any longer sustain himself, Brian fell to the floor with a thud. Copious tears with a debilitating realization assaulted him now. One more spew of lies from her mouth and he might have killed her just then. He laid on the floor and heaved with the regret of his actions, the regret of having left his father. The horrible remorse for having been gone for ten years. The unendurable guilt of having given him someone that could reawaken him to the possibilities of living a happy life and that someone was Morgan. Morgan who had once upon a time loved him and he knew what that was. It was quite simply salvation.
“Oh, God.” His stomach convulsed so violently its contents were expelled onto the carpet. “Oh, Baby… And you saved him like you once saved me.” Another flood of contrition, of self-condemnation swelled through him and his heart broke into sputtering shards as the hope for the life he once lived burnt out.
Unable to rise, he grabbed his cell off his belt and hit three. 
 
* * * *
 
Cherry Abernathy sat in her own hell, so very much alone. She always hated to be alone. Her thoughts twisted around the labyrinth of her life, her mother a dead-end, her father the trail of breadcrumbs leading out of it. And then there was her son. His grandmother was about to turn his life inside out. And what the hell had their mother done to Brian?
She hated being alone more than the people she was with sometimes. But since her father’s trip to St. Maarten, since she met that beguiling witch of his, aloneness seemed the only possibility. 
She poured another drink and made for the door. There was always something about the ocean that soothed her. With the ocean she wasn’t alone, its constant murmuring, sometimes soft and soothing, sometimes violent and crashing at her, but she was never alone.
Her hand on the knob, the phone rang. She winced to the sound of it. It was a human being, not some Olympian goddess able to visit sensual passions upon her. Yet she conceded to humanity and went to the phone.
Full of her dismal mood, she snarled, “Yeah.” But the only thing that greeted her was the most tortured sobbing, the most agonized of all pleading, a sound that summoned death. Quickly, she looked at the LED. “Oh, God...Brian, honey, what is it?”
“Cherry!”
“Oh God, honey, what happened? Is it Dad?”
“No. Things are such a fucked-up mess around here. I can’t handle it anymore.”
“Brian. Brian, listen to me.” But she didn’t know where to go with it. Listen to what? What kind of advice did she have to offer other than to hand him the knife to cut his throat. Panic assuaged her as easily as an angry ocean. “Brian.” Tears dripped from her own eyes.
“Mom’s gone.”
Cherry hesitated, her tears stopped by the thought. Mom’s gone, she thought and sighed. She was just a little ashamed it was relief. “How?”
She expected to hear car accident, suicide, beating. “She’s leaving the United States right now.”
A little stunned, Cherry heard his drunkenness in his lack of coherence. “You mean she’s not dead?”
“No, she just made me witness the divorce papers and she’s leaving for good.”
Shit, she thought. “Okay, Baby. And she told you it’s your fault, right?”
“Right. And it is.”
“Baby, this is not your fault. She’s fuckin’ with you the way she’s always fucked with Dad and me.”
Adamantly, Brian shook his pounding head. “It is my fault, Cherry. You told me about Dad’s new sex therapist and that he brought her to St. Maarten for the weekend...”
“Yeah...”
“I introduced them. Rather, I gave Dad her card because...”
“Because he was in desperation for some tender affection, someone to throw him a life line.”
Brian paused. He hadn’t thought of it that way. Hadn’t realized that’s what his father had needed so desperately. But now that he knew what he knew about his mother, the affliction was like a terrible hemorrhage that left him slowly bleeding to death, the coldness creeping over him bringing it ever closer. “Morgan is the woman I’ve been living with for ten years.”
Only silence greeted that statement. And then he heard the most tortured wailing ever to escape a woman. “Brian, what the hell are you thinking?”
“I thought Morgan was going to punish him.”
“Oh, Brian, honey, you are fucked up.” In horror, she began to cry.
“Cherry, I need you.”
“I know. I haven’t even unpacked yet. I’m on the next plane.” Frantically, she paced a moment. The aloneness she felt earlier suddenly felt like a diagnosis of cancer. “Hang on a minute, there’s a call on the other line. Please tell me you’ll wait until I come back to you.”
“Yeah.”
Hurriedly, Cherry dialed out on the other line. 
“Hey,” was the happy greeting.
“Renee, it’s Cherry. Listen to me, this is important. Whatever you’re doing drop it, because Brian is in trouble. He sounds suicidal.”
“Oh, Jesus,” she cried.
“I’m gonna keep him on the line until you get to the Mansion. Hurry.”
“Oh, Jesus. I knew this was gonna happen. Five minutes, Baby.”
Cherry clicked back on. “Brian!”
“Yeah.”
“Alright,” she whispered. “Talk to me, baby.”
“She’s a switch. I never knew it but she’s a switch.”
“No shit. I had a piece of Morgan le Fey while she was here. The most submissive of all switches.”
“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”
“Everything Dad ever told us she was.” Copious tears dripped down her cheeks.
“Why didn’t she ever tell me that?”
“I don’t know, baby. Oh God, I don’t know.” It probably never occurred to Morgan that Brian could handle the responsibility. And to think that her father might share his lover with her was one thing. To think that everyone in the family was in love with Morgan was impossible.
“Cherry, I’m here now.” It was Renee. “And I’ll stay with him until you get here.”
“Thank you,” Cherry whispered. “I’m leaving now.”
 
* * * *
 
In total darkness, Morgan was laid upon smooth Egyptian cotton sheets, the bed soft and seemingly ready to swallow her. His weight depressed the bed beside of her. His leg drew up over hers and his mouth gently stroked the flesh of her throat. His massive hand wrapped around her rib cage with insistent warmth.
Only tonight, he understood what made her vulnerable. That the flawless ice on her finger was an engagement ring was obvious now. That her dominant side so desperately needed a slave. That the guy had lost his mind was equally obvious. But Jerry was equally adept at exploiting weaknesses whether they be in individuals, laws, or corporations.
His weight shifted and he crawled over her body and quite insistently forced her legs apart. The concept that he had successfully captured her, that she was hopelessly in love with him now solidified in his heart to feel her trembling beneath him. Her name, breathed into her ear, seemed a flame escaped from his chest.
With shivering anticipation, she felt his penis dally in the river of moisture flowing from between her legs. She spread them further begging him to come into her. The words to express the emotion spilling out of her uncontrolled wouldn’t come, rather she raised her arms over his head, arms still joined at the wrists and pulled him into her with a ferocity he could only succumb to.
“Morgan,” he breathed. He slid into that flesh swollen, heated to boiling by his careful attention.
It was long, its girth impossible to comprehend as if a telephone pole had been animated by a crafty wizard. It slid inside of her, forced into the narrow confine to stroke her soul. It wasn’t the mere friction of his movement, it was the tightness of his body growing ever tighter as if his soul swelled up, the energy collecting inside of him impossible to contain. It seemed his soul swelled beyond the boundaries of his body into her only to open her. His arms locked her body to his with impossible strength as he stabbed ever harder, faster and her legs drew up around him to keep him there forever.
Two equal masses collided with a single explosion. His heart thudded wildly against her chest, but it was an undiluted power spilling out of him that drained her. The few tears forced from her eyes to feel that power streamed now as his lips forced her mouth open to come even deeper.
“God, I love you, woman,” he gasped. 
Tenderly, he sucked on her soft, malleable lip, feeling her tongue brush over his. He grasped her head and turned it to feel the softness of her cheek, to empty the last of his passion in her ear.
She felt her legs forced long again and his gathered them up. Quickly, she was rolled and found herself lying on top of him now, a little giggle of dizziness his delight. Only slowly, she raised away from him to keep his dwindling penis within her, yet she curled to lick the fresh sweat from his neck, to taste of the still-throbbing nipples, tangle her tongue in the profusion of hair on his chest.
Her hands still joined at the wrists, swept down his torso as she slid away from him and nestled between his legs. The scent of his passion was so fresh and barely diluted with her own. The texture thick and heated as she opened her mouth and drank it down.
Easily, he rolled to his side, her head clutched in his hands to keep her with him. The ravenous suckling of a hungry baby soothed his penis as much as his heart. His flaccid length fit comfortably in her empty mouth and he raised her hands to hold them against his face, to lick the palms, devour a finger and keep her inside of him.
Only at length, the taste subsided and her tongue slowed. Yet she contained him within her, her lips locked at the base. Her breathing changed to sustain her in sleep.
He moved only enough to pull the sheet over her to his chest. His fingers gently petted through her hair. It was everything he imagined, more than he hoped for and the notion that he was in love with her deeply embedded now. Hopelessly, in love. As soon as he was divorced, they would be married. He would command her to marry him.
 
* * * *
 
In the thin light of the night table by his father’s bed, Brian and Renee read the divorce agreement. One point five billion dollars to get rid of his mother out of his father’s life. Another three quarters of his salary from Abernathy Acquisitions, Inc. for the rest of his life. 
As she held tightly to Brian, she commented, “This clause is curious. That if Cheryl approaches either you or Cherry in the next year, she forfeits the settlement.”
“He really does love us,” Brian sobbed. “Still trying to protect us. Apparently, she didn’t have any reticence to sign it.”
Capriciously, Renee tossed the papers to the floor. “I’m so sorry, baby.”
“And for that bitch, I gave up Morgan.” Helpless now, he burst into tears again.  


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Forty-One
 
 
Morgan lingered in his passionate embrace, her back to his chest, her tingling breasts in his hungry hands. That she had been invaded, she knew. That she was now his prisoner was a comfort. She no longer had to face the world alone. He had declared his love in every way she could understand. The harshness of his discipline, the expression of the words, the tenderness of his embrace, even the lips against her throat now was everything she needed so desperately. 
“Can you love a poor man?” His breath in her ear was so devastatingly hot.
Easily, she laughed and turned to face his sparkling eyes. “Poor?”
“Uh huh.” His lips refused to her tear away from her heated skin. “After today, very poor.”
“What’s today?”
“Divorce, My Love. I’m expecting the signed papers today.”
“How poor?”
“One and a half billion dollars and my salary for as long as I live.”
Morgan choked not understanding the magnitude of it. It just sounded like a lot of money. “She demanded all of that?”
“Hell, no, I offered it to get rid of her.”
Morgan smiled. “Somehow I don’t think that’s going to leave you poor.” Tenderly, her lips sucked at his ear lobe.
“I suppose ‘poor’ is a relative term.”
“Oh, baby, so you have to sell a few yachts, maybe a vacation home or two. If you really want to fuck her, turn in your resignation as soon as the papers are filed.”
He burst into laughter with the very thought of it. How hilariously true. That would piss her off to think that twenty million dollars per annum she planned on as pocket change wasn’t coming. That definitely would piss her off. But where would he be without his job?
He held Morgan by her shoulders to hover over him a little. “I’m crazy about you, you know.”
Her lips ground against each other as her gaze bored into him. “I know. But you’re married, Good Sir.”
“That’s the only bit of reticence you feel?”
Her tongue swirled over her lips. The image of her precious Brian flashed through her mind and then evaporated. He was gone from her and now she was gone from him.
Playfully, she shrugged to his question of her reticence. Yet she stared into him smiling broadly. That they could have a fabulous life together was something she thought about constantly. “Let’s just see what happens today.”
Frustrated, he shook her and tossed her aside. His mouth opened on a breast and bit down. His hands grabbed her arms and held them away from her. His hardened penis held just outside, ready to impale her.
“Say it,” he commanded, his eyes narrowed to mere slashes.
“You’re cute.”
“Say it.”
“You’re adorable.”
“Say it, woman.” He thrust hard to join with her, rending her once again.
Her breath escaped to feel the heat in his desire. Her vision filled only with him. “I love you.” The veracity of that declaration was as powerful as the member she suckled between her legs. “God, I love you.” Quickly, she retrieved her arms from his clutch and wrapped around him, the better to hold on while he drove into her with delta force.
 
* * * *
 
Once again, she was dressed, the torn jeans pinned together, the cream satin halter-top stuffed in her bag. The jacket concealed the flesh of his desire. “You really have to work today?” he asked.
“You wanna celebrate?”
“Damn right. And there’s no one I want to spend this day with more than you. Just like the Fourth of July.”
“You’re ahead of yourself. The Fourth of July was only the declaration of independence. The war of revolution lasted nearly five years and the negotiations of peace another ten.”
“Fuck.” He squirmed at the thought that this revolution could go much the same way that one had. “What do I have to do to entice you?”
“Show me to your dungeon.”
He laughed. “But I might want to take you back there sometime. I want you to be as pleasantly surprised then as you were last night.”
“You haven’t been completely honest with me.”
“You mean I haven’t been completely forthcoming. When I told you I was gonna set you on fire, baby, I meant it.”
She felt that fire still brewing between her legs. 
But with her steady gaze, he relented, grasped her hand and led her to the black door with a silver lever. She passed through the door into the streams of vivid spotlights trained on every piece of the room. The sheer size of it was overwhelming. Her vision traveled over the conveyor belt she had ridden the night before.
A long finger pointed toward the towering ceiling. “So a kid’s lust for toy trains becomes this?” 
Sheepishly, he smiled and shrugged.
Hopelessly enamored, she moved into the room. A massive wheel, enough to contain a very tall male caught her attention. Gold plagues stating various punishments, everything from the purple wand, which she knew well, to things like Router Bit and Gut Whip, were things she could only begin to guess. Crosses and bondage racks she recognized, but they weren’t the usual kind for regular people. They were all motorized with hydraulic lifts and electrodes to fit various body parts.
“Into electricity obviously,” she commented.
“I was always pretty good at science. Biology, chemistry.”
She turned and noted a wall partially covered with his daughter’s Playboy spread, matted in black leather, framed in platinum. But it was the ceiling she studied now, I-beams mounted in a rectangular grid with diagonal paths cut across it. What looked like cannon balls were actually huge ball bearings with chains dropped from them and rode in those grooves.
She reached up and grasped a chain to pull a ball along its prescribed path. The ease with which it flowed was astounding. The weight of a well-built male wouldn’t impede its flow as that body hung from that chain and could be deposited anywhere in the room onto any piece of equipment the Master desired, quite effortlessly.
“Why, Mr. Abernathy, you are a genius.”
He only nodded to the compliment. More than anything he wanted to see her bound, gagged, disciplined on every piece in the room. He watched intently as she moved through the avenues and settled on the chair.
“Pray tell.”
He moved toward it and nestled into the curve of the very short seat depth, the back supporting his spine. His legs opened wide and rested lazily on softly padded and upholstered divided rests. Without hesitation, he grabbed her, spun her around and forced her bottom to his crotch. A mighty arm wrapped around her torso and grasped a breast covered in the softest silk as his other hand stroked the crescent of her body through denim.
“Now,” he whispered. “Imagine my dick winding its way through your intestines.” Immediately, it hardened and crawled up the small of her back. Slowly the chair rolled back, dropping her head to his shoulder the better to be captured by his. One hand flattened a breast and the other kneaded her mound with force. “I’m in you and you belong to me. But all of my other submissives have been very good boys and they need to be rewarded. What do you think I should offer them?”
She nuzzled closer, almost able to feel it. Captured, impaled, her legs spread wide draped over his, her cunt boiling, ready to be used by all of his good boys.
“How many do you have in your service?” she gasped.
He burst into laughter, something he was growing very accustomed to with Morgan. Greedily, he hugged at her and then stood up with her still trapped in his embrace. “Just think about it.”
“I’m thinkin',” She turned to be crushed in his arms.
His cheek rubbed against hers with the force boiling inside of him. “I love you,” he vowed. Suddenly, he pushed her away to grasp her shoulders and force her attention. His gaze bored into her like acid. “I know who you are, I know what you’ve done. I know what you’re capable of and I love you desperately, Morgan.”
“Jerry,” she cried. Trapped in his clutch she was held by his gaze. “Oh God.” He did know who she was and what she’d done. And still he professed his love, his protection. She hadn’t frightened him at all.
When the flood of tears came he merely held to her, cradled in his arms. “I’ll take care of you, Baby.”
 
* * * *
 
Recovered, she walked to the elevator with him and he again embraced her passionately. “I will see you tonight,” he said. “I want you to be with me now. We will talk about you moving in here with me. You and Kitty both.”
Her reply was a profusion of passionate kisses. “I uhhh...I’ll go pack. I never thought it would be possible to love anyone other than...” She hesitated. Brian’s name beyond her desire now. “I do love you.”
Another desperate hug was the reply.
And then she turned into the elevator. A little wave before the doors closed left him able to think of nothing but her.
 
* * * *
 
“I gotta see Dad,” Brian announced to Renee and Cherry.
Cherry nodded. “I’m taking you, though. I don’t want you to be alone.”
He acquiesced. And then he hugged at Renee. “I appreciate you coming last night.”
“I’ll be around,” she insisted. “Jerry’s going to adopt me, you know.”
Brian smiled a little. He knew that wasn’t going to happen but Renee’s enthusiasm to make it happen warmed his soul. “I hope so,” he said as he kissed her. “I’ll see you soon.”
 
* * * *
 
As they stood in the main lobby of the Abernathy Tower, Cherry hugged tenderly at Brian. “You go on up. I’ll be there in a little while.” With a soft kiss she conveyed that she understood how hard this was for him. He disappeared into the elevator while she stayed in the lobby. She flopped into a chair positively wrought over this. 
What the hell had Brian been thinking to give Dad Morgan’s number and then walk out on her! Her father’s incessant litanies about emotional maturity were starting to make sense finally. If the smallest of emotional flare-ups could cause irreversible damage what might the serious ones do? 
And now Brian was going upstairs to tell him they were both in love with the same woman!
Just then Bryant Abernathy walked through the door, his face as reddened as if he’d been staked in the desert sun for a day.
“Jesus, Cherry, what are you doing here, honey? You’ve heard, haven’t you?”
Internally, Cherry began to shiver. “Heard what?”
 
* * * *
 
“Mr. Abernathy, your son is waiting to see you.”
Quickly, Jerry returned the velvet-covered box to the drawer and closed it. Oh, this was gonna be a good day, Jerry was sure of it. Brian come to see him at work.
“Send him in.”
Jerry got up and rushed toward the door as it opened to reveal his son. His son looked old, unshaven and dull. Had been drinking too much, partying too much and he looked exactly like a middle-aged drug addict in the throes of desperation.
To see his son so dwindled, Jerry gasped, “Brian, Brian, what’s the matter?”
“Hi.”
Brian’s eyes were swelled. Closer Jerry peered into them and saw that they were blood shot. Brian had been crying.
“Brian, Jesus God! Honey, what’s the matter?”
“Dad, I need you.” Broken inside, he began to sob again.
Quickly, Jerry gathered him and hugged at him. Gently, he guided Brian to the sofa and set him down on it. He went for water, a towel, a wet washcloth and quickly returned.
“Brian.” He held the warm washcloth to Brian’s face and pulled his son against his shoulder. What the hell could be the matter? he wondered, but then he knew. Brian had been returned to the Mansion for nearly five months now. It only took five months for his mother to turn him into the blathering idiot Jerry once was.
Gently, he rocked his precious son in his arms. Brian took the washcloth and blew his nose into it. Took the water and drank it down.
“Brian, honey, please,” Jerry whispered. “Tell me everything.”
“This is bad, Dad. This is very, very bad.” Brian’s voice held no emotion at all.
“Okay, you tell me and we’ll take care of it together.”
Brian winced. The thought that they were both in love with the same woman would have caused him to vomit again if he had eaten anything in the last two days. Rather he reached behind for the divorce papers tucked into the waistband of his jeans. 
“I’m sorry,” Brian whispered. Filled with hopelessness, he handed them to his father.
Greedily, Jerry grabbed them to turn to the last page to see them signed by Cheryl and witnessed by Brian. Impossible bitch. Yet, internally, he enjoyed a sigh of relief. And he knew Brian had been through hell with his mother, The Keeper of the Keys. “Brian, I’m sorry. I see how twisted this has you. That she would use you to send them to me...” 
“Did she ever love us?” His voice was dull and void of emotion which made Jerry feel as if he held an uninhabited human body in his arms.
Jerry hesitated. To offer anything other than the truth would be a disservice to his son right now. “Honestly, Brian, I don’t know. What the woman feels in her heart is beyond my capacity to understand. Personally, I don’t think she’s ever felt anything but contempt for me. What she feels for you I don’t know.”
“I do and it feels like contempt. Like I’ve been nothing but a pain in her ass since the day I was born. I don’t know how you’ve lived like that.”
Ah, so Cheryl had used Brian these last few months as she had Jerry the entire length of their marriage. Her private whipping horse. That it was over for Jerry now was a relief but Brian was suffering badly.
“I’m sorry, Brian. I don’t know if my mother ever loved me or not, either. The only woman that ever truly cared for me was Molly.”
Molly. Their nanny, Brian thought bitterly. But Brian had the love of one incredible woman finally, a woman he walked out on in favor of a misguided notion that his mother needed him. That his mother would reveal him. That Morgan would reject him if she knew who he was.
But Morgan fell in love with his father, one of those prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boy brats she so detested. That Brian had been so totally wrong about Morgan at every turn shamed him to his deepest darkest heart. That Morgan was a switch made him cringe to think what they had had in common and lost.
“It’s worse than that,” Brian whispered.
Jerry felt a current of fear strike at his heart. “Okay. Tell me everything and together we’ll fix it.”
Brian’s face contorted into mask of tragedy. He reached into his shirt this time, his tears flowing as freely as snow melt over a cliff as he retrieved a pure white vellum envelope and handed it to his father.
Curiously, Jerry opened it and pulled out another. A wedding invitation, obviously. He opened the second envelope and narrowed his eyes to focus on the black raised lettering without glasses. He smiled a little. 
 
