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Chapter One
 
 
With the day’s storm past and only a gentle rain falling outside, Alex held Jerry in his arms, still stroking him. Jerry awoke with a start, not remembering where he was.
“Easy, love.”
Jerry drew in a deep breath and relaxed to the sound of it. It was unimaginable that Alex could be here with him now. Yet he melted against that smooth, heated flesh.
“I think I’m supposed to see Morgan, aren’t I?”
“Later. Sundown. I insist that you eat first.”
How could Alex be so forgiving? How could any human being be that forgiving? Suddenly, it made Jerry uncomfortable and he inched away. “Alex, I don’t exactly know what’s happening yet,” he pleaded.
“I know, Jerry. Everything you once had control of has been snatched from your grip. I understand that. But you can be comforted by the fact that you’re reconciled with Brian, Cherry is here with you now to help you through this. And so am I.”
“Have you spoken to Brian yet?”
“About being his father...no. I’m not sure I will, Jerry. I’ve had some time to think about this, too. The truth is, I don’t feel like his father. I’d much prefer to be his mother.”
Almost as shocked by that as anything else he’d heard in the last few days, he backed further away. “Are you saying you can live with this?”
“I’m saying that when Cherry explained that she thinks of me as her mother it affected me quite deeply. I’m very, very comfortable with that. Very flattered, very grateful, in fact, to be thought of by others the same way I think of myself. You can’t know what that means. So you be the daddy and I’ll be the mommy and everybody gets everything they want.”
“Oh, Alex… But there’s one thing I’ve thought about all of my life now...and I don’t understand. What in hell were you doing with her...Cheryl, that she would have gotten pregnant with your son?”
Haughtily, Alex sniffed and pressed back in the pillows. “Honey, she raped me. I know that sounds ridiculous and I’m certain the old man paid her to do it. She called me in France, said the old man was going down. I rushed home and met her in her hotel. I didn’t have reason to suspect her at that moment. Took the wine she offered. But she drugged me, tied me up and gagged me and then injected some shit into my penis to get it hard and raped me, Jerry. I’m rather ashamed to admit it, but it’s the truth. It was just another way for our father to drive another wedge between us. One that separated us for thirty-five years.”
“Alex…” He was overcome with the thought.
“But, you already have a lot on your mind and the very last thing I want to be is another problem or source of stress. Right now I’ll call the kitchen and have dinner sent up. Shower if you’d like or I’ll fix you a drink, we’ll eat and you can be better prepared to hear Morgan out. When we get the children settled then maybe...maybe you and I can talk it out.”
“You’re saying you can forgive me?”
“Jerry, what happened so many years ago is not your fault. Nobody should have to live like that, not even barnyard animals. I know you had to relive the worst day of your life this morning telling Brian about what happened to Morgan and her mother. You can’t know how sorry I am about that. It’s not something you’ll ever be able to get over and neither will I. But I sincerely believe we can live peaceable lives...soon. So please, go take a hot shower.”
It was simply incredible that Alex could feel this way. Tenderly, Jerry reached out and took his brother’s hand. Passionately, he held it against his mouth. “I don’t deserve this.”
Tears streamed down Alex’s face. “Jerry, it wasn’t your fault. We’ll get through it. But it wasn’t your fault.”
Reluctantly Jerry slid out of bed and went to the bathroom. How could what happened that day thirty-seven years ago be anyone’s fault but his? He turned on the water and stood under the flowing heat in the dark. It was almost frightening to think he could be absolved for the love he once felt that brought such ruin upon the family... Could it be?
Wearing only his familiar silk robe, Jerry moved through the bedroom toward the opened door leading to the porch. He smiled to see the small table draped in white linen, the small flower arrangement in the center, the single taper dancing on the breeze.
“You work fast,” Jerry commented.
Alex laughed a little. “My new boy is motivated to remain in my employ.”
“So your new boy is working out well?” Roughly, he drove the corkscrew into the wine bottle.
Alex released the cigarette smoke from his lungs. “I’m not sure how long I’ll need him, but perhaps he can remain the family’s pet. It seems he’s very familiar with Morgan, so I have to assume Brian knows him well, too.”
“Maybe I’ll borrow him some evening soon.”
Almost shocked, Alex peered up into Jerry's eyes, seeing the sincerity he’d forgotten Jerry was capable of. “Whatever you’d like, Jerry.” He wondered if Jerry had any real interest in males. Rather than insist on an answer, Alex’s vision traveled over the gorgeous expanse of gardens. “This is a lovely place.”
“It most certainly is. Everything here is designed for romance.”
“It’s enough to make you feel young again.”


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
Morgan tiptoed out of her bedroom in the west wing on her lover’s arm and moved steadily around to the east wing. Before her Master’s door, she turned and kissed Brian tenderly on the jaw. “See you soon.”
“Whenever. Just mention to him I’d like to talk to him.”
Silently she nodded, happier than ever she’d been. With a little wave, they parted and he headed toward Alex’s door. She watched, spellbound, those distractingly tight jeans stretched taut over an incredibly hard ass. If only she had told him sooner…
Rather than dwell on regret, she knocked quietly on the door.
The response was immediate. “Come.”
She turned the lever and opened it only enough to slip inside, close it ever so gently, and await the next command. Her Master sat in an overstuffed chair near the atrium door. Quite respectfully and properly she stood, her hands clutched behind her back, her head bowed.
How scintillating, he thought. The softest shade of bronze captured on the very top of her head, a neck long and lovely. The robe of cream satin, its puffed sleeves fully and delicately ruffled, seemed to slide down her body to her bare feet in soft, shimmering folds. But the attitude, the grace with which she held herself awaiting only his pleasure enchanted him. That submissiveness was what totally turned him on.
“Here,” he said softly.
So gracefully she moved, as if transported on clouds. With controlled exuberance, she descended between his open legs. Her nails, painted the richest shade of salmon, closed on her swollen nipples, holding her breasts high.
Without restraint, he reached out and she laid them in his hands.
“Much better,” he breathed. Offering salvation, he held to that dense flesh, reveling in the smoothness of the skin and the heat burning there. It was impossible to take his eyes away from the beauty of them, yet his sight trailed up her chest and neck to become lost in that simmering cheek. “Much, much better.” His thumbs squeezed the nipples into his hands. Obviously, she and Brian had come to an understanding. She was here...like this, ready to give him anything he wanted. “Your answer?”
“Yes. Yes.” Almost giddy, shimmering in the dancing candlelight setting her entire countenance ablaze, she looked directly at him now.
Quietly, he laughed. “Was that so hard?”
Her tongue strolled over her lips. “To say yes, or to admit to…”
He peered into her, feeling her happiness spill out of her like an over-ripe tomato bursts on the vine. “I’m sorry I had to get rough with you. You’re very stubborn.”
 “I can do rough, but I’m very grateful you did. Is it true, though? I don’t have to worry about anyone coming to haul me off?”
He grasped her breasts a little tighter for definition. “It’s already done. I called the legal department a little while ago. The records are gone.”
Easily, she released a heavy sigh. “I don’t know how to thank you.”
“You already have. You’ve made my son the happiest man in the world. And you’ve made me the second happiest man.” He tugged on her to pull her forward into his lap and wrap his arms around her. Her breasts flattened against his chest, her face to his neck nuzzling like a soft baby fresh from the bath. “Oh, Morgan. Very, very happy.”
She closed her teeth on his earlobe, reveling in this closeness. “And you can live with this, too?”
“Absolutely. I can’t say I saw it coming. But I’m very content that it turned out this way.”
“Jerry.” She nuzzled closer, her lashes tickling his cheek. Yet he swept her up, his lips forced to hers, and drove into her mouth. Such passion he’d never felt in a woman, someone who truly wanted him and here she was, naked in his arms and so terribly desirous. “I do love you. The truth is I could have never chosen between you.”
He held her face in his hands smiling serenely. “I know. So I chose for you both. For all three of us. And you’ll pay attention to what I’m telling you from now on.”
“Yes...absolutely.”
“You know...now that I’ve had some time to catch my breath I understand what’s going on... I know this isn’t the way most people do things.”
She nodded. “Kinda new for me.”
“It’s easy for Brian to think there’s something wrong with him because it’s the way his mother and grandfather treated him all of his life. He was very frustrated that you wouldn’t marry him and he wanted me to fix that for him.”
“You did.”
“At the same time he thought you were going to punish me for beating his mother.”
“Yes, he did.”
“Foolish boy. By now you understand this isn’t such a strange arrangement for Brian.”
“That his father should be shamelessly playing with his wife?”
“Let’s leave the shameless part out, shall we? And you understand I’ve been Brian’s Master since he was seventeen.”
She hesitated staring into him. “His Master, or his disciplinarian?”
He knew she was asking if there was a sexual element to their relationship. “I took Brian to his first gathering of the Billionaire Boy’s Club when he was seventeen. Just a little get-together of all the Abernathy boys...men, boys, lovers and submissives.”
“Brian enjoyed that?”
“Absolutely. And I don’t want you to be concerned about the obvious pederasty involved. Brian was never forced to go.”
So many things she wanted answers to, but how to ask? “And I shouldn’t be worried?”
“No. I’ll care for Brian as my son and my submissive, and I’ll care for you as my submissive and my lover. You don’t have to feel responsible for what goes on anymore. You will submit to me as I demand it, and Brian will happily agree to it because he loves me.”
With that, she let out a heavy sigh of relief. “I don’t know how to thank you.”
Suddenly, his expression twisted. “I do. Over there.”
She leapt from the floor and went straight to the bed to stand facing it and await his next command. Her heart began to thud as she heard the subtle sounds of cloth drop from his body, his breath quickening for attack.
“Over,” he growled.
She bent in half, forced her upper body to the mattress and spread her legs wide. Her arms folded tightly under her body as she heard the leather belt slide from his silk trousers. A deep breath prepared her and she held to it, reticent to let it escape except by his command.
The sound was huge in the room, a deafening crack on her ass. But it was the lingering sting of his command that emptied her lungs finally. The next caught her thigh, again her ass, as the tension in him scaled the very summit of his lust.
She forgot to count, didn’t care to count. Her ass was on fire, the inch and a half wide welts rising like the fresh morning sun. He struck hard and swiftly, his domination of her unquestionable.
It wasn’t until he noticed the fluid dripping down her legs, the evidence of her desire that he backed away and peered through the twilight at the glowing cheeks, the glistening flesh of her inner thighs.
He had only to reach out for it to feel whole again. So moist, so distracting, such heated, damp flesh. It belonged to him, now and forever, would always be his and he drove a single finger into that fount.
Voraciously, his hand grasped the thick flesh of her mound and pushed her onto the bed. “I’m crazy about you, woman.” She turned, the better to be covered with his love and he struck again, her breasts, her mound, the softness of her abdomen, easy prey.
He could resist it no longer. He threw his body over hers and forced her legs wide. He wrapped the belt around her neck and held to it with a single hand. The thirty-five year famine was over now, and now, nothing but the feast. He tore into her like the untamed lightning of spring.
But she couldn’t control herself, the slave in her always begging for more. A certain violation of submission, her arms locked around his neck, her legs drew up high the better for him to have it all.
But even that wasn’t enough for him. He reached behind her knees and rolled her even tighter. His eyes bored into hers, the connection like welded iron. “You’re mine.”
“Yes.”
“Mine.” He barely entered.
“Yes.” She was unable to breathe, so had he folded her.
In a single swift stroke he drilled into her. It was the way she gasped that stoked his fury. It was the heat inside, impossible to comprehend, the feel of it like a blast furnace to melt away the dross in his soul and leave the purified essence to cool into impenetrableness.
Amazing man, she thought as she pulled his face to hers to nuzzle it, the better to feel the energy inside of him beginning to boil, to churn like the contents of a cauldron, a magic elixir to keep her entranced forever.
And should she ever awake from this fabulous dream...
No...no, never. But the thought was cut short to feel his essence collect into a single force, no longer dissipated through his body. She could almost smell the sulfur of the match touched to the wick of the cannon, masked only by the lovely scent of fresh sweat. The wick sizzled a moment before the sound of the explosion escaped her chest. It was only a moment before the armament invaded her, culled her very senses and the heat of it melted her to him.
Panting uncontrollably, he fell on her and released her legs. He shook a moment, the horrible tension of the day released so wholly that it left him quite limp. And comfortable.
Quietly, she slid from beneath him and went to the bathroom. Quickly she returned, a steaming rag in her hand. She wrapped it around his recently shot penis and he moaned a little, the feel of that moist heat so utterly soothing. She left it lying there as she wriggled into the bed again, her back to his chest, leaving her breasts to his hands.
Incredible woman, as he held to them dearly. Beautiful woman, as he pulled her close to let his aching lungs recover.
But her interest in his relationship with Brian was something he hadn’t anticipated. Certainly she had diagnosed the symptoms of child abuse in Brian’s behavior and emotional state. Certainly, it left her wondering if he was the culprit. And knowing what she did about the Abernathys, she could easily assume that all the boys are used.
But to let her delve into it...what would that do to Brian to have to relive it?
No, he decided. Brian had worked his way through it and her curiosity wouldn’t wound him again.
But he couldn’t be done with her, not yet and he clutched to her, his mouth to her neck, his breath in her ear. To think she would have him any way he wanted her...without the prelude of diamonds on delicate strings, diamonds captured in gold, or a paycheck at the end of the week, to be truly loved like this, soothed him entirely.
So languid, like a cat awaking and stretching long, her limbs reached out to turn her body in his arms. He licked at the heavy flesh on her chest, felt it wobble at his insistence and then bit down on a nipple.
 
* * * *
 
Comfortably enclosed in the Oriental suite amidst sunshine yellow walls, black lacquered furniture and accents of Chinese red, Alex handed a list of last-minute details of things to be confirmed before the wedding to Brian. Intently, Alex watched for any signs of jealousy or trepidation that Brian’s soon-to-be bride was with his father at the moment.
Reticent to stir any fury in him, Alex whispered, “Brian, you’re really alright with this arrangement?”
The list clutched in his hand, Brian sat back in the chair and peered at Alex. “Alex, nobody ever told me the truth about anything. Not even you. You knew you could have been my father and never said anything, not even in the last ten years after Jerry and I parted company. It seems incomprehensible, but it took my mother to tell me the truth even though it was hurled at me like a thunderbolt from Mt. Olympus.” Brian rose and moved deeper into the room, closer to Alex. “Surely, you understand, I never knew how they lived. But after what Cheryl’s put Jerry through these last few days, I do understand.”
“You understand what?”
“You and Dad. She’s used me to keep you apart.”
Alex drew in a deep breath. “I’ve missed him desperately, Brian. But you are not the cause of what went on. Only last night, Jerry admitted to me that biologically...” To say that he was a father felt like something foreign and misunderstood. “...that I am your father.”
“How do you feel about that?”
Alex gasped as he turned away. His shoulders shimmied a little with discomfort. “So very strange,” Somehow the very concept strikes a chord of terror in my heart.” Only slowly, his gaze returned to Brian. “It doesn’t mean I don’t love you, will leave everything I’ve got to you and Cherry. And I do think of you as my son. I love you like a son. You are my son.”
“I know. I’ve always known that you’re my mother.”
“Oh, God.” His eyes ruptured with tears as he fell into Brian’s eager arms. To be embraced by his son like this was more than he could have ever hoped for, more than he ever dared dream.
Tenderly, Brian kissed his soft cheek, a cheek free of male facial hair thanks to a lifetime of hormone injections. “Morgan is going to ask Dad to move in here with us. I’m asking you to stay, too.”
“Oh, Brian! You don’t know what that means. Of course, I’ll be with you.”
Brian held a little tighter and nuzzled a little closer. “And I hope now you can feel a little freer to be who you are.”
Alex suddenly went limp in Brian’s arms. “You can’t know what this means.”
“I don’t want you to be the family’s fag anymore. I want you to be my mom. So please...go change.”
Alex’s tears were profuse on Brian’s naked chest. He couldn’t tear himself away from this affection, this acceptance. Only slowly, Brian guided him to the closet and removed the very stodgy silk robe in favor of the chiffon negligée. He pulled the boxer shorts down and off, sliding the panties up.
“Oh, Brian…” Easily, he stepped into the satin slippers.
“You’re okay.”
“I think I am.” Alex sighed. Easily, he was led to the bathroom where he was placed on a stool before the mirror to apply make-up.
“Be as comfortable as I am.”
 