Mr. Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy VI
and
Ms. Morgan McCrory McFaye
 
He convulsed in pain to read the second name. A wrecking ball suddenly slammed into him and forced him off the sofa into the room. His guts curled into knots, the cramps impossible to fend off. Aimlessly, he staggered to the liquor cabinet and splashed bourbon over the surface finally hitting the glass. Without hesitation, he tipped it back and drank it down.
For a long moment Jerry hung on the edge, his weight supported only by the strength of his arms. Morgan, he cried inside himself, listening to his son’s muffled sobs in the distance. Morgan. Tears dripped from his eyes and he poured another glass and choked on it.
Everything Morgan had told him, everything Brian had said...the ten years of their relationship, his elegance, her viciousness all returned with vengeance to crush his heart. Breathless with the ache in his heart, he remembered that ring. Not just anyone could afford that ring. Her assessment of her lover’s emotional immaturity cut like a blade.
How stupid he had been, how fucking stupid...and selfish when all the signs were there. Oh God, he prayed to feel such debilitating trembling devour him.
Slowly, Jerry turned, shaking violently, unable to retain the bourbon in the glass. Brian was curled on the sofa, unable to quit crying, his face buried in his hands. How stupid he had been to not realize she spoke of Brian. But why the hell would Brian give him Morgan’s e-mail address in the first place? “Brian, what the hell are you thinking, son?”
Just as violently as his father, Brian shook. Slowly, he peered up. “I don’t know, Dad. The woman I’ve lived with, loved, served, coddled, adored, played with, fucked and loved won’t marry me. Apparently, I’m not what she wants. Quite obviously, you are.”
“Why would say that?”
“I stopped in to see you last night. You were in the cleaning room, but it was Morgan on your chain.” Again, he burst into tortured weeping.
Jesus. Quickly, Jerry rushed to his son. With an irresistible force, Jerry held to him while he sobbed, while he expressed everything Jerry felt at the moment. To have Brian back in his life was what he wanted so desperately for ten years. To have a woman like Morgan was what he wanted all of his life. But he couldn’t have them both and he too, broke out with the pain of that.
Why...why, oh God, why, did Brian wait until today to tell him this? Why couldn’t it have been last week? The day before yesterday? Even a moment before he made love to her last night would have been soon enough for Jerry to walk away. Why not when he was still in the cleaning room and she was still a submissive hanging from his chains? But now that he had had her the way he wanted her and found that she wanted him...why?
“Dad, she doesn’t know who I am. She thinks I’m Brian Alexander.”
Jerry’s mouth dropped open to stare in horror. “Oh, Brian, I understand now. Morgan must have told you to bring your mom home because she was getting beat up and you couldn’t do that because your mother would have told her you’re Brian Abernathy.”
“Yeah.”
“And you never told her you’re Brian Abernathy because of your family’s reputation.”
“Yeah.”
Yet a sudden anger broke loose in him and thrust him off the sofa. The bitch disciplined my son, he thought. My son surrendered to her. And what the fuck was her problem that she wouldn’t marry him? Ah, but he knew, didn’t he? “Did you ever tell her that your father beats your mother?”
Sadly, Brian nodded. “We talked about it often. We had that in common.”
Defeated and deflated Jerry fell beside Brian. Without will, he grabbed Brian’s cigarettes and lit one. Eight years since he had a heart attack and last night was the first he smoked again. Yet he pulled the cigarette out of the pack and lit it. A Virginia Slim. Morgan’s assessment that her lover’s masculinity was so assured that he could smoke her cigarettes without feeling belittled by them. Brian’s masculinity was intact, all the while his foundered on a distant shore all of his life.
“Good Lord, Brian, why did you give me her name?”
His father’s reaction was plain. Jerry was in love with Morgan. But he also understood that Jerry wouldn’t be so torn up about it if Jerry didn’t love him. 
“I’m sorry, Dad. When I saw mom so fucked up again, something in me just snapped. I’ve never been able to fix it. Not even me being away for ten years fixed it. I wanted Morgan to fix it like she fixed me.”
“Oh, Brian.” He started to sob again as he peered up at the portrait of his devastatingly beautiful witch, Morgan le Fey. The real Morgan le Fey he’d spent Brian’s youth spinning tales about the succubus of his dreams. The witch who could cure anything by the very gaze of those green Gaelic eyes. 
“There was nothing to fix, son.” Once again the errors of Jerry’s life were thrown at him again. The tragedies and the pain and Brian had taken those very things unto himself and blamed himself.
“Mom’s gone.”
“What do you mean?”
“She left for France last night, Dad. I went home ready to commit suicide and she came into your room ranting about how all of this was my fault. That you and Morgan are getting married. Even Alex said it’s my fault. She was knocked up with me. Threw the papers at me and told me she hopes me and my father rot in hell.”
“Brian, this is not your fault.”
“Then whose fault is it? And why the hell didn’t you tell me you’re not my real father? Why the hell did I have to hear it from her!?”
The weight of that simply collapsed on Jerry as if a mountain suddenly crumbled. But it was only his son’s weight fallen over him and Jerry wrapped around him with undeniable strength. Held his son in his arms, cradled in his arms as always he was until life, and Jerry’s grief separated them.
“God, I’m so sorry,” Jerry pleaded.
Quickly, Brian backed away but he didn’t stand. “But you still love me?”
“Brian, more than anything. Even Morgan.”
Brian shook his head as if to clear the buzz after a blow. “She doesn’t want me. Not good enough for her and the pain in that is still intense.” Angrily, he scraped at the moisture on his face.
“No,” Jerry said quickly. “She’s very much in love with you. She spent a great deal of last evening talking about elegance and grace, something about Paris and Hoboken. I’ve had the sense for a while now she feels rejected and now I understand. You traded her in for your poor, helpless mother. Morgan doesn’t buy into anyone being helpless, does she?”
Brian curled into his father’s lap with the pain of that. “No, she doesn’t. And knowing where she came from and what she’s accomplished, why would she?”
Quietly, Jerry nodded. Tenderly, he stroked through Brian’s sweat-soaked hair. “We need to do some serious talking. I love you, and somehow, this is going to work out. I don’t know how, but this is going to work out. You’re not leaving me again.” 
“I don’t think this is something you and I can work out. It rather depends on what Morgan feels, doesn’t it?”
“No. No, it doesn’t. Yes...I am in love with her. You are, too. But nothing...nothing in the world means more to me than my children. And damnit, what the hell are you saying Alex told you this is your fault?”
Brian shook yet rose away. “On the way to the Mansion that day I thought you’d been kidnapped...things would have been very different for all of you if she hadn’t gotten pregnant with me. Isn’t that true?”
Jerry huffed with aggravation. “That’s true, Brian. There would have been no good reason for me to marry her. But it’s not your fault your mother got pregnant with you. And yes...Alex is your father.” Jerry choked as his stomach heaved with the thought of it. “But I don’t think Alex knows that. Truthfully, I’d like him to hear it from me. I went to St. Maarten not too long ago to tell Cherry she’s not mine, either.”
“Cherry?” Brian was clearly surprised.
Sadly, Jerry nodded. “She already knew, too. Cherry was still a teenager when Cheryl told her about it. But Cheryl has been telling me for months now that you don’t know when you’ve known for ten years. Renee told me about how your mother dumped on you the day you left me.”
“She’s been telling you this when she knows damn well that ten years ago she told me I’m not your son?” 
“Yes, Brian.” Jerry wanted to calm him a little. “And even though I know she’s your mother, I’m telling you now that my ex-wife is a conniving bitch.”
Astounded, Brian merely stared. “How in the hell have you lived like this?” 
Just then, the door thrust open and Bryant pounded into the office. A cursory glance at his brother and nephew told him they’d been crying. “I see you’ve heard.”
Instantly, Jerry tightened to Bryant’s defensive stance. “Heard what!?”
“And you, boy,” Bryant pointed at Brian, “it’s about time you get your ass back to work. We’re gonna need some serious creativity out of the accounting department now.”
“What the fuck happened?” Jerry screamed. Angrily, he pushed Brian away and stood.
“Oh, Jesus, where the fuck have you been, man?” Bryant grabbed the remote control to turn on the TV.
“Again, as reported in the World Star, Cheryl Abernathy has revealed...”
Jerry’s knees failed. He fell against the desk. His hands clutched to his aching stomach. “She did it. The fucking bitch, Bryant...”
“You ain’t heard the worst of it, baby. It gets really good.” He threw a copy of the World Star in Jerry’s direction. 
“Oh, my God.” The  picture of his ex-wife’s face was disfigured beyond recognition. Hard to even know it was his wife, if it was his wife.
“I thought one and half billion dollars was enough to shut her the fuck up,” Bryant shouted over the confusion on the TV. To relieve the clatter beyond the door in the reception area, he quickly picked up the phone. “Bryant Abernathy. Get all non-essential personnel out of the building...NOW...lock it down. Keep every fucking reporter away from us.”
“...Abernathy Acquisitions stock has dropped another fifteen points and sent Wall Street reeling,” the reporter on the national news informed them. “Where will it level out, Mike?”
“Impossible to say. But I would look for the feds to shut down the trading floor by noon. The crash of Abernathy could have dire consequences the world over.”
“Let’s go back to the news desk., Ann...”
“Thanks, Ted. We reported earlier that Jerome Abernathy V’s son as we all know and love, Brian, is yet to be found. There’s a world wide manhunt now for the world’s most eligible bachelor. All attempts to contact any of the family to confirm or deny that Brian’s mother was a prostitute, that Brian was fathered by Alex Abernathy, the identical twin brother of Jerome, current CEO, as Cheryl contends have not been successful.”
“Jesus Christ,” Bryant screamed. In a rage, he threw the decanter of bourbon at the TV shattering it into sputtering shards, the sparks swirling lazily to the floor. He turned to see Brian fallen into a chair, pale, sweating profusely, clutched to it as if it might swallow him and take him away from this.
“Jerry!” The shrill voice through the door rose above the din beyond it. Jerry nodded to Bryant, the sound of Alex’s voice unmistakable. Quickly, Bryant went to it and yelled out orders to security to let only Alex wriggle through.
“Jerry,” Alex gasped. “Brian.” Panicked, he ran to the man he thought of as his son. “Oh my God, he’s in shock, get a doctor.”
“Wait,” Brian said. “Wait a minute. What the hell’s going on?”
“Oh, precious,” Alex sobbed. “Oh, your mother. I could fucking kill that bitch.”
The confusion felt like a serious head injury to Brian. His uncle Bryant screamed in the background as security people moved in. Alex stood straight, his arms tucked to his body as tears dripped down his cheeks watching Brian suffer the consequences of his and Jerry’s actions.
Brian’s eyes blinked uncontrollably. He launched out of the chair screaming, “My mother is a company whore?” 
Quickly, Jerry wrapped Brian in his arms again and Alex pushed near. Instinctively, Jerry’s arm wrapped around Alex, too. “Brian,” Jerry whispered softly. “The truth is, yes. Your mother, Cheryl, began work at Abernathy just a few months before she became pregnant with you. I’m sorry, I never wanted you to know that. I haven’t read the article yet, but if I know the woman at all, she didn’t mention herself as being that prostitute. The truth is yes, I married her. But because Alex and I are identical twins we’ll never determine which of us is your biological father through paternity tests. We would both match.” Silently, he hugged Brian a little tighter hoping to remind Brian of the secret was yet to be told to Alex and to beg of Brian to allow Jerry to do it.
The confusion muddled Brian’s mind. But that wasn’t the real pain in this. “And I’ve thought for ten years now that you would never accept Morgan because she once worked as a prostitute!” 
On that, Jerry closed his eyes. 
“What the hell is she doing now?” Brian gasped as he picked up the paper and stared in horror at the cover, his mother’s face splattered with blood.
“This is her parting shot, Brian. She always threatened to finish me off and this is her coup de grace.”
“How the fuck have you lived like this? With this threat hanging over you?” He was as livid with his mother as Bryant was, understanding now why she had to get the hell out of town so fast last night. Out of the country. Why she wasn’t safe on US soil.
Jerry only shook his head, the background noise of Bryant barking out orders on three different phones simultaneously rising to swallow him.
 
* * * *
 
“Morning, Baby,” Morgan said wistfully. She took Kitty in her arms and kissed her tenderly.
“Where the hell have you been all night?” Kitty sneered.
Quickly, Morgan backed away. “That’s a little too much attitude first thing in the morning.”
“Shit, I know how screwed up you’ve been. How the hell did I know you didn’t jump off the Broad Street Bridge?” 
Instantly, Morgan backed off. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think you’d be that worried about me.”
“Bullshit. That’s bullshit.”
“I sincerely apologize.” Tenderly, she wrapped Kitty up and nuzzled her breasts. “It won’t happen again. And I want you to pack everything today because we’re moving...into the Tower.”
An exaggerated squeal pierced the turbulent quiet. “You and Jerry?”
“Yes.” Morgan smiled broadly. “Me and Jerry.” She was almost unable to believe it herself. But she wasn’t quite ready to reveal to her submissive that she had the same tendencies buried deep in her heart. “So how about some breakfast? What time is my first appointment?”
“Margie just canceled. Something going on somewhere and she has to cover it live. So I guess your first appointment is at two.”
“I’ll be in the shower and I’m famished.”
“I’ll whip up some catnip.” Yet she bubbled with excitement. Living in the Tower!
“Thank you so much.”
 
* * * *
 
Jerry slouched in the chair, Brian and Alex standing close ready to go down with him. He held his hand over his face a moment as the latest stock report was hollered at him over the replaced television.
“Oh, God, thank you!” Bryant screamed out. “The feds just shut down the trading floor, Jerry.” His expression as dismal as anything Jerry had ever seen, Bryant crossed the room and propped his hip on Jerry’s desk to stare down at him. He had no experience at this sort of thing.
The pounding on the door was loud over the din of television, lawyers, stock analysts and accountants. The door opened and then slammed closed. It opened again only long enough for Jerry to hear, “You motherfucker, get your hands off of me.” It was the most beautiful voice he could imagine at the moment.
“Cherry,” he yelled out.
“You motherfucker, get away from me!”
“My daughter,” Jerry hollered. Loudly, he snapped his fingers at the guy standing closest to the door.
The door was yanked open and there stood Cherry snarling at a guard doubled over, his hands at his groin. “Thank you,” she said snidely to the underling who opened the door for her. She rushed into the office, dropped her bag to the floor and stormed her father’s desk. She tossed a smile to Brian and Alex. “Time to circle the wagons, boys.”
“I’m so glad you’re here,” he gasped.
“I’m gonna be here for awhile, too,” she said surely. She circled the desk and pulled her brother into her arms. Quickly, Jerry stood and fell toward them.
“God, I’m so grateful to have both of you with me now.” Unable to control himself, he began to sob.
“And we’re gonna be here.” She planted a kiss on her father’s cheek. Of the company’s spokesman and her uncle she asked, “So where the hell is Gerald? We need to get on this right away. Brian and I both need to go on camera and deny everything.”
The support he was getting from his children was overwhelming. Comforting. “You don’t need to get involved with this,” he said. “She’s your mother and I don’t expect you to take sides.”
Cherry huffed as she tossed her head at Alex. “Honey, I don’t know where you’ve been, but Alex is our mother.” Insistently, she pulled Alex in for a group hug. “Alex has given Brian and I more fond affection, never forgotten a birthday, Christmas, flowers every time I break up with some whore...always a phone call,” she said affectionately with a little pinch to Alex’s ass. “As far as I’m concerned, Alex is my mother.” Spilling with pride and love for him, she laid her head on his shoulder and tugged at his waist.
Tears seeped down Alex’s face to hear it spoken so plainly. “Oh darling, thank you,” he cried. Overwhelmed, he fell into her embrace. 
Tenderly, she kissed Alex’s cheek and then spoke to Jerry. “So as soon as Gerald gets his shit together, I’ll be at the press conference,” she warned. “I don’t know who the hell Cheryl thinks she is, but she’s mistaken.”
Jerry nodded and backed away. He didn’t have the strength to argue with her. “Okay. But under no circumstances do I want Brian on camera,” he said. “They’re trying to find out now who his mother is and they’ll chew him up and spit him out.”
Brian relaxed a little. To think he had to meet the press in his condition was impossible.
Cherry nodded to that little bit of wisdom and screamed, “Bryant, get Gerald up here.”
Jerry fell back into the chair and closed his eyes to listen to the babbling on the replaced television about the mistress he kept in chains. About the dungeon in the basement of the Mansion, the pictures flashed on the screen of a soiled cot where he supposedly prostituted her. Pictures of the equipment he used to torture her from the magazine were flashed on the television. The bondage racks, the exam tables, crosses and wheels, whips and chains. 
“Is any of this true?” one of the lawyers shouted.
Jerry curled in defense. In some small way, all of it was true. 
“It doesn’t fucking matter now,” another shouted. “They just issued a search warrant for the Mansion, Jerry. And another for your penthouse. In just a little while they’re gonna know everything they want to know.”
Quickly, Jerry launched out of the chair. “I don’t pay you guys to stand around here and bark at me. Half of you go to the penthouse, the other half to the Mansion. Find a fucking loophole in that warrant. GO!”
 
* * * *
 
Kitty broke the eggs into a bowl and stirred a tiny bit of milk in, whipped them generously full of air to make them fluffy and poured them into the pan. She dropped two pieces of rye bread into the toaster and then turned on the TV.
“...Abernathy Acquisitions has a mess on its hands,” the reporter stated. Curious, Kitty drew closer to the TV. “This just came over the desk, Ann. The local prosecutor just issued a search warrant for the Abernathy Mansion on Hideaway Hill and another for the Penthouse of Abernathy Tower where Jerry Abernathy recently took up residence.”
Kitty screamed.
Morgan ran dripping into the room. “What the hell’s the matter with you? Are you hurt?”
In horror, Kitty stared at the screen, a single finger pointed at it to see the cover of that tabloid on it. Quickly, Morgan ran to it. The same sense of devastation, the same horror as Kitty felt to see the headline Tragedy in Paradise with the little inset of chains hanging from a ceiling and human arms attached to them, swamped Morgan’s reason.
“What?” Morgan screamed.
“And now this,” the reporter gasped. “Yes...yes…” He listened in his ear bud and nodded. “The local prosecutor is about to make a statement concerning the accusation of rape.”
“Oh, fuck,” Morgan screamed. “Go get me one of those papers!” Angrily, she grabbed her bag and threw it at Kitty. With only a towel around her, Morgan ran out of the apartment to peer out the corridor window onto High Street. “Oh, shit.” High Street was virtually clogged with news vans setting up satellite feeds and news choppers circled overhead. High Street had shut down and the crowd of onlookers chanting something unintelligible sent her into rage.
Quickly, she ran back to her apartment to dress. Jeans was all she could find. A white T-shirt was all that was clean. She pulled a comb through her wet hair to tie it back rather than to set it in hot curlers and then ran back to the kitchen to watch the TV.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry slumped in the chair assessing the damage done. Yet another lawyer walked in, a cellphone in hand. “Would you like to know how bad it is?” he asked.
Debilitated, Jerry only nodded.
“Did you rape your wife?” he asked.
Jerry’s eyes rolled up to look at the man. “As a matter of fact, I did. A couple of weeks ago.”
“No. When the prosecutor gets here and he’s on his way, the watchword of the day is consensual.”
The shooting pains behind his eyes felt like the pitchforks of miniature imps. He merely slumped a little further unable to seize control of anything.
 
* * * *
 
In a pant, Kitty ran into the apartment. “I had to give a guy five hundred bucks for it,” she cried.
“I don’t care. I don’t care,” Morgan hissed. She snatched the paper from her. Incomprehensible the damage done to that face. How could anyone survive a beating that bad? She began to ache to think of it.
“Morgan, if she put your name in there...?” Kitty convulsed to think of what that would do for Morgan’s career.
“We’ll find out.” Morgan opened the special edition, the entire thing devoted solely to this event. Sadly, Morgan shook her head to read through the subtitles and glanced at pictures of happier days with Cheryl and her small children at birthday parties and on the beach. Of course, their father was missing leading the reader to believe he was eternally absent.
A subtitle of Mistress caught her eye. You Bitch...if you dared out me...
Quickly, Morgan read through looking for her name. Under that subtitle her name was absent, yet the rage inside still boiled. She leafed through, the picture of the stained cot where Cheryl was supposedly prostituted, pictures of a real medieval torture chamber, a real ladder, a real rack and the ever present iron maiden.
“Whose gonna fall for this shit?” she asked rhetorically.
“Anybody and everybody who doesn’t know what the real shit is,” Kitty answered. 
“It’s crap!” She grabbed the phone.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry fell back in the chair, unable to sustain himself. Just then his secretary came in with a cordless. “Your mistress,” she snarled having been ordered to put Morgan through no matter the situation.
Tentatively, Jerry reached out for the phone thrown to his desk. He glanced at Brian. “Yeah.”
“Jerry,” she gasped. “What the hell’s going on?”
“She’s done what she’s always threatened to do. She promised me she’d do it. I can’t say I didn’t see it coming.”
“I am so sorry about this. And I gave her all the ammunition she needed.”
Bitterly, Jerry smiled. “I knew it was gonna go that way. I don’t want you to worry about it. You just do whatever you do, get back to a normal life. I’m probably on my way to prison anyway.” Quietly, he turned and peered up at Brian. “Why don’t you call that guy you’re engaged to. Something tells me he’s hopelessly and passionately in love with you.” Jerry choked as he tried to smile. The tears flushed through his eyes. “He truly loves you.” He refused to say her name knowing someone somewhere was listening on a scanner.
“Jerry, listen to me. I’m coming to the Tower now.”
“You don’t need to be involved in this.”
“Jerry, I am involved. More involved than you might care to know about. I need to be with you right now. You need me.”
How hopelessly true and he bit into his lip to assuage the pain of that. “Alright. I’ll call security. Come to the State Street garage ramp. They’ll let you in there and put you in my private elevator.”
“I’ll be there in about a half hour. This shit down here is a mess.”
“See you then.”
Yet, his connection to his son remained unbroken. Silently, he begged forgiveness.
Agonized, Brian stared back knowing Morgan was running, not to a client, not to her friend, but to her Master and lover. It caught in his throat like acid. “What can I do for you?”
“Don’t leave me. I need your support.”
“Dad, surely you understand I can’t be here when she gets here.”
“Will you stay with me in the penthouse, at least. Where I know you’re safe?”
“We can’t even get in the penthouse right now.”
“It bogus, Brian. The prosecutor has to look like he’s doing his job.”
“Dad, you have entire room upstairs devoted to...”
“Sexual gratification,” Jerry said. “Your mother has never seen that room, son. The pictures they have are not going to match what’s upstairs. And there’s no such thing anywhere in the Mansion.”
“Really?” 
“Really. Please, just stay with me.”
Quietly, Brian nodded. He bent low to embrace his father again. “Come up as soon as you can. You’ll need to rest a little.”
But Jerry only clutched to his son, Brian’s face against his. “We’ll work this out. I don’t know how, but somehow, we’ll work this out. I promise you.”
Brian shook a little. Yet he rose, twitched a little and then disappeared into the penthouse elevator.
 
* * * *
 
“Fucking bitch,” Morgan hissed as she blended into the riot outside. She couldn’t get through the crowd on High Street much less to the State Street ramp. Shoving, getting shoved, she wound through the crowd and entered the mall only to wind through it’s tangle of onlookers and finally, finally emerge two blocks down on State Street.
She ran to the gate at the garage guarded by men with guns. In a pant, she told the guard, “I’m Morgan McFaye.”
“Get out of here,” he snarled. “Get the hell out of here.” 
But Morgan would not be deterred. She inched closer to his unshaven face. “You call upstairs now, buddy. You’re supposed to put me in his private elevator...now.”
The man studied her a moment. “Sorry, Sweetie, but you’re too old for him. Get lost.” He shoved her away to resume his place barring the entrance to the garage.
“You little motherfucker.” Quite deftly, her knee met his crotch. The man doubled over as another came running. “Unless you want the same, you call upstairs right now and tell him Morgan McFaye is here.”
The first man could no longer retain the pain and dwindled to his knees. A cadre of guards came to the rescue, and encircled her. Little did they know that being surrounded by men was a comfortable place for her. The injured man’s face winced. Against Bryant Abernathy’s orders he commanded, “Take her to his elevator.”
Nervously, she twittered all the way to the forty-ninth floor. It opened on his office and a room full of growling and hissing men, some calling out stock report numbers, the stock obviously falling through the floor. Some were on the phone shouting at court officers, his lawyers obviously. Others took notes and devised strategy.
Jerry sat at his desk, slumped over as if in death, holding his face in his hand. Quickly she approached and threw her bag to his desk. When he heard that dull thump, he quickly turned only to see her expression filled with such overflowing sympathy.
He rushed into her arms.
“Jerry, this isn’t helping,” someone called. “You need to get her out of here.”
Yet Jerry only held to her a moment before he grasped her hand and led her away through a side door into an expansive bedroom.
“This is unusual,” she whispered of the windowless room with a bathroom beyond.
“Do you know what she’s done?”
Sadly, Morgan nodded. “She’s very effectively ruined you, hasn’t she?”
“A bullet to the brain would be easier than this.”
“That’s exactly what she wants, Jerry. She said it quite succinctly a few weeks ago. She’s always wondered what it would take for you to kill yourself. Don’t let her win, man. That is one vicious woman you got your hands on there...all done up in satin and lace.”
“Don’t you think I’ve always known that!”
“Tell me you have a dungeon in your basement.”
“Hell no.” He paced around the room. “I have no idea where those pictures came from. Hell...she mighta put the shit there sometime in the last five months. I haven’t been back.”
“It doesn’t matter. This is big. You know your life will never be the same now.”
“That’s pretty obvious.” Quickly, he pulled his belt from his trousers and flailed it against the bed with enough rage inside to do damage.
She backed away a little to let him have at it. Better to drain it than contain it she always said. She merely watched while he beat the pillows, the audience he always needed, the acceptance he always wanted, the support he never got.
Just then the door opened and closed softly. Bryant stood there in shock and merely watched as Jerry beat the bed. But Morgan’s expression was stern, an obvious command to allow Jerry to continue.
But Bryant couldn’t handle seeing Jerry out of control and he cried out, “Jerry!”
Quickly, Jerry turned and saw Bryant’s panic. He stopped and drew in a deep breath. Bryant was stricken, unable to proceed on his own. Just like every other day of his life, Jerry was supposed to have all the answers. Yet, Jerry admitted, “I don’t know, okay?” There was no graceful way to redeem this one.
“I’ve called all the executives in for an emergency meeting,” Bryant said.
In horror, Jerry nodded knowing this was happening at the worst possible time for Bryant. But wasn’t that always what Cheryl was all about? Anything and everything to do as much damage as possible.
A timid knock sounded on the door.
“Get the fuck lost!” Jerry shouted.
The door opened. “Jerry, it’s me.” The door opened further and Alex stepped in. “Jerry.”
Jerry seemed to settle a bit; his expression moderated. “Alex...this is Morgan...Morgan McFaye,” he growled.
Alex nodded, having met Morgan a few days ago. “Still a pleasure, my dear,” he offered. 
“I’m only here to offer whatever support he needs at the moment,” she said to explain.
“Of course you are, precious. But frankly, I think we need to get him out of here right now. And maybe you and I together can do that.”
“Alex, I’m not leaving,” Jerry shouted. “I’m going down with the fucking ship.”
“Jerry,” Alex said softly infused with warmth and sympathy. “I just came from the penthouse. Everything’s fine upstairs now. And I just spoke to Gerald. Jerry, thankfully the stock market is closed for the day now. If we don’t get on this right now, Abernathy is going to tank. That wicked little vixen whom I should have strangled years ago isn’t even the cause of this, you know that. You know it was our father who forced this on both of us.”
Jerry peered up from his vantage at the edge of the bed. At the mention of their father, Bryant began to nervously pace.
“But it was me who let them both live,” Jerry gasped.
“I know. But fear doesn’t make consideration for taste. The woman raped me, Jerry.”
Quickly, Jerry looked up at Alex and then glanced at Morgan. Rape!? He could barely envision it. He studied Morgan a moment longer to see her sorrow over that statement, something she apparently believed. The very thing Jerry had thought of for so long now. The heel of Jerry’s hand dug into his eyes. “Fuck...” 
“I’ll stay with you.”
Quickly, Jerry shook his head and peered up at his brother with undeniable grief. “So this is how it ends?”
Openly, Alex stared. “I’m afraid so, Love. But only your career. Certainly not your life. I, personally, am hoping we have a lot to look forward to.”
With that, Jerry wept. The emanations were tortured and Morgan only wanted to cuddle him now. She moved closer and he reached out. He grabbed her body into his arms and cried hopelessly to her stomach, needing her as badly as he needed anything or anyone else just now. 
A little frightened, she looked at Alex. But Alex only smiled, obviously saddened by the day’s events. His brother’s humiliation was a tragedy, but his desire to support Jerry was evident.
“Why don’t you both come to my place?” she asked Alex. “Just a little bed and breakfast place, thirty miles from here. I’ve got seven empty bedroom suites waiting to be filled up. Three hundred acres to roam, restore yourselves and get away from this for awhile. At least until you know what direction you want to go in.”
“That’s very generous,” Alex said quickly. Yet, he hesitated to think a moment. The thought that Brian might be moved to take some action in a positive direction knowing his father was in Morgan’s house made sense. He turned to his brother. “Jerry, I think that’s a good idea.”
“Alex…” He was unable to say why that was the worst idea in front of Morgan.
“Trust me, Love. I think it will all work out.”
Jerry released Morgan. “I don’t even fucking know what to do.”
“Then trust me,” Alex said softly. 
Jerry paused. But then he nodded. “Call Gerald.”
Filled with grace, Alex swirled to the edge of the bed and took Jerry’s hand. “Gerald’s waiting in your office now to put together a statement for the press.”
Jerry’s clutch on Alex’s hand tightened and then released. “If somebody could just pull this knife out my back.”
“I know. I know.”
Morgan watched intently the two men before her as they held to each other. That once upon a time they were very close was obvious. They could read each other quite accurately. They were twins. But it seemed there was more to it.
“I’ll be out in a minute,” Jerry offered.
Alex nodded. He smiled warmly at Morgan and then went to Bryant who was visibly shaking and embraced him tenderly. Softly, Alex closed the door behind him.
Terrified, Jerry peered up at her. “I’m not sure coming to your place is a good idea.”
“I am. I think it’s an excellent idea.” She dropped to her knees to peer directly into him. “You need me right now, and I desperately need you. I love you.”
“Oh, Morgan...” Filled with hopelessness, he cradled her face in his hands, caught in a quagmire between her and his son.
She rose and went to the bathroom, moistened a cloth with warm water. Gently, she held it over his face as his hand went to hers to hold it there a moment.
He swallowed hard to cure the ache in his throbbing sinus cavities. Disoriented, he let go of her and dragged the cloth over his face a final time. This was worse than any beating he ever took from his own father. He felt Brian’s pain to have been used like this by his own mother. And Brian was upstairs now believing he created this situation.
“Alright,” he said stoically. “Bryant...”
“Jerry, I need to kill that bitch.”
“Pay attention,” Jerry ordered. 
Bryant fell into the chair beside of the bed to listen as if his life depended on it. 
“I know this is not a good time for you,” Jerry said surely. “I know you got a lot going on...divorce, fucked up kids and even more. I’m gonna help you through it, though.”
“What are you trying to tell me?”
“We always knew this day was coming, Bryant. We’ve talked about it for years. You’re taking over today.”
“Jerry,” Bryant protested.
“You can do it.”
“Jerry, I can’t tolerate this. You still need to be here. I can’t do this job if that bitch is still out there gunning for us.”
“Judas fucking Priest, would you please try to concentrate?” Angrily, he grabbed his brother into his arms. “She just seized an opportunity that Dad left her with. She couldn’t have possibly set this up by herself. She’s a half a world away and she’s done all the damage she can do now.”
Confused, Bryant pulled away and fell into a chair. “So you’re still running the place and I’ll sign everything.” 
Jerry shook his head sadly, understanding now how his attitude has been construed over the years. “I know I’ve run this company the way Dad did and you haven’t always approved. But it’s your company now. And if you want to take prisoners instead of the slash and burn attitude I’ve always had...then maybe the company will be better for it.”
“I can’t believe you’re saying this to me.”
“We’ll talk more later. Right now, you need to take over. I’m finished.”
“We’re still brothers?”
“Oh, God, Bryant, I’m sorry.” Only now did he realize how his viciousness caused his brother so much distress. “We need to talk. You fucking pull it together right now, damnit. I’ll be out in a minute.”
Bryant only stared incredulously. 
“Truly, I love you,” Jerry said again. “But right now I need you. The company needs you. Two million people world-wide want to keep their jobs and they are depending on you.”
Bryant straightened a little and dragged his hand over his face. And then he turned to Morgan. “You’ll take care of him?”
“That’s why I’m here now. You can depend on me,” she said firmly. 
Bryant straightened even more letting the air of authority inflate him. “I’ll see you in a little bit.” Solemnly, he walked out.
Full of such deep anguish, Jerry peered up at her. He fell back on the bed, his expression full of bitter quietude. “I have such a fucked-up family. I never realized how much I contributed to it.”
“Nobody lives within the perfect family,” she whispered with empathy
“Our father was a ...psychopath. And when he died, I took over.”
“I get that now. And your father hated Alex, didn’t he?”
“He thought of Alex as...little less...than a little girl. Didn’t even want to believe that Alex was his son. The problem with that is we’re twins. I got to be the strong one.”
She studied the hunch of his shoulders, the way his head hung. “And it left everyone in the family scared to death to...be in love?”
The pain in that twisted the arteries around his heart and choked it for a moment. “I’m not sure any of my brothers have been in love. With women or men. Too dangerous.”
Obviously. Jerry’s desire for an occasional man had festered until it turned to poison. Likely Bryant had interest in men and that interest made him impotent with the fear he would be found out, also. They were afraid to love whomever they would because their father had hated their gay brother. 
“So just think of this little trip through the inferno as the road to purgatory, if you would, please.” 
A pained and bitter smile graced his face. “When does the road dump out into heaven?”
“Right around the corner because I love you. I love you desperately.”
“Oh Morgan…” Instantly, he was returned to the sulfuric flames of perdition. Without hesitation, he crushed her body to his; her shoulders wrapped to his chest. If only her undiluted love, her constant concern, her unselfish care of him could be his. He drew in a deep agonized breath and stood away. “I have to go resign now. And then I have to see my son in the penthouse. And then we’ll go home.”
Home, she thought bitterly. It would never be home without Brian but the only way to get over someone is to fall in love again. Jerry Abernathy had made that very easy for her. “Home. Would you like me to go with you considering your son has had this thrown in his face today?”
Unable to quit shaking, he peered into her soft compassion. “He stopped in to see me this morning before all of this broke loose. Cheryl told him ten years ago he’s not mine. But even that isn’t what he’s angry about.”
“That is one tortured woman.” Her eyes were wild with the fear of what Cheryl was capable of. “But please remember...she may have screwed you, but she had to screw herself to do it.”
The twist of a smile softened his lips. Yet he opened the door and left it open for her to follow.
Dutifully, she followed yet she stood away from the crowd, the men huddled to strategize the defense. Alex came to her aid and nudged her gently with his elbow. He was a kind man, very well bred, yet he remained quiet, silently instructing her to do so by his very presence. 
“Morgan,” Cherry said happily and came toward her.
“I’m so sorry about this,” Morgan whispered. She reached out for the copy of the Globe tucked under Cherry’s arm.
“I don’t know where my mother is at. I didn’t think she’d ruin him.”
Sadly, Morgan shook her head. She peered at the grainy headshot of Cheryl on the cover. And then something caught her eye. She drew it closer and then backed off again.
“What?” Cherry asked under her breath.
“When was this picture taken?” Morgan asked curiously.
“No one knows that, darling,” Alex mewed.
Morgan whispered, “I know my eyes are gettin’ old but look...here.” She held a finger to the corner of Cheryl’s eye.
Alex gasped, his chest heaving with a pant. Suddenly animated, he began to shake and he looked to Cherry grinning with a delighted snarl.
“Do you think?” Cherry asked excitedly.
Cattily, Alex laughed.
“It’s worth a little investigation,” Cherry shot back quickly. “Don’t let them go on camera until I get back.” Quickly, she ran for the door.
 
* * * *
 
“What more could they want from me?” Jerry hollered, filled with frustration. As a cluster, the others backed away. 
Only Bryant stood firm as he reached for his suit jacket. “We’re just gonna take one thing at a time, Jer. See if we can’t get the stock values to at least half of what they were yesterday.” Bryant straightened as if to issue an edict. “But Jerry’s still in charge around here although it will be my signature on everything.”
“No,” Jerry said. “No, Bryant. I’m done. I’ve had enough of this shit.” He grabbed for a cigarette, a Virginia Slim that Brian left behind. He slid them into his pocket hoping Morgan hadn’t seen them. “I mean...if you have questions--and you will--I’ll answer them. But I’m done with it. As of now...” He stood to take his brother’s hand and peer deeply into Bryant’s eyes, “...you are the CEO of Abernathy Acquisitions, Incorporated.”
“Dear God, I’m sorry, Jerry.” Bryant threw his arms around his older brother and hugged him tightly. He pounded Jerry’s back and then let go only enough to hold to Jerry’s shoulders and stare into him. “I’ll take that bitch out if it’s the last thing I do.”
“NO,” Jerry hollered. “If you do that, she’ll think I give a shit and I don’t, Bryant. She’s in France with her buddy, turning tricks and I don’t give a shit. As long as she’s out of my face, she’s out of my mind. I want it to stay that way.”
Bryant was horrified to think that Jerry wouldn’t seek retribution. “You can’t lay down for this!” 
“Don’t pressure me. Get your ass downstairs and tell the world I’ve resigned. Where the hell is Cherry?”
“This isn’t over. Alex, talk some sense into him. That bitch needs to pay for this.”
“I’ll take care of it,” Alex said surely. 
Bryant nodded. “Cherry!” He turned and grabbed Gerald. At the door he was met by Cherry and the family’s personal physician. “What’s going on?”
Cherry only winked and led them away.
Jerry returned to his chair and drew in a deep breath. The few remaining underlings from the accounting and public relations departments looked helplessly on. “Go on,” he commanded. “Nothing more you can do here.”
“Mr. Abernathy...”one offered with tears in his eyes.
“Thank you.” Quietly, the guy turned and walked out.
Only Alex approached and propped on the desk next to Jerry. Filled with sadness, he looked to the floor. There was nothing witty or sarcastic to say at the moment, this moment, the second most horrible in Jerry’s life. “So it’s all taken care of now and we’re leaving.”
“I need to go upstairs for a minute.” Yet he turned to the television, the regularly scheduled programming interrupted for Gerald’s statement.
“...under Jerry’s leadership Abernathy Acquisitions has doubled its revenue in the twenty five years of Jerry’s tenure. AAI has been a world wide leader in in-house daycare systems, both for children and elders. Every employee of AAI has health and disability insurance because of Jerry. Markets world wide have been opened due to Jerry’s influence, which has greatly benefited agriculture, mining, steel processing and auto manufacturing. Rather than take advantage of third world sweat shops...”
“It’s a eulogy,” Jerry gasped.
Solemnly, Alex bowed his head. It was indeed a eulogy. There was no way to wrap ribbons and bows around it.
“...but due to Jerry’s PERSONAL affairs, Jerry has decided to resign. Bryant Abernathy, my brother, is now the Chief Executive Officer of Abernathy Acquisitions Incorporated,” Gerald said. He held out his arm for Bryant to step into. Bryant came into view.
“Mr. Abernathy,” a reporter shouted. “Are any of these allegations true?”
“I’m not here to discuss Jerry’s personal affairs other to tell you that Cheryl signed the divorce papers last night before she left town. Those papers were filed with the court earlier this morning and will by tomorrow be on the public record. That’s all I can say. So if you have questions about the company...”
“Cherry,” one of them yelled. “Where’s Brian?”
Cherry stepped up to the podium. She assumed a party girl irreverence and winked. “Hiding. Can you imagine why?” 
“Cherry, who’s Brian’s father?” one shouted.
With a little pout, she taunted, “Aren’t you at all interested in who my father is?”
Jerry smiled as he watched these seasoned reporters fall silent a moment getting played by his daughter. 
Quite soberly, she merely continued without prompting, “The truth is I am not Jerry’s biological offspring, and that’s a great big maybe where Brian is concerned. That’s a rather insignificant fact in our lives. He’s our father, he raised us and we love him dearly.” 
“Is Alex his father?”
“Alex and Jerry are identical twins,” she said. “That’s something no paternity test can tell us.” 
“Are any of these allegations true?”
“Honey, we don’t have the next week to work through them one by one.” She held up an 8 x 10 glossy of the same picture on the cover of the Globe. Audible gasps from reporters filtered through the sound system. “For now, I’d like you to meet one of our family’s physicians to explain about my mother’s last face lift three years ago.”
“Oh, shit. Alex,” Jerry cried out with a sigh of relief.
Broadly, Alex smiled. “Yes, darling. So all of this nonsense falls under suspicion now. It was Morgan who realized that horrid picture was the doctor’s file photo after her last lift.”
Filled with gratitude, he reached out to beg Morgan to come to him. Quickly, she went to him, fell in his lap and curled around him. “Curious, the mob mentality,” she said softly. “Everybody was so anxious to nail you they didn’t examine the picture that closely. And the paper was so anxious to print it, they didn’t even retouch it.”
“And the fact that she tried to pass that off as an injury after a beating makes everything in the article suspect.”
“Of course it does.”
He drew in the first deep breath of the day. “How can I thank you?”
“Just come out to Avalon and relax, get your wits about you again.”
Jerry hesitated, but then nodded. He hadn’t realized there were so many people who truly cared about him and he was not only grateful for that, but quite humbled.
With that, Alex turned off the television. Anything more could do Jerry no good. For a protracted moment, Jerry stared at the blank screen and then peered up at his brother. “What the hell am I supposed to do tomorrow morning?”
“Sleep in, maybe?” Alex offered sarcastically.
Tenderly, Jerry smiled. He grabbed Alex’s hand and pulled him to the elevator. “We’ll be back in a few minutes, Honey.”
“Take your time,” she said. Yet she sat in his chair, curious of Jerry’s actions and his deep affection unconsciously displayed for his brother.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Forty-Two
 
 
The elevator doors were barely closed when Jerry gasped, “How the hell am I supposed to tell Brian I’m going to Morgan’s when I asked him to stay with me?”
“You’re going to tell him that both you and I are going to Morgan’s to assuage any fear he has of you being with her tonight. Cherry will stay with him. And then you’re going to explain that you’ll get him out of the Tower in the morning and that he should come to her place and put things right with her tomorrow. This needs to be resolved, Jerry. None of us can live like this. It needs to be resolved and him feeling fearful of her rejection should she find out who he is is bullshit.”
“I agree with that.”
The elevator doors slid open to reveal Brian curled on the sofa, a cigarette in one hand, another burning in the ashtray. 
“Dad!”
“Are you okay?”
“This is totally fucked up. And Mom won’t answer her damned phone.”
“You’ve tried to call her for what purpose, Brian? What good would it do at this point? She’s done what she’s always threatened to do.”
“Is that why you stayed with her so long?”
Solemnly, Jerry shook his head believing Brian didn’t need to hear the entire truth now. The truth was yes...and no. The truth was he had believed that this would be the moment Cheryl revealed the truth of Brian’s paternity and Jerry didn’t want that. Jerry didn’t want Brian to suffer like that or Alex to hate him forever. But Brian already knew ten years ago. 
“There’s more important things than that to talk about.” Yet he perked to the soft drone on the television.
“...and since Mrs. Abernathy is out of the country at present, the prosecutor cannot comment on the ongoing investigation into the allegations she has made.”
Everything in the article was now suspect, including the accusation of rape.
“Listen carefully,” Jerry commanded. “Because I don’t know what to think or do, Alex believes that Morgan’s offer to let him and I stay at her place for awhile is a good idea.” 
Instantly, Brian deflated and turned away. But Jerry grabbed his hand and crushed it in his zeal to protect his son.
“I won’t do it unless you agree to it and I won’t do it unless you promise me you’re going to call her tomorrow and explain everything, Brian. She has to know who you are finally. I mean... damnit, you were just gonna invite the entire family in for the wedding and then mention, ‘Oh, I’m sorry but I forgot to tell you I’m Brian Abernathy, the one the entire world is looking for, darling?’”
“I don’t know what the hell I’m doing!”
“That’s obvious. And there’s things about her you don’t know. She needs to get real with you.”
“What are you talking about?”
“I’m talking about the reason she won’t marry you...or any man, including me, Brian. You see, I had her investigated before I got involved with her. There’s things you don’t know about her, too. But I want you to call her first thing in the morning and do some serious talking. I want very much for you two to work it out.”
“Do you mean that?”
The thought made his stomach convulse yet he said insistently, “Yes. I can see how you two could be very good together. She’s like an untamed mare, wild and free and always in heat. And you...forever the class clown, aren’t you? You never take anything too seriously...except Morgan.”
“I’ve grown up a little since then.”
“Not too much, I hope.”
“She’s gonna be pretty pissed to find out who I really am, you know.”
“I don’t think so. But I don’t want you to be too pissed when you find out what she’s been hiding, either.”
Brian trembled to think what Jerry might have found in his investigation of her. That was the reason he didn’t get with her too quickly. “Can’t you tell me now?”
“No. It really needs to come from her. But I will promise you...if she won’t tell you, I will.” Because Brian needed to know. Brian definitely needed to be aware of what Morgan could do if ever Morgan lost control. Jerry needed to protect his son.
Heavily, Brian sighed. “I guess it’s best this way.”
“I understand how hard this is for you. She grew up so damned poor and you were one the world’s wealthiest kids. The chasm between you is a great divide.”
Genuflecting, Brian smiled. “We went to France for my birthday one year. God, she’s so cute, Dad. Trying to teach me how to order dinner in French. And you should hear her accent. What’s she gonna think when she finds out I spent entire summers in Paris, a guest of the very privileged elite? That I partied on the Riviera, skied Chaminix. Hop on a jet to cross the Alps because I felt like pizza one night when she had to save for something like that? That I could piss away a year’s salary for her in Monte Carlo in a single night? That I’ve fucked the Princess of Monaco?”
Uneasy about that, Jerry peered up at Alex. 
“I don’t think your confession requires that kind of detail, precious. But now I understand something,” Alex admitted. “You like your life with her and you don’t want that to change.”
“Never,” Brian insisted.
“And you’re scared to death that should she develop a taste for that lifestyle, she’ll want to live it, but that she won’t really fit in?”
Brian shrugged. “It’s not that I don’t think she’s capable of it. Morgan just doesn’t have enough bullshit in her to maintain a conversation about who’s fucking who, how much who got in a divorce settlement, and who died and left someone a fortune.”
Alex peered at Jerry. “That’s not unreasonable.”
“No, it’s not,” he whispered. “But I’m afraid that’s a risk you’re going to have to take.”
“I’m afraid, too, Dad. It’s a foregone conclusion that she’d run into some of my acquaintances of questionable character, only too happy to tell where I’ve been.”
“Like Renee?”
“Yep. So even if I can convince her to marry me, what do we have to look forward to?”
“Just be patient with her, Brian. Maybe she will be smitten at first, but there’s nothing shallow about her. It’s not like she asked you to leave.”
Tentatively, Brian nodded. “So you’re going out there tonight?”
“Brian,” Alex started, “Jerry really needs to get away from this place. From everything that has to do with Abernathy and reminds him of the past. He needs to put it behind him at least for tonight. I really think it’s the best idea for him and since Morgan offered, I accepted. But only with the guarantee that you are going to call her in the morning. Or even tonight.”
“Alright,” Brian said softly. Still, he was so unsure of any of this.
“Cherry will stay with you tonight. Will you be alright?” Jerry asked quickly.
“No. But I’ll get through the night.”
“Will you call me if you need me?”
“Yes.” He was grateful for the support.
“Alright then. We’ll pack a few things and then I’m gonna go have a drink and get some sleep.”
“Maybe you oughta eat. Kitty’s an awful good cook.”
Jerry leered. “Kitty’s pretty damn good at a whole hell of a lot of things.”
With Jerry’s appreciation of Kitty’s varied talents, likely including the sexual arts, Brian relaxed back into the cushions, knowing his father had had her and could quite possibly be diverted.
 
* * * *
 
The plans were quickly made. Morgan would sneak Jerry out in her car and Alex and Kitty could follow in a limo, the press uninterested in what Alex was doing. They were still certain that the rift between the twins was permanent.
With the top and the heavily tinted windows closed tightly, Morgan inched out of the garage and blended into traffic. No one could have believed it was still two hours before the evening rush, the main streets still clogged with an audience, that audience awaiting the law to come for Jerry Abernathy and take him away in chains.
Rather than attempt to get to the freeway, she headed east on Broad Street to get out of the city. Just east of downtown, the throng thinned and Jerry relaxed finally.
“A little better already, huh?”
“This is not something you have to do or get involved in, you know.”
“I’m already very involved, Jerry.” Insistently, she wrapped her hand around his thigh. Rather than deny his involvement, he threaded his fingers through hers as if to create a woven bond.
“How far?” 
“Ten minutes,” she whispered. She wanted more than anything to get him home, massaged, relaxed, fed. At two in the afternoon, traffic was light beyond the outerbelt. 
She turned off the state highway onto a rather poorly maintained township road. “Boonies?”
“Yes.”
Barely a mile down the road, she turned onto a lane dividing a stand of thick evergreens and pushed a button inside the car. By the time they arrived at the entrance, the gates were open and she wheeled through them under a heavy blanket of cool shade, a small forest through which the driveway twined. But that forest gave way to a view of her home, a magnificent red brick house whitewashed to appear as old as the original.
“Oh, Morgan,” he whispered. The façade was three stories high. The huge columns at the front supported the upper floor’s wrap-around porch. But it was the exquisite knot garden in front that choked his breath. Boxwoods carved to the shapes of animals, globes and columns sat amidst the carefully tended squares of herbs. A boxwood in the very center was formed to the shape of a heart. The scent was intoxicating. And it was all due to Brian.
She pulled into the garage and jumped out. Another car was parked there, a common everyday car, probably Kitty’s. He followed her through the door into the kitchen.
“This is beautiful.” Shamelessly, he stared at the pure white cabinets and black granite countertops. The hardwood floor was painted black and finished with polyurethane. It was covered with thick-fringed runners ornamented with latticed vines and bright flowers of every hue.
“You can be comfortable here?”
“Yes.” Because truly he could. Relaxing a little, he breathed in the airiness, the expansiveness, the stray shafts of light pouring through the sparkling windows. But the answer would be no if the rest of the property was as carefully crafted as the front by his son.
“Let me take you upstairs, get you in the shower and then I’ll start dinner so Kitty can finish up.”
“Is there a TV up there?”
“No.” Her bright green eyes were a perfect match to the philodendrons hanging in pots from her white beadboard ceiling. “You need to let go of it, at least for tonight. Tomorrow...you can kick somebody’s ass and then get their name, if that’s what you want to do.”
Easily, he smiled. It wasn’t that she was a raving beauty, the kind he generally encountered in his circles. It was only that she was too natural and the place she lived was the perfect compliment to her. Everything about this place was of nature, even the color of her hair, her eyes, the tiny laugh lines at the corners of her eyes others would have had botoxed to death. Need he even mention the breasts, still firm and dense without the benefit of silicone. 
As if he no longer had a say in the matter, he allowed himself to be led up a sweeping staircase over carpet cut to fit each tread leaving the edges of red oak exposed. But those little details drifted beyond his interest now, because it was her soft round ass, a derrière so succulent he wanted nothing more than a bite out of it.
“I haven’t seen a lot of color in your life, so I don’t know which room you would prefer.” She opened the first door down an avenue of doors and pulled him in. The carpet reminded him of the seafoam rushing to shore only to linger there and be warmed by the sun. The walls, a soft celery, were mottled with a pearl glaze. The crown molding and ceiling fan blades painted pure white.
“This is fine, honey.” He took off his jacket and laid it on the edge of a sprawling bed. He moved past the chaise lounge, the over-stuffed chair in soft cream chenille to the French doors covered in sheers. Quietly, he opened the door and stepped out onto the porch.
But he didn’t linger. The back of the house was even more ornately crafted than the front. He didn’t want to think about Brian right now. He wanted only to lose himself in Morgan.
“Let me help you,” she whispered. With her arms enfolding him, she loosened his belt and then his trousers. They slipped to the floor and he stepped out of them. He could only turn and take her into his arms.
Jesus God, he prayed as he held her trembling frame in his arms. The very best thing that’s ever happened to me...other than my son.
What seemed not a moment later, he stood under the soft amber hue of a sunlamp feeling sheets of moist warmth course over his body in waves. Her breasts pressed against his back, her nipples inflated ready to offer the sustenance he so desperately needed. The fur of her mound tickled against his leg as she slipped under his arm, slid up his body and wrapped her arms around his neck.
“I’m gonna take care of you,” she whispered, her tongue in his ear.
Something in him screamed 'no', as if a pitchfork stabbed into his heart. Yet his arms crushed her to him, her breasts flattened against his chest. No one had ever said that to him before, not even his mother. He opened his mouth on her parted lips, drove his tongue into her mouth as if to swallow her, to drink down her essence, her energy, her volatility and serenity.
She pulled away only a little to clasp his face in her hands and leave a shimmering kiss on his lips. “You take your time. Lay down for a while if you want. I’ll go start dinner and mix the martinis.”
What more could he possibly want from anyone? He smiled; he released her only to watch as she bent over, her breasts dangling, to wrap a towel around her hair. As she bounced toward the door, her smile so sweet, she kissed the tips of her fingers and tossed it toward him. What the hell more could he want? He braced himself against the shower wall, stood under the flowing water and wept.
 