* * * *
 
Morgan lay entangled in Jerry’s arms, letting the last orgasmic tremors melt within her. Yet her only concern was for him and Brian. The disappointment Brian must feel over his mother, the anger in Jerry.
“You know, I’ve watched you long enough now to know that you never play defense,” she commented.
He grinned. “Too hard to fight your way out of a corner, isn’t it? Gets messy, doesn’t it?”
She nodded. “So how ‘bout this? How ‘bout we invite a reporter and a camera in for the wedding. Do a quick little interview with them. Show the world that even people who have everything can be in love, too.”
He paused staring into her, assessing her. His smile stretched into a grin. “And answer all those ugly little rumors with what...the truth?”
“Offense, my love.”
“Do you really think you can handle that?”
“If some bitch named Renee can impress you, at least give me the opportunity.”
“Ahhh. Why, Morgan McFaye, that sounds like jealousy.”
She unwound herself to slide onto his body. “I’m better than any bitch you’ll ever pick up off the street.”
“Why, yes, you are.” He stroked her a little. “And the idea does have merit. So you’re suggesting we just open up all the closet doors?”
Her shoulders shimmied a little, setting her breasts in motion. “With maybe a few ribbons and bows wrapped around it.”
So wholly amused, he smiled. “I, uhh...Cheryl isn’t someone I’d want to talk about, though.”
She paused. She watched for any little sign of affection he might still feel for his ex-wife, but found none. She understood he didn’t need revenge, only distance. “You’re a good man.”
“No one has ever said that before.”
“You’ve never let anyone have the best of you...until now.”
He opened his arms and drew her to him. So warm, still bubbling it seemed.
“You’re mine, you know.” He grasped a little firmer, the hold on her breasts impossible to break.
“Am I the only woman you’ll ever need?”
Jealous little thing, he thought. “You wanna hear a secret?”
“Absolutely.”
“Before you... I’d never disciplined a woman... ever.”
Her breath escaped to think that she could have possibly been the first. “Kitty was first.” Then she thought about it. “And then there was Brian’s old girlfriend.”
“Oh...” He wasn’t ready to reveal that sometimes Renee was also Randi. Most of the time, s/he was Cousin It. “I don’t think Renee counts. Renee’s kinda like...I don’t know...furniture. You just get used to it.”
“Furniture?” Morgan was now even more curious about this woman, a woman who more than anything liked to go fishing, described first as a slut puppy and now furniture.
“So...let’s go check on your wedding plans.”
 
* * * *
 
His arm around her shoulder, hers around his waist, they walked the length of the hallway to the last door on the right. At the door, she wrapped around him for yet another hug. He held his lips to her forehead a moment and then rapped. “Alex!”
“Come, precious,” Alex cried.
Jerry opened it and let Morgan pass before him. Brian brightened immediately and rose from the chair where Alex had him crossing lines through a list.
“I didn’t expect to see you tonight,” Brian sang.
Broadly, she smiled, so eager to go to him, yet reticent in the presence of Jerry. But Jerry pushed her forward and she ran into Brian’s waiting arms.
Alex stared self-consciously at Jerry. He hadn’t expected to see Jerry tonight, and certainly not while dressed as a woman.
Jerry stared back, unable to turn away. The soft brown hair lightened by dyes, the narrow nose. The dark eyes, hollow cheeks, lips dusted with rose. The moment drew long as they stared.
“How ‘bout a drink?” Alex asked of Jerry.
“I was afraid you’d forgotten your impeccable manners.”
Alex snapped his fingers loudly and screeched, “Scotch!” The slave rose, his body so gorgeous with a flowing gait, a terribly sturdy physique, and such incomprehensible grace. Curiously, Alex smiled to see Jerry so horribly engrossed.
“What is all this?” Morgan broke Alex’s attention. She saw the floral arrangements of royal blue and black, beautiful satin bows and tiny strands of pearls flowing freely. “They’re beautiful.”
“All for you, Precious,” Alex said surely. His eyes glittered as he went to her and Brian. “These lovely things are just the mock-ups I did in silk so the florist would know what to do...even though I had to send to Bolivia for black roses. And France for ribbon, good Lord. Everything in your wedding will be as fresh as you.”
Slowly, she tore away from the elegance stated in something so simple as flowers. “You are the sweetest man.” 
He pointed to the end of the room where her bouquet hung from the armoire door.
She sighed, her lovely long nails pressed to her lips to see the chain of lilies opened as if to the morning sun, the ropes of pearls playing shamelessly between them as might tiny sprites in the woodlands. Miles of royal blue ribbons would loop lazily to her feet, daisies and baby’s breath, and only the softest hint of green in the tiny leaves. “Alex,” she breathed. Wantonly, she stared and then broke loose to rush to it, to carefully remove it from the door and hold it in her hand. So filled with delirium, she turned, straightened and started to weep.
“Perfect,” Jerry breathed to his brother.
“Ah but there’s more,” Alex assured him. “Come, baby, let’s make sure your dress fits.”
“No,” Brian gasped. “That has to be a surprise.”
“Well, how are we going to know if it fits?” Alex screeched.
“Take her measurements right now,” Brian shot back.
Alex only rolled his eyes. “Alright.” Brian grabbed the bouquet and slung it over the door and then he stood behind her, his heat so near and opened the sash of her robe. Gently, his fingers slid over her shoulders to puddle the satin on the floor at her feet.
She hadn’t noticed that Cherry slipped through the opened door, terribly engrossed in this. Never had anything been so erotic as this, and she swallowed it down like rare wine. To have the undivided attention, the wanton stares; most of all, Brian’s hardness pressed behind her.
To see her standing so languidly in a shimmering pool of satin, Alex cooed, “Ohhh, like Venus risen from the sea.” He advanced and wrapped the tape around her upper body and snugged it across her breasts. Brian wrote it down. Alex wrapped the tape around her rib cage and let his eyes roll back to do the math. “Forty. You were right. Double D. Perfect. Twenty-seven...thirty-six hips. But, honey, if you gain so much as a pound, we won’t be able to pour you into it. Take off five and you’ll look smashing.”
“Consider it done.” She swelled with the attentions of these men. Even Jerry was smiling, so entertained to watch her being handled, knowing how much she enjoyed it.
“Baby.” She turned quickly to see a poster-sized picture hung from the closet door. Incomprehensibly she stared at it, an exquisite structure of white lattice and intricate fretwork sporting bins of flowers and bows, torches to burn brightly and the arch in the middle where they would stand to be married.
“I can’t believe this.” She fell to a swoon.
“You love it?”
“It’s beautiful.” She looked from the picture to him. “You’re beautiful.”
“Ah, sweetheart. I’ve missed you so much.” Tenderly, he wrapped her in his arms and she shook a little, but he released her. “And of course, I have a honeymoon planned...a private yacht to float around the Caribbean for a couple of weeks.”
“Sounds wonderful!”
“Yeah, but I was thinking. Given this rather exciting turn of events...” He turned to his father. “...how would the Villa suit you? For the entire family.”
Jerry seemed to tighten as he glanced at Alex. “You want all of us to be there for your Honeymoon?”
“I’d like that a lot. It’s not like the place can’t accommodate all of us and then some.”
Jerry looked away for a moment. To have to see the villa again made his heart cease. But to be there with Morgan and Brian... Perhaps they could help him through it. “Sounds wonderful. I’ll arrange it tomorrow. Thank you.”
“Villa?” Morgan cried.
“In the rolling hills of Tuscany, darling. Where the grapes ferment on the vine.”
The prospect astonished her. “You own a villa in Italy?”
“Yes, Baby. Alex and I.” He was so wholly in love with her naiveté. “And we’ll go on our private jet, and get driven in limos, take our servants and stay for probably a month. When was the last time you saw the Vatican?”
“Never.”
“Then we’ll hang out in Rome for a week and you and Alex can get properly outfitted for next spring.”
She could do nothing more than stare blatantly as Alex shivered to hear the acceptance in Jerry’s statement. And then she turned to Brian, a bit overwhelmed.
“It’s alright, baby,” Brian whispered affectionately. “We’ll take care of you.”
“Then it’s settled,” Jerry said. He drank down the scotch. “And you’ll put my clothes together?” 
“Of course, precious,” Alex cooed.
Morgan turned to Alex, simply beaming. “You are incredible.”
“No, baby, you are. You’ve made my son so very, very happy. My entire family is living and breathing again.”
She rolled her eyes a little to express her own happiness. “Is there anything else I can get for you?”
“You’ve done quite enough for me, and I thank you for that.” 
“Thank you. Thank you so much for all of this.”
Quietly, she stepped away and went over to Brian, who held her robe. The strain in Jerry’s voice was evident when he said, “That’s enough for today. We’re going to bed.” What caused that strain wasn’t so obvious.
Quickly, Morgan darted toward him. “C’mon, boy,” he offered to Brian.
“What about me?” Cherry chirped.
“Move it,” he commanded.
Alex smiled as one by one they disappeared through the door leaving a little kiss hovering in the air. Morgan had definitely reawakened Jerry from a thirty-seven year horror. All Alex had to do was give him a reason to live.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
Comfortably nestled in what was once a king-sized bed shrunken with the mass of four adults, Cherry lay in Jerry’s embrace, and Brian in Morgan’s. Morgan lay on her side, her head propped in her hand the same as Jerry.
“We need a bigger bed,” Jerry commented.
“Dad,” Brian started. “Morgan and I were talking...”
“Finally,” Jerry said sarcastically.
Brian winced. “Anyway, we we’re kinda hoping you’d move in here with us.”
It sounded wonderful. He didn’t want to be alone anymore. Simply wonderful. “That’s very generous. I’ll think about it.”
Rather than let him think about it, Morgan offered, “You’re welcomed to bring in your construction crew and knock out a few walls if you’d like. Get you a little more space.”
“I thought this will be a bed and breakfast someday,” he retorted.
Broadly, she smiled. “I think you know me well enough to know that this place wasn’t gonna be on the list of ‘Places to Visit’ put out by the State Board of Tourism.”
And now he smiled. “Excuse me?”
“It was going to be something a little more private so guys like you could bring your slaves, your Mistresses, or borrow one of mine for the weekend.”
“Ahh...a little S/M place with bondage and discipline served up for dessert?”
“The best little whorehouse in Ohio,” she said happily.
So terribly amused, he smiled. “And now?”
“All bets are off. So if you and Alex would like to turn the five rooms in the east wing into adjoining suites you’re certainly welcomed to do that. Or if you’d like to build an addition, or a house next door...whatever you’d like.”
Graciously, he smiled. “That’s very generous. I know I’m not going back to the Mansion or the penthouse. Whatever it is, we need a bigger bed. Go to sleep, children.” He switched the light off, terribly exhausted.
In the dark, Cherry cried, “What about me?”
“What about you?” Jerry breathed holding her in his arms.
“Where am I supposed to live?”
“St. Maarten.”
“What if I don’t want to live in St. Maarten anymore?”
“You work in St. Maarten.”
“But I was thinking about a career change.”
“You’re thirty three. You’re not old enough for a career change.”
Audibly, Cherry huffed. “Brian, talk to him.”
“You can stay here, too.” He turned toward Morgan to nuzzle between her breasts.
The sounds of the night filtered through the open atrium door. Jerry closed his eyes, the back of the body forced against his front warm and soothing. 
Only moments passed and he drifted away from them, away into the soft sunshine where he and his lover had just come from the gardens. His lover entwined in his arm, they wandered up the gently curving staircase to their bedroom. The air in the villa was filled with the scent of roses.
Gently, he laid his lover back on the bed. The passion was enveloping, transporting him away from the mundane to exist in the ethereal lights. His lips closed on the soft flesh of the neck. His tongue licked at the depression of the collarbone, captured the nipples. Soothed by the softness of that silken underbelly.
“Don’t ever leave me,” he gasped. Tenderly, he nuzzled at that fur between the legs.
“No,” his lover murmured. Jerry’s head was clutched with such need, such desire.
That first penetration of the day was always the sweetest, the moment they joined like opposite forces to quell each other’s need. To satisfy each other’s desire. To simply exist in a vacuum, afire with some supernatural energy. The warmth of the body beneath him, the gentle sighs drawing him deeper, the hands that so softly stroked him.
About to reach the summit of ecstasy, the most horrible of all sounds assaulted his ears. A single ear-shattering sound of splintering wood, as if Leviathan had risen from the deep to devour him came through the door. Panicked, Jerry looked up to see his father standing before him with that expression of horror, that look of moral indignation visited upon him at regular intervals.
Audible over his lover’s screams, he heard, “What the fuck do you think you’re doing, boy?” His lover backed away, the screams growing more intense against a closed throat.
But Jerry couldn’t scream. His father’s fingers had wrapped around his throat. His body had been jerked away from the bed and landed on the cold floor some distance away. It seemed he heard more splintering, felt it in his arm this time. But the more immediate pain was in his head where his father’s fingers wrapped into his hair and pulled him to stand. But that pain was quickly dulled by the feel of broken ribs.
Wounded. Dying. Broken. Battered, as he lay in a haze of near unconsciousness, knowing he was being raped.
Jerry’s thrashing was impossible to understand. He’d been asleep only a few minutes and now he was thrashing in the bed. Morgan turned on the light to see his face shriveled with pain.
“Jerry!” she hollered. “Jerry, wake up!” 
“Oh, God.” Jerry launched out of the bed and swung at some invisible intruder. It didn’t seem he was even awake.
“Jerry!” she screamed. She ran to him and dodged a fist to shake him awake while Brian raced to her rescue.
“Dad!” Cherry yelled.
Down the hallway, Alex heard the commotion and ran to it. He arrived to see Jerry’s face contorted in agony, his fist flailing at his children, his eyes open but dull. He was still asleep and suffering a flashback.
“Get away from him!” Alex hollered.
Unable to do otherwise as their father hissed and began to sob, they retreated. Alex stepped to the fore and said softly, “Jerry, it's Alex, love.”
Instantly, Jerry quieted. Jerry’s head rolled on his neck as if his eyes searched for the sound.
“Right here, precious,” he said softly.
“Alex,” Jerry mumbled.
“Come back to bed with me.” Gently, he took Jerry’s hand.
Jerry no sooner felt that tender touch than he seemed to relax. Still asleep, he was led back to the bed and crawled into it.
Alex waved the rest of the family away.
“Alex,” Brian protested.
Adamantly, Alex shook his head. “Go.” He slipped off his robe and lay down behind Jerry.
In the hallway, Brian panted uncontrollably and Cherry whispered hoarsely, “What the hell was that?”
Morgan drew in a deep breath. “That, boys and girls, is post-traumatic stress.”
Nervously, Brian glanced at Cherry. “Considering what he’s been through the last few days, I suppose he deserves to lose his mind.”
Sadly, Cherry shook her head.
But there was more to it, Morgan was certain of it. She had seen several times now how easily Jerry responded to Alex’s affection. Much more to it, she was certain. Rather than voice her suspicions she led them both to the master suite and put them in bed.
 
* * * *
 
The pain was in his memory, yet it shuddered through him like lightning and departed, leaving every wound inflicted that day with a torturous throbbing. A cold sweat clung to his skin. He reached out into the bed, knowing his children should be with him, and found it empty.
“Jerry.” The sound came from behind him, that deep voice always so soothing and comforting. “You’re alright now. No one can hurt you ever again.”
“Alex,” he gasped. “What happened?”
“A nightmare, love, that’s all. I’m going to stay with you now.” He wrapped an arm tightly around Jerry’s waist.
“I’m losing my fucking mind!”
“No, precious. This has just been another hard day and you need to rest.”
“Alex!”
“Shhh.” Sweetly, he gathered Jerry tighter, the flat of his hand swirling in delicate circles on Jerry’s chest. “I’ll be with you. Just breathe.”
Jerry drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “The kids must think I’ve lost my mind.” He believed he was losing it.
“Let it go, love.”
“Please stay with me.”
Alex merely slid his arm under Jerry’s head and held tighter. “Just listen to the night.”
Chirping crickets. The splash of water in the fountain. The howl of a coyote in the distance and Jerry relaxed a little. Beyond the door, the garden was awash in moonlight, but just the crickets were enough. Reluctantly, he closed his eyes.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
The August sun was boiling as Brian stood over the nozzle of the sprinkler system in Dan Gregory’s yard to let it wash over his face and take the sweat away. He was still washing as Dan came down the hill. But with Brian’s employees still working, the only offer of affection was a handshake.
Without will, Dan peered up the few inches into Brian. “Getting married, huh?”
“Yes, I am. I hope you and Caroline can come.”
The pain in Dan’s expression was evident in the deep creases. “Of course we will. If you’ll let me tell you how desperately in love with you I am.”
Brian stepped back a bit but he smiled. He’d known it a while ago, and yet he kept returning to this place for his own satisfaction...physical and emotional. “When did you figure out that you’re gay?”
“Oh, God.” Slowly, his gaze returned to Brian. “I was seven.”
“At one of those infamous Abernathy picnics?”
Sadly, Dan nodded.
“But you were born of a family full of jocks. Jocks don’t like queers, although half of them are queer.”
“That’s the company line. Besides the fact I always thought you had to be a fag to be queer.”
“Nope. I mean...if you wanna be fag, that’s up to you. All of my dad’s brothers are married, but they all keep boys on the side. My dad’s twin brother is actually the sperm donor for this little bundle of joy, but he’s really my mom. A screamin’ queen. You just are who you are, and I’ve grown very fond of you.”
Dan looked away wanting more than anything to haul Brian to the bedroom. He was terribly saddened that Brian was getting married after all.
“Have you spoken to your wife?”
Sadly, Dan nodded. “We lay in bed and cried for a long time. And still, she loves me. Said she doesn’t care how many lovers I take. Fucking incredible woman.”
Brian smiled broadly. “She likes to cook, you like to eat and you both get turned-on by beautiful men. You have a lot in common.”
“Oh, sweet Jesus. That’s not the way marriage is supposed to be.”
“You take a lover, she takes a lover.” Brian shrugged. “You share, maybe. I know you care for her.”
“Yeah, I do.”
“Then somehow it will work out. Sometimes she’s your mommy, sometimes she’s your submissive. And if someday you do part, I know you two have enough love and respect for each other that it will be peaceable and amicable. She’s a good woman.”
“Yes, she is. She doesn’t deserve this.”
Easily, Brian drew Dan into his embrace. A soft sob broke out and then died, Dan remembering that Brian’s workers were still on the scene.
“It’s alright.” Tenderly, Brian ran his fingers through Dan’s hair. “They want paid tomorrow night.”
Dan laughed a little and backed away. Yet his expression was dismal.
“You are ridden with guilt,” Brian assessed.
“Yes, I am.”
“So...you need to understand how the other half of us live. Be at the Abernathy Tower lobby at seven o’clock tomorrow night for an eye-opening experience.”
“What happens at the Abernathy Tower?”
“Uncle Bryant bought out half of the twenty-first floor and turned it into what I’m assured is a most ingratiating dungeon. The first thing you do is get naked. The second is you belly up to the bar for a drink. My sister calls it primal scream night.”
“Excuse me?”
“Just come and watch if you don’t want to get involved. My uncles and cousins bring their lovers and submissives to get spanked or whatever. I’ve got a cousin addicted to the train track, I understand. Men only. A private club. Nobody talks about what goes on there. The more the merrier.”
“That sounds kinda cool.”
“All guys, no fags, although Bennie is a little effeminate.” Brian flashed a grin. “It’s the original Billionaire Boy’s Club. Every other Friday night after a hard work week. And then we spend Saturdays with our wives.”
“Takes care of all that pent-up hostility in a most congenial way?”
Brian shrugged. “However you want to think of it. So I’ll see you tomorrow night?”
“Absolutely. I appreciate it.”
“I’ll tell the Grand Dragon to expect you.”


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
“You’re sure you don’t mind if I go out with the guys tonight?” Brian asked.
Morgan hesitated, staring into him, feeling a flush of excitement to think of what went on there. “I wanna watch,” she pleaded.
“I’m sorry, honey. It’s just men.” He was extremely sorry knowing how much it would turn her on and she would waste that energy on Cherry.
Quietly, she huffed. “Alex is taking Cherry and me to his club tonight. It’s a gay men’s club, isn’t it?”
Easily, Brian nodded. “Most of them are transvestites. There’s always a few women there. Moms, sisters, daughters-in-law. Do you think you can handle the Abernathy family for real?”
“It’s really kind of exciting.” She peered past him to see Jerry come through the bedroom door.
“Yes, it is,” Jerry announced. “So if you can quit pawing at him, I’ll take my son out this evening. Tuesday the reporters are coming in for the interview. Thursday is the bachelor party. Friday is the rehearsal dinner. And Saturday, you’re getting married before we leave for a month.”
A heavy breath escaped her as she fell onto the bed. “This is so exciting.”
Jerry moved to the bed and picked her up into his arms. “It’s not that it’s always so exciting. It’s just new to you.”
“So, umm...do you take all of your submissives?” she asked.
Jerry leered at her seeing that this question could have her turned on and him turned off for years. He grabbed Morgan’s shoulders and held to her body forcing her attention. “We don’t talk about it,” he said firmly.
“Yeah, but...” She glanced at Brian. “I wanna know.”
He shook his head. “No. It’s none of your business and we don’t talk about what goes on between the men.”
“Then we don’t talk about what goes on between the women, either.”
“We don’t care what goes on between the women.”
Her mouth agape, she stared. “But I wanna know.”
To reduce her to lunacy, Jerry pulled her close and drove his tongue into her mouth. Yet he held out his arm for Brian to join them. She felt Brian’s hot breath on her cheek as he passionately kissed his Master.
“See ya’ later, baby,” Brian offered. “Have fun.”
She fell on the bed aghast and watched them walk away together. Can’t be, she told herself. A father and a son. But maybe it could. They’re both doing me. Just then Cherry walked in.
“You ready, baby?”
“Is your dad screwing your brother?”
“Who gives a shit? We’re rid of ‘em for awhile.” Happily, she grabbed Morgan’s hand to drag her away.
 
* * * *
 
Jerry fell into the passenger seat of Brian’s Diablo, reduced to laughter. “I guess we know how to keep the woman interested now.”
“I always wondered what it would take to make her beg. Now I think I know,” Brian said laughing. “By the way...Dan’s meeting us there tonight.”
Jerry’s reaction was plain. But Brian didn’t notice the defensiveness Jerry felt. “Does Morgan know you intend on retaining your lover?”
Brian studied the line down the center of the road as if he’d never seen it before. “How can you live with somebody for ten years and not know them, Dad?”
“So she’s accepting this?”
“I think she is. As long as she’s not left out of it and I don’t have a problem with that.”
 