* * * *
 
An attempt to rest was futile. His mind churned with the day’s events and settled on nothing. It bounced from Cheryl to Abernathy, from Brian to Morgan. Could Bryant actually handle the pressure and responsibility? Could Brian and Morgan work it out?
Rather than let riddles without clues drive him insane, he opened the armoire door and found a soft terry robe of white. The woman had a thing for purity, he noted and slipped it on, went downstairs.
Fuck, as he peered around the corner to see her in a fluttering cream gown, something thin, almost sheer, shimmering, the soft folds lying over her hips as if it were a second skin. The sleeves flowed to the floor, something out of one of those paintings of virgin damsels in museums, a perfect canvas to set off the color of rich bronze cascading from the crown of her head. When she turned, it cinched under her breasts in a wide band, plunged between those breasts to expose cleavage deep enough to suffocate within.
“Come on in,” she mewed. Her lashes batted covered only in the softest sable, a touch of blush on her cheeks. Her lips of creamy salmon smiled, but the nod to modern notions of feminine beauty ended there.
Without will to resist, he moved barefoot over the thick, soft runner. “Can I help?”
“No. Kitty can finish up.” She reached into the refrigerator for a plate of shrimp and cocktail sauce. “And since we’ll eat outside tonight, you can just get comfortable out there.”
He followed her into the scent wafting on a breeze through the door. Onto the flagstones, the expansiveness of this place was incredible to behold. The ancient trees swayed lazily to the afternoon breeze. But it was over the low wall around the veranda crafted of the same stone he noted the flowers, colors he couldn’t describe, only appreciate, to remind of Brian.
She stood by the chaise, her gown flowing as did the trees. The long strands of ornamental grasses swayed with the forces that compelled it rather than resist. Quickly, he fell into it and curled a little as she laid the tray of shrimp on the table. She perched on the very edge holding a large glass of sparkling amber liquid reflecting the stray shafts of light through the ice.
“That’s a martini?”
“No. This is southern iced tea, a water-based concoction to help cure your dehydration...and your headache,” she whispered. 
“How do you know I have a headache?” 
“You haven’t eaten today and you look like shit because you feel like shit. But by the time I put you to bed tonight, you’ll feel much better.”
He held the glass to his lips and sipped. He tipped the glass and drank deep. “That’s pretty good stuff. Not sweet.”
“Anybody who drinks as much as you doesn’t do sweet.”
“I do drink too much, don’t I?” But the sentiment was cut short by, “Dear God.” He curled tighter to see two animals the size of ponies lope onto the porch. Their huge velvety muzzles pressed into his feet, sniffed at his legs, drove into his groin.
“Easy,” she hissed. She reached out to stroke their clipped ears. “This is Mr. Abernathy. He’s staying with us awhile. Be nice, damnit.” With determination, she jerked the choke chain of the one more aggressively sniffing at his armpit. Suddenly, a broad flat tongue swept over his cheek for a taste. “That’s enough. GO!” The dogs leapt over the wall, loped across the lawn and disappeared into the woods.
“What the hell was that?”
“Fame and Fortune. Their father was a Westminster champion Great Dane. My little girl, Fame, is very protective of me and consequently more aggressive in her desire to know who’s around than Fortune. He’s content to be entertained and served.”
“Curious. I thought it would be the other way around.”
“Don’t be stupid. Males can be taught to protect and defend, unto death if necessary, but in females it’s an instinct. Think about your average lion lulling around the savanna waiting for mom to bring home the zebra. He gets up off his dead ass long enough to get his fill and then leaves the rest for her and the kids. He only defends the pride from other lions who might want his pussy cat, while the mommies defend the babies to death and kill the infirm rather than allow them to be eaten alive.”
His expression somber, her stared conspicuously. “Never thought of it that way.”
She leaned forward to leave a quick kiss on his cheek and go for more tea.
Never, never noticed, he thought. Defend the pride. He thought about his little pride at the moment. And Morgan, the coveted pussycat of all the males...and his daughter, too. He thought about the moment Morgan defended her little pride, when her mother laid on the floor slowly dying from a beating and she struck out and murdered the man who did it. About how he only accepted what his father and his wife threw at him until Morgan came and freed him.
He also thought about Fame and Fortune. Curious that she would give her dogs those names. Fame was more aggressive than Fortune. Was Morgan more aggressive when it came to fame? Maybe Brian had it right when he feared the loss of this life-style to cavorting the globe because she wanted it.
But Jerry was the interloper here. Yet the sense that Brian needed him, that Brian merely wanted him remained firm. But how?
“Oh, love, this place is beautiful.” He watched Alex swirl up the steps onto the porch. “It feels like an English garden...with grass.”
“Yeah, it is.” 
“How are you?”
“Did anybody follow you?”
Alex shook his head.
“And you left the guards at the gate?”
Alex nodded and Jerry relaxed a little more. But how would Morgan handle the extra people around when she was so easy to be free of commotion? And married to an Abernathy, whether it was Brian or him, that commotion provided a wall of protection she didn’t know she would need. 
“Alex,” Morgan said happily in greeting. “What can I get for you? A martini, tea, your own personal valet, a room with a view?”
“All of that, Precious, and in that order, thank you.”
She turned to retrieve part of it and make a quick phone call. Alex sat beside Jerry and offered, “Fetching, isn’t she?”
“That come-hither shit is just about more than I can handle,” Jerry admitted. “But I hope you know what she means by valet.”
“A servant?”
“Definitely a servant. The kind who takes care of anything you might want.”
“Oh. Oh!” His eyes lit a little. “Oh, shit!”
“I’m sure he’ll keep you warm tonight.”
“Oh, shit. Is this something I should do?”
“You already said you’d accept her hospitality. I believe you’ll have to pay for it, though.”
“Oh, shit! You mean a real live...”
“Stud.”
“Oh, God!” His hand fanned rapidly in front of his face. “She has a way of keeping people’s minds off their problems.”
“I know. It sucks, doesn’t it?”
“I’m sorry.” Genuinely concerned, he reached out and laid his hand on Jerry’s. “But I just can’t help but think everything will work out.”
Jerry drew in a deep breath and heavily sighed. “Alex, I don’t see how this can work out for any of us.” 
 
* * * *
 
Alex laid his fork on the plate and dabbed at his mouth with a napkin. “Oh darling, that was wonderful. Simply delicious.”
“Thank you,” Morgan said graciously. “But we do have something on the menu for dessert.”
“Ohhh...let’s see. Cherries flambè, baked Alaska, perhaps, the perfect finish to this little delight?”
“Something a little meatier. So if you’ll just relax, I’ll be right back.”
Quickly, Kitty followed, but Alex only stared through the torchlight at his brother. “This is the moment?”
“This is it.”
“A slave?”
“A sex slave. Be gracious, please.”
“Oh my God, Jerry.” Undone, he fumbled for a cigarette. 
“It’s what she does, Alex. She’s a Mistress. A for real, honest to God Mistress.”
“Oh, my God. So all this time it really was Morgan. That old hussy of yours could handle the hookers, but when Morgan walked through the door...”
“I know I know. She couldn’t handle Morgan. Nobody can, not even Brian. Not even me. Morgan is much too powerful for any of us, and the best thing you can do is simply succumb to the pleasures she offers and return the favor by offering your gratitude.”
“This is too much. She’s really got boys for me to look over...and I can...”
“Do anything you want with them. That’s what Kitty is to her. A slave.”
“Oh, how delicious. And you don’t mind?”
“Of course not.”
Yet Jerry arose and went to the chaise to get out of the frey. And Alex merely rearranged himself, pulled the robe a little tighter and gathered his wits.
 
* * * *
 
Alex’s breath stopped to see the youthful hard bodies step lively through the door. They formed a semi-circle around him, their penises pointing directly at him. His heart thudded in his chest. It had been so many impossible years since he had seen anything that eager to please or be pleased. The soft rounded heads bobbed just a bit, the rounder sac of balls dangled underneath.
“Oh my God,” he gasped, nearly overcome with the sight of them.
Just then, Morgan let out with a little snap to one of their asses to force that one to the fore. “Mr. Abernathy,” she started harshly, “they are all voice-trained and won’t speak unless you want them to. They can take care of your clothes, your bed, and they are also trained not to spill unless you desire it. They can go for months servicing only you. It’s always better to keep them tense and eager to please.”
Nervously, Alex peered up at Morgan. But Alex was so totally submissive he didn’t know what to do.
“As you can see, they are all very well endowed and eager to please. All trained in every kind of massage.” She reached out and grabbed a penis to pull it toward him. Yet he refused to take it.
“Turn around,” she commanded. Quickly, the three of them did so in unison and grasped the backs of their necks to allow their full physiques to be seen. Only then did she grab Alex’s quivering hand and lay it on Rick’s ass. Alex shivered uncontrollably, unaware that people like this actually existed and he could have anything he wanted with anyone of them.
“Over,” she shouted. They bent at the hips to expose their most precious places to hopefully what would be their new Master and gainful employment.
Uncontrollably Alex shook. Yet she grasped his hand again to place it between Rick’s legs that Alex might lift the balls and let his hand sweep down the penis.
“Oh, God, I was born fifty years too soon,” he cried. Carefully, he fondled the goods.
“You can try them all and see which one is a better fit.”
“Oh, darling…”
To get rid of them a moment and let Alex catch his breath without exposing Jerry to what was to happen, she hissed, “Downstairs.” Hurriedly, they ran quite familiar with her dungeon.
Alex fumbled with a cigarette, wholly undone by this turn of events. But she turned to Jerry... “You’ll be alright for a few minutes?”
“Absolutely, baby.” He was grateful he wasn’t forced to watch.
“Would you like one of them for yourself?”
“Later, maybe.” He had enjoyed the sight of Rick.
“Mr. Abernathy,” she said quite formally, turning to Alex. “Are you ready?”
On shaky legs, Alex rose and wobbled for a moment, but he was determined to get there. He straightened himself never having been exposed to anything like this. This was too much, too exciting, too engrossing. And if he understood he was to penetrate every one of them to see who fit the best.
“Yes, darling,” he whispered. He dropped the glowing cigarette into the ashtray.
She took his hand and led him through the house to the wonderful path that led to the lower level. A curving staircase was entirely walled so that it seemed a descent into mystery. He clutched to the handrail to steady himself.
As he moved into her dungeon seeing the things there most confusing, he gasped, “Oh my God.” But it was the three males, their perfect unblemished asses already oiled and ready for his use that made him quiver.
“Can I help you?” she asked.
His head bobbed on his neck. He definitely needed help.
She grabbed a bottle of oil and pulled him toward them. And then she opened his robe to push it off his shoulders. With his penis in hand, she covered it lightly with oil.
“Just a little test run...to see which one is more comfortable for you,” she said softly.
So horribly turned on but shaking badly, Alex approached. He held to his own penis and pointed it at the orifice. With a little too much zeal he pushed in, not having been with anybody but that damned Charles for so long. Someone that couldn’t be used like this, but was only too happy to use him.
“Is it too tight?” Morgan asked.
“Is that possible?”
“Absolutely. Try him,” she said nodding to the next.
Gently, Alex pulled out and stumbled a little. Again, he penetrated a little too fast and a soft moan spilled out of the throat.
“I’m sorry,” Alex gasped.
But Morgan shook her head. “You don’t have to be sorry. They’re here for your pleasure. Go deep.”
Alex forced in a little further, his hands clasped to the narrow waist. It was delightful, the heat, the command he felt to have these submissives at his beck and call. The sudden urge to thrust assuaged him but he pulled away.
A little more comfortable now, he penetrated the last. The feel was most definitely different, a little more soothing, but this one was a little older than the rest. He reached around and took the penis in one hand, the balls in the other, simply delirious with this turn of events. 
“Would you like to know how well versed they are in the art of fellatio?”
Astounded, Alex stared up. “Of course.” Dutifully, he followed her to the bathroom.
She was so beautiful as she smiled at him and reached out for his organ. She smeared the soap on it and then rinsed it with a hose. “Are we having fun yet?”
“Oh, precious, what is this mystery of yours?”
“It’s my job. To keep people happy and entertained. And I’m hoping you’ll be comfortable here, and care to stay as long as Jerry because I see you have a very calming effect on him. You two were very close at one time, weren’t you?”
He drew in a heavy breath even as she handled his organ to dry it.
“So you can go measure their mouths and pick one out and I hope you can be comfortable.”
“You have to be the most mysterious woman I’ve ever met.” How did Brian ever tear himself away from her?
“It’s my job.” Gently, she took his hand and led him back to the dungeon.
Alex stood before the first already perched on his knees, his lips already parted. The slave reached out for the organ and wrapped his lips around it. In the desire for employment, he opened his throat and began to swallow.
Alex backed away. It felt as if he were being devoured. He’d never met so many people so well trained in the sexual arts. But in the end, he still preferred the older one, older than the others by only a few years, his early thirties.
“Would you like to know what that one feels like inside of you?”
“Yes.”
The snap of her fingers filled the room and Rick lurched off the floor. She pulled Alex that he might stand braced against a table, a little bent, something he was obviously more comfortable with. The slave came quickly and knelt behind.
Rick’s hands slid up Alex’s legs, covered in the soft terry cloth robe. Gently, Rick moved it away from the ready flesh, his freshly shaven face sliding over it’s softness as he rose. He stood behind Alex, ready to penetrate.
Alex quivered, yet he made a concerted effort to relax. He had been raped so many times that he didn’t have a lot of muscle structure left, but he was nervous. Nervous beyond repair.
He felt the hardness of that penis break the defense, its very erect, seven-inch length something he hadn’t experienced for ages. It flowed into him so slowly, yet its course was undeterred as if it wanted to be there. It filled him to capacity and beyond with gentle insistence.
“May I pleasure him, Mistress?”
“Yes, you may.”
The slave wrapped his arms around his quivering Master. He reached down and held to his Master’s organ as Morgan poured more oil there. 
The hand was tight. Impossibly tight as it held so firmly and stroked all the way to the end and back again. And the slave’s penis pulsed within him without a single movement to cause pain.
“I need to feel your pleasure, Master,” the slave whispered.
It boiled there, like acid eating away and the slave felt the first contractions of orgasm. He let go of the balls to catch the flow in his hand. Yet he held his Master upright, still buried deep within him. Only when those contractions began to fade, he ever so gently pulled out and picked up his Master to lie him on the table. Dutifully, he went to the bathroom to wash his hand and return with a steaming rag to lie over his Master’s penis and soothe it.
Alex merely twittered, the vocalizations impossible to comprehend.
“Is this the one?” Morgan asked.
He was sprawled on the table like a wet noodle. “Yes, dear.”
She turned to the two rejects. “Thank you, boys. I’ll contact you later if need be.”
Graciously they bowed and departed leaving Rick kneading gently at the Master’s penis with the heated rag.
“You...that’s enough. Stand up.”
This was the moment Rick really wanted, the harshness in her voice and he awaited her command. His arms locked behind his back and he hung his head and parted his legs the better to let her have at it.
“What goes on in this house is nobody’s business but ours.”
“Yes, Mistress,” he said quickly.
“You will service your Master anyway he sees fit. If he sleeps 'til noon, you allow that. If he wants his breakfast on the veranda with the family or in bed, you prepare it and serve it. You keep his clothing in order. You keep the penis hard.” The crop licked out and struck the glans. “It doesn’t belong to you anymore, and if it should defy its Master I will happily punish it.” To drive her point to its conclusion, she struck out with a few more licks to the shaft and then a quick snap at the balls.
“Yes, Mistress,” he nearly shouted.
“Go get Kitty on the veranda and ask her to show you around. And then return to the veranda and your Master’s feet. Go.” She turned to Alex to see his eyes still boggled. “I hope I haven’t overstepped.”
Still panting, he shook his head. “He’s beautiful,” Alex whispered.
“And very, very well trained...very obedient. But he likes to be disciplined, so I’ll do him up for you as he needs it.”
“And I can watch?”
“He belongs to you now. Anything you want with him. And he’s an excellent chef. I was surprised to find him on the market. But then he’s kinda pricey.”
“And by that you mean?”
“Eight hundred a week.”
Foppishly, Alex waved it away. “Sounds like a hell of a deal.”
Filled with genuine grace, Morgan smiled. “I like everybody to be happy. He can sleep under your bed, in your bed, chained to your bed or in an entirely different room if you please.”
“I’ll keep him with me for awhile. I uhh...just got divorced, if you didn’t know. This is a pleasant distraction.”
“I heard. And I’m sorry. I heard about the upcoming palimony suit.”
Alex winced. “Just something else for the press to dwell on. Anything they can do to embarrass an Abernathy.”
Sympathetically, she bowed her head.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan returned to he veranda where Jerry sat alone, staring up at the stars. “How you doing?” 
“I don’t know yet. But I certainly appreciate you taking care of him. I hope he didn’t embarrass me.”
She leaned a little closer. “I’ve seen it all, you know. Let me rephrase. I’d thought I’d seen it all until last night.”
“Much better.” He grasped her hand and held to it.
Just then Alex appeared, wobbling all the way to the chaise next to Jerry’s. Through the flickering torchlight, Alex stared at his brother for a moment. “We need to talk, you and I.” It was spoken quite soberly with the affectation he used in public when nervousness assuaged him.
Jerry looked away. Even Alex could see how attached he was to Morgan. And Alex knew too well what their son needed also. But Jerry only nodded as he swallowed hard. “We will. Tomorrow. I think I oughta go on to bed now.” This would have to be the last night he ever spent with Morgan.
Morgan lingered. “Is there anything I can get you?” she asked Alex.
Quietly, he huffed, quite amused. “I think you’ve exerted yourself more than enough for one night. And I thank you for that.”
“Sleep well.” She rose and then left him passing his slave in the threshold. She turned to see the slave await a command, but Alex only held out his arms and the slave slid into them between Alex’s parted legs.
They would be fine and finally Jerry and Alex could find something they shared in common.
 
* * * *
 
She trudged up the stairs thinking of Brian. No, damnit. Brian’s gone but this incredible man she could have the rest of her life. It wasn’t exactly the same as having a submissive in her bed, an adoring slave who happened to be her husband ready to do battle at her command if need be. But it was a man. An interesting man at that. A man she shared many things in common.
She opened the door to the suite to find him nestled under the soft satin sheet, the candles about the room already glowing. Her gaze fixed to his; openly she stared. And then he held out his arms and she ran into them, her breasts crushed to his chest, her tongue driven deep in his mouth.
 
* * * *
 
Brian stood behind the glass wall fifty stories over the city peering down. “What the fuck have I done?” His father was at Morgan’s, probably in Morgan’s bed and Morgan’s arms. He alone had forced his father into Morgan’s control and what man could resist that? Even his father? He was the singular cause of this, his lover’s despair, his father’s desire for her, and it had led to the fall of an empire, kinked the nation’s economy and perhaps, the world’s.
What the fuck have I done?
“Brian,” Cherry said softly. “Honey, talk to me.”
Brian turned to his sister. “I don’t know what the hell happened. Morgan was supposed to be disciplining him. Give him a taste of his own garbage.”
Cherry knew that would never happen even in the weakest of her father’s moments. “Honey, you’ve let Mother jerk you bad.”
Wounded by the thought, he dropped his head and took the chair opposite hers. “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”
She nodded. “Why is it you and I always get hung up on the same women?” 
Aimlessly, Brian tossed his hands with a bitter smile. 
“If she comes to her senses and marries you, are you gonna share?” Cherry asked.
“We Abernathy’s keep it all in the family, don’t we?”
“Its better that way.”
“I just can’t imagine her getting used to the idea of me...Brian Abernathy.”
“Who the hell have you been living with? Morgan didn’t have any trouble in St. Maarten. She didn’t seem at all uneasy about being around wealthy people.”
“What’s she gonna think when she meets my scuzzy friends?”
“That you hang around with scuzzy people. What about Renee?”
Brian huffed. “Yes...what about Renee?” 
“You’d better make Renee your little pet.”
“Cheap hussy. Renee would like that.”
“And put some duct tape over her mouth. She knows everybody you laid down with.” 
“I can only imagine what this is doing to Dad.”
“Brian...Dad’s really happy to have you back in his life. Dad will survive.”
Brian looked away. To think that never a woman loved Jerry until Morgan came into his life made Brian sad. To think he put Morgan and his father together drove him mad.
 