* * * *
 
Dan was in the lobby of the Tower, pacing nervously and wringing his hands. At this juncture, he would be happy to have any kind of relationship with Brian. For a half an hour he’d watched men dressed in business suits walk through to the elevator. One of them he recognized as Bryant Abernathy, current CEO and Brian’s uncle. All of them got off on the twenty-first floor.
He stood before a Grecian urn encased in glass trying desperately to study the details. He barely breathed until he felt a gentle hand on his shoulder.
Quickly, he spun around to see Brian and Jerry smiling at him.
”Why are you so nervous?” Brian laughed.
“Ohh...I don’t know,” Dan whispered.
“This is just for the fun of it,” Jerry reminded.
Dan nodded and reached out for Jerry’s hand. “It was really nice of Morgan to offer to take care of Caroline tonight. Too bad she’d rather see her mommy.”
“There’s lots of time,” Brian reminded. “And something tells me that Caroline and my sister are going to hit it off.”
Jerry smiled with the implication. If they could get Cherry hooked up with Caroline, and maybe find a little something here tonight for Dan, everybody would have a backup other than Morgan.
Inside the elevator, Jerry retrieved an electronic key card and handed it to Brian. He turned to Dan. “You have to be with an Abernathy to get in. You certainly don’t have to be an Abernathy to enjoy yourself. I think you’ll be surprised to see state and federal senators, some very high profile business men and uhh...even school board members here tonight.”
“So people who work for pizza joints can just blend into the woodwork?”
“If that’s the way you’d like it.”
The doors opened on the twenty-first floor and the gold numbers on the door blinded Dan a moment. Yet he followed as Brian slid his new card into the slot and the electronic mechanism opened the door. Graciously, Brian held the door for Grand Dragon. He winked seductively as Dan passed through.
Astounded, Dan stood beyond the threshold a moment, staring. The brightly patterned carpet rolled out before him where various groups of men stood in various states of dress with drinks and cigars in hand. Down the sides of the corridor were nude males bound to various pieces of equipment posed in the most debilitating and painful states of bondage ever imagined, all positioned perfectly so that the viewer could drink down their humiliation and agony like rare wine.
The sounds of the hushed conversations were broken by laughter but it was the sounds of torture from beyond dividers that drove Dan to wanton lust. They mingled as might a symphony, the percussion beating out a heathen rhythm while the strings slid over an unobtrusive melody.
From one of the small groupings, Dan heard, “Jerry.” Bryant Abernathy, wearing only black leather from the waist down, advanced quickly. He placed a heavy arm around Jerry and hugged tightly. But he leered at Brian.
“Hey!” Brian offered warmly.
“Good to see you again, boy. We really have missed you around here.”
“Thanks, Bryant. But I’d like you to meet someone. Dan Gregory of Mama Mia’s Pizza.”
“No shit,” Bryant cried. Quickly, he let go of Jerry and took Dan’s hand. “I’ve been watching you guys. You’re the guy who took a dumpy little pizza joint and turned it into a nation-wide phenom in just a couple of years. I read the article in Business First about you.”
Dan shrugged. “We’re growing.”
“And going international,” Brian added with pride.
“Excellent,” Bryant said warmly. “So this is our place and you’re certainly welcome. Let me show you around.”
“Thank you,” Dan said surely.
Just then, a crowd of men, some dressed in leather, some in street clothes and some in nothing at all swelled out of the ethereal mist. Cries of, “Brian, where the hell have you been, man?” and “Damn, it’s good to see you,” shoved Dan out of the way. Dan glanced backward to see that swell handling Brian roughly. They were family he hadn’t seen in ages, presumably.
Bryant laid a friendly arm around Dan. As if his next statement was confidential information, Bryant said proudly, “My brother, Jerry, is the Disciplinarian around here, you know. I don’t know what you’re into but we have something for everyone around here.”
Nervous beyond repair, Dan was led around the corner and the title Water Sports greeted him. He peered into the room, a convoluted configuration that reminded him of a house of mirrors. But what was reflected in those mirrors caused him to ache. Every purging bench had a male attached to it in extreme bondage and every male had his own catheter. A muffled moan echoed from Dan’s chest.
“Yeah?” Bryant asked warmly.
“Sure,” Dan breathed.
“This happens to be Brian’s favorite place, too. If you need any help that guy at the end can do it. And beyond that are a few private rooms for something more personal and the Roman tubs are to the left.”
Dan nodded, his heart thudding in his chest. He followed beyond another set of dividers where a row of medical exam tables were also filled with bound males. Quite conspicuously, Dan stared.
Bryant smiled inside. “The boys who are collared...don’t mess with them. But everybody else is fair game.”
“Right,” Dan whispered. “Thanks.”
“The flagellation department, the lab—chemical and electronics—is on the other side of the reception area. There’s also a penitent’s room available if somebody needs something serious. Cages, cells, racks and of course, my brother’s version of the Iron Maiden.”
“I’d like to see that.”
Bryant led the way. The room was darkened, the walls covered in stone. Iron sconces burned on the walls offering an eerie light. It seemed a medieval torture chamber and Dan blinked to let his eyes adjust to the severity here.
“I like this,” Dan said finally. His vision trained to the corner where something that looked like an Egyptian sarcophagus sat in the corner. But it was only the Maiden.
Bryant moved toward it and the lid opened with a creak. Inside, electrodes attached to wires hung in various lengths.
“My brother is a genius.”
Just then, a male tightly trussed in leather bindings, shackled both at the knees and ankles were shoved into the room.
“Dad,” was the astonished greeting.
“C’mere, boys,” Bryant commanded. “Dan, this is my oldest son, Robert. And one of middle sons, Bennie. Boys, this is Dan Gregory.”
“Good to meet you,” Robert said.
“Likewise.” Yet Dan’s stare remained on the submissive so beautifully swaddled in leather and chains. The ring gag placed behind his teeth held his mouth painfully open. Wantonly, Dan nodded at Bennie.
“Hey...show Dan how the Maiden works.”
“My pleasure,” Robert said forcefully.
With a hearty slap to Dan’s shoulder, Bryant said, “I’ll see you in a little bit. We have dinner around ten.”
Dan watched Bryant hurry away and turned to Robert. “So...uhhh, this is your brother?”
“Half-brother,” Robert growled. “Right now he’s just a pain in my fucking ass.” Robert grabbed the ring on the posture collar and jerked Bennie forward. “He was supposed to fuck my wife this morning, but he couldn’t get it up for her. If he doesn’t get with it soon, I’m going to sell his worthless ass.”
Without hesitation, Robert threw the egregious slave toward the Maiden. Breathlessly, Dan watched as the slave was turned and an electrode was attached to the ring on the phallus inserted in the rectum. More electrodes were attached to the earlobes, one to the ring in the slave’s mouth, holding it open. Two to the nipples and then another to knee hobbles. Quickly, the door was closed.
Through an opening in the door, the genitalia was retrieved and pulled through the hole. A hand crank closed tightly on the swelled balls and limp penis.
Robert seemed to relax a little and smiled at Dan. “Jerry is something else,” he said admiringly. “I don’t know why he wastes his time at Abernathy Acquisitions. If you ask me, his calling was the dungeon and somehow he got side-tracked.”
Robert reached forward and threw a switch. The entire piece began to glow like a television screen. It seemed the solid surface melted away to leave the faint outline of the occupant slowly clearing. Robert picked up the crop and thrust forward at the face.
Dan heard the buzz of the electricity course through the apparatus. But that was only a murmur to the dry, hollow scream of the penitent.
“Fascinating,” Dan heaved. Quickly, he stepped back to let Robert have at it.
How long Dan stood and watched utterly enamored as the various body parts lit up with electrical sensations he couldn’t know. The penis and testicles had received their punishment directly and sported Dan’s favorite shade of red. The sound of the electricity and the screams was almost more than he could bear. Almost more than he had stomach to withstand since he wasn’t inflicting this pleasure himself.
“What do you think?”
Of the holographic image on the screen, Dan declared, “That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” The slave’s entire body pulsed in every color of the spectrum, representing the intensity of the punishment to that body part.
“Yeah, I think so,” Robert offered.
“So, uhh...is his punishment over?”
Robert smiled. “Of course not. And it’s not that he doesn’t want to do my wife. I think my wife is getting bored with him.”
“So you’re really going to sell him?” Dan asked.
“Soon, I think. She’s been begging me to bring Brian home and she doesn’t want to believe that nobody screws with the Grand Dragon’s submissives, collar or not.”
Dan stood back a bit, letting the implication of that statement hover on the exterior of his psyche. “How much does a commodity like that go for?”
“Probably ten,” Robert offered. “I have put an awful lot of time into him. But don’t think this is unusual. We trade off all the time. I’ll use that ten thousand to buy something else.” He laughed.
“I see.”
“But I think I saw you come in with Brian and Jerry, didn’t I?”
“Yeah. Brian and I have been seeing each other for awhile now.”
Robert nodded. “Brian’s a good man. Been sorely missed around here. I’m glad he’s back. And if I recall, he likes to start in Water Sports.”
“I didn’t know.”
“Want a demonstration?”
“Absolutely.”
Together they walked back through the various rooms and Dan would have been content to sit and watch the proceedings in any one of them. Brian had finally made an advance halfway to the bar when Robert snapped his fingers. Brian glanced at his cousin and swelled to see the features of Dan’s face knotted with a sternness he hadn’t noted before. Only a moment separated him from his cousin and his Master.
“Your man wants a demonstration of the purging bench,” Robert said under his breath.
Brian’s eyes widened with lust. Quite quickly, he was bound to the bench. With eager amusement, he watched in the mirror as Robert instructed Dan.
“This is an anal catheter with retention ring. Lube his ass and then slide it in.”
Dan throbbed at the feel of the grease and held the device in his hand. A deflated rubber ball at each end of a tube fascinated him. Gently, he inserted it into Brian’s rectum.
“Now just blow it up like a blood pressure cuff.”
Dan took the inflator in hand and began to pump. The ball on the outside inflated as did the one on the inside. “I see,” he whispered.
Robert leaned closer. “He’s trapped now. Brian can retain about three quarts before he gets sick. But this little device won’t let the fluid out until you allow it. This hose goes through the tube and makes an airtight seal.”
An evil twist of a grin darkened Dan’s features. He forced the hose through the tube in the retention bladders feeling as if he was violating Brian with that simple act.
“That’s it,” Robert offered. “Turn this dial to however much you want him to have.”
But because he loved Brian, he set it to two and a half and then turned it on.
So horribly enamored, he listened to the rush of warmed fluid through the plumbing. He drew closer to hear Brian’s soft cooing. He stepped away to study the distention of Brian’s abdomen.
“How long?” Dan asked Robert.
“A few minutes. You have time enough to get a drink, if you’d like. Or better yet, I’ll go get a drink.”
Dan nodded and smiled. This place was nothing less than Candyland. He leaned over Brian and tenderly kissed Brian’s ear. “Are you in pain?”
“Yes, My Lord,” Brian gasped. His stomach muscles were stretched to their limit.
“You know how desperately I enjoy your pain,” Dan whispered.
Brian nodded. He resolved not to cry out as he listened to the tortured sobbing and pleading of others in this same predicament on other benches.
“Please, take some more for me,” Dan pleaded.
“No, no more, please...I’m begging you,” Brian gasped.
Just then Brian felt the hose lurch in his rectum with the rush of fluid. Another gush forced into his body. The pain was unbearable, yet he raised his head to see Dan in the mirror watching intently. Dan’s hand slid over the taut flesh of his ass and then grasped his balls and squeezed down.
When finally Brian began to sob as the others were, the release valve was opened to let Brian breathe. Dan had never seen anything so beautiful, the body before him trapped in the most humiliating of stances, the most forced submission he could think of at the moment. He would have to put one of these in his own dungeon...soon.
But he released Brian and Brian suggested something else. From there, they went together toward the Roman bath.
Dan drank down the scent of the chlorinated water before he arrived. The closer he got, the thicker the air became with humidity. The soft sound of male voices in quiet conversation was accentuated by jets forcing air into the water. As he turned the corner, huge potted tropical plants, lush and rich in color to soak up the steam, were utilized as dividers between the sunken tubs twenty feet in circumference.
They no sooner entered than Brian sheered away from Dan’s handhold. Eagerly, Brian stepped into the water and curled there, only his head above the surface of the three-foot depth. Brian’s destination was toward a single occupant as if a magnetic connection drew him there. The smile on Jerry’s face was undeniable.
Dan watched in horror from the edge and stiffened to the sight before him. Jerry’s arms extended to enclose Brian in his grip as Brian’s head laid serenely against Jerry's chest. The intimacy between them was overwhelming. Dan suddenly felt weakened, suddenly felt forced to watch this for some reason.
Jerry’s cheek rubbed over the top of Brian’s head with uninhibited affection. But it was Brian who broke the connection as he turned his head toward Jerry’s throat to suckle there. Slowly, Jerry’s gaze rounded the room and settled on Dan as does a heavy blanket of fog on a cold autumn night. Jerry continued to hold Dan’s gaze as if to force him to watch, compel him to understand even as Jerry backed out of the water to perch on the edge of the tub. Brian’s face slid down Jerry’s torso and Brian’s mouth locked around Jerry’s cock.
An internal rumbling of something disastrous about to happen assaulted Dan’s body. Even as he was held by Jerry’s immense power, locked to Jerry’s vision by a beam of dark light, he noted the muscles in Brian’s jaw working wantonly. Brian’s cheeks caved to the insistence of hunger that seemed to boil within him.
Jerry’s stare was as penetrating to Dan’s psyche as his cock was to Brian’s mouth. The admonition, ‘Nobody fucks with the Grand Dragon’s submissives,’ returned with vengeance. Weakened to the point of crumbling to the floor with that idea, Dan folded his arms over his chest and backed away a little. Debilitated he fell to a bench and closed his eyes.
Inside, Jerry smiled, having made his point. Play with my boy all you like, but don’t ever let yourself believe you’ll possess him.
Jerry turned his attention to his submissive. Ruggedly, his fingers stroked through Brian’s hair and grasped his skull. He forced Brian’s head down, his cock deep in Brian’s throat, ready to be swallowed. He came with such force, such undiluted passion, and Brian remained wantonly to drink him down. Even after the reverberations of orgasm relented their hold on Jerry’s body, Brian continued to cradle Jerry’s penis deep in his mouth.
Still clutched to Brian, Jerry slid back into the water to once again hold to him. Brian’s kisses were profuse on his Master’s neck, his Master’s face. Once again, Jerry caught Dan’s patent stare and saw the hurt there. Yet Jerry only turned his face toward Brian’s to lavish kisses equally genuine.
Tenderly, Jerry rolled Brian’s head to whisper, “Your buddy is waiting for you.”
“Oh, shit,” Brian mewed. “I forgot. Damn.” Affectionately, he rolled his face to Jerry’s shoulder. “But let me ask you something. If you’re gonna get with it tonight, would you do me?”
A deep, amused laughter rumbled out of Jerry’s chest. “Robert asked me to do Bennie tonight right after dinner. I think you’d better spend some time with Dan.”
Brian nodded, surely disappointed. But he left a few lingering kisses on Jerry’s throat and then finally backed away.
Dan sat crumpled on the bench as he watched Brian move through the water without ruffling it. He sat spellbound as Brian neared the edge and rose to his full height like a god of the deep, the water falling in sheets away from his body as if he were too pure to be sullied by anything for too long. Every muscle in Brian’s leg tightened as Brian stepped to the edge of the tub and merely lifted his weight out of it with such control, with such grace, Dan could have wept.
Dan peered up to see Brian standing over him offering his hand. Debilitated, Dan took it. Yet he glanced at Jerry one last time, Jerry’s features as stern and commanding as a war-wizened emperor. Tentatively, he allowed himself to be led to the penitent’s room.
It was empty now save for Brian and himself.
“I expect you have a need to punish me,” Brian offered.
The very word stroked something inside Dan impossible to control.
 
* * * *
 
After a lavish buffet of delicately roasted beef, hickory smoked ham, delectable egg dishes and decadent desserts, Robert Abernathy moved to the center of the room and bowed to one knee before Jerry. Every spectator fell painfully quiet as the slave’s leash was handed over to the Grand Dragon. The slave dutifully followed the Disciplinarian to Flagellation on his hands and knees.
Best they could, the crowd hovered near the edges of the room. Others watched on closed-circuit TV from other rooms.
Jerry peered down at the errant slave and made a decision. Brian had wanted to be involved, and Brian would be. He snapped his fingers at Brian and Brian flew toward him and fell to his knees.
“Get rid of that shit,” Jerry ordered of the restraints on Bennie.
Quickly, Brian worked to relieve his cousin of the horrible, restraining chains and straps on his body. When Bennie was finally naked, he too, knelt before Jerry. But Jerry only turned toward the cabinet where the supplies were kept.
Another thought crossed Jerry’s mind and he nodded at Bryant. Without hesitation Bryant moved forward and took a measure of toys from Jerry. In unison, they worked displaying their talents as dungeon Masters and brothers, as warriors in the day-to-day world of business.
The submissives were told to stand back to back and bend at the hips. A hinged phallus coated in chemicals was forced into them both. Again they rose, standing shoulder blade to shoulder blade while their Masters lashed them together from neck to knee. Paddle gags, stainless steel plates, were inserted into their mouths to not only hold their mouths open but their tongues down and out of the way, should their Masters decide they needed something orally. A double hood was placed over their heads and closed under their chins. More straps were placed under their arms and then their arms were lashed to their bodies.
Inside, Brian trembled to the feel of this restraint. He felt the chains attached and heard the electronic mechanism lift him off the floor. Blinded as he was, he couldn’t know how far. But it didn’t matter. To feel his body so full and attached to another, his arms solidly at his sides and his mouth very available, how far he dangled didn’t matter.
Shackles were then placed around their legs and a two foot pipe between them was installed. And then he felt something he’d never experienced before. His balls were stuffed into a device and closed around them. And then something of case-hardened steel divided them, forcing them painfully into the tightened skin. A steel clamp was tightened around the base of his penis, not only keeping it hard but maintaining the angle the Master wanted. Currently, it was held perpendicular to his body.
Brian felt the same contraption being placed on Bennie. And then hands between their legs ratcheted the devices together. Brian understood then that if either of them lurched during this session, they would cause the other immeasurable pain.
Dan watched in horror to see Brian strung up like that to another. He refused to participate even as a swell of applause rose up to deafen him. Brian was hanging, every muscle in his body totally turned on to receive whatever Jerry and Bryant intended for him. Inside, Dan wept to see the gorgeous organs waiting to be whipped.
The chemicals on the phalluses began to burn. Before the first crack of the whip, Bennie began to writhe and Brian screamed out. The pain at his balls was unbearable. The crowd merely watched, the twin subs dangling three feet off the floor, already in agony. Slaves hovered on their knees while Masters stood reveling in the vocalizations of intense pain.
Jerry laughed a little and then nodded at Bryant. As if they inhabited each other’s bodies, their whips made contact at the same precise moment. For the next strike, Jerry hesitated for that half-beat syncopation he so loved, something that reminded him of a mambo. In no time at all, he and Bryant had their submissives winding in circles.
Unable to see, twisting, Brian’s stomach began to lurch. But gratefully, the beating stopped for a moment and they began to untwist in another direction.
Filled with awe, he wondered how he could have stayed away for so long.
How many took their fill of his battered organ he couldn’t know. Each mouth that enclosed it, bit down again. Finally, they were dropped to the floor and released. But neither of them could get up for awhile.
 
* * * *
 
The evening went so quickly, Brian’s breath still raced to catch up. Perched behind the steering wheel, he said, “It’s been a long time.”
“Yeah, it has,” Jerry said fondly. “It was never the same without you, though.”
“I’ve missed you, too, Dad. More than I can say.”
He pulled off the main road onto the township road. The gates had to be opened at the keypad because his car didn’t yet have a remote.
“I like Dan. He looked like a kid in a candy store,” Jerry said. But now he knew that whatever fantasies Dan harbored about Brian were burst like soap bubbles this evening. But Brian still didn’t understand that the dynamics of that relationship had changed dramatically already. That relationship was over now. Jerry sat quietly, content that he was able to share Brian with Morgan.
“He’s been denying the fact that he’s gay all of his life.”
“Ouch. Until he met you and now he can’t deny it.”
“Pretty much. Married. Feeling guilty.”
“No doubt. If I know Zero, he won’t appreciate this at all. But Dan enjoyed himself tonight.”
“I think so.” Brian parked the car and got out. “But I spoke to Robert before we left and gave him Dan’s number. He said he’ll host Dan while we’re in Italy.”
“Very thoughtful, Brian.” And now Dan could find something to keep him entertained... permanently.
“Thanks for a nice evening.”
“I expect Cherry’s wrapped around Morgan. Would you like to sleep with me?” Jerry asked.
“Yeah...I would.”
Together they walked up the grand staircase and opened Jerry’s door. The soft bluish haze of recessed lighting shadowed the room. But the bed wasn’t empty. Alex lay on his side, the softly scented sheet pulled to his waist leaving his torso naked, his thin breasts silently rising and falling.
Curiously, Brian turned to Jerry.
“I think you’re stuck with the women tonight,” Jerry whispered.
For another moment, Brian studied him. There was much much more he didn’t know. He had enough experience now to not need to know. “Sleep well,” Brian said softly. Quietly, he closed the door behind him.
Jerry turned out the light and dropped his clothes. Without hesitation, he slipped into the bed and rolled Alex to him.
The muted voice, barely awake, asked, “You had a nice evening?”
“Yes,” Jerry whispered. “Yes, I did. But it’s better to be home.”


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
She awoke in Jerry’s bed with only Cherry at her side. And then she remembered Jerry and Brian were to be together this morning before the interview. She laid still for a while, trying to decide what was happening between Jerry and Brian, thoroughly frustrated that she wasn’t to be with them.
“What’s going on downstairs?” she asked Cherry.
“Hell, I don’t know. Why?” Cherry asked.
“Is your father doing your brother?”
Cherry sniffed a little. “I don’t know. Why would I care? Just remember, they know I’m doing you, and they’d trade off the Kingdom to watch ten minutes of that.”
Easily, Morgan laughed as she swept into Cherry’s arms. But still, it was driving her to madness to think that Jerry was taking Brian.
She left a few wet kisses on Cherry’s nose and hied to her own room to find Kitty still curled in sleep. In the bathroom, her clothes were already laid out, a sweet little sundress she had worn a few times. On her make-up counter, a red rose.
Even as she drew in the scent, she could obsess about nothing but the goings-on in her discipline room. In record time, she was dressed and downstairs in search of them. In her office she found Alex.
“Morning, precious,” Alex purred. “I changed my mind about the interview this morning. The peach room will definitely bring you out more.”
“Bring me out?”
“Your colors, Dear. You would look simply a horror in that blue room.” Quite busily, he turned back to the shelves placing every book in its proper slot, every objet d’arte where it was less conspicuous. “But I do love this room.” It looked nothing like it did the last time she saw it. The furniture had been moved with a small camel-back loveseat in front of the shelves and two matching chairs flanking each side.
“How long is this going to take?”
“Jerry gave them two hours.”
“That’s a lot of chatter.”
Alex shrugged. “Everything will be fine, Darling.”
“Coffee?”
He turned and smiled, Jerry having told him of her jealousy of Brian’s last girlfriend. “Yes.” He heard the echo of her cork-soled sandals plod away on the hardwood floor toward the kitchen. Perhaps Morgan’s motivation for suggesting this interview was of a more personal nature; only to prove to Jerry she could handle the attentions of the press as well as that shameless hussy, Renee, did. Alex had more in mind.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan spilled the first cup, only to curse the towel for not mopping it up quickly enough. She could think of nothing more than Jerry and Brian. Just then, they appeared, quite together, dressed for the interview, standing closely and smiling.
“Good morning,” Jerry offered.
A self-conscious smirk plumped her cheek. “So...?”
“So...what?” Brian teased. Her stance told him that she could hardly contain herself wondering whether her lovers had had each other this morning.
“Damnit,” she breathed, frustrated beyond repair.
“It went very well,” Jerry offered in a tone of condescension. But Brian was merely enjoying the fact that he had found yet another way to hold her attention after ten years of cohabitation, happy that she wasn’t as bored as he once thought.
Aggravated at this game, she snarled, “You know what I want to know.”
Brian pulled out the barstool and sat, his gaze trained on her enjoying this immensely. “Why are you worrying about it, honey?”
Her first instinct was to remind him that he belonged to her. Thankfully, her tongue twisted because that was no longer the case. The protocol of possession in this triangulated relationship was a little twisted as well. “I’m not worried. Curious, that’s all.”
Brian glanced at Jerry infused with a new kind of love and respect for him. But Jerry led the defense. He rounded the bar and took her into his arms. His lips slid over her face with delicate kisses full of affection. “I love you,” he breathed.
“I love you too, but that’s not the point,” she insisted.
“Get me a cup of coffee,” he demanded.
Huffy, she pulled away from him, and spilled yet another cup. Silently, Jerry laughed as he looked into Brian a moment, knowing the question of ‘did they or didn’t they’ would keep her entertained for quite awhile.
Somehow, she managed to place the cup before him. “What’s so funny?”
“You. You are so sweet.”
“Fuck you,” she growled. “Now tell me.”
“What’s got you so turned on this morning?” Brian asked. “I want coffee, too.”
Her hands went to her cocked hips, the better to insist. Yet Brian only stared back, totally unaffected by her nagging curiosity. She relented and turned to the coffee pot. She placed it before him. “Here. I just want some information. Is that hard to part with or something?”
“Abernathy stock is up a little this morning,” Brian offered freely.
“Wonderful,” she hissed. She stormed out of the kitchen with a cup for Alex.
Simply amused, Jerry laughed quietly. “This could be fun.”
The hollow thud of her sandals came in their direction again. She propped in the doorway, her arms folded across her middle under her heaving breasts. Her expression was stern and filled with anxiety to get this question answered. “I want to know,” she commanded.
His voice filled with more authority than her, he commanded, “Get over here.”
Her lips locked together in a defiant grimace.
“Woman,” he rasped, glaring boldly.
“I want to know.”
“Get over here,” he nearly screamed.
Slowly, she approached glaring as boldly as he. She moved barely into the range of his arm and he reached out and grabbed her to pull her between his legs. His legs crushed in on hers; his hands forced hers behind her back and still she glared at him.
“I see you want to be a problem today.”
“I just want a little information.”
“You want to know if I made a slave out of your husband today?”
“Exactly.”
His huge hand gripped tighter around her wrists while his other rode up the curves of her body to open her dress.
“What are you doing?” She knew she was to be distracted. All their little tricks couldn’t dissuade her, because she knew them all. Yet the dress was opened, and quite rudely, Jerry pulled the bra cup down to let that softness spill out.
“Reminding you who loves you.”
She heard the metallic chink of nipple nails produced from Brian’s pocket. She merely held her breath to feel the nearness of the nail to her nipple. The anticipation of it, this, merely another tease, enlivened her. Boldly, she stared at Brian, daring him to do it.
A wicked twist to his lips smiled at her and he drove it into that rounded flesh.
She gasped as he held it there, the intense pain quickly moderating to a burning sensation, sizzling like cold oil in a hot skillet. He pulled the cup back over the breast to hold the nail in place and without remorse, stabbed the other.
“That’s much better,” Jerry said softly. Firmly, he forced her against the bar, his legs still holding her captive.
That burning left her speechless, her thoughts only on the men, who as a team, placed them there. Jerry’s thumbs circled over the rounded heads of the nails and then pressed in. “I don’t ask you to tell me what goes on between you and Brian. Do I?” Suddenly, the burn returned to pain.
“No, but...”
The thought was cut short by the sharpness of the pain in his recrimination. And then he lifted her breasts, still pressing deep and kissed them tenderly. “You keep these with you until you learn that what goes on between Brian and me is just as personal and private as what he and you are doing. You and me, for that matter,” he insisted. He felt quite smug now knowing she needed him desperately to keep her contained.
A small breath escaped her chest, yet she stared into him.
“You will be disciplined for this as soon as the interview is over.”
She tossed her head at Brian. “I want him to do it.”
“You’re gonna get it twice for that. Now you pay attention. This is very important,” he warned. “You screw this up and we’ll have more problems than we have now. Is that what you would prefer?”
“Of course not,” she whispered. “But I have to know.”
He released her breasts and grasped her hand to force it to his crotch. A hard-on the size of Cleveland resided there, its heat swelling into her hand. “What is it you want to know, exactly? You know what he looks like broken over the horse. You know how he moans so softly, his breath shallow when he feels that first penetration. You know what I look like when I cram into someone. What is there left to know?”
Those separate images burned into her psyche, yet they remained separate. In abject frustration, knowing they would keep this from her, maybe forever, when she would have been so content to be hung and merely watch, she huffed. “Can I please be excused?”
“Yes,” Jerry said adamantly. “You’ve only got thirty minutes to get your head together. Pay attention. And if you find yourself lost, remember me.”
“And I’m to be punished because I love you both and I want you both?” 
He laughed at her attempt to twist this into a head game. “Yes.”
“Is he to watch?”
“I haven’t decided. Go.” He released her now and swiveled away to let her depart.
But she lingered, staring at Jerry a moment and then at Brian.
Brian spoke up, “And when he gets done with you, I’ll have a little bit for you, too.”
“I see. Excuse me.” She tore away from Jerry to disappear in a flurry down the corridor.
Easily, Brian laughed. “This will be too much fun.”
“I think you’re right. I can’t wait for Italy,” he whispered. Yet he was fearful that she would press this issue to the bitter end.
“Yeah. I don’t know if she’s ever had it that way or not, but it will be memorable.”
“Indeed. And you’ve received confirmation that all the equipment we ordered will be in place by the time we arrive?”
“I have,” Brian said nodding.
“If only we could leave today,” Jerry opined.
 