* * * *
 
There was no sleep in Jerry’s immediate future. The bed was more comfortable than ever he thought a bed could be...or maybe it was just the mood. The soft candlelight still flickered on the draft of cool night air through the door. The muted sounds of the night beyond was something he was unaccustomed to yet very comfortable with. 
But all of this earth, wind and fire was only part of her, her heat mellow now as she laid against him, her subtle breath like a timid windsong against his chest. Hundreds of men she had treated for various ailments including lust, and he thought of her as a spirit, one who sprinkled a little star dust on a situation and then would flit off to the next. 
How could he ever hold her interest when he knew exactly what had entertained her for ten years now? It wasn’t someone like him, it was his son. His shamelessly submissive son. The prettiest baby he’d ever laid eyes on. A boy who was so eager for his father’s attention, who waited on the porch every night for his father’s car to come up the driveway and run to it. A man who had sense enough to refuse to live his father’s life and escape it even if it meant an alienation of affection between them. An angel who sent to him this spirit in his arms.
He could do nothing more than lie still and let the pain of every passing thought bore another hole into his heart. Nowhere to run, certainly nowhere to hide. He shouldn’t even be here, in her home, in his son’s home, in his son’s lover’s bed. 
Quietly, he slipped out of the bed and closed the door. Standing in the hallway, he peered down the expanse. He opened the door next to his and then the next in search of Alex. In the last, Jerry found him watching TV, lying in a man’s arms.
Astonished, Alex peered through the flickering light at his brother, his twin who was so horribly ashamed of him. Yet there Jerry stood, only a towel wrapped around his waist, waiting patiently without recrimination.
“Darling, would go make us some coffee?” Alex said to his slave.
“Of course, Master.” Quietly, the slave slipped from Alex and quite modestly grabbed a robe. Respectfully, he nodded to Jerry and quietly closed the door. Alex switched the light and turned off the TV.
Sadly, he studied Jerry for a moment. “I’m so sorry that you’re so miserable.”
Jerry’s fingers rubbed over his eyes to force the tears back in. “Why does every fuck-up I’ve ever made have to throw up on me in the same day?”
“If today’s the worst day of your life, tomorrow should be much better.” Alex patted the side of the bed, inviting Jerry closer. 
Jerry moved toward it and sat, his foot hooked on the side rail. “I’m really worried about Brian.”
Soberly, Alex stared. “It took both of us to screw that one up. We just did what Dad told us to do. To keep the question of his paternity to ourselves because no one could ever prove otherwise. He didn’t plan on Cheryl.”
“So you knew there’s a possibility that he’s yours?”
“Always.”
Aggravated, Jerry huffed. “She’s been planning this for a very long time, hasn’t she?”
“I’m afraid so, Love. We can’t blame her for everything, but we certainly made it easy for her to do this. We should have told Brian years ago that there was a possibility he’s my son.”
Sadly, Jerry nodded. “There’s a problem with that, too, though.”
Alex shrugged. 
Jerry drew in a deep breath to bolster himself against the confusion about to ensue. “He is your son, Alex. I can tell you truly that he is your son.”
An agonized moment drew long until Jerry turned.
“Jerry, what are you saying?”
“I’m saying I never slept with the woman until after he was born, Alex. I’m sorry.” It was yet another secret to bore a hole in his heart and sap his strength. “Brian is your son. And I never told you because I wanted so desperately for him to be with me. I needed something to live for.” 
“Oh, God,” Alex cried. His voice was shrill with the tightness in his throat. “Oh, my dear God. Oh, Jerry.” In utter confusion he reached to the night table for his cigarettes. When the door opened, Alex sat straight, an arm across his middle as the slave came with a silver tray to place on the bed.
“Be a love and go...somewhere else for awhile,” Alex said.
“Yes, Master.” Deeply Rick bowed and then departed quickly.
Alex grabbed for the coffee and held it to his lips thinking of the implications. That he had a son, not just the possibility of a son and what he would do to his son’s mother if she were here. What he could do to the man who harbored this secret for three and a half decades, unable to look at him. “What in the world has made you tell me this now?”
He peered through the darkness to the softly lighted gardens below. “A mountain fell on me today. I don’t have the strength for it anymore, Alex. I don’t have the strength to maintain control of the company. I don’t have the strength to look you in the face feeling so deceitful, Alex. And I’m hoping like hell you know what Brian needs better than I do.”
“Jerry, how could you do this to me?” Alex cried.
Jerry continued to peer out the window, unable to contact Alex.
“You bastard! How could you do this to me?” He launched out of the bed and ran through the atrium doors to the porch. 
Inside, Jerry died. To hear his brother’s tortured and agonized weeping beyond the window and Jerry died inside. His own tears redoubled, the distance of thirty-five years between them, the chasm an impossible divide.
Yet Jerry moved slowly to the porch beyond the softly fluttering sheers. Quickly, Alex turned, his face moist with that agony shimmering in the moonlight.
“How could you do this to me?” Exhausted of reason, Alex fell into a chair.
But there were no words, no excuses now. Just this...between them.
“I want Brian to know this.”
“Alex, he knows. He’s known for ten years. Cheryl told him the day he walked out on me and Abernathy. The day he found Morgan.”
“And he never said anything to me?” Suddenly, he felt betrayed by this also.
“I understand why finally. Just like Cherry, he doesn’t think of you as his father...but rather his mother.”
Alex let out an indignant huff. “This is incredible.”
“To say I’m sorry feels like a slight, Alex. To offer anything I can to make it up to you wouldn’t get you thirty five years of your son’s life back to you.” Jerry choked swallowing down the taste of poison rather than let it break free and cause destruction. He could only silently heave with the torture of it.
Ah, but this wasn’t Jerry’s fault either. In this, they were both victims. Alex’s heart shattered to see Jerry reduced to this...again.
Silently, Alex slid out of the chair and knelt before Jerry. Quickly, Jerry grabbed him into his arms, crushed him against his chest. Holding dearly to someone he lost so very long ago, he cried, “I’m so sorry.”
To feel the throbbing of Jerry’s heart against his own, Alex whispered, “No...I’m sorry, Jerry. There’s so many things that have to be put right now. This is just one more.”
Jerry held that soft flesh in his arms a moment longer and then released it. “I don’t even know where to begin.”
“Jerry, Brian’s been in love with that woman for ten years. He needs her. I hate to see you like this, I hate it. I’m sorry, but you have to step away from her.”
Jerry’s head dropped between his shoulders. “She’s the most incredible creature I’ve...ever had the pleasure of.”
“There’s definitely something about her, I admit. But Brian, Jerry. Surely, you can do this for Brian.” Filled with agony, Alex lurched to his feet and returned to the bedroom. A son. He had a son, and the bastard before him could have told him so long ago. Alex grabbed at the coffee to drink it down rather than this agony.
But so much had happened that day leaving them all in a horror of confusion. Alex returned to the porch and sat down, remembering Cherry’s flippant comment at the press conference. “Jerry, Cherry isn’t yours, either?”
“Neil Cochran.”
For a moment, Alex only stared at the dark outline of his brother. “And you’ve known this all these years?”
“Yes, Alex. Cheryl was conducting business out of the Mansion until Dad wanted to know why Cherry didn’t look like anyone in the family. He demanded a paternity test. Neil finally owned up to it since he was the one seen on the security cameras the most. Our father was only pissed off about it because until then, he believed Cheryl was servicing only him.”
“Oh, dear God. The old man was fucking her?”
“Alex, the only few nights of our entire lives we slept in the same bed was the first few nights of our honeymoon, sham that that was. We no sooner got back than Dad had moved everything that belonged to him out of the master suite and moved across the hall to the bedroom adjoined to hers. But I insisted that Brian be with me when he was born. The old man didn’t give a shit about that. All he wanted was Cheryl.”
Sadly, Alex shook his head. “I don’t know how you survived.”
“Until today, I thought that deep down she cared for her children. But to put them through this bullshit... She’s gonna end up killing herself.”
“Good riddance. So I guess it’s no wonder why the old man was such a pain in the ass the last ten years of his life.”
Bitterly, Jerry huffed. “I was never the man he wanted me to be.”
Pity swelled in Alex now. The constant pressure their father exerted on them was overwhelming at times. Crushing at best. Defeating, almost. But Alex had told his father to fuck off when Jerry accepted the conditions and tried to work with them. Had become the CEO of an international conglomerate. Had accepted a son that wasn’t his and raised that child. Loved that child until the day came that that child could no longer live under Jerry’s crushing weight and escaped much the same way Alex had. Simply refused. 
Alex smiled to think of it. Brian really was his son.
“We’ll get through this too, Jerry,” Alex said assuredly.
Astonished, Jerry peered through the soft moonlight. “Alex, you can forgive me?”
“It’s going to require both of us to support Brian now. He needs both of us. We have to agree on that.”
Jerry could only nod. “I can believe he’ll never forgive me for this, though.”
“I don’t believe that. You might be surprised how much forgiveness there is in human beings. But if you persist in your affair with Morgan, I think it will destroy him.”
Aching horribly, Jerry nodded. “I’ve had a lot of women in my life...”
“I rather doubt you could count them.”
“You’re right. But they’ve been none like her.”
“I know. If I were a man, I’d be having a problem, too. I don’t think I’ve ever met a more sensual creature. She goes with what she feels instead of what’s proper. It would be very hard not to fall in love.”
“So you do understand?” Jerry’s face contorted to the feel of yet another loss, the desire to die because he was already dead inside.
“Yes. I do. For whatever reason we’ve created this mess, we’ve created it. Brian had nothing to do with it. I’m going to slap the shit out of him for even putting Morgan in your path, however.”
Quickly, Jerry shook his head. “No recrimination, Alex. He was only trying to help. Morgan is a licensed sex therapist and Brian only wanted us to understand the frustration between his mother and I. Why I lost control at times and beat her. Obviously, he thought it was of a sexual nature...”
“Obviously, it was.”
“It was deeper than that. I could never be what she wanted, either, and eventually, I gave up on it. Brian never meant for all of this to happen, I know that. Didn’t know there was all this shit in the background. Truthfully, sending Morgan did help. It helped me. It might have shoved Cheryl out the door finally, but it definitely helped me. She’s let me be who I am without coming at me with preconceived notions like the rest of the world. Expecting me to have all the answers. To take care of everybody’s little bullshit problems. She’s let me wallow in shit I’ve only thought about through the years. Made me look at myself and see myself for who I am and not what I’m supposed to be.”
Alex was rather astounded to see his brother like this. He always thought of his brother as plated in bronze, the conquering hero rather than a human being. Never a fallible, feeling, perhaps even compassionate human being. “I apologize, but I don’t think we’ve met.” 
Aimlessly, Jerry dragged his fingers through his hair. “I’m sorry, Alex. You of all people I should have had more compassion for, but I wanted Brian so badly. I even managed to fuck that up. I was scared to death he was gonna...” He looked away.
“Be like me?”
The grimace on Jerry’s face spoke volumes. “In a lot of ways, he is.”
“But he can do it without being a fag. You know he’s bisexual.”
“I know.”
Alex relaxed a little into the cool night air, something he was unaccustomed to living in the city all of his life. The romance captured in the gardens below was alluring, captivating, the gentle splashing of water in the fountains, soothing.
“Let’s call Brian,” Alex mewed.
“It’s three thirty in the morning!”
“I don’t think he’ll mind.”
“Right.”
 
* * * *
 
Brian lay in the massive bed able to contain an orgy and stared at the ceiling. His father, the woman he wanted to be his wife and he had put them together. When the phone rang, Cherry jumped for it.
Her senses heightened to protect everyone in her family now, including Morgan. “Yeah.”
Jerry smiled to hear the female in the family ready to do battle. “Are you asleep?”
“Dad.” She sniffed. “No, of course not. Obviously you aren’t either.”
“No...is Brian around?”
There was a click to speaker function. Cherry and Brian were in the same bed, sharing it as always they had in childhood. 
“Dad?” Brian choked. 
“Hi baby.” It was Alex, the two of them together on a speaker phone.
“Alex...hi...you’re with Dad?”
“Yes, Precious. We’re both here at Morgan’s beautiful estate and your gardens are simply wonderful. It’s a lovely place.”
“Yeah,” Brian said dismally.
“Brian,” Jerry started sternly. “You need to call Morgan, son. She’s still wearing your ring and you need to call her. You need to put everything right with her and you need to start by telling her who you are.”
“You don’t understand something. Morgan hates guys like me. The prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boys Club kind of assholes.”
“Brian, how many guys like that could she possibly know? Okay, so maybe she’s met a few in her day, like JD and they turned her off. I can see that out of Morgan. But Morgan doesn’t really know how the rest of us live.”
“It’s true, Sweetie,” Alex chirped. “You have to be sick of living a double life. How the hell could you expect her to marry you when she doesn’t even know who you are?”
Brian’s entire body cramped to think of it. “You think she can get over it?”
“I think if you’re honest with her for a change. You know I offered to have her buddy investigated for her, but she declined. She knows you have something to hide, Brian. She doesn’t have a clue what it is. Thinks maybe you’re a criminal. But she has enough respect for you to not force you to reveal yourself. She trusts you implicitly and yet there’s the matter of your past between you. She needs to know.”
“How the hell is she gonna live like us, Dad? Fucking reporters up our asses all the time. And all this shit today...how the hell would she handle that when she just wants to live a quiet life down on the farm, away from people? She doesn’t like people as much as you might think. When she gets done working for a day, she just wants to be quiet.”
“What’s wrong with that? Her career is about people, Brian. Do you think I want to shuffle papers when I get home from work?”
“Or worry about what color the draperies are?” Alex insisted.
Silently, Jerry laughed at his brother. Yet it was true.
“I guess,” Brian said quietly. “I just don’t think she’ll be able to handle it.”
“Then I think you don’t have enough faith in her, Brian,” Jerry insisted. “Honey, she loves you. You need to call her and get this shit straightened out.”
“But you’re in love with her, too.”
Jerry winced. “But to think that Morgan and I have a future together is ridiculous. I’m fifteen years older than her and uhh...I’m not what she needs...not all the time anyway. You’ve been with her for ten years, Brian and it’s not like she threw you out. You walked out and you should have your head examined for that. Morgan was perfectly content until you threw a fit. So now that you have her attention, call her, Brian. Explain that you’ve made a mistake, ask her forgiveness and be content to be her lover. Why do you need to be married so badly anyway?”
“I don’t know anymore,” he huffed. 
“I do,” Jerry said sympathetically. “Because sometimes it feels like other people have as much or more of her love, her care, her heart and soul than you do.”
“You talking about Cheryl now?” Brian asked.
“Brian, I’m sorry. The fact that your mother was a prostitute never bothered me. The fact that she carried on after we were married did. Is that what you’re concerned about? That Morgan will continue her career?”
“Of course, she will. I would never expect her to give that up. Shit...I was her assistant...sort of. I’ve gotten more ass than any man should be allowed to have. But you see there’s another problem with that. If the entire world knows Morgan is married to an Abernathy...”
“No. Just stop that now. You live your life. You don’t need to worry about what kind of image you project to the world anymore. I don’t. Alex never did and Alex has led a much happier life than the rest of us put together.”
“But you don’t understand. If Morgan...and the world knows I’m an Abernathy then people will come to her just to get to us. I think she would grow to resent that.”
That was probably true. It would change Morgan’s life not necessarily for the better. Neither of them had any advice for that.
“Brian, please, call her. Morgan is so well versed at human foible and she certainly doesn’t hold it against any of us. Tell her how ashamed of yourself you are, not because you’re an Abernathy but because you walked out on her. At this juncture, you don’t have anything to lose...right?”
Brian huffed. “But if she needs you...”
“No, son. Morgan doesn’t need me. Maybe once in a while she craves what I’ve got to offer, but she certainly doesn’t need me. Brian...call her.”
“Brian,” Alex said affectionately, “we’ll always be here for you. Your father and I both. There’s other things we need to talk about, too, but first you need to get straight with Morgan.”
“She’s pretty cool, isn’t she?”
“Yes. Don’t you know she hired a man for me?”
“She would do that. Who is it?”
It never occurred to Alex that Brian might know the guy, but on second thought it was obvious. “I don’t know his name.” Yet a quick description was uttered.
“Oh...Ricky Blanton. Nice guy,” Brian offered admiringly. “Quite well hung.”
Quickly, Alex cleared his throat to make Brian shut up and not insult Jerry. But Jerry never offered so much as a snarl to show his distaste. 
“Call her, Brian,” Jerry insisted.
“Tomorrow,” Brian whispered. “I’ll call her in the morning. How the hell am I gonna get out of here though?”
“You and Cherry be on the dock at eight and I’ll have a trash truck pick you up. You can slip out with the garbage.”
Broadly, Alex smiled. Rather ingenious if not demeaning. But Brian’s reaction was so enthusiastic, he assented.
“I love you both,” Brian whispered.
“We love you both,” Alex purred. 
But Jerry only contracted again with something he could never say often enough. “I love you all. I expect to see you tomorrow.”
“Dad?” Brian gasped full of panic.
“It’s alright, son. Everything will work out.”
Brian broke the connection and rolled over in the bed to clutch to a pillow and stare at his sister. What was this about really? His father’s encouragement to return to a woman they both love? A test? A duel? May the best man win? Yet it didn’t feel like that even though that was something he could expect from his father. Curiously, it didn’t feel like that and obviously only because Morgan had really gotten to his father, had given him back to himself like she did everyone. Isn’t that what started this anyway? Brian wanting to see his father again, for his mother and father to be the way they used to be? When they were happy? When he was a kid. Yet, it came to this. 
 
* * * *
 
Alex watched as Jerry grabbed his cigarettes and pulled one from the pack, some ridiculously expensive and affected European brand. “You’re smoking again,” he warned.
“What’s another heart attack compared to what I’ve been through? It would be a vacation.”
“You’re doing the right thing.”
Hunched over, Jerry nodded. “For maybe the first time in my life.”
“I’m very, very proud of you.”
Jerry turned and stared. Rather than speak, because he had done much too much of that his entire life, he simply grasped his brother and embraced him affectionately, willfully and above all, gratefully.
 
* * * *
 
Five o’clock in the morning and Jerry had yet to sleep and probably wouldn’t for a few days. He trudged down the hallway and held his hand on the brass lever. She was in there, could almost scent her lying between the sheets, could almost feel her warmth. He’d never wanted anything so badly in his life as her. But what was stopping him other than his precious son, a man he admired greatly. 
“Oh, Morgan,” he breathed. Pained, he opened the door.
The thick carpet swallowed his footfall. The sound of her quiet breathing, the soft rustle of silken skin against satin. The flickering candlelight, the moist breeze all conspired against him.
He laid back the covers and slipped in beside of her. Still asleep, she responded, her arms reaching out for him. Still asleep but she rolled onto her back and pulled him with her, and he moved to comply, to surrender to her desire. Her lips parted on the flesh of his neck and sucked gently to draw him in.
Oh, Morgan, he prayed as her legs drew up and wrapped around him. Silently, his penis slipped into her affection. In agony, he began to weep. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Forty-Three
 
 
The soft cooing of mourning doves echoed through the dim twilight as Morgan held him to her chest. She had believed he was too exhausted to sleep comfortably because he had twitched all through the night. Had even gotten up and began to wander. When he would actually be able to rest, she couldn’t know. 
He stirred against her, his sleep in fits and starts, his nightmares more horrid than reality. His heavy arm slid around her to pull her close.
Her wet lips pressed against his forehead and held there. Her fingers threaded through his hair. “I want you to lie here and relax and then I’m going to feed you, bathe you, massage you and put you back to bed,” she whispered.
It sounded like one of those heavenly rewards for good deeds on earth. But he had committed no good works and this was the proof of it. “Actually, that sounds wonderful but I’m certain you have more to do than that and I think I should just hang out here. Try to get some actual sleep. It’s hard to sleep with you around. But I appreciate it.”
She scowled playfully. “You’re dismissing me?” 
“I just need to be alone for awhile. Can you wait until this afternoon?”
“Of course. And if you don’t feel like roaming the house, just call the kitchen and Kitty will bring you something.”
“Thank you,” he said, restraining tears. “You can’t know what you’re doing for me.” Rather than linger, he left a shimmering kiss on her lips and rose, went to the bathroom and closed the door. The gentle sound of the shower told her he’d be gone awhile.
Just needs to be alone, she told herself, fending off the hurt of dismissal. She stretched long, awakening her muscles, and sat on the edge of the bed a moment. Through the broadening light, she caught a glimpse of something metallic in his opened suitcase and moved toward it. It was the edge of a frame. Carefully, she laid back the shirt. Her entire body contracted to the sight of it. Horrified, she stared.
Those sweet curls, the soft arch of eyebrows. Violently, she shook her head. That was most definitely Cherry with hair the color of the sky. And that was most definitely Brian, his arm around his...sister!!!
Her mouth agape, she stared at the bathroom door a moment. Shock, the kind of shock to hear that someone precious had died suddenly and unexpectedly assuaged her. No, no it can’t be, her gaze returned to the picture only a moment and then she dropped it back to the suitcase, clutched one hand to her heart, one to her stomach and ran.
Inside of her own bedroom she fell to the floor behind the closed door. What did it mean? Dear God, what did it mean? She thought of her beautiful Mouse and the night they played ‘pickup’, the night he confessed his--apparently--true identity. Every organ in her body suddenly cramped with a debilitating pain and shut down.
Unable to carry her own weight, she crawled to the bed. Not possible, she told herself. What the hell does this mean? I’ve been fucking his father! she screamed inside. Fallen in love with his father? Suffering a very healthy attraction for his sister? To the patron saint of prostitutes, she cried out, “St. Genevieve,” for illumination.
Muscles in her body seemed to cramp and blood vessels closed off with shock. Impossible, she told herself yet she knew it was true. His elegance, his easy elegance and suave demeanor. Never a situation in which he couldn’t handle himself whether it was Hoboken or Paris.
A tortured sarcastic laugh echoed out of her chest. He probably went to France as regularly as she went to Cleveland. She thought about ordering dinner there and felt the perfect ass for trying to teach him French. For trying to teach him anything at all. She had thought of him as a street urchin, a disheveled runaway for whom no one in the world cared...just like her.
The pain grew even more intense and she rolled onto her front and pulled her knees to her chest. The perfect ass, she thought of herself. Such unholy shame, such morbid shame and if she could just go dig a hole and bury herself alive, death would come quickly.
But how did Jerry get involved? Why did Jerry ever contact her?
It was Brian who gave Jerry her card, Jerry had said. But why?
Disconnected thoughts appeared and dissipated like the random pinging of a pinball machine. Ten years since Jerry had seen his son. A sister Brian occasionally spoke about. An uncle...has to be Alex. Cheryl Abernathy is Brian’s mother! The thought caused her to convulse. A prostitute. Ashamed of his mother and equally ashamed of me. She curled even tighter with that thought. And I’ve been fucking his father! Why?
The answer struck as suddenly as a stroke. She twisted off the bed and began to stomp. Brian’s getting married and doesn’t want me to interfere. Rather than be honest, he made sure I was hooked up with someone else. And I was instrumental in Jerry’s defeat...shaking her head violently. All that mistress shit got his mother and father separated, and he very effectively got back at his father for hurting his mother. Very, very clever, she thought filled with more rage than ever she’d known.
You son of a bitch...you motherfucker! Well, guess what, Baby. You got it. She would be Jerry’s lover for life, and Cherry’s, too. 
Easily, she tore the ring off her finger and threw it, hoping to hear it shatter. When it merely landed on the carpet with a dull thud, she picked up an empty glass and threw it at the mirror, not wishing to see herself. The shattering was deafening, but at least, the outside resembled the inside and she fell to the floor, broken, humiliated, wounded and dying.
The phone rang; she could hear it as through the passage of time. For whatever reason, it continued to ring. She crawled toward it and her arm flew over the top of the table pushing it to the floor. Reluctantly, she whispered, “Yeah...”
“Morgan,” Brian whispered. “Honey, it’s me.”
For a long moment, she lay frozen as if in ice. “Brian? What do you want?”
“Honey, I’ve made a mess of everything. I need your help.” She snarled to hear the break in his voice. 
The taste was like rotten eggs in her mouth. You haven’t seen a mess in your silver-spoon-fed life, not yet anyway, you son of a bitch. “What in the hell do you think I can do for you?”
It frightened him terribly, the rage, the recrimination that seemed already there.
“Honey, could you please just listen to me? Would you let me come home and talk to you?”
“Home? Home?”
“Honey, please. I’ve really fucked up bad. I’ll certainly understand if you never forgive me for it. I don’t think my dad will either, and I won’t blame him. But please, Baby, let me try to explain and tell you what an asshole I am and if you can’t get over it, I’ll leave. If it’s something that will be between us the rest of our lives, I’ll leave you be. Please, Morgan.” She heard a gasp for breath that sounded like a sob.
“You know where I live.” She clicked off.
Without will, she pulled herself to the bed and wrapped the sheet around her naked body. Incomprehensible that he was an Abernathy. A great grandson of the president of the United States. Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy IV, world’s most eligible bachelor. It sounded like the perfect life. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Forty-Four
 
 
It seemed only a few minutes passed that she heard a rustling of foliage on the arbor outside her window. Only another few seconds until he climbed that arbor. She felt his presence behind her, his breath heaving yet she couldn’t turn even to glance. Her anger to have him so near was a puddle of oil floating on a sea of rage.
Quickly, he moved toward her and stared at her refusal to meet his gaze. Yet he couldn’t be contained and he fell to the edge of the bed and gathered her tightly into his arms. “Oh, God, Morgan, I’m so sorry.”
Still stiff, she pushed him away. “I don’t believe we’ve met, Mr. Abernathy.” The flesh between her brows was as deep as furrows in a freshly turned field.
As if she were the Fire of Retribution, he retreated. His own anger flared up. “You know. He told you.”
“I know, but he didn’t have to tell me. Just a few minutes ago I found a picture of you and your sister in his suitcase. He was in the bathroom. He doesn’t know that I know, but very soon he will.” Her ire as sharp as anything else about her.
That she felt betrayed was so obvious when he hadn’t meant for her to feel that way. He reached behind him to retrieve his wallet to remove an old ID. “I saved this for you.”
She took the yellowed license curved to the shape of his ass. “Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy VI, age sixteen. When exactly did you become Brian Alexander?”
“When I graduated from Harvard.”
“Harvard.” She tossed her head in anger.
He backed away further. “Harvard, honey. You can’t imagine what a pain in the ass it is being an Abernathy.”
“Or the world’s most eligible bachelor?”
“That’s right. Every society chick in the world wanting to get married. Every other bitch in the world just wanting to get laid, and/or married or at least pregnant. None of it had to do with love, Baby. Not until I met you who didn’t and never knew who I am. Nor did you seem to care.”
She noticed his soft brown eyes, swollen with grief. Yet she looked away, not ready to have to feel sorry for such oh-so-pitiful circumstances. “Poor poor baby! So you just what...dropped out?”
“Yep. I just dropped out. My father decided I was going to be an accountant with a securities license and practice white collar crime with him. I was sitting in my office one day writing up the papers for a leveraged buyout of a company called Genlabs. My two o’clock appointment walked in and started peeling off her clothes when the call came to hold up on the papers. Paul Howard had just shot himself. He couldn’t get the financing to expand anywhere else but Abernathy. You see, that’s the way my father conducted business. Loaned people money they can’t possibly pay back and then forecloses on them. The old man was ready to take over and the guy sat at his desk and shot himself in the head while one very attractive woman rubbed her tits all over my face.
“That might not sound like much to you, but it finished me off. We had everything we could possibly want and a whole bunch of shit we didn’t want and people were killing themselves to make sure we had it.
“So after I scared the shit out of my two o’clock when I slammed the monitor to the wall, I went upstairs and told the old man to shove that job straight up his ass. And then I went to my very cushy condo in the Tower to hear my girlfriend mouthing off about it...she’d heard about it already, and I beat the shit out of her. And then I changed my clothes, got in my graduation present, a Lamborghini Diablo and I went to my mother for a little comfort. What do you suppose she had for me? Her comfort amounted to a confession about who my real father was: Alex.
“So I drove around until I ran out of gas and started walking. I fell on the curb and decided that the next bus that came by would deliver me. My mother’s a fucking...I don’t know.” In despair, his face fell to his hand. “And the man I loved and adored and depended on for everything, was not even my father.”
Quietly, he sat on the edge of the bed because he needed her comfort just then. “But God loves me. Instead of a bus, it was a triple black lacquer Corvette.” He smiled fondly though tears. “And then you walked around the car and tripped over me and I knew then that I was looking at a woman whose got it all together in a very neat and appealing little package.
“And Baby, you make it so easy for people to forget their problems. And that’s what I did. For a lot of years, I simply didn’t remember. The day I left here, you told me I didn’t know anything about what was going on with my family and you were right, Honey. I’ve also since learned that you knew my grandfather. Morgan, I’m so sorry for that.” Quietly, his eyes began to bleed with copious tears. “I can only imagine what you experienced with him. I’m not real proud of being an Abernathy, Morgan. And I never wanted you to be ashamed of me.”
Incredulously, she stared. “Me...ashamed of you?”
“Yeah. We’re criminals, Morgan. But I don’t like living like that. If I have to steal something, I don’t fucking need it.”
“I rather doubt you have to steal anything.”
For a sad moment, he allowed her enmity to penetrate. “You’re right. I can have anything I want. Name it. Doesn’t matter what it is. If I wanted to be president I could easily buy my way into the White House. Yachts, castles, diamonds, name it, but I’d be using someone else’s money to do it, wouldn’t I?”
Curious, she perked. That was true. If he didn’t earn it, it wasn’t really his. Yet, she curled the sheet around her a little tighter. “You can’t imagine what kind of asshole I feel like.”
“Why, Baby?”
“Trying to teach you French, dress you in tuxedos.”
But he only smiled. “Morgan, looking at the world through your eyes is an incredible experience. I used to live in Paris, and there’s so much I never knew about it until I went there with you. When I was there I was looking at the cars, the women, the clothes. When we were there, I saw the people, some rich, some destitute. For the first time in my life I saw the landscape.” 
“Fuck you!” She launched out of the bed to put some distance between them. “None of this matters because you’re getting married with or without me. So why don’t you just haul it on down the road and marry your little society chick or whatever the hell she is and have a nice life?”
He slumped to remember those cruel words that day, words spoken in anger, rejection, in the haze of drunkenness and despair. He hadn’t even remembered them since then, but that was the real hurt in this for her. To think she had been cast aside for someone prettier, wealthier and younger...on her fortieth birthday.
Somehow he had forgotten all about it.
“Morgan...” He pleaded for patience.
With a sarcastic sneer, she turned from him and grabbed a robe.
“Honey, there’s no one in this world for me but you.”
Quickly, she turned and bored down on him like an ominous storm cloud. “So you were just jerkin’ me?” It sounded as if he attempted murder.
No, it hadn’t been just to hurt her. It was more of a defensive action. “Morgan, that morning I thought my father had been kidnapped and just my fear of that scared the shit out of me. I hadn’t talked to or seen my father before that for ten years...except once. But to think he was in that kind of danger scared the shit out of me. And then to find out he only moved out pissed me off.”
“What? You didn’t know you loved your father?”
“Honestly, no. Not until that morning and the thought that he was gonna die really fucked me up. And then I got back home and you were definitely more interested in what was going on with him than your birthday present.”
“That seemed to be what was on your mind that day!”
Without will, his chin dropped to his chest. He had always known she loved him, but not quite enough to marry him. “If I had given you a chance to answer, if I weren’t equally afraid of suffering yet more rejection, were you going to say yes this time?”
She recoiled from the question. She wasn’t getting married. But hell, maybe she should get married. What the hell. But that was a miserable reason to marry him or anyone. Not doing anything better that day. She couldn’t answer.
“Morgan, I don’t want to be alone anymore like my father is alone, Alex is alone, even my stupid mother is so very alone. And there’s no other woman, Honey. There never has been. I can’t even get it up for another woman unless you tell me to.”
She snarled a little, thinking of Caroline Gregory. “Brian, we weren’t alone. But for some reason, you think that being married is insurance against loneliness and being alone? It made your father all the lonelier.”
“I understand that now. And all I really want is for things to be the way they were. If you just tell me you can still be in love with me, that’ll be plenty good enough. If you just tell me that someday you can get over what I’ve done.”
She could only stare incredulously. The man before her was her sweet little Mouse, yet he wasn’t anymore, somehow. That he was Brian Abernathy, the Brian Abernathy still didn’t compute into any equation she could decipher. 
The thought of Jerry Abernathy and his desire for her chilled her now. That Jerry merely paid her invoices for as long as she had sent them as he would pay the electricity bill. That there were no ridiculously expensive gifts to gain her undivided attention. Not even extravagant dinners, only that trip to St. Maarten and only because he needed her. Jerry didn’t use his money to impress her but then neither had Brian in all these years. Brian was just there, adoring her, making her birthday cakes by himself even though they looked like screamin’ hell and tasted worse. Even though those cakes had a taper from the dining room table plunged into the center of them.
Confused, she moved to the end of the bed and fell on it. He turned a little but not fully, so as to be closer without smothering her. 
Ah...not one but two incredible men and a sister on the side, she thought bitterly. Even now, if her life depended on being married it would have to be Jerry. Jerry knew who she was. Brian didn’t.
“Your father?” she gasped. “How is he part of this?” 
With that, he had to get away. “I gave him your name, Honey. I gave him more than your name. When I saw my mother so beat up that time, I went to the Tower and told him if he didn’t get some help I was going to the prosecutor.”
She nodded, remembering Jerry’s version of that. As if the last piece were carefully cut, it made sense now. Like the mythical Morgan le Fey, she was supposed to cure them all. “You wanted me to discipline your father?” Her eyes narrowed with the prospect of it, as if their relationship required the performance of a Herculean task. “You wanted me to fix this? To save your mother.” 
It was an accusation. Quite still, as if death were rapidly overtaking him, he nodded. 
“Honey, there was nothing there to fix. Your mother is, uhh...” She was going to say something derogatory, something unfit for a son to hear.
“I know that now. I didn’t know that five months ago but living in the Mansion this last five months, I’ve seen it. I’m pretty certain who my mother is even though I didn’t want to believe it and I’m still in shock. But I know that now, Morgan.”
“Me...discipline your father?”
He hesitated. “That was the idea, misguided as it was. Cherry stayed in the penthouse with me last night, I think, because Dad thought I was going to commit suicide over this entire mess I started. Cherry laid out my errors for me quite succinctly. That anyone, including you was never going to get the old man on the floor and that was a natural fact. A law of physics, if you will. Yet Dad was vulnerable in a way I never believed was possible and so were you after I walked out.
“So imagine my shock when I came to the penthouse to see him last night and it seemed no one was home. I open the door of the Lair and heard the water running in the cleaning room...”
Her entire body convulsed. “...and you saw me.” Never had she wanted him to know that about her.
“I never knew, Morgan. I would have thought those e-mails of his would have roused something akin to revulsion in you. It never occurred to me they’d turn you on.”
“Stop.” Hopelessly, she was ashamed of that very thing. And she curled to protect herself.
Quickly, he jumped up and went to her. Carefully, he sat her on the bed next to him and wrapped her up. “I don’t want you to be ashamed of that, Baby. I just never knew. And then Cherry told me about the weekend you were in St. Maarten...and all the fun you had... Honey, I just never knew.”
“Now you do.” She wriggled away from him to the other end of the bed. But she was unable to look at him. And then she remembered Cherry’s glowing appraisal of her brother’s talents.
Her thoughts, her fears the very foundation upon which she stood seemed merely the gravel loosed before the mountain crumbles and gives way to lie in a pile of ruin. 
Pursuing her, he crawled toward her. “Honey, it’s alright. I can take care of you.”
Violently, she shook. “So I’ve heard.”
“Cherry explained that she unwittingly told you about me.”
“Forgive me, but I don’t think we’ve met.” The sarcasm returned.
“Morgan, damnit.” He was frustrated now. “Honey, it’s still me. And you don’t begin to understand the kind of exceedingly comfortable and safe environment you create for people. The kind of acceptance you offer to people who absolutely abhor themselves.”
“Your father tried that one on me a couple of nights ago.”
“Honey, it’s true. You make it so easy for people to forget about their problems. You brought me home with you that night and I never gave my family another thought for years. I can’t tell you what made me start thinking about them again. Dad thinks I must be out of my mind to expect you to marry me and then find out who I am. He’s probably right. But I don’t want to have to live that life anymore. The reporters, the cameras always watching. The security people constantly around.”
“Yet, there’s something in you that wants your family.”
He shrugged.
“Your father loves you desperately.”
“I know that now. It wasn’t always so evident, but then I was still a kid not paying a lot of attention. And I’ve judged him very harshly. The hell of it is, it wasn’t even him who beat my mother up last April and I went to the Tower to issue a threat. And he’s not holding it against me, either. He does love me.” 
“And you very much love him. And realized it the day you left me thinking he had been kidnapped.” 
“Yeah. But to think you would accept the real me, the prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boys Club brat...I didn’t think it was possible. Dad thinks I’m wrong about that, too.”
The churning inside of her gave way to tumult. She was at least partly responsible for this. Her constant raving about people who can buy and sell anything including love was a very big part of this mess. Ah, but she was in love with them both. How could she ever choose between them now knowing it would do irreversible damage to their relationship? Separate them for all time. And break her heart into so many pieces they could never be retrieved and she would never be whole again. 
“Why did you have to do this?” Her face contorted with sheer agony and she curled onto the bed again, a pillow to her aching gut and wept.
“I’m so sorry, Morgan.” His own tears mingled with hers as he wrapped around her, clutched to her in near desperation. She turned a little and he pulled her to face him, to hold her head to his shoulder as together they wept over an incomprehensible tangled web.
“Baby, I love you so much,” he whispered over and over and over as if the very repetition of it could pierce the fabric of any storm cloud and cause it to dissipate. “I’m so sorry.” With every gasping breath as he held even tighter, sobbed ever more softly trying to soothe her desperation.
Tenderly, he licked at her tears and drank them down. “I went to the Tower yesterday morning. I had his divorce papers...he was happy about that. And then I gave him a wedding invitation. I’ll never forget the look on his face when he opened it. Something inside of him died to see our names on it. I knew then it was true....what Cheryl claimed. That he was in love with you...is in love with you.”
But she pushed away only enough to stare into him. “Wedding invitation?”
“Yeah. Alex and I have spent the last five months planning this fabulous wedding. The point is that Dad didn’t know who I’d been living with all these years. It really has him wrecked although he claims that somehow it will work out. I can’t imagine it at this point. Someone, if not all of us is going to be hurt badly here. And I’m so sorry, Morgan.” Addled, he raked through her tangled hair. “I certainly didn’t mean for the world to stop turning.”
“You’ve been planning a wedding for you and me?”
Simply miserable, he nodded. “I know how ignorant and selfish that was. When I told Alex how stupid I am he said we should go ahead with the plans on the off-chance you might accept this time. He’s really had a lot of fun with it.”
To be his wife was something she always wanted but so many things stood in the way. Who he really was and would never tell her was the least of them. The pressure he exerted on her was uncomfortable at best, stultifying at worst. “I’m sorry.” If it had been a few days ago the fact that she was a murderess would have been enough. Now there was a man who knew what she’d done and still loved her.
Confusion swelled up like a toxic cloud. 
“I’m sorry.” Aching, she slipped out of bed. 
“Morgan.”
“I’m sorry.” She disappeared into the closet.
For a short moment he laid there shivering and knew that she was leaving him now. She popped out dressed, a pair of shorts and a T-shirt, her hair barely straightened in a scrunchy.
“Morgan, please don’t leave.”
She stood still, peering across the room at him. Again, her face contorted with unspoken agony. “I can’t fix this.” And then she turned and ran.
“Oh, God,” he screamed like a wounded animal. His first inclination was to break something as she obviously had, the shattered mirror looking very much like the creases in his soul. But hadn’t he broken enough lately? Her heart and soul, his hopes and dreams, his father’s life and will, and maybe the stock market? Broken more than enough as he paced for a moment and then made to chase.
But what would that do but piss her off again? 
He stood at the top of the stairs and peered down the circular expanse leading to her, wherever she was now. He had expected so much from her, miracles in fact. She had helped so many people, fixed so many hearts, repaired so many souls. Only now he understood why his family couldn’t be saved.
Debilitated, he went in search of his father. He opened the first door and heard the muted sounds of a man in sleep. Soundlessly, he walked in, left his clothes by the bed and slid between the sheets. With a modicum of curiosity, he tried to remember a night before he left Morgan that he had slept alone. There hadn’t been any, he realized, and he nudged closer to his father.
Jerry’s eyes fluttered to the feel of a warm body inching closer. Instinctively, he turned toward it and felt the hard contours of a well-built man. He smelled the hair, the skin. It was still his little boy, his precious little baby, and he reached out and wrapped his arms tightly. Filled with gratitude, he pulled Brian’s back to his chest and held tightly to offer to his beautiful son his love, his protection, but most of all his forgiveness as his son wept in his arms.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Forty-Five
 
 
In desperation to escape, Morgan ran through the kitchen and out the back door into a dismal day, the rain clouds ready to explode. But there was no escape as the straight strands of shimmering black hair shivered when Cherry turned to the sound of a tortured sob.
Morgan stopped still to stare into those generous blue eyes a moment. “You’re everywhere.”
Cherry tossed her head and smiled. “You’re Catholic. Abernathys are, too. Most of us are very fruitful and multiply. The only problem for the world at large is we’re at the top of the food chain.”
Morgan smiled a little yet fell into a chair simply exhausted.
“You are in a great deal of pain right now,” Cherry noted softly.
Morgan could only nod because Cherry was a sister to one and a daughter to the other. Anything she would say they would hear about.
“Two incredible, exciting men who love you. I’m glad I’m not you right now because how in the hell would you choose between them?”
Morgan shook a little to hear her thoughts so easily spoken.
“I’ve been sitting here thinking about that very thing for a while now. If I were Morgan, what the hell would I do other than cut my throat or drive a filet knife into my liver?”
“Did you come to a conclusion?”
“Yeah.” Cherry grinned broadly.
“Pray tell.”
“I’d tell ‘em both to fuck off and marry Cherry.”
For a moment Morgan stared into those delightful and beautiful blue eyes. And then she burst into laughter, the horror of the morning’s razor sharpness softened with the humor of it.
“You think I’m jerkin’ ya’, Baby? Trust me, if they can’t get their shit together, they are out of it. Cherry knows what she wants. And Cherry is absolutely vicious in the pursuit of it, family or not.”
Still smiling, Morgan sat back a little and relaxed. She’d never really known a woman she had so much in common with...attitude-wise. Perhaps their commonalties ended there. Yet on second thought, it was perhaps only their economic status that separated them. That was also true of her and Brian.
Yet she was flattered.
“Just keep me on your list of suitors, Darling,” Cherry said. Hungrily, her tongue swept over her lips to freshen the shock of raging red there.
Very much wanting to keep Cherry with her now, she asked, “Can I get you something?” 
“I already drank all your coffee. So how ‘bout I go fix us a drink and we’ll take a walk.”
Morgan nodded. She looked around to see where Kitty might be. But if today was Thursday, it was Kitty’s errand day. Or maybe it was Wednesday and Kitty knew they needed food in the house, the population having tripled in twenty four hours time.
A rocks glass with two inches of bourbon was placed before Morgan. “Oh, shit.”
“Too early?” She emptied Morgan’s glass into hers and went back to the kitchen. She returned with a quart jar of orange juice.
“Thank you.” Morgan was genuinely grateful for the help.
Cherry stood before her with an outstretched arm. “Let’s get some blood back in your brain so you can think.”
Once again, Morgan grasped that slender hand in desperation to be led away from her travails. They moved over the soft earth out of the garden of Brian’s unlimited imagination into the trees stretching long into the roiling sky. The scent was fresh, comfortable, the darkness under the leaves the perfect light for brooding.
“I can’t believe I’m screwing my boyfriend’s father and his sister,” Morgan raved with moral indignation.
Cherry laughed and wrapped her arm around Morgan. “Abernathys keep it all in the family, Honey. It cuts down on the press when a jilted lover wants to collect a fee for services in the form of blackmail.”
The misery in that thought assaulted Morgan. It never occurred to her to have to be careful who she fell in love with for fear of future retribution. “But you have a lot of girlfriends.”
“Yeah, but the first important one left me with some serious problems. She did want something to keep her mouth shut and I called Dad about it. Dad told me not to be ashamed of what I am. So she sold her story to some rag, much like my mother did, and then it was all over. Happily enough the press is no longer interested in the fact that I like my women in leather and chains. How ‘bout that!”
Morgan smiled and hugged a little tighter.
“But I’m not exactly an important member of the tribunal,” she added. “I don’t stand to inherit control of the company. I don’t have to protect an image worthy of control of trillions of dollars worldwide. People tend to get a little edgy about giving you their money when you’re some kind of freak.”
“Right.”
“That’s why my father had to quit. To preserve the company’s image as a wholesome family run business. I bet you didn’t know that the brood my father was born into are superfreaks.” Cherry laughed.
“No, I didn’t.”
“Well...you’ve met Alex...he’s my mother.” Quietly, she directed Morgan down a path hoping to get hopelessly lost in the woods with her. 
“He’s a very gentle, compassionate man.”
“He’s my real mommy. But my father was one of eight. Seven boys and poor unloved Aunt Jeannine who’s been married seven times now. But since she was never married in the Church that’s okay...right? But the rest of the boys, and by that I mean without Alex, meet regularly...at least used to. You know, get together, get drunk, a prostitute or two. But I’m not sure all of those hookers were girls.”
“Interesting.”
Cherry shrugged. “My grandfather preferred it that way. Didn’t want illegitimate babies on the payroll. It took me a lot of years to figure out why he never spoke to me...I’m kinda slow about some things. I don’t have a drop of Abernathy blood in me. But the point is my grandfather encouraged all that Grecian camaraderie between the boys to create a stable phalanx against women, babies, intruders upon the family fortune and so they would be able to better work together and run the company.”
“Sounds like the boys didn’t get a choice.”
“My grandfather never asked anyone what would make them happy. He always directed to others what would make him happy.” She sighed heavily. “I don’t think anyone was sorry to see him go...except maybe his mistress, Cheryl.”
Stunned, Morgan stopped stock-still and stared. “I still can’t over that!”
“Morgan, I’m as serious as a stock market crash. If I only had to spend the ten years after the old man’s death listening to Mom boohoo over how she lost the love of her life I mighta blew it off. But the fact is, Dad was out late one night and the nanny was staying with us. Molly fell asleep and I was having a nightmare and wanted my mom anyway. I don’t even want to describe the disgusting shit going on in her bedroom that night. The old man jumped out of the bed disgustingly naked and beat me up pretty bad. Put me in the hospital. I was five years old and I remember it quite vividly. Of course the company line is ‘she fell down the stairs’, you know. But it scared the shit out of Dad. Dad knew what had happened. Dad never again went out at night, either. Not without us anyway. I guess he just dropped out of the Billionaire Boys Club then.”
“That’s fucking ugly.” Morgan fell to an out-cropping of rock, unable to imagine it. Yet she knew what it was like to live in fear. That Jerry had lived in constant fear was obvious the day she met him. That that fear he projected onto his children was certain. Brian had swallowed it down...but what could she do? How was she supposed to fix something that had started before she was even born?
“Morgan, I’m not scavenging for sympathy here.” Easily, she sat beside Morgan and took her hand. 
“No.” Morgan was still lost in the picture Cherry had painted.
“The point is we’re not real good at interpersonal relationships. My record is six months. I think Bryant’s been married to his current wife for about five years but whether he’s happy or not I don’t know. Brian told me he’s been happy with you for ten years now. That no greater love has ever existed for any woman by any man than what he feels for you.”
It was a heart-rending sentiment and Morgan felt it quite deeply. “And I thought we were very happy. Did he bother to explain why he has to be married?”
“Because he thinks it will bring you even closer and he wants that badly. Because he wants to be able to say proudly that you’re his wife. And he didn’t come right out and say it but Brian’s thirty five now and he knows you work with a lot of younger men.”
“Shit. So he’s feeling insecure again. Why the hell can’t he understand that from where I’m standing those guys in their twenties look like teenagers to me. And that’s about what they got to offer. Not much.”
“He’s not old enough to understand it, Honey, so that oughta tell you that eighteen-year-olds still look good to him.”
Morgan growled a little. “So who’s this ex-girlfriend he beat up?”
“Renee?” Cherry almost gagged although Randi was her son’s father. “Honey, I wouldn’t worry about that little slut puppy. The truth is, uhh...uhh...” She wondered a moment if she should say something about Renee’s terribly creative genitalia arrangement. “The truth is her and Brian have been best friends since second grade. They always spent most of their time together fishing.”
“Fishing?”
“She’s a frickin’ weirdo. I don’t think Brian’s seen her since he dropped out.”
“You say that... ‘dropped out’ like it’s a pretty common occurrence.”
“It is. It’s a lot of pressure to be constantly on display. Brian’s worried about that, too. If you two get married, could you handle it? He’s afraid you’d grow to resent, not the attention, but the intrusion into your life. Having security people around...considering the only thing you’d allow in the way of security here is dogs.”
Morgan smiled. That had been a huge argument. A few months later she’d found the cameras but she never mentioned it. She was at least a little flattered that he cared that much. “It’s that bad, huh?”
“You get used to it. He’s also very worried that people would be coming to you with complaints only to get a glimpse into the Abernathy lifestyle. He knows that would piss you off.”
“That would definitely piss me off.”
“That’s why he was going to insist that you be Mrs. and Mr. Morgan McFaye.”
“You can’t be serious!”
“Yes, Honey. He’s thought this out very carefully. But you never let him proceed past the proposal.”
Utterly demoralized, Morgan dropped the empty quart jar and her head. Without will, she stood and traipsed forward. Quietly, Cherry followed down the path until it opened into a beautiful glen, the English Garden Brian told her about. Across the dew-damp lawn Morgan continued until she reached the ‘ruins’ of a castle Brian built and fell on the cushions where often they came to be alone and in love.
Cherry propped beside her in this ingratiating romance. The gentle but steady breeze stiffened with the coming storm. Yet Morgan only drew closer and laid her head in Cherry’s waiting lap to feel those daggaresque fingernails gently stroke through her hair.
 
* * * *
 
“You gotta wait it out, Brian. You have to give her some time to think this through,” Jerry insisted.
“I’ve been waiting five years to hear her say she’d marry me. I’ve been waiting for five months just to come home.”
Jerry peered through the soft comfortable light to see his son in such a terrible state. Jerry was physically and emotionally exhausted but his mind was clear. Hopefully, Morgan would be the one to come to her senses now. If she would marry Brian, Jerry would be happy about it. After all, Jerry was fifty five, Brian was thirty five. How much longer did Jerry have to live anyway?
Rather than drive his father insane with this knowing what Jerry felt for Morgan, Brian tried to be cheerful. “So how’s the Billionaire Boy’s Club these days?”
Jerry smiled a little. “We still get together every now and then. You miss it?”
Gently, Brian smiled. “Sometimes I do. Guy’s night.”
“You seem to have hundreds of cousins these days. In fact, the penthouse doesn’t hold everyone any more and Bryant made it his personal quest. Bought out half a floor of the Tower and turned it into a rather...if I say so myself... ingratiating dungeon.”
Warmly, Brian smiled. “And you designed the ingratiating equipment?”
“I did. With a rather elaborate train track. Your cousin, Benny, is definitely hooked on that.”
Brian laughed. But his interest in that conversation was over. Nervously, he clenched his hands praying vehemently for Morgan to forgive him. “I can’t stand this,” he whispered.
For the feel of his son’s desperation, Jerry dragged himself out of the bed to his suitcase. He rummaged in a pocket a moment and retrieved a router bit. He held it up before Brian, his scowl unmistakable. “On the bed.”
Brian swallowed hard and went to it quickly. His knees on the edge, he laid his chest to the mattress. He felt his Master’s soft hand lovingly stroke the flesh of his ass only a moment before the penetration of his Master’s router bit slid into his body to take away his mind.
“Down,” his Master ordered.
Without hesitation, Brian stretched long. That his father could do this for him now was almost astounding. Jerry was in love with her, too, but concerned for him now. But his father laid behind him and gathered him into his arms. Brian knew too well to open his legs and let his Master’s hand take control of his balls.
That hand slowly closed and wrapped tight. But it wasn’t crushing, only comfort, as the first stab of searing heat assaulted his rectum and began to rise into his intestines. He pushed back a little to be held to even tighter and then began to shake violently with the sensation of being scorched. He closed his eyes and only the color of her hair remained in his vision as he cried out and prayed to his Master to rend him completely.
 