* * * *
 
She sat in the blue room with a cigarette, positively fuming. Leave me out of it, will they, damn it. They’re supposed to both be my lovers. A woman is supposed to know what her lovers are doing.
The very thought confused her for a moment. Lovers? One leg draped over the other and swung like a pendulum.
Jerry appeared around the corner. “Are you ready?” he snarled.
Still so defiant, she crushed the cigarette in the ashtray and stood just as straight as he. “I am,” she answered quite properly though the tone was a bit too curt. She brushed past him, returned to the peach room, her office from where she paid her bills and ordered supplies for her home and work.
The pocket doors were opened, but inside was a team of specialists were setting up the lighting and sound equipment. The order, “sound check” from one them made her quiver. She fell back into Jerry’s waiting arms.
“You can handle this,” he said softly. “Just follow my lead.”
She shook a little. This was more than she could handle, surely. But she was merely placed on the loveseat as lights were trained on her and men peered through cameras at her. Nervously, she crossed her legs again, a little defense in the matter.
“You look fabulous,” Brian mewed as he sat beside her.
“You’ve done this before?”
He merely laughed. “If they could have found a way to televise my birth, they would have, honey. I don’t get out a whole lot without somebody recognizing me.”
Curiously, she peered into him. “We go out all the time.”
Gently, he took her hand. “Yeah, but the places we go aren’t exactly filled with socialites. They don’t have a clue who I am. They wouldn’t expect to find me in a club somewhere in a hell of constriction bondage getting crammed, would they?”
She let him hold to her, comfort her. That was the very reason he ‘hid’ out with her. Hiding...just like she had been hiding, in a way. But the closet door was open now, and she nuzzled a little closer to him.
“Jerry. Whenever you’re ready.”
Jerry sat down in the chair, Alex already situated in the one opposite. The room quieted and Jerry said, “Mike, you remember my son, of course.”
“Brian,” Mike offered. “Twelve years since last I saw you.”
“But life is good,” Brian said smoothly.
“And my brother Alex, my daughter, Cherry.” Mike nodded graciously. “And this is my son’s fiancée, Morgan McFaye.”
“It’s a pleasure,” Mike offered.
“Likewise,” she whispered, barely able to speak.
“Jerry, I appreciate this time. Two hours of it. We’ll condense it to one and air it as soon as you’ve approved it.”
“Let’s do it.”
To the camera, Mike started quite formally, “We’re sitting in the home of Brian Abernathy’s fiancée, Morgan McFaye. This exclusive...”
Morgan’s ears began to ring. Her chest felt about to explode. Brian hugged her a little tighter and then released her, still sitting comfortably close, Cherry on his other side. She awoke from that anxiety attack at the sound of Jerry’s voice.
“Yes, Cheryl and I were married for thirty-five years.”
“According to the report in the World Globe, Alex is Brian’s father and a prostitute is his mother. Is there any truth to that?”
“That is the unadulterated truth,” Jerry answered.
Mike hesitated. “Alex?”
“Yes,” Alex answered. He controlled his voice within the tenor range to match Jerry’s. “My single indiscretion with a woman gave us a beautiful son.”
Again, Mike hesitated, unsure how to handle this. The fact that Alex Abernathy was gay was passé. That Alex Abernathy once had a woman...so what? “But Jerry raised him?”
“Yes, because Jerry married his mother.”
Mike gasped. “Cheryl Abernathy?”
A hint of a smile crossed Alex’s lips. Time to drive the stake into her heart. “Cheryl was a professional prostitute. Cheryl is still a professional prostitute. She and her business partner run a charter yacht service on the Mediterranean from the French Riviera. She’s there with him now.”
Openly, the man stared at Alex. “Cut!”
Jerry laughed. “What’s the matter, Mike?”
“I don’t have a clue where to go with this,” he admitted.
Jerry reached into his jacket pocket and retrieved a list of topics with a few notes attached to lay it on the desk before the interviewer. Quickly, it was read. Gratefully, Mike offered, “Thank you.”
“It’s true,” Jerry admitted as the camera’s rolled again. “She was pregnant with Alex’s son.” Deeply, Jerry looked into his brother’s eyes. “But Alex wasn’t going to marry her and I’d go to hell before I’d let another man raise any one of our children. At first I deceived myself into believing she cared for me, a little, but that didn’t last long. Before my kids came of age, she constantly threatened me with taking them away from me. From us.” He looked at Alex. “After Brian went off to college, I just went to work.”
“And you beat her?”
Jerry paused. “Three times.”
“The article said it was constantly. That she was chained to a cot in the basement of the Mansion.”
“Ah, but it didn’t say what mansion exactly, did it? You see, everything in that article was true...to a degree. I lost control with her exactly three times, although she’s got insurance documents stating that she’s been in hospitals all over the United States and France innumerable times. My ex-wife and I haven’t gone anywhere together since our honeymoon.”
“So you’re saying other people have beaten her?”
“I’m saying I’ve beat her three times. Where the other wounds came from I wouldn’t know. I wasn’t there.”
“She claims you raped her.”
“That’s a term not easy to define, is it?”
“Either she wanted it or she didn’t.”
“I didn’t pay her for it every time.”
Alex smiled broadly and Brian nearly laughed. The interviewer choked. “Your wife charged you?”
“Dearly,” Jerry admitted. “It cost me better than five thousand dollars every time I laid down with her. I have the canceled checks.”
“But you have a mistress now?”
“I did.”
“Her name?”
“Confidential.”
The interviewer nodded. “Brian...where has the world’s most eligible bachelor been the last ten years?”
“Right here, Mike. Me and Morgan,” he said smiling proudly.
“You dropped out of the family business and out of sight overnight.”
“How long do you figure it takes to fall hopelessly in love?”
“Love at first sight.”
“Absolutely. My father, Jerry and I were in a terrible circumstance that day. I went out that night and Morgan picked me up. I haven’t been the same since.”
Mike laughed. “What happened that day?”
Brian hesitated long enough for Jerry to interrupt. “Do you remember that mess with Genlabs, Inc.? Paul Howard?”
“How could we forget? Breeding human babies for research, hundreds of genetically altered babies in cages. It was a travesty.”
“Yes, it was. Unfortunately my son was still very young. Didn’t read the papers or listen to the news much. And he’s a very sensitive man.”
“Ahhh... But he heard the part about Paul Howard’s suicide?”
“That day.”
“You didn’t explain that Paul Howard had already been indicted and that the government had shut him down? That those children were taken out of the labs and placed in special care where ninety eight percent of them died before the age of five? That the federal government arranged for Abernathy Acquisitions to take over the management of the company because of its patents on life-saving cancer drugs?”
Instantly, Brian tightened. In shock, he stared at Jerry, but Jerry only glanced at him. It’s not possible...that something like that had happened, that Jerry was only following instructions from one of his biggest clients, the federal government. And to think he walked out on his father for something like that!
Morgan’s hand clutched around his and held dearly understanding it was the first time he’d ever heard this.
“He didn’t hang around long enough to find out why Howard shot himself, Mike. All he knew was that someone died. Yeah, Brian understood the guy didn’t have anything to live for anyway. But Brian didn’t know that Howard was on his way to death row. That he saved the government the expense of a lengthy trial and execution. I don’t blame him for that.”
In horror, Brian stared. “You never told me,” he gasped.
“You never asked. You merely assumed that everything ever written about me is true. That we raid corporations for our personal gain. That we ruin people’s lives at our whim. That I’m guilty by association, but after the feds got involved in the Genlabs case, they called me to see if we’d manage it until something could be worked out. A very profitable business, so of course, I accepted the offer. But its reputation was terribly tainted, and it’s taken some years to properly save it.”
“And by saving it, you mean...?” the interviewer asked.
“Chopping it up in little pieces and selling it off to other laboratories, Mike.”
“Rumor has it that Abernathy took a thirty million dollar hit on it.”
“Somewhere in that neighborhood. Unfortunately, sometimes reputations can become so tarnished they can’t be polished any longer. Genlabs was one of those problems. But the feds made it right with me for the effort and doubled the write-off of our losses. You win some, you lose some, too.”
“You lost Brian that day?”
“Not entirely. Let’s just say he got misplaced for awhile.” Gently, he smiled at Brian.
Brian stared back restraining tears. The awe in his expression was more than evident to Jerry.
“As much as I wanted my son in the business with me, he’s got too much of Alex in him. Brian is about as good at business as Alex is.”
“Which is not good at all?”
“They’re artists,” Jerry said quite warmly. “And they live much richer lives for it, I can assure you.”
“Brian is an artist?”
“He’s a landscape architect. Certainly do feel free to take it all in while you’re here. Sixty acres of exquisite gardens, in one of which they’ll be married next week.”
“Sounds wonderful.”
“Very, very peaceful out here. In the end, he’s made me terribly proud that he followed his heart rather than stay with me. He’s certainly happier for it.”
“Brian?” The interviewer’s request was for a comment.
But Brian only swallowed hard and rubbed his fingers over his eyes. “I didn’t know anything about Genlabs, apparently.”
“It was a huge mess. One of the most outstanding cases of abuse ever reported on a par with the Holocaust.”
“Where the hell was I?”
The interviewer smiled. “As I recall...partying. You had Renee Collins at the end of your arm. You were gambling in Monte Carlo, sunning yourselves on the Riviera, skiing Chaminix. Being received by the Queen.”
“Right,” Brian said quickly to shut him up lest Morgan become nervous again. “Youthful indiscretions. How is Renee?”
“Divorced...no kids. And running her father’s corporation now.”
“Good.” Sadly, he shook his head. “But I didn’t know. Probably should have my ass kicked for that one.”
“I think your father loves you.”
“Too much, maybe.”
Jerry nestled deeper into the chair, content that the errors of their lives were put right now. And he smiled at Alex who sat demurely and quietly allowing it to happen.
“A landscape architect?”
“Uhh, yeah. Went back to school to learn drafting and uhh...” Vainly, he tried to shake off the stupor.
“So introduce us to your fiancée.”
Carefully, he laid his arm around the back of the loveseat, the better to bring him closer to Morgan. “Morgan McFaye,” he said softly as if the very name were a hymn.
Quietly, the interviewer laughed. “Ten years and still hopelessly in love. So tell us, Morgan, where are you from?”
“I’m an Eastside girl.” It was the first she had spoken and her throat was a little gravely, making it all the more seductive.
“What do you do for a living?”
“I’m a therapist,” she said. “I had this house built about thirteen years ago on the same plans as Oakhurst in Virginia. I’ll turn it into a bed and breakfast when I retire.”
“It’s gorgeous. An old-style plantation house. Where do you keep the slaves?”
“In the dungeon, of course.”
Mike laughed not understanding the veracity of that statement. “Do you work with Brian at all?”
“I just take the pictures because generally he’s tied up with other things.”
And now even Jerry snickered.
“You have to know how curious we are. What kind of woman can capture the world’s most eligible bachelor and keep him tied up for ten years out of sight.”
Jerry interrupted, “Morgan is an exceptional woman. But not entirely forthcoming. She’s a sex therapist.”
“A sex therapist? Do tell, please.”
“I’m licensed in this state. Work with psychologists and their patients who are having problems.”
“You’re a....uhhh...”
“No, but I do find surrogates in the very few instances they’re required. It’s not quite as interesting as you might think. People get so hung up on the very word, getting past it is sometimes a chore. People don’t realize how they define themselves sexually extends to their personalities and their lives in general.”
“But you’re not a surrogate?”
“No. Which is not to say I don’t have a personal life. But it’s personal.” Quietly, she nudged Brian.
Not exactly the titillating tidbit he wanted. “Cherry, you still having fun?”
“I’m pretty much funned-out, I think,” Cherry whispered.
“A beautiful, wealthy woman...?”
“Yeah, well… There’s more to life than that, isn’t there?”
“Your son?”
Slowly, she nodded, knowing any or all of this could be edited from the final cut. “It was a twelfth grade psych class when I first heard that you raise kids the way you were raised. That was the day I decided I wasn’t going to be having babies. I certainly didn’t want my kids feeling for me what I felt for my mother. And then a year later I was pregnant. My dad was good enough to find a good and stable home for the baby.”
“I’m sorry, but nobody better than you and Brian knows what a father who loves you is worth, even if you don’t share any DNA.”
“You’re right.” Quickly, she gathered a few tears from her cheek. “You’re very right.” Her hand fell toward Jerry and he grasped it tightly.
“So...Alex,” Mike offered happily, “I understand you’re being sued just now.”
Alex smiled, a little wrinkle to his nose. “A palimony suit.”
“How much does he want?”
“All of it,” Alex said cattily.
“I heard somewhere around five hundred million.”
Alex laughed. “And that from an heir to the Simmons fortune. But Morgan and Brian have very graciously asked Jerry and I to stay with them...at least for a while. I’m taking them up on it. And since I’ve retired from Abernathy, how much more can he get?”
“What about you, Jerry...now that you’re retired? A mere fifty-five years old, still quite vibrant. What are you going to be doing with the rest of your life?”
Jerry hesitated. He didn’t quite know.
“Dad,” Brian began, “I was going to speak to you...after the wedding, but now seems like a good time.” And free publicity never hurts. “Alex may have retired from Abernathy but he’s on board with me.”
Instantly, Jerry brightened. “I don’t understand.”
“Alex is going to be our lead designer. Garden statuary, fountains, outdoor furniture and fabrics, light fixtures, even mailboxes. He’s got quite a few designs ready for production, but we haven’t gotten to the production part yet. So what do you say? Nobody in the world knows more about how to turn an idea into commodity...and profit.”
“What are you saying, Brian?”
“All I’m asking is that if Alex takes care of the parts and I incorporate them into the whole, somebody still needs to take care of the business of it. Are you interested in the position of CEO? It might take up about three hours of your day.” He laughed sheepishly.
“Starting a new company?”
“And going international, dear,” Alex added. “Obviously a lot of travel involved so that we can put together the very ambiance in every home that Morgan has here.”
Jerry hesitated while he studied first Alex and then Brian. “Interesting,” he said finally. “What did your last quarterly report look like?”
Able to retain a little decorum, Brian grinned. “If you give me a few minutes, I’ll write one up for you.”
Jerry smiled. Not quite ready for Wall Street. “Salary?”
Heartily, Brian laughed. “The position is still open because it’s more of...a labor of love.”
Staring deeply into Brian, Jerry said quickly, “I’ll take it.”


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
While Mike and the camera crew worked furiously to break down and reset for a tour of the gardens, Jerry took Morgan and Brian to the foyer. There, his pleasure spilled over both of them while he embraced them quite roughly.
Always conscious of the family’s image, he told them, “Perfect.”
“I thought so,” Brian said. “I hope it was enough.”
“It was good enough for me. So you, Alex and Cherry start on the tour and Morgan has to see about dinner and I need to make a few phone calls.”
“Of course,” Brian said softly. He knew the matter was more about some badly needed discipline rather than chores. “Invite Mike to dinner?”
“Absolutely. He’s always been good to us.”
“I’ll see you in a little while.” Brian bent to kiss Morgan and lingered near her ear. “He has something very special for you. I hope you enjoy it.”
Her internal organs quivered at the sound of romance trapped within that statement, the heated breath with which it was conveyed. “You can’t be there?”
“No,” he whispered. “Not until he allows it. Soon though. But I won’t be able to think about anything but you.”
She moved a little to return his affection. And then she gasped, excited so horribly that she was to be rewarded so generously.
“My room,” Jerry commanded.
Without hesitation, she mounted the stairs. At the top, she stopped and stared down, their whispers furtive but not aggressive. There was nothing in their stance, their body language that would answer her previous question. Did they or didn’t they?
She went straight to his room and found it unchanged. Quite dutifully, she removed her dress, her shoes and the skimpy little panties. But to remove the bra would release the nipple nails he left her with, and that she wouldn’t do without his permission.
Time passed and still Jerry hadn't returned. She watched from the window as Brian and Alex escorted the news people toward the knot garden to the front. But where could Jerry be? And doing what?
Nervously, she paced. The interview had gone terribly well. But the thoughts in her mind wouldn’t coagulate. What was this something special he had for her?
The lever turned and he stepped inside with a glass of wine. Without tending her, he locked the door and placed the wine on a lamp table, only to remove his jacket. “Close the drapes,” he ordered.
Except for the few seams of light near the floor the room went dark and the coolness of it raised chilblains on her skin. She wanted desperately to be warmed...warmed at the end of his whip, if need be. Warmed any way he chose.
Yet he seemed solemn, meditative perhaps. He kicked off his shoes and crossed the sea of carpet to grab her quite roughly and hold his arm over her breasts, forcing the nails deep.
“I’ll only remind you one more time,” he hissed in her ear. Quite threateningly, his hand slid over her throat. “You belong to me. By default, all of your submissives belong to me. But since you want to be a problem...”
“But I don’t,” she said quickly.
“What I do with anyone in this household is none of your concern. If I tell you to come to me, you come. If I tell Brian to come, he doesn’t hesitate. Do you understand?”
“Yes, but...” 
Quickly, his hand covered her mouth and quieted her. “I understand you’re interested. I don’t care if your concerns have a moral component or are more of a prurient nature. It doesn’t matter to me what concerns you, actually. This is how it is.”
The first little frisson of fear swelled in her to hear the authority in his statement. To be disciplined was one thing, a prelude to incredible sex, if nothing else. But to be rended, compelled to obey when her singular desire was to protect her baby...
It seemed his weight suddenly redoubled as she felt his hands on her shoulders forcing her down. Her knees buckled to the tremendous force and she remained there, obviously where he wanted her. Only then, did she hear the metallic clank of chains.
He took an arm and snapped a case-hardened steel cuff around it. Not the soft, fuzzy warm kind, but the serious kind. The kind that cuts to the bone if too much resistance is applied by the captive. It had been years since she had experienced this kind of treatment. A little of that previous fear rose higher to feel her hands so securely knotted behind her.
And then a leather bit slipped between her teeth and he tied it there, she now unable to utter anything but the most pitiful wailing.
“You say you trust me, but it’s more than obvious you don’t,” he explained. “I have something to keep your mind on nobody but me.”
The usual game, she knew, but somehow this was different.
Quickly, he grabbed her and threw her on the bed face down. He took her hips and bent her, her breasts still pressed into the covers without arms to raise her. Quite rudely, he forced her legs apart and she smiled. It was a little game of domination so that she could be taken like this.
Curiously, she heard the snap of a latex glove as it snugged over his hand. And then she felt his fingers, quite soothing, the odorless concoction he spread over the satin of her lips quite cold. Gently, he rubbed it generously over her clit.
Cold, really cold, actually, when she wanted his fire.
His finger penetrated her vagina all the way to her cervix. She could feel the thickness of what he rubbed there, quite unfamiliar with what it was. And then he opened her anus, two fingers full of that stuff, only to force it as deep as it would possibly go. He stuffed a phallus into her vagina.
So cold, like a Popsicle inside.
Without hesitation, he shoved her hip and she fell to her side. He tugged her foot, the better to pull her to her back and closer. His hand knotted at the cloth between her breasts and yanked hard to free her body from the bra. She felt the first rush of blood into her deflated nipples, blood refilling them with vengeance and incomprehensible pain.
Ah, but what he rubbed there was so cold and soothing, a gracious Master to assuage her pain. The thickness of it seemed like frozen whipped cream to slowly melt there, something he might lick off in a little while. Her breasts seemed to contract, comforted by the chill, soothed of the fire he kindled earlier.
She merely watched as he removed the glove and dropped it into the wastebasket. He removed his own clothing, exposing a priapic organ swelled to the bursting point. Then, oddly, he opened the drawer, removed a condom and put it on.
Because she hadn’t fully given herself over to him, he demanded, “I want you with me. You belong to me.” The tone of his voice made her think perhaps she hadn’t. Perhaps she hadn’t totally surrendered to him. And that’s what he needed so desperately.
From under a pillow he produced a towel and laid it over her breasts, tucking the ends under her arms. And then he lay down beside her and pulled her shoulder blades to her his chest. He forced her to curl tightly, that her hands might loop under her legs, over her feet and come to her front.
“That’s a little easier,” he whispered. “I have to have you. I want you so badly, I don’t how to make it go away. But I need all of you. All of you.” Gently, he forced into her rectum a little.
She melted to his insistence, her body completely in his control. She pushed back against him, felt his hand cup a breast and hold it tight. A little deeper, a little more insistent as he seemed to swell inside of her, his organ growing proportionately to her desire for him.
“That’s better,” he breathed. He wriggled in to the hilt and felt a little of that coldness through the latex. His tongue swept into her ear so that she could do nothing more than press back even closer, to be enveloped, held to, loved dearly even as she watched him fiddle with a remote. His face still rested on hers as he checked the clock on the nightstand and had only a few minutes to go before the fire started. “I know you think I’m new at this domination game, because my skill with a whip isn’t where it ought to be. But you couldn’t be more wrong, my love. Flagellation is the least of all ways to get someone’s attention. It’s crude and unimaginative, although you are more than fascinating when you’re working it. The way your hips thrust forward, your breasts shake. Stay with me,” he murmured. His kisses were so gentle and profuse.
Of course, she could have been wrong about him, she thought. Those letters he e-mailed revisited her. There was a profound elegance in them, yet they depicted something vulgar, far beyond her sensibilities. Things she had never experienced and wasn’t sure she wanted to. She remembered the haunting chill his father left her with at times and shuddered. But it was him who was visiting this upon her, not his father, him who was with her now, even as the first little tremor of that phallus surged within her.
Gently, he petted through her hair, his fingers raking it away from her face. “You are so beautiful,” he whispered. “So sweet. Your farm-girl innocence turns me on so bad I can hardly speak. You devastated me the day you told me you’ve seen it all, because, baby, you’re just a cute little coed flipping your ass around the high school campus, and I have a doctorate.”
What the hell was he talking about? Yet the thought was stilled by the first little spark on her slit. An electrical sensation, maybe something chemical, and it seemed to shrink the skin by cauterizing it with a hot iron.
“Brian and I had a very long talk this morning. He’s loves you so completely. There isn’t anything he wouldn’t do for you. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for him.”
Where the hell was this going? “Like what?” mumbled through the bit.
“How to love you,” he whispered. He felt the first little ember of fire in her rectum flare up. “To give to you what you so desperately need. To never, never go beyond the family for what you want, because we’re right here for you. Always, Honey.” His tongue thrust into her ear, because she would soon begin thrashing.
She began to squirm, the heat rising to such a degree as to burn a little. But it wasn’t damage, only pain, though she didn’t know it yet. She hadn’t learned to trust him.
A little panic set in to the feel of her interior beginning to burn. What was that stuff? Something chemical, definitely, but she couldn’t define it. Her breasts heated rapidly, felt as if lightning struck them, the pain incomprehensible. She began to writhe, unable to control herself. The more she moved, the more intensely the vibrator pulsed. Yet he held on to her, his arms locked like clamps around her.
How subtle, the onset of this experience, and she snarled. To lie in his arms and then only to feel this passion, this heat she wanted so desperately, rise up. But it continued to rise, contract her skin so taut it felt as if it might shrink away from her body, be burned away, and her muffled sobs filled the room.
“Stay with me, baby,” he growled. His penis, still buried deep within her, responded like any member to the violent contractions inside. The insoluble heat, as if Hell’s very essence seethed within her, and he clutched even tighter, she a baby bull in his arms.
Wildly, she began to buck, to throw him off her so that she might somehow escape this torture. “Stay with me, Morgan. I’m here with you.” He forced her to her stomach and lay on her, holding her down, letting the heat, the chemicals, the holy passion of her desire for him create the friction.
She began to sob, so had the pain rent her very soul. Her breasts were about to explode, the fire searing through them, broiling them with incomprehensible flame. She wriggled away but he only moved effortlessly with her.
“I’m here with you, baby. Ride it out for me. I want this for you. I want this for us. I want you to know how much I love you. I would do anything for you.” In a pant, his hands slid under her body to crush her nipples in his zeal to possess her.
Do what, you son of a bitch? was a thought barely formed.
She lurched and writhed uncontrollably, the energy within her now spilling out in choked sobs. He checked the clock again. Only another few minutes of this sizzling inside of her before it would burn out, sputter into vapor and then disappear like fireworks. He had only to raise his hips a little and drive deep into her intestines. She veritably throbbed for him, contracted even tighter and he shuddered violently with a well-deserved orgasm.
Yet he lay within her and held to her dearly as the fire began to dwindle. Her breath came in uneven gasps. He tore the gag from her mouth, certain she had more control of herself now. Certain that she could be confident that if she couldn’t control herself, he could.
Her muffled sobs gave way to a quiet crying.
“Ah, that’s beautiful,” he whispered. His lips stroked her cheek licking her fever away.
“Master,” she gasped. The fire quickly burnt out to leave only a permeating numbness. Oh, what was it? she wondered. Every nerve in her body had been stimulated beyond her capacity to comprehend it. First with the numbing cold, then came the searing heat to dwindle into this tingling numbness, nothingness. She choked to think it was possible to traverse the entire range of stimulation in such a short span of time. The sudden sensation that she was empty now rose to choke her wholly even as he lay on her back.
“I’m here with you,” he insisted. “I’ll always be with you. Don’t ever underestimate me again.”
“No.” The thought that she was empty, that even her heart was stilled frightened her.
“You’re okay, Morgan,” he said softly. “Numb, I know. This, too, shall pass and we’ll still be together. You and me, you and Brian, Brian and me.
But she couldn’t feel even the rise of her chest to draw breath.
He rolled away from her. “You’re okay, baby. You’re mine. Brian is mine in a way I could have never dared hoped for. Every bit as beautiful as you. So capable of things I never dared dream of.”
She only studied him, unable to speak, to protest, to offer anything at all. She was stunned, so wholly devoured by him now without having been destroyed. It was an experience filled with the fear of losing herself, of dying, of living beyond it even, and yet here she was, so wrapped in his arms. So comfortable and loved.
How did he do that? She wanted to ask, yet her voice would sound profane. Tears welled in her eyes to feel so insignificant yet to truly have his undivided attention, to be his inspiration. She cowered before him, lay wrapped in his arms and wept.
“Incredible, huh?” His eyes flared a little. “Yes...incredible. You see I used to own a laboratory with a few mad scientists slaving away inside of it. Flagellation is for sissies. A physical experience. I want your heart. I want your very soul.”
Breathing quietly through her mouth, she nodded. “Has...Brian...experienced this?”
“You really have to get over this. Where I take Brian is not your concern.”
“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “I just, uhh...” Yet she understood so much more about this family now and had seen the damage first hand. What really concerned her was Brian and what he had suffered, the evidence in his sometimes-twisted emotional state.
“In a letter I wrote before I ever met you, I told you I was going to seize you. Do you recall?”
“Yes.”
“You wanted that, didn’t you?”
She closed her eyes on him, ashamed of the answer.
“Didn’t you?”
“Yes.”
“Brian is as capable as I in a different way. But you never trusted him entirely, either. You’ve never really trusted anyone or anything. It saves getting hurt, doesn’t it?”
“Yes,” she said coldly.
“It’s alright. I understand. But now you understand we’re not going to damage you,” he insisted.
It was as if he’d tore her beating heart out of her chest and restarted it anew. “When did you realize I’m not as tough as I’d like you to think?”
“Ohh...the day I met you. When you demanded to get my wife involved. That you cover every move you make at every turn. But nobody can take you from me now. You know that?”
“Yes. I hate feeling vulnerable.”
“I know you do. Unfortunately, the worst of it is you don’t trust yourself. Now you don’t have to. You can trust me to not let you kill my son.”
Her tethered hands folded in front of her and laid against his chest. She felt a terrible need rise up and choke her. To think she would ever have to exist without him sent her heart into a fury of fear. Without thinking, she convulsed and cried. “I need you.”
“I know you do. I need you. No one has ever loved me like you do. If it wasn’t for my son’s love of you, you would be my wife. I don’t take no for an answer.
“But this works just as well for me. And on days you have nothing scheduled with your clients, you’re going to be sitting under my desk, naked, my feet in your lap, my dick in your mouth...”
“Back to the company prostitute thing?”
“I’m expecting it will require me and Brian and Cherry to keep your libido satisfied. And I understand Dan and Caroline Gregory will be visiting quite often.”
To that, she pushed away a little and only rolled her eyes.
“I understand she’s a knock-out.”
“She’s got that sweet little fuzzy bunny thing going.”
“Cool. I love submissives, you know. I’ll warn you now, I may want to see Brian and Caroline engaged and you will submit to that or be punished very severely.”
“Does it matter what I want?”
“Not when I’m around.” Softly, he stroked through her hair. “The truth is you need a little work, baby. A little jealousy is healthy, but too much is very, very bad. I’m going to train you. The point is we’re just going to enjoy being alive now. Nobody is going to leave you and nobody is going to take you away.”
She peered into his dark eyes. The horror she had lived with so long revisited her but not as deeply as it once did. “You can’t know what you’ve done for me,” she whispered. “To think that I was gonna rot in prison, sitting around wondering who Brian found to replace me...”
“Honey, you can’t be replaced. I know my son has some serious emotional problems, and he always will. You can’t know what it was like for me to take my seven-year-old second grader to a shrink every other day because he watched his grandfather damn near kill his sister. Or that we were both going after he walked into his mother’s apartment and saw what she was doing with his grandfather’s dead body. Brian doesn’t have real memories of these events like I do; they were too traumatic. But they’ve left him with some fucked-up impressions that will haunt him the rest of his life. When he left me, he had all the emotional maturity of a sixteen-year-old. When he came back, I believed at first that nothing had changed for him, but I was wrong. Things had changed dramatically for Brian and he was just very, very angry that day.”
“So this is just normal life for him, that his wife should be playing with his father?”
“Yeah. It’s not that he doesn’t love you desperately or need you or want you. It’s just that it’s making him feel like everything’s right in the world. And because I’ve accepted his gift...of you...he feels all the more loved and accepted by me. The way he presented that gift was kinda fucked up.”
Her face darkened. “Did he stay away from his family for ten years because I’m a prostitute?”
Carefully, he enfolded her into his arms and held her. “The truth is, yes.”
“Damnit, I knew he was ashamed of me.”
“No, you’ve got it wrong there. It’s only because I have been so unforgiving to the individual members of the family and how they present themselves to the world. When they’re all out there whoring around, it makes it that much harder to do business. Any little blip in the press about something that seems immoral becomes a huge hurdle to cross. So it’s not so much that you were once a prostitute, but Brian’s perception that I would come unglued about it and forbid him to have you.”
A little quieter now, regaining some sensation in her body, she nuzzled closer to him. “Does he realize how deep my love is for you?”
He pushed her away to peer into her vivid green eyes a moment. “I don’t think so. But I do. Therefore, what goes on between you and me has to remain quite private. Ergo, what goes on between me and Brian has to remain private.”
“Ohhh...God.” She finally understood. It struck like a fireball hurled out of the sky. “It would devastate him, wouldn’t it? To think that I could love you as much as him for very different reasons. Oh God, I’m sorry. I’m very sorry. Her only desire was to keep Brian happy and content, feeling loved and cherished, as much as she wanted Jerry to feel the same.
“As far as his thinking goes, I love you the same as all of my submissives and no more.”
“Right. It would devastate him to know the truth. Damn, I don’t want to hurt him.”
“We’re not going to hurt him, baby. But you will be his wife, and that means something more to him than it ever did to me. And the truth is you love him desperately.”
“I absolutely do.”
“And now that I know you the way I do, I think your jealousy stems more from a need to protect him, doesn’t it? Brian seems a little fragile and flighty at times.”
“I never thought of it that way.”
“And you keep a leash on him so he doesn’t wander off into someone else’s yard where he could get hurt, or let him get lost in his own emotional turmoil.”
Laughing a little, she sat up now. “I never thought of it like that. I always thought he was so hopelessly submissive, some of those bitches would be happy to hurt him.”
“Don’t let him fool you. He is that hopelessly submissive. I don’t think he could discipline someone unless he was told to do it. Or unless it would turn you on. He just doesn’t have that in him. But I also understand that you were instrumental in keeping him away from his family. What little he talked to you about us wasn’t terribly positive, was it?”
“No, it wasn’t.”
“And you didn’t encourage any kind of reconciliation in an effort to protect him.”
“No, I didn’t. Some people are better apart, family or not. And truthfully...had I met you only as his father, I probably would have been very, very suspicious of you considering the things he told me about you. Considering the things I knew about your father.”
“You’re still suspicious, Morgan. I need you to trust me to do what’s right by Brian.”
How terribly true that was.
“He loves you truly and I see now it wasn’t so much about that Genlabs thing. That was more of a convenient excuse. It was that he found out you’re not his father.”
“I know, baby. If only I had known that hateful witch had done that that day...”
Her expression darkened as she peered into him. “But I do love you, you know.”
“We have a lot in common.” He stroked her cheek. “But quit worrying so much. You’ve spent so much of your life worrying about if you’re doing the right thing by the people around you. Worrying if you’re screwing up your clients or helping them. This is your family now and you can quit worrying. You’re allowed to just enjoy life, too.”
Enjoy life! What a foreign concept. An almost uncomfortable concept. To no longer endure the self-inflicted punishment her past actions required. With that, she burst into tears again and fell against him again. 
“You have an uncanny ability, probably a psychic ability, to know what happened to people and try to heal them. From now on, that’s just work and home is home.”


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
It required hours of mindless frustration for Morgan to realize that she wasn’t going to be allowed any gratification any time soon. The tension in her body was hopeless. The ache in her stultifying. Even though Brian and Jerry both handled her shamelessly, their hands constantly on her, they refused her desire. Even as they watched the interview together, she draped over their laps, her breasts in Jerry’s hands, her clit the victim of Brian, she could do nothing but lie still, let them stroke and pet, while she was bound and gagged.
“Excellent,” Jerry exclaimed as the closing credits of the interview rolled.
“I think so,” Brian offered proudly. “So I guess everything you have planned has worked out?”
“We’ll see. Bachelor party tomorrow night.”
“I really appreciate that. It’s been so long since I’ve seen those guys.”


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
The closing credits of the only interview Jerry Abernathy had done in years rolled as the yacht rode the surface of the Mediterranean Sea. “He’s a fucking asshole,” Cheryl Abernathy announced. She rolled over into her lover’s arms.
But Jacques was curiously stiff and uninterested.
“What’s the matter?” Her hand rode down his abdomen and went for his penis.
“Chere!” Without hesitation, he turned on a light and jumped out of bed.
“What the hell’s the matter with you?”
His thin, narrow body shook with rage. He picked up the phone. “Return us to port immediately.”
The diesel engines rumbled below and the boat shivered to regain its composure. Only a moment later, Cheryl could feel it being steered in a different direction.
“What the fuck is the matter with you?” She leapt out of the bed and advanced on him.
“Prostitute? You fucking whore, I can’t have the world know what I’m doing here. Your ex-brother-in-law just told the world that you’re a prostitute working in France on a cruise line. How long do you think it will be before the authorities start checking into this?”
“Screw them!”
Indignantly, he huffed. For years the authorities had taken his bribes and allowed his business to remain his business. After all, those visitors spent a lot of money here. But that wouldn’t last long if it were common knowledge. “Get out!”
Utterly confused, she folded her arms over her middle. “I’m not going anywhere.”
“Get out! Get the hell out of here. Go get your things right now and get out of here.”
“You can’t be serious!”
Without hesitation, he advanced and grabbed her shoulders. With incredible rage, he shook her violently. “Get your things and go topside. You’re fired.”
“What do you mean, I’m fired? I own half of this operation.”
With a wicked laugh, he slapped her hard sending her slight starved body to the deck. “I don’t remember seeing your name on any papers. Get out.”
Positively wrathful, she crawled away and pulled herself to her feet. “All that money I’ve given you over the years. You said I was buying into the company with it.”
A snarl twisted his lips from where a cheroot hung. “You’re trash. Get out.”
The first panic that she had been used assaulted her and caused her heart to flutter. “You can’t do this to me!” Her eyes narrowed with rage.
“It seems to me you have a choice here. You can go to the authorities and turn me in, if you like. But you’ll have to admit that you’re a whore and you’ve ripped off your husband for thirty years now. The only way you can do away with me is to confess to your own crime. So I suggest you move on.”
“I just gave you one and a half billion dollars to build a new marina and buy twenty new boats,” she hissed.
“Oui, merci,” he said with a cocky flick to his wrist.
“You motherfucker, you can’t do this to me.”
Rather than fuss with her, he had more intention of pleasing his boss. He went straight to the phone and dialed to have security come for her and set her out. He listened to the ravings of a lunatic for only a moment before he redialed. It was answered on the first ring.
“This is Jacques,” he whispered. “She should be returned to America by tomorrow. My people will put her on a plane first thing in the morning.”
“Perfect,” his boss said. “I’ll have the papers drawn up to return Aristo Cruise Lines to your ownership within the week. It’s certainly been a pleasure doing business with you.”
“Merci, Mr. Abernathy,” he whispered. Jacques broke the connection and stretched long on the bed. And a very profitable relationship it’s been. Sorry to see you go.


 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
Jerry hitched a leash to Morgan’s collar and asked, “Ready, Baby?”
Still stunned to be naked, she felt a little quiver in her facial muscles. “Uhhh...I don’t think so.”
“But you look so good to me. Move it,” and tugged on the leash.
Hold up, was only a thought as she followed him down the stairs. This ain’t going down quite right.
By the leash, he led her through the kitchen and out the door where a limo awaited him. The driver opened the door as soon as he appeared and Jerry tugged at her, understanding her reticence to be seen totally nude by strangers. She dove into the car after him, quite self-conscious and knelt between his legs.
He laughed at her innocence. “You are the entertainment portion of our evening.”
“The entertainment?” she asked quite curiously. “Where are we going?”
“The Lair,” he said softly. “And because I didn’t want you to hang around and get nervous, we don’t have much time.”
“Hang around?” she asked nervously.
But he only pulled her forward and held her head to his chest. The rocking of the car, the steady beat of his heart and she merely lay there content as her mind wondered.
 
* * * *
 
The door opened in the parking garage and she was pulled out of it only to see that they were alone. He placed her on the elevator and minutes later the door opened on to the lavish expanse of his penthouse.
Broadly, she smiled. “So the party...”
“The Lair, Dear.”
“My unrequited fantasy?” she whispered.
“There’s a movie you watch over and over, ad nauseum, I understand. I rather like it, too,” he said.
She fell against him, knowing she was indeed to be the star of the show. The center of attention for... “How many are coming?”
“Now that will be a surprise,” he said. “Move.”
She bolted to the door and opened it unhesitantly only to stand stock still in the threshold. She had forgotten how incomprehensibly huge it was. Two thousand square feet at least.
She hopped between the equipment like a gazelle toward another threshold. Inside, merely a cleaning room and toy box. She was to be disciplined, used to her heart’s content tonight by her husband’s friends. Are any of them masters as capable as Jerry? she wondered as she awaited him. And then she realized he had trained them all, including Brian. For the first time, she understood the depth of Jerry’s pain when Brian left him. As hurt as she was when Brian left her.
“Over,” he ordered.
She bent over the massage table, her legs spread wide for a final cleaning. He inserted the nozzles and let them fill her full, bubbling softly. She heard drawers open and close. Lights were switched on and off while her excitement grew out of control.
Gently, he removed the hoses and let her go to the toilet. But she ran quickly back to him to be dried, to be handled, to be his star.
“I’ve never seen you so excited.”
“Brian wants this?”
“Are you kidding? To show you off? All of these guys have been married and divorced...several times, in search of someone like you. I wouldn’t be surprised if they employ you to find them that perfect mate.”
“That would be fun,” she offered. “I know hundreds of women.”
“I know.” He held up a rather intriguing harness to which she slipped her arms through. Gently he grasped her nipples and laid her breasts on the plastic plates sewn in to keep them high. Behind her he laced it tightly, her shoulder blades and chest completely swaddled in leather to her neck, the leather stretched over her upper body so comfortably.
“I like this,” she whispered as she peered into the mirror, her breasts so lush and full, seeing exactly what it was now.
He merely smiled and took her hand.
“Oh, shit,” she breathed, so hopelessly excited.
He took her to the chains and hitched her wrists to one, a remote control retracting it into the ceiling to stretch her long but leaving her feet on the floor. “I love you,” he whispered affectionately. His lips touched hers for a lingering kiss. “You don’t begin to know how coveted you’ll be. How proud Brian and I will be of you.” His passion swelled and he took her face, the better to feel her dissolve in his wanton embrace. He parted with a profusion of soft kisses to her eager lips.
“I will have you in just a little while,” he assured her. And then he drew the leather up, a hole cut in the front that she might breathe, vocalize. It covered her eyes quite securely, leaving her in abject blackness. It drew around the back of her head to support her neck and then hooked securely at the sides, another ring at the top attached to another chain to hold her erect.
He didn’t leave her so soon, rather, he pleasantly moistened those areas to be used entirely, by everyone in the room.
The muffled sound of the door closing made her want to cry. How long would she have to wait? How many of them would there be?
 
* * * *
 
“Good evening, boys,” Jerry yelled. They had all arrived, all five of them, all as excited as Brian.
“Been a hell of a long time, Jerry! Where the hell did you find this guy?” he asked as he placed an arm around Brian.
“Under his Mistress’ foot,” Jerry said. “But once you meet her, you’ll understand better what happened to him. There isn’t a damn one of you who wouldn’t give it up for Miss Morgan McFaye.”
“Even you?” they teased.
“Even me, my brother,” he said surely. “Even me. Come.”
 
* * * *
 
Her patience wore thin awaiting the appointed hour of which she knew not. And then she heard the lever turn, the footfall of men cluttered together so that she couldn’t discern how many feet exactly. But she heard the gasps well enough, the mewing of men’s voices as if they looked upon a piece of immeasurable worth. It made her shiver.
“Oh, Brian, she’s beautiful,”... “How exquisite,”... “Does she have a sister?” swirled around her. “No fucking wonder we haven’t seen you for ten years, man. And she’s been doing you all this time?”
“Oh, yeah,” she heard Brian say happily. She felt him so intoxicatingly near. One hand swirled circles over her ass as the palm of another infuriated a nipple. “I just want to give something back, you know. No one in the world deserves it more.”
“Damn,” one breathed. She felt that one draw closer, close enough for her to feel his breath. “Ah, man.” The backs of his fingers dusted over her breasts. “I don’t know what to say. She’s a vision.”
“Sometime I’ll tell you about the night she tripped over me and then took me home and chained me to her bed.”
“It can’t be that easy!” one behind her cried. He laid his hand on her bottom and gently caressed it. Her heart thudded in her chest, the impossible scent of testosterone spilling around her like the intoxicating aroma of rare wine.
“We have gifts, bro.”
“That’s very generous,” Brian offered. “I’m sure she’ll gladly and gratefully accept them.”
An internal quivering stroked by impossible excitement nearly defeated her now. To hear their varied voices, the lust in their expressions. The gentle grace with which Brian offered her to his friends, friends she never knew he had. And their collective attention resided with her.
“I’m gonna go first,” one shouted.
It was Jerry who stood behind her now, his arms sturdy and strong, and grasped her breasts to offer them. His hands were hot as they held to her and if she could have she would have fallen back against him.
Jerry watched Renee pull out two hypodermic needles and smiled. Morgan had never experienced anything like this, he was certain. Tightly, he pressed her sides with his folded arms to fill her with fortitude because this was going to hurt...for a moment.
Renee lined up on the nipples, ready to inject them. At precisely the same time, the needles pierced the nipples, the plungers forced the fluid into them and then he yanked them away.
Still held in Jerry’s loving grasp, Morgan gasped uncontrollably to feel the impossible heat spreading through her breasts feeling like liquid fire coursing through channels she didn’t know existed. It seemed as if her breasts swelled, grew impossibly huge and filled with warmth.
“Oh, Brian,” Renee mewed. With overflowing adoration, she watched as Morgan’s breasts did swell and the nipples raged. As if it were the anthem of an angel, she listened to the object of her desire murmur in gratitude. “Damn.” She backed away. “Where the hell did you say you found her?”
Brian merely smiled, watching Morgan intently. Jerry moved away from Morgan and placed his arm around Brian as together they watched Morgan’s nether lips be spread, the better to do her clit, the phalluses inserted, the better to stroke her desire.
“Fix you a drink?” Jerry asked.
“Thanks,” Brian offered. He stood aside feeling Morgan’s excitement, watching every flinch of her body as another lash assaulted it. He lit a cigarette and laid back against the sofa near his father.
“I’ve really missed this,” Brian said softly.
“I have, too. I never thought there would be another Renee, but how wrong I was.”
“I didn’t, either,” Brian offered. “But something just kept nagging at me, you know. She’s a good woman and I didn’t want to share. But it’s never been the same without you.”
“I understand, Brian. But listen.” He melted to the sound of Morgan’s sobs, her screams cut short by another flick of a wrist, the leather contacting her skin, leaving a blistering welt. “One man can’t take care of a woman like her. There’s no shame in that.”
“She’s something else,” he admitted. “I love her like nothing before her.”
“I do, too,” Jerry breathed. But the boys were getting a little too voracious for Jerry’s comfort and he stood to part them, his command of them unquestioned. With an arm around her to steady her, he lowered the chains to let her kneel now.
To the one who was drooling, he pointed to come forward.
“Thank you, Master,” he whispered as he unzipped his pants.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan felt a hand grasp at the leather to hold to the back of her head. Only a moment later she felt the soft swollen glans of a penis to her lips. Greedily, she opened her mouth, but dutifully remembered her manners. She let him enter her, the full throbbing organ of a man filling her mouth. Her jaw locked on it, her tongue suckled as if she starved.
She felt their body heat rise around her, the leather on their legs pressing into her, holding her tight. She sucked even more ravenously.
But it was yanked from her without its reward so generously given. A moment more and another entered. One quite bigger, longer, but it didn’t matter. She gnawed, literally starving for this.
 
* * * *
 
After a half hour of listening to Morgan feed, Brian asked, “What do you think?”
“Enough!” Jerry shouted. He stood and let his pants fall to the floor. Easily, Jerry walked to ‘the chair’, one of his more delightful concoctions and draped his legs over the softly padded supports. Brian came respectfully, his gaze averted from his Master, his hand full of oil. It was rubbed on his Master’s weapon with a delicate twisting motion meant to infuriate its desire.
“Bring her over here, boys,” Brian directed.
Quickly, she was loosed and picked up off the floor. Men, how many she still didn’t know, raised her high and then she felt the girth of her Master’s penis at her anus. She stood on the floor between his divided legs, having been tempted by this piece weeks ago. She heard the imperceptible sounds of baited breath as her Master pulled her down on him completely and then pulled her back into his arms, her corporeal structure boiling now. Her legs were divided to lay over her Master’s and be locked down by chains, her cunt completely available to whomever wanted it.
Suddenly, her wrists were grasped and penises were placed in her hands. Another split her lips and tore into her mouth. Yet another stabbed into her cunt and she lay back against Jerry. To feel Brian’s love throbbing in every orifice, she fell hopelessly in love with him all over again.
A well-needed and hopefully deserved orgasm was rising within her. As one penis departed her hand, another filled it. As her mouth emptied, it too was refilled, even if it was soft and malleable now, the gift of its essence boiling within her.
It was only when Jerry’s hand went to her clit and rubbed that their various energies collected within her. The friction of the night congealed into a single spasm. Human hands held her down, men’s hands twisting her nipples, and she began to writhe uncontrollably. Hands to her breasts, her hips, arms around her torso as she disintegrated like an exploding star.
But it didn’t end. It was merely the first explosion in a series as another tore into her, wanting those impossible contractions, and she rose again, unaware of her voice so loud and full of the pleading tones to never let it stop. She felt another penis fill her fully and retreat.
But another took its place and she would know it anywhere. Her precious Mouse. Brian’s hands to her breasts, his power infiltrating every molecule of her body. The length of his penis, capable of long smooth strokes, stoked another kind of fury in her. She felt the urgency in him...that he wanted to feel her come one last time. He wanted that grand finale of sparkling embers as he moved a little faster, his hips gyrating wildly. But it was his fire that lit hers and together they erupted in glorious harmony.
He fell over her body and then lifted her into his arms. Gently he raised her amidst the sound of clapping, the murmurs of adoration. She lay over his shoulder like a broken rag doll, wholly rent.
Brian nodded to the compliments, yet carried her away.
Cleaning room. She felt the cold marble tile under her and his hands working gently to remove the harness. She opened her eyes on the meager light to see his dancing with a mirthful delight. His lips brushed over hers so tenderly.
“A wedding present...a little early.”
 
* * * *
 
Hours later, she awoke in bed, groggy, on Jerry’s chest, Brian spooned behind her. Contentedly, she smiled, the feel of them both holding to her. She rolled a little into Brian’s arms and felt Jerry behind her now, playing at her orifice. With such heated desire, he swept into her.
Wanting all of it, she bent a little at the hips to force her ass into his groin. Filled with greed, her hand slid down Brian’s body to grasp his penis. But that place was already occupied by Jerry’s hand. Rather, she wrapped around Brian, Jerry’s thrusting forcing her closer, and held on.
Brian writhed in her embrace with an orgasm created by his Master. Yet he tore away from her and slid up so that precious essence wasn’t lost to the sheets. Still hungry, she lapped at it and swallowed the font. As the last tremors coursed through Jerry’s body, she heard the soft subtle sounds of passionate kissing.
What was once Brian’s need had grown into strength and become the defining factor. His strength to share her, to give her what she needed so desperately. And to be married to him caused a drip from her eye. She held Brian to her chest, yet reached behind her to cradle Jerry’s balls so gently, so impossibly in love.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
The sun rose over the horizon and a perfect late summer day. Morgan peered out the window to see everything being placed, Brian and Cherry watching over things so common such as tables. The huge latticed arbor and arch was already placed, and the florist was working with it just then.
Nervously, she paced for a moment and then ran across the hall to her Master’s room.
“Come in.”
“I’m so frickin’ nervous,” she whispered.
“You need something to take your mind off it?” he asked.
“No,” she said quickly, thinking of some chemical concoction he might have.
“You’re beautiful.” He scooped her into his arms and rolled over on her. “We’re gonna have a wonderful life.”
“I think so, but I will admit, the way you Abernathys do things kinda...stuns me.”
“You’ve brought us all back together again. Something we couldn’t do for ourselves.”
“So what do Abernathys do?”
A curious smile lit his face. “Actually, darling, I have spoken to Bryant. He rather liked the idea of Ladies’ Night in the tower dungeon. But there’s a condition.”
“And that would be?”
“No dominant women. Only submissive females.”
A broad smile etched her features with delight.
“Of course, there’s the annual trips to Colorado for skiing and elk hunting...”
“Those are men-only affairs?”
“I don’t know. I suppose we could make an exception. In March, we all haul it down to St. Maarten for the Abernathy Invitational Golf Tournament.”
“Oh, this is exciting. It means I have to cut back on some work, though.”
“Honey, that’s up to you. You certainly don’t have to work. Alex and I have agreed to pay the bills around here, since you refuse to take rent. And your very generous donation of a hundred acres for the business was very much appreciated.”
“Brian and I both are very happy that you’re all here.”
“And Cherry isn’t buggin’ you?”
“Cherry’s wonderful. I’ve never been real close with a woman.”
“That’s because you know what women are capable of, and you’re very protective of your men. But you don’t feel threatened by his sister. You don’t have to feel threatened by anyone. We love you.”
 “That’s hard for me to comprehend.”
“I know. By the way, I asked Bryant to spend the night tonight.”
She shrugged. “I won’t be here. He’s moving in, too?”
“He might.”
“But you know what? I have a terrible feeling about something.”
“I’ll believe whatever you tell me because you red-haired witches are psychic, I know that.”
“Something tells me Cheryl isn’t going to be left out of this.”
“Honey, I knew that. And I’m going owe JD Rockingham for it.”
 
* * * *
 
Cheryl Abernathy had to rent a limo...how demeaning! That car dropped her at 1138 Hideaway Hill, the mansion across the street from where she once lived. Wearing a new gown, her make-up perfect, she strolled up the walk and rang the bell.
“Whose