* * * *
 
There was no way in the world to make any sense of this. Two incredible men, Morgan thought, as the sensation of softness stroked through her hair. And I can’t fix it, she told herself again.
“I need to go talk to Jerry,” Morgan insisted.
“Of course.” Cherry bent to plant a few wet kisses on Morgan’s cheek. “Do you mind if I hang around for awhile?”
“I hope you do. You’re the only thing that makes sense now and there’s five empty suites. Most people pick by color.”
“I definitely look good in red.”
Morgan smiled. “Last on the left. And if you want Kitty, I’ll send her up.”
“I met Kitty.” Cherry nodded approvingly. “Kitty is hot. But I’ll wait for the good stuff.”
Morgan turned to stare. “You are definitely good for my ego.” 
“No, really. Whether you’re my sister-in-law, my step-mommy dearest or my wife, Morgan, we’re gonna get to spend a lot of time together.”
“Are you saying that neither your father or your brother would mind if you and I...?”
“Obviously, Daddy doesn’t care. I’m certain Brian would be very pleased to know you’re not alone if he and Dad are out.”
“Where would they go?”
“The meetings, Darling. To the dungeon in the Tower. Male bonding night. Primal scream shit, whatever, I don’t know. But if the cats are away the mice can play.”
“You make this sound so easy.”
“Honey, just pick one. If that one doesn’t work out, go to the next one. We’re all gonna be all together anyway.”
“I guess I’ve never heard of anything like this before.”
“It grows on you, Baby. The point is we’re adults. We’re family whether you’re actually married to any of us or not because we’re all in love with you. You turn us on.”
“You are definitely good for my ego.” She moved close enough for Cherry to reach out and grab her. 
“Am I any good for the rest of you?” Cherry purred with her soft, malleable lips in Morgan’s ear.
Morgan shivered. “Lady, you are good for every little bit of me.” 
“Good. So go see what you can work out with the men folk and if still they want to make you crazy, come to me.”
 
* * * *
 
Still damp from the mist in the glen, Morgan trudged the stairs. She stood at the door which concealed Jerry a moment. She heard something muffled behind it but whether it was a sob or a cough she couldn’t determine. Quietly, she knocked.
“Yeah...” Jerry hollered. Quickly, he sat up in bed now.
The door opened allowing a seam of artificial light fill the darkened room a moment. She closed the door and then peered up only to see them both in bed, the man who wanted to marry her, another man who confessed his love and devotion for her, and somehow it was a shock. 
Together, in bed. Two grown men and it shivered through her to know she didn’t understand anything about these people.
“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. She turned to go.
“Morgan, over here.” The sound of Jerry’s voice thundered like the Wrath of God.
Unable to look at him, she stammered a moment. “I just wanted to talk to you alone.”
“I said, over here.” It was a demand that she get over this now.
Without raising her head to allow her vision to pass over them, she dragged toward the bed. His arm struck with the speed of a cobra and seized her body away from her control. When she stilled, she found herself lying against him on her side, her bottom forced against his hip. At least she didn’t have to look at Brian. And then she felt a twitching in the bed. She felt her head forced up over his chest and the back of her head hit the back of Brian’s. Brian laid in Jerry’s embrace the same as she.
“Now, we’re just gonna talk this out,” Jerry assured them both. He kissed her head tenderly and she heard the same soft kiss given to Brian.
“Now, Morgan, what has changed about the man you’ve lived with for the last ten years except his name?”
Indignantly, she huffed. She tried to rise, the better to look at him, to scream at him, to be angry, but his arm dividing her breasts held her tighter to his body refusing to allow that. “Isn’t that enough? I mean, uhh...I thought we had a lot in common. Like where we were from, the gutter, that no one cared whether we lived or died except us. Like what we wanted out of this world. And now I find out he’s seen the entire fucking world twenty or thirty times, probably knows people on every continent. How am I supposed to fit in with those people?” 
Brian was heartened to hear it and wanted to roll toward her to explain, yet Jerry held him firmly. 
“What makes you think he wants the life he never cared for back? And yes, he has been all over the world. Partied in every corner of it. Even had a little fling with the Princess of Monaco and if I remember correctly, she held his interest for about two weeks. Not ten years!” 
Brian shook to hear it put out there so viciously. He would have wanted desperately to soften the edges. Not even mention the fact that she was a Princess. 
“So how am I supposed to fit in with people like that?”
“What the hell makes you think you’re even gonna meet those people? And if Brian or I want to take you to the Riviera, there’s nothing you have to do other than look good and keep your mouth shut. But keeping your mouth shut is something you don’t do very well.”
He squeezed down on her to press his point into her psyche a little. And then he rattled Brian.
“So what is it that you like about Europe so much?” Jerry asked his son.
Brian huffed. Comfortably, he fell under the spell of his Master. “I don’t even remember. I was pretty buzzed through all of those years. I do like to ski the Alps. If a guy wanted the rest of it, he could get it just about anywhere.”
“Do you want any of the rest of it?”
“Shit, I’ve got the rest of it right here, My Lord.”
Morgan perked to hear that. My Lord...how classy. And the insistence in Brian’s declaration softened her a little.
“What do you mean you have the rest of it right here?”
Brian hesitated and pulled himself a little higher to lay his head on his father’s shoulder. “I’ve got even more than that,” he whispered. “Besides all the sex and drugs I could possibly tolerate, I have a job. A real job. I own my own business now and I can play in the dirt to my heart’s content and be as creative as I care to be. Every day when I come home it’s something different. Sometimes she’s in the dungeon with someone who needs rammed, sometimes she’s lying naked on the veranda. Sometimes it’s just dinner on the porch or in bed, but it’s always just her and me. I always believed I knew where I was gonna be tomorrow, you know what I mean? Until I decided to get involved in someone else’s problems.” 
Easily, Jerry nodded. “You have confidence in your love for her, her love for you and you believe in that love.”
“Yeah.”
Morgan clutched even tighter to Jerry so enveloped in this little exercise of revelation she didn’t notice how strange it was. Too intent on listening to Brian.
“Why did you wait ten years to tell her who you are?”
“A lot of reasons. That she makes it so easy to forget about everything that came before goes without saying. Truthfully, I didn’t want her to be afraid of me like she is now. Like just because I come from where I do I’m someone she’s never even met. Like what I am is also who I am. Guilty by association.” The very words caused him to understand more about Jerry’s predicament.
“And...?” Jerry demanded with a little shake to Brian’s body.
“And...because I don’t want that life anymore and she might find she likes it.”
“And that scares you because...”
“Because I like my life now. It might be alright to spend a couple of weeks playing around, but I like my life. We do plenty of playing around here as far as I’m concerned. Not that I wouldn’t mind taking her to your yacht on the Mediterranean, or to the Villa in Tuscany. A hot air balloon ride over the Australian outback might be nice, but I wanna come home.”
It stunned her to hear him talk like this. And it all sounded so wonderful. Wonderful things she had never done before and only dreamed of.
“And you’d like to take her to that little pizza place in Sicily you love. Let her wander around in the Vatican. The opera in Rome, the theaters in Paris.”
“I do, but Brian Alexander can’t afford that.”
“But for Brian Abernathy, it's pocket change.”
Filled with sadness, Morgan buried her face between Jerry’s body and arm. Finally she understood what Brian meant when he said he would sacrifice anything for her. He’d gone without things he thought of as little distractions for ten years. Things she thought of as once-in-a-lifetime events. No wonder he’d been getting edgy the last few years, drinking more, smoking more, less enthused about helping in the dungeon. She had thought he was bored and he was.
Jerry continued on: “Tell me about one of the more memorable times you spent with Morgan.”
“Just one? Or just a recent one? Like the night a few weeks before I finally lost my mind altogether. Morgan was working with some guy whose forty years old and can’t decide if he’s gay or not. Been talking to some shrink about it for years. Finally, they called Morgan and she spent a couple of sessions with him and then she had me come. The guy’s really super shy so she staked me to the bed and blindfolded me. She sat down on the edge of the bed and talked him through it. The guy was a like a teenager while his parents were away for the weekend. It certainly didn’t take him long to get over being shy. She had him sucking me and then he screwed me. And then I screwed him.”
“So is he gay?”
“I don’t know. I never saw him again after that. The point is a virgin had me and then I had a virgin. I was exhausted. After that, she put me in the car, threw a six-pack in my lap, and then wheeled through a White Castle and got me two dozen to go. After I staggered up the stairs, she put me in a diaper so I didn’t even have to get up to piss in the night.”
Jerry smirked. He’d be ashamed for anyone to know how much he enjoyed the diaper thing. He certainly understood where Brian was coming from.
“So it’s those little things that keep you coming home even though the world beyond Morgan keeps whispering in your ear?”
Brian hesitated. “It’s the way Morgan serves it up, My Lord. You can throw a steak on a paper plate and slam back a beer with it, or you can place it on fine china, garnish it with clarified butter and serve it with a cabernet sauvignon, eat it in the company of a fabulous woman. It’s still steak, right? It’s just that one fills your belly and the other feeds your soul.”
Filled with pride, Jerry smiled and laid his cheek on Brian’s head. Brian already knew what it had taken him fifty-five years to learn. But Morgan shivered to hear it described like that, that for him, their life together was a refinement of those things she only dreamed of.
“Okay. So...Morgan didn’t know until today that you’re not some little uneducated street urchin, so that couldn’t possibly be the reason she won’t marry you. Why do you think she won’t marry you?”
“I don’t know. Sometimes I wonder if it’s...I’m too easy...pussywhipped. Why buy the bull when you’ve already got the dick?”
Jerry laughed a little having heard a version of that statement referred to women but never men. “But what you mean to say is that sexually you’re submissive and real men aren’t submissive, don’t you? That even though you might be able to handle a whip, yours is not a dominant personality?”
“Yes.”
“But you know that’s not true, right? Some men are just submissive and you happen to be one of them.” Roughly, he shook Brian’s body, expecting an affirmative answer.
“Then why won’t she marry me?”
“Because she’s got some problems, son.”
Quickly, Morgan sheered away from Jerry’s embrace and met him face to face. “Please don’t,” she rasped unable to command her full voice. “I’m begging you, please.”
To hear her voice so strangled, Brian turned also. To see fear etched in her face, carving it into deep creases frightened him a little. “Honey, what is it?” he asked.
“No. You can’t do this to me!” A wildness crept into her expression, something Brian had never seen before.
Jerry held a little tighter to Brian and narrowed his gaze on her. “You listen to me, woman. This is my son. He deserves to know what he’s getting out of a wife. I know you think you can handle yourself, that you’ll never let go of yourself again, but I’m not so sure. I might not always be here to settle things between you and he needs to know this.”
“Don’t you do this to me!”
Even as Brian watched, her expression changed into something animalian. He didn’t recognize her, wouldn’t have recognized her as anything human, rather as something possessed. Her head jerked suddenly like a lunatic, and she rose onto her toes as might a cat about to strike. Her teeth bit down on her tongue and a few drops of blood trickled over her lip.
So miserably sad, Jerry watched her advance, reliving it all over again. Just as she was about to spring forward with her hands ready to strangle him, his arm slung out, his palm open. The slap across her cheek resounded in the room and threw her to the floor.
“Goddamnit, Dad!” Brian hollered. He leapt out of the bed and ran to her. The driver of the Abernathy steamroller just struck her. Gently, he picked her up and laid her in his lap.
Uncontrollably, she began to sob. “If you tell him, he’ll leave me forever.”
Adamantly, Jerry shook his head. “Either you tell him or I tell him, Morgan. He deserves to know.”
“Nooooo,” she cried out. Plagued by insanity, she pulled at her hair, the long beautiful strands twisted in her fingers like the frayed, convoluted threads of hemp rope.
Just then the door opened and Alex peered around it, alarmed at the sounds emanating from this room. Jerry nodded, an indication to stay yet remain distant. Alex melted into the furthermost darkest corner near the bathroom where no one but Jerry knew he was there.
“Morgan, I’m warning you,” Jerry demanded. “He’s going to know about this today and I can promise you he’s not going to leave you over it.”
“Oh, God.” Pitifully, she moaned, unable to prevent it. There was nothing she could do to stop this short of murdering again.
“Dad, what the hell do you want from her?” Tightly, he cuddled around her.
Jerry hesitated. “Son, you know I have everyone I get involved with investigated.”
“Yeah...” Brian nodded heartbroken by the pitiful moaning in Morgan’s throat.
“Morgan...Morgan was involved in a situation that wasn’t her doing when she was a kid. Her father was killed in a trucking accident when she was six...”
Brian nodded. He knew that. He had spent hours with her in her reliquary devoted to her father.
“A few years later, her mother married another man.”
“And eventually beat her to death one day. Morgan was only sixteen,” Brian added. 
Sadly, Jerry nodded and glanced up to see Alex shaking his head sadly, his arms wrapped around his body as if to protect himself. “But Morgan didn’t tell you all of it...obviously. I think it’s possible the guy only married her mother to be closer to her.”
The most awful wailing Brian could ever imagine echoed out of Morgan’s soul. “Baby, I’m sorry,” he whispered adamantly. Tighter, he held to her and rocked her as if she were a baby in his arms.
“Between the interviews with the neighbors and the insurance reports, it’s quite evident that he raped her as often as he wanted to.” Morgan quieted a little now, as hopeless in this situation as she had been in the one he spoke of. “That she suffered everything from gonorrhea to chlamydia is evident in the reports and probably quite effectively sterilized her. Her mother became pregnant in that time, but there’s another report of a D and C so her mother obviously miscarried. My thinking is that he beat it out of her mother because he wanted only Morgan.”
Suddenly Morgan sat up. “He did kill that baby! My sister. I watched him.”
“I know, Baby,” Jerry whispered. 
It brought tears to Brian’s eyes. She had no siblings at all, yet the night they played ‘pickup’ she mentioned a broken date with a sister. That she had wanted a sister desperately he understood now and that she still mourned that loss was a pain to him.
Jerry continued: “Morgan was sixteen when she came home from school one miserable day in March and found her mother thrown to a corner. I can easily imagine what she felt then.” He looked toward Alex who was silently crying now, Alex’s fist over his mouth to retain any sound from spilling from it. “I can easily imagine what she felt.” He thought of a day thirty-seven years ago when Alex had witnessed a similar crime. “Having been brutalized and abused all of her life. Her only friend, the only man in the world she could count on was a Roman Catholic priest of her parish.”
“Romeo.” Brian smiled bitterly.
Jerry nodded. “Romeo Romanelli, that’s right. But something in Morgan snapped that day, Brian. Something inside of her decided she wouldn’t lay down for it anymore. What neighbors describe as a very large, towering, loudmouthed ass who hasn’t been missed since, died that day, too.”
Quickly, Brian perked. 
“I can pretty well assume he was drunk if a scrawny, half-starved sixteen-year-old girl got the best of him. I’m rather certain it was a head injury that incapacitated him, if it didn’t kill him.”
Morgan turned away from Brian now. This was Jerry’s coup de grace, but why? Must want Brian back awful badly. Or to come between them forever so she could be his. Whatever it was, she no longer had the will to fight it or carry the burden of it alone. 
“Three days later they found him burned beyond recognition in a car having driven over a cliff in Athens County. The police know she did it because they found a saddle shoe on the ledge where the car went over the cliff. They know the car was pushed over the cliff because the shifter was in neutral, not drive and because it tumbled down the side of the cliff rather than going airborne and landing in the field some distance away.”
“Oh, my God.” Brian reached out for her and drew her into his arms. “Oh, Baby. Why didn’t you tell me this? Honey, you can’t live with this kind of thing by yourself.”
But she only jerked away and jumped to her feet to stare down at him. “I killed a man!”
“That man murdered your mother.” Brian rose to meet her head on.
A little confused, she turned away. “It’s still murder, Brian. And every minute of everyday I live with the knowledge that they could roll down my driveway and put me in chains and haul me away for good.”
“Morgan, that was self-defense. Honey, that’s why you didn’t go down for it when you were sixteen. It was self-defense.” For a moment, he studied his father. “And because Romeo assumed guardianship of her, they didn’t prosecute?”
“Exactly,” Jerry said softly. “That’s what I think anyway. That and the fact the 911 calls to Morgan’s address, thirty-nine in the previous year to be exact, were over. I think they were relieved he was gone.”
Easily, Brian nodded. “Morgan, Honey, this is not the huge deal you think it is. It was self-defense.”
“Brian, it’s still murder. It’s a capital crime.”
Brian saw her insistence that she be punished for this. He understood finally that she expected that punishment, perhaps even vengeance in kind. But what did this have to do with marrying him?
“Honey, I’m not gonna hurt you. I would never do anything to hurt you.”
With her arms wrapped tightly around her, she shook her head. Her refusal to marry him had nothing to do with that really. Slowly, she turned. “Listen carefully, Baby. My lawyer has a copy of my will. I’ve left everything I’ve got to you alone. Everything. Stocks, bonds, the house, the condo, everything. But you have to understand that at any minute of any day, some eager cop with nothing better to do could go through old files and decide to work on some cold case thing. It really wouldn’t be too hard to figure out who killed the son of a bitch. I was young, scared to death, Brian. I picked up a marble table lamp and hit him right here with it.” She pounded her fingers to the temple. “And then I put my mom in bed, thinking all she needed was to rest. I didn’t know her ribs were broken and punctured a lung. Or that he beat her so hard she bled to death internally.
“Somehow I dragged his worthless ass to his car and threw him in it. I think angels helped me. I drove as far into the hills as I could get and saw a place in the guardrail that was already broken. Pushed the son of a bitch over the cliff. And yes...he was very dead before that. Magnificent explosion, just like on TV. And then I ran down the road with one shoe because I couldn’t find it in the dark and I was sure they were coming for me. Hitched a ride with a trucker who wanted compensation for the ride.”
Sadly, Brian bowed his head. She had trusted a trucker because her father had been a trucker. But she had to let that trucker screw her before he would let her go. Might as well call that rape.
“When I finally got back home, I was gonna get in bed with my mom. I knew she was hurt. She was cold already...stiff.” The memory of that frozen flesh made her shiver. “I wanted her to be happy that he was never gonna come back, but she was dead. If I had called an ambulance, she might have survived. If my father hadn’t have died, none of that would have happened. She would have never married that asshole and I wouldn’t be standing here confessing to murder.”
“Morgan, please...” Quickly, Brian advanced on her to cuddle her.
Aggravated, she threw up her hands. “Brian, they could put together a jury of right-wing rottweilers faster than I can blink. It would be real easy for them to convict me not only because I did it, but because I’m a prostitute, too. They could go home feeling real good about themselves knowing they got another piece of trash off the streets. And should I be fortunate enough to cop a death penalty. I don’t want you, my husband, standing there watching them put me to sleep for good.”
“Oh, Jesus, Morgan.” Unhesitant, he scooped her into his arms, his own tears blurring his vision, understanding now how she thought of herself. A lowly prostitute, a murderess, a piece of trash of less account than a dog in the gutter.
“No.” She backed away. “This is serious. I want you to be able to walk away from here and never give it another thought.”
“Do you really think that would be so easy even if we’re not married?”
Her face contorted again. “Brian, this is serious. I mean what I say. I don’t want to know my beautiful husband is watching through a one-way mirror while I’m getting fried.”
In that he understood that the antiquated electric chair was her worst nightmare of being executed and that she had lived it time and again in her nightmares. That’s why the electrical devices in her dungeon amounted to the voltage of a flashlight battery. “Morgan…” 
“Goddamnit, you’re not paying attention.” Her lungs pumped to sustain her as her anger rose proportionately to her fear. Her expression filled with animalistic brutality. “Listen to me. You’re so hopelessly submissive, Brian. In this relationship, you...are the one that is going to get killed.”
A protracted silence filled the distance between them as he stared into her. And then he advanced on her and quite roughly grasped her shoulders in his hands. His thumbs found the soft tissue at her throat and pressed firmly as his expression narrowed its focus on her. 
“You pay attention now.” He shook her firmly. “I know that whenever you get mad or frustrated something dies. Damnit, we’ve replaced enough windows, doors, mirrors and drywall in this house to build a new one. I haven’t met a woman yet who doesn’t break something when she’s pissed. But unlike my mother who hurls crystal vases full of roses or lamps still plugged in, I’ve never seen you throw anything at anyone who’s ever lived here. Not me, not Kitty, not Jaxx, not Rick. I’m not so fucking hopelessly submissive that I would ever let you kill anyone.” His anger congealed, directed at her and he shook her again for emphasis.
She trembled in his clutch as he bored into her, his frustration on the edge of insanity. And then he seemed to collapse. He flattened her to his body as if he could force her through his own flesh to keep her within him where she would be safe. “Damnit, Morgan, I never realized.” Aggravated with himself, he stared at Jerry now. “I always thought you cared only for the women who get beat. You’re trying to save the women who get beat by redeeming the tortured souls like yourself who cause the damage...without killing them.”
Full of bitter sadness, Jerry nodded as he stared into his son. “And she’s very successful,” he murmured. “She’s been there.”
For ten years, Brian only understood the other side of the situation. He had believed that she lived to punish those wife-beaters because of what one of them did to her mother. Only now, with all the facts presented, could he understand her true motivation and understand how she and Jerry fell in love with each other. Jerry and Morgan had their rage and lack of control in common. And Brian had made it so incredibly easy for them.
He released his desperate clutch but still held to her. At his father, he snapped his fingers and Jerry tossed the phone into his hand. She heard the staccato tones of numbers being dialed and she fell on the edge of the bed, frightened of who he was calling.
“This is Brian Abernathy,” he said surely. His voice was full of a kind of command she’d never heard. “I need you to file a motion to pull a file at the county courthouse. It was a murder. The woman’s name was Mary McFaye Small. The man who allegedly murdered her was Arnold Small. He died a few days later in an accident in Athens County. I want everything shredded.”
In horror, Morgan stared at Jerry.
“Thank you,” Brian said and clicked off.
“What the hell are you doing?” Morgan screamed.
“Our lawyers will file a motion to expunge the record, honey. By the close of business tomorrow, the files regarding all of it will be shredded...as if it never happened. Nobody’s gonna come in here and take you away from me...not for that at least. Nobody’s ever gonna hurt you again.”
Disbelieving, she could only stare breathlessly. Unable to support herself, she fell back against Jerry. “It’s not possible.”
“It’s as good as done,” Jerry said. His fingers raked through her tangled hair, his voice softened with his pride in his son. 
“No...no, it’s not possible.”
“Honey,” Brian said to gain her attention. “It’s a bogus bullshit thing anyway. It was self-defense. And maybe you did enjoy it. But for twenty-four years now, they haven’t offered to come for you because they are not going to come for you. You, dogooder that you are, saved the courts the time and expense of a trial. They probably appreciate that. And there may be some bribe money involved, but honey, it’s all over now.”
She reared back further against Jerry. “There’s still hell to look forward to.”
Sadly, Brian peered at his father a moment. Even Abernathys were powerless to prevent that. Rather, he whispered, “Honey, please take it easy on yourself.”
Simply exhausted, Jerry peered through the meager light at Alex. Alex had escaped to the threshold of the bathroom, heaving silently in his own kind of hell. That Alex had had to helplessly witness as much violence as Morgan saddened Jerry terribly. But Alex never committed murder over it, much as he had wanted to. The victim in that case survived. 
But Jerry was so weary and not only emotionally rent but mentally exhausted now. “Can you think of one more reason why you won’t marry my son?” The tone of his voice told her he was incensed.
“And I suppose you want a prostitute for a daughter-in-law?”
“Honey, I was ready to make yet another prostitute my wife until I found out it was you Brian was talking about, and Brian you were talking about.”
“You wanted to marry me?”
“That was the plan until yesterday morning at approximately 8:45 when Brian handed me a wedding invitation. And you weren’t gonna say no to me.”
“So...whatever you felt for me is just...over?”
“No. Not even close, Baby. You belong to me, Brian belongs to me and I’m not taking any shit from either one of you anymore. I’ve eaten enough shit in my life and I’m done with it. If I tell Brian to bend over he’d better fucking bend over or he knows that brain damage is imminent. If I tell you to spend the night with me, and by the way, you’re spending the night with me tonight, you’ll spend the night with me. In exactly three weeks and three days I’m walking you down the aisle, woman, but I’m not giving you away. You better be ready or I’m leaving and I’m taking my son with me. Wanting to be married to you, to have the security of it, to know he’s just a little more special than everyone else you lay down with is not expecting too much. I expect an affirmative answer by sundown. Do you understand?”
Haughtily, she sniffed. “Yes.”
“Get her out of my sight.”
Quickly, Brian bent to help her up and out. Jerry wasn’t in the mood for argument that was evident. Yet he was giving Morgan a good six hours to come to terms with it. Brian’s hand wrapped around hers was urgent, yet she lingered.
“Can I speak to you privately?” she asked.
“Tonight,” he said. He was finished with this part of the day now. Whatever was left was up to Morgan and Brian to work out.
Dismissed again. Twice in the same day. Quietly, she turned and allowed herself to be led away. Just as quietly, Alex slipped into the bathroom out of their sight until the door was closed.
Alex lingered in the dark to gather his wits. That was one of the saddest stories he’d ever heard. That Jerry had thought so much about it and could fill in the gaps where the report had left off was even more heart-rending.
He stepped out of the shadows and stood in the small dismal light peering at his twin brother still lying in bed. “You’ve completely redeemed yourself to me,” he said solemnly.
Jerry slid further down and began to weep. “This has been another shitty day and you promised me a better one.”
Quickly, Alex ran to him and slid into the bed. His arms wrapped around his brother’s head and pulled it to his chest. “I’m so sorry,” he whispered. Jerry had just relived the worst day of his life to get the truth out between Brian and Morgan. “Dear God, I’m sorry.”
“I love her, Alex.”
“She reawakened you.”
“But to what? It’s one thing to be dead inside, quite another to know it.”
“Just rest now.” Alex kissed Jerry’s head. “I’ll stay with you and you can just rest.” The pads of his fingers gently stroked Jerry’s cheek.
“I don’t deserve you, either.” He knew exactly how Morgan felt about herself. How unworthy of Brian she felt.
“I’ll stay with you. Just go to sleep, Love.” He nestled back into the pillows and held his brother’s head against the soft swell of flesh on his chest due to estrogen injections.
The years seemed to fall away as Jerry snuggled in and slid his arm under Alex. He closed his eyes feeling only the measured rise of the chest, the steadiness of the heart. Heavily, he sighed and relaxed into it comfortably.
And still, Alex’s tears fell silently on the pillow beneath him. For the first time in thirty-seven years, everything that went wrong could be put right. At that very moment, Alex was certain of it.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Forty-Six
 
 
In a horrible confusing fog, Morgan followed listlessly. When she awoke from her stupor she was in the whirlpool, the water buoying her breasts on the surface as the scent of lavender bubbles rose around her. The thin line of silver smoke rose from the ashtray in a single seductive trail, but it was the sound of his voice ordering breakfast--at one o’clock in the afternoon--that woke her fully.
Poor baby. He slipped into the tub opposite her and gathered her feet into his lap. She seemed to be in a state of shock, but he couldn’t know if it was the horror of reliving the worst day of her life, that Jerry rejected her as a wife, or that he had come home. 
“Baby?” he whispered as his hands slid up her legs.
Her eyes blinked a moment as her head rolled toward the sound of his voice. “I’m not keeping up very well here, am I?”
Gently, he raised her foot out of the water and held it to his mouth. “Just go slow, Honey.”
Without will, she reached for the cigarette and hit it hard. “Nobody’s coming for me?”
“Nope. If it’s not over yet today, by tomorrow the record will be expunged.” 
“I didn’t even know things like that were possible.”
He only nodded as he held the instep of her foot to his mouth and gently sucked on it. “Happens all the time.”
“It’s legal?”
“Yes. If they have to bribe the judge, it’s only to make it go down today rather than next month. That might not be necessary at all, anyway.”
“And this is something I could have done on my own without the name Abernathy behind it?”
He paused. That she didn’t like big names and fast money pushing people around he knew too well. “Yes, Morgan, except your lawyer is an idiot, so I don’t know if he could have helped you. And your stock broker is a fucking thief and I might have to work him over.”
Curiously, she smiled a little. “Why didn’t you say something about it?” 
“You never asked what I thought of them.”
“What kind of thief?”
“He’s been skimming you for a lot of years, Honey.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?”
“You didn’t ask. You just assumed I don’t know anything about it. Grossly overcharging you for his services, trading you down when he should be trading you up. The guy’s a fucking jerk. A monkey with a pin stabbing aimlessly at the list could do better than he does.”
For a long moment she stared into his naturally wide, dark eyes that made him look perpetually turned on. “Brian Abernathy, the world’s most eligible bachelor...securities license?” 
Sheepishly, he shrugged. “It’s not my fault. But if you show me yours, I’ll show you mine.”
Easily, she smiled. He could diffuse any situation with a joke. But then she darkened again. “Brian, I have committed murder. It scares me to death to think I could do it again.”
“I finally understand now, Morgan. Because you’re the progeny of a wife-beater, you’re statistically likely to become the same thing. It scares you to think you might kill me and that you wouldn’t be able to live with. You would commit suicide over that. Or you might summon so much control that you would allow yourself to be killed like your mother was. I understand now, honey.”
That was it exactly. She was never able to reduce it to something so simple for herself. “And you think this could work out between you and I?”
“It’s been working for ten beautiful years, Morgan. I meant it sincerely when I said I don’t care for the life I lived until the day I met you. But the truth is if we want to spend a week in St. Maarten with Cherry, go skiing in Italy, buy a little cabin, say...five thousand feet in Telluride, we can do that. I’d be proud and pleased to show you off at some of the clubs I used to hang out at, take you to the Cannes Film Festival. If it’s something you wanna do, it would be wonderful to do it together as long as we could always come home. It’s a distraction, not a life the way so many people want to make it.”
It sounded absolutely wonderful, alluring, exotic and yes, frightening. “But if those kind of people found out I’m a prostitute...?”
“Honey, you’re not a hooker. My mother is a hooker and nobody’s bothered her through the years. You’re a sex therapist, Morgan and yes, there is a qualitative difference. I know you started out as a hooker, but what the hell else were you gonna do? And if someone should be so rude and inconsiderate to say anything about it, I’ll look ‘em dead in the face and tell ‘em they can’t afford you.”
“I used to work for JD Rockingham.”
“I know. He mentioned it to me. Tried to warn me about who you are. I left his name on the guest list anyway. I used to think of him as a grandfather and now he’s just someone we don’t want to piss off. It scares me what kind of experiences you’ve had with him. Lives across the street from the Mansion. But Honey, you’re not a prostitute anymore. You’ve been a sex therapist for years. There really is a difference.”
She thought so but she was never sure what anyone else thought about it. “What about you? You were so defensive of your family that day.”
“Things are never what they seem, are they?”
“Rarely.”
“I had this image of my mother as this poor pathetic victim, someone who was half-tetched to stay with him for all those years. She was supposed to be so broken up that Dad moved out but she was out partying that night. I talked to my nanny about it and hell, Mom goes out every Saturday night, I realize now, to turn tricks. But just what I’ve watched go down this last five months, I can see plainly it was my father who was the victim in the entire mess. I don’t know all the details, I probably don’t want to know. The good news is I have enough experience to not need to know now. Whatever was between them is hopefully over. She’s trotted off to France, he’s here with us where we can take care of him...and hopefully he’ll recover. I don’t think he was too shocked about what she did. That he had to quit his job is going to be a huge hurdle to get over for him. Abernathy was his life.”
“I feel so awful about that. If I hadn’t have been involved with them it wouldn’t have been nearly so devastating. I gave her all the instruction she needed to describe the dungeon and the things that go on there.”
Brian shrugged. “I’m sure she’s seen it all before. It was just a little more fuel for the fire, Honey. She meant to bring the world crashing down and she did.”
“Are you okay?”
He blinked a few tears away. “Like Dad said, we can’t make her love us. Like Cherry said, anyone who can get pregnant can give birth. It doesn’t make a mother.”
“I’m sorry.”
“But I think Dad has forgiven me for every stupid, selfish, impulsive thing I’ve ever done. And Alex’s love has always been unconditional.”
She drew in a deep breath and heard the footfall of their new butler behind her. Rick placed the tray on the edge of the tub and glanced at Brian.
“How you doing, buddy?” Brian asked.
“Pretty damned good, Mouse. Damned happy to be working here at this lovely estate with this fabulous family. But if you can get your old lady to get with it soon, I’ll take it.” Coyly, he winked at Morgan.
“Well, uhhh...if my precious Baby is indisposed, I’ll take care of it for you soon,” he said reassuringly.
“You?” Rick queried.
“I know my way around the dungeon,” Brian said. He reached out and grabbed an utterly stiff organ. “Your Master may want to watch.”
“Of course,” Rick replied excitedly. “When should I be prepared?”
“I’ll let you know,” Brian said with a little flick to the glans. “Thank you.”
Her smile broad now, she studied him. “You’re a switch?”
He held a plate of French toast and scrambled eggs to his chest and began to shovel. “Just like you, Honey. I don’t get down on the floor for just anyone, you know. Gotta be good. Gotta be real good.” He grinned impishly. “And you, Baby, are the best.”
“I think you’re father is the best.”
“He’s in a class by himself.”
“And you’re his submissive?”
Easily, Brian nodded because he was curing his starvation at the moment. “I was playing in the Lair with my girlfriend one afternoon and he came in and the rest was fait accompli. He’s always been my Master.”
“He’s your father,” she protested.
Brian shrugged. “He’s really my uncle, and yes, he’s my father. He loves me very, very much. Takes care of me more than I deserve.”
“You have sex with your father?”
“I didn’t say that. It doesn’t necessarily involve sex, you know that. How many people have you disciplined without using them, too?”
“So you don’t have sex with him?”
He paused while he chewed. This was something that could keep her interested for years, especially knowing how much it turned her on to see men together. “I didn’t say that, either.” 
She jerked a little. “I want you to tell me.”
“You better ask him about it.” 
She hesitated and began to eat a little. To think that Jerry had been using Brian all through his youth caused a swell of protectiveness in her. To think that Brian had been raped as she had. Suddenly, she realized his lack of emotional control at times was caused by that rape, that sense of deprecation, the idea that he had no control of anything. “So what am I supposed to understand from all of this?”
But the issue of sexual abuse was beyond Brian’s thoughts now. “Well...if I understand correctly, he wants you to be my wife. But he’s going to maintain us both as submissives. You have until sundown to give him your answer and then you’re going to spend the night with him.”
“That’s incredible.” 
“He fell in love with you, honey. I certainly can’t hold that against him. I think you grew pretty fond of him. I knew the way he felt when I handed him a wedding invitation yesterday. Really fucked him up. I knew what you felt when you no sooner heard the news of his humiliation than you ran to him. So the question is do you have enough love in your heart for us both?”
The air in her lungs escaped. “And you two can live with this together? It won’t come between you?”
“No, love. The point is he’s willing to share you when he could marry you and make me his pet. Considering all the people I share you with now, sharing you with him is a small thing. Is it something you could live with?”
Dumbfounded, she stared blankly at him. The idea of having to choose between them had been impossible. The thought that she could have them both was astounding. “You wouldn’t be jealous?”
“Not if I know you love me, Honey,” he whispered.
“God, I do love you,” she gasped. She slid through the water to lay against his body. “I love you more than anything this world has ever offered. You really had me fucked up.”
His huge arms crushed her to his body and kissed her profusely. “I’m so sorry I made this entire mess.”
She shook violently remembering what they had all gone through. But it seemed it was over now, that everything had been arranged. That she could live peacefully without the crushing weight of her past able to end her life or their lives together as they knew it. And their life together as they knew it was over and something better had presented itself.
“Will you ask him to move in here with us?” she asked.
He slid down in the tub a little. “I’d love to, but it’s your house. That’s up to you.”
“I want you to do that,” she said. “He’s not in a place where he should be alone now. And now that I’ve seen the kind of relationship you have with him, I don’t think you want him that far away.”
“I really don’t. But I guess this means you want me to stay, too?”
A little giddy, she wrapped around him and shook him. Quickly, she jerked away, her smile broad. “You really have a wedding planned?”
“A fabulous wedding,” he said happily. “Right out there on the lawn. A fifty-piece orchestra for the ceremony and dinner, a band to get drunk to for the reception. Rather small though with only three hundred guests in attendance. The rings, matching of course, a sprawling cake, flowers and let’s not forget the focal point of the evening. The gown for my bride.”
“I can’t even pick out my own dress?”
“Nope. It’s an Abernathy Original. No one else in the world even has such a thing. But for my bride, her exquisite breasts all the way to her delicious toes, she will be draped in kid leather.”
“Leather?”
“Uh huh. I’ve never seen anything like it and Alex claims it’s the crowning glory of his entire opus.”
“A leather wedding gown?”
“It was my idea, pervert that I am. But all these beautiful curves, baby...” His hands slid over her body. “They can look but if they touch, I’ll break their arms.”
Her expression broke into a beaming smile. “But it’s a dress?”
He nodded. “With a beautiful full flowing skirt and fan tail and of course the obligatory fifteen foot train for the ceremony.”
“In leather?” Still she was unable to envision it.
“No lace, Baby, just leather. And bronze-plated chains.”
She was speechless trying desperately to comprehend. He was thrilled to even hear her speaking of it.
She laid back in the water so thrilled just to be looking at him again. “I can’t help but think of all the things Jerry told me about his son. He rarely talked about anything but his kids.”
Brian smiled a little. “Guess you know more about me than you ever wanted to.”
“Not at all. But I remember a day not too long ago that he came back to me delirious that he had been invited to a baseball game and was thrilled that his son was getting over his girlfriend by falling in love with someone else. That his son’s lover was someone he could grow fond of.”
“Oops.”
“Are you in love?”
“I guess, by now, you’ve figured out who we’re talking about. But my condition is terminal, Morgan. My heart belongs to only you. Dan knows that. How gracefully he accepts it is yet to be seen. I do think he’s fallen in love with me.”
“And he’s going to be punished because he told me he was sick in bed and sent his wife to me to keep me busy while he took you out of town to play with you.”
Brian laughed as he slid through the water into her arms. He peered into her sparkling eyes as she still awaited an explanation. “I can’t say we don’t have some fun together. Guys who drink beer, eat pizza and watch the game and then fuck. But he hasn’t totally accepted the fact that he’s gay and, uhh...I don’t know what’s going to become of him and Caroline. But you have to understand that as soon as Caroline said your name, I was hooked. And when I saw your fingerprints all over his style, it was Morgan by proxy.”
She tried not to be flattered, but still she smiled. “You’re evading the question.”
“I do care for him, honey. If he can accept that I’m not going to be living there as his little pet, we’ll probably be very good friends the rest of our lives. But if he can accept it, the four of us can probably have some very enjoyable evenings together.”
Tenderly, she gathered him into her arms. “I’m sorry. I never realized how much attraction and true affection you had toward men.”
“No more than you have for women. But you deny yourself because you don’t want to have to share me.”
“Oh, shit.”
“It’s alright. I finally understand that you don’t think a whole hell of a lot of yourself and you don’t think anyone else should, either. No one in this world can divert my attention from you for more than a couple hours at a time. If this last five months hasn’t proved that to us, then we both need help.”
Her arms locked around his body and held dearly. “You’re not jealous?”
“No, Baby, I’m not jealous. But if I can’t be there, I would like to know about it.”
She hugged a little tighter to feel at least a little possessiveness in him.
“And you get along good with Dan and Caroline?”
“Uh huh. Don’t you?”
A small grin spread into a slow smile. And then she laughed. “You’re so full of shit. It’s that magnificent dick of his.”
“Magnificent? What about this?” He grabbed her hand quite roughly and thrust it into the water that she might stroke real magnificence for a moment. “But just so you know, I appreciate you curing his little problem for me.”
Still, she laughed as she pinched his glans. “So you’d like to maintain that relationship?”
“Yeah, I would. Just guys who eat pizza and drink beer and then fuck and watch the game.”
A little disparaged, she smiled bitterly. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to ever take things like that away from you, Honey.”
“Morgan, you didn’t take them away from me. You just can’t imagine how ashamed I was of myself when we met. And I was still a kid. Twenty-four years old. Had fucked off my entire life. Fell hopelessly in love with you. You let me move in here and took care of me like I was used to being taken care of. Babied all of my life by my father. Hand fed on a gold-plated spoon. But you fed a few of my baser instincts and unfailingly encouraged my higher aspirations. Sent me back to school. Let me find out who I am, be who I am without the constant display and pressure of being American royalty. And I love you so desperately for that. Because it’s me you’re looking at and not the name, Honey. Not the money, not the prestige. Just your little Mouse.”
The tears burst from her now and she threw herself against him. To think that anyone had to live up to great expectations disheartened her horribly. That he escaped gave her hope. She herself was one of those who was supposed to be special, born on Easter morning on the altar, a little ray of light, an angel. And that angel became a prostitute, the devil incarnate. Those furtive whispers, those indirect stares were as horrible as the expectations.
“I’m so sorry,” she whispered as she clung to him tightly.
“Honey, it’s alright. And I understand exactly where you copped an attitude with wealth the moment JD told me about your employment history. I wanted to punch him when he told me Dad was hauling you around. But he still owes me a million dollars, so I thought I’d chill out and take his money for the insult. Tack another hundred thousand onto it. Just for fun, I chopped into his sewer line and then showed him how rotted it was.”
She backed away and began to laugh. “He is an asshole, isn’t he?”
“Prep school-yacht club-Billionaire Boy’s Club kind, Honey. But I need to ask you something.”
“Anything.”
Brian drew in a deep breath and held to it. “While you were working for JD, you knew my grandfather?”
She backed away as her expression darkened. “Yeah, I did.”
Deeply he peered into her to connect her to him. “As you can imagine, I’ve been demanding answers to questions and finally wrenching the answers out of people after all these years. Did they ever hurt you?”
Without will, she lit a cigarette and hit it hard. “Apparently, you’ve heard something about JD.”
“Necrophilia?”
Morgan hesitated wondering how much confession Brian could stand to hear. “Brian, it’s not for me to decide what’s wrong with people. Starting with the guy who can’t stand anything but the most basic intercourse, through the spectrum of a little harmless kink, and then...onto the grave. I mean...I know people who work in mortuaries for that very reason. But in my opinion, abusing a corpse and creating a corpse are two very different things.”
Outloud, he groaned. “Dad told me what he suspects they did to my grandmother’s body.”
“Wouldn’t surprise me.”
“Did that son of a bitch ever hurt you?”
“No, but they had this thing they did every full moon at JD’s place that kept getting more and more out of control, as far as I was concerned. For some reason they needed twelve of us there, dressed in shrouds, laid out on granite slabs. I never saw any corpses, but when they wanted me to start coming by myself, it kinda freaked me out. I didn’t and don’t have any desire to become a corpse, either. Have you dug up any bones over there?”
“No. Dad asked me the same thing.”
She nodded. “So you can imagine I had some reticence to get involved with your father when he started e-mailing. And the truth is if I had known you were his grandson, I probably would have passed on you, too.”
With that, he let out a heavy sigh. He suddenly felt vindicated for the horrible deceit he perpetrated through the years. He knew then that for his deception, she could forgive him.
Morgan continued: “It only took me about three or four sessions with him to realize that he was the one who had been battered and abused in that situation. Not only by his father, but by his wife. That he didn’t share his father’s sensibilities or lack thereof, and had been traumatized by them all through his youth. And you too, baby.” His lack of emotional maturity at times and his lack of self-worth finally made sense. But that Jerry might have been Brian’s rapist frightened her badly.
He peered into her deeply and then turned away. “I never wanted you to know that about me.”
With a shudder, she remembered the varied and humiliating ways she was used as a child. “It’s a fucked up thing, isn’t it? And then you realize that someone whose supposed to love you and protect you doesn’t...”
“That’s what it feels like. I’m sorry you got messed up.”
“I’m sorry you got messed up. And I never wanted you to know that about me, either.”
He broke into a bitter smile and splashed water on his face to rid himself of tears finally. It was something that brought them even closer. “Please tell me this can work out.”
“Actually, I think it’s working out quite nicely, but actually, now, you have a clue what your father went through and you can forgive him for a lot of things that didn’t seem quite right.”
“Yeah...absolutely.”
“I’m so sorry.”
“Before all this went down, I thought I was one of those kind of assholes, too. But now that I’ve gotten to spend time with Alex, and Dad and Bryant...these are guys who really have some heart. They don’t snuggle up with the bank statements like JD does. And to think that Dad can let go of a billion and half dollars to unload my mother... Do you know how much money that is?”
“I can’t imagine it.”
“It’s ten times more than you and I will ever make together. I hope she chokes on it.”
“You’re angry?”
“You’re fucking right I’m angry. She’s a vicious, careless, capricious woman who doesn’t give a shit for anything. Not even her kids.”
“I’m sorry.”
“No, Morgan, I’m sorry. If I had been paying more attention when I was a kid I would have known that. Dad tried to protect us from her. But I had to get involved. Feel sorry for a poor defenseless woman. Bullshit,” he whispered. “She’s a black widow and no longer of any import in my life. It’s like you said. Some people are better off apart, family or not.”
Sadly, she smiled a little.
“So let’s start over.” Happily, he cradled her face in his hands. “You...Morgan McCrory McFaye, I love more than anything. Please, please be my wife.”
“Yes. Yes, Baby.” She was simply overcome with the day’s events, and the day was barely half over. She thrust against him and forced his mouth open with hers.
 
* * * *
 
When he replaced the ring to her finger, she couldn’t know, unless it was while she lingered in the ecstasy of orgasm. Now, he only lay between her legs, licking the soft satin there. Slowly, he slid up her body, the bit of swell on her tummy, the hardness of her ribs to nestle between her breasts.
To her, he felt perfect in every way as he came to rest on her again and stared at her. “I have missed you so much,” he whispered. “And please, if I ever lose my mind again, lock me in the dungeon until I come to my senses.”
“I’ll be happy to, but you should probably be punished for this little mess.”
“When?”
“I’ll let you know.”
He slid off of her and propped beside of her, his fingers tenderly stroking her jaw. “So should we break the bad news to Cherry?”
“Bad news?”
“She’s going to be very disappointed.”
Morgan laughed. But she felt the need to confess. “Do you know that your sister and I...?”
He moaned in her ear. “She’s absolutely relentless in the pursuit of pleasure. Considering that we share a similar taste in women, I can only imagine what she’s done to you. What she will do to you. Just tell me you’ll let me watch.”
Instantly, Morgan jerked away. “Don’t tell me you’re doing it with your sister?”
“Hell no. Just because I’m a pervert doesn’t mean I’m doing it with my sister. That doesn’t mean we haven’t tag-teamed a few in the day.”
She could only smile and fall back to his arms. He reached for the phone and dialed his sister. “What are you doing?”
“I’m reading,” Cherry said. “Do you know Morgan has a hand-written copy of the diaries of deSade? It’s so old I was afraid to touch it.”
“She’s got an incredible library. Can you tear yourself away to come to our bedroom?”
“Does this mean...”
“Maybe.” He clicked off.
Moments later Cherry thrust open the double doors of the master suite and stepped in far enough to see Morgan twisted in Brian’s embrace.
“I’m getting married,” Brian announced happily.
Cherry snarled. “Kiss my ass, will ya?” Without hesitation, she sat beside Morgan and pulled the sheet away from the lovely flush on her breasts. “Have you lost your mind, Honey?”
“Back off.” Defensively, Brian threw Cherry’s hand from Morgan’s breast.
“Fuck you. Can’t you see the woman needs some consolation right now?”
Morgan could only laugh. If nothing else she would be wholly entertained.
“Go get me some champagne,” he ordered.
“Get your own friggin’ champagne.” Quickly, Cherry pulled her shirt over her head. Her shorts simply dropped off her narrow hips. “Get me some, too.” She pulled Morgan out of Brian’s arms into hers.
For a moment Brian watched as Cherry rolled onto Morgan and drove her tongue into Morgan’s mouth. A lovely little interlude to keep Morgan’s motor running while he recovered for round two. He dialed the kitchen and ordered the champagne.
Only minutes later, Kitty popped in with a bottle of Morgan’s favorite and three flutes. Her jaw dropped to see that new one writhing on top of her Mistress and Mouse watching.
“You wanna play, baby?” Brian asked.
“Meow,” she whispered.
Brian slid out of the bed and took the bottle from her. She peered up into his eyes. “It’s really good to have you home, Mouse. She’s been nothing but a total pain in my ass.”
Terribly flattered by that, he bent to kiss her. “Have at it, Honey.”
Amidst the groans and heavy sighs of women, he popped the cork and nestled into the chair. Without hesitation, he poured a glass and lit a cigarette. As he threw his feet to the ottoman, he held up his glass to salute two exquisite women whose breasts and asses were all aflutter and whisper a little prayer of thanksgiving to his sister, who would keep them motivated.
The first swallow of that sparkling smoothness lingered in his mouth a moment. He listened to Cherry’s directives. Not two, but four gorgeous breasts were in Cherry’s grasp now, her arms wrapped around them unable to decide upon which to feast.
He smiled and drank a little more. So very, very good to be home.
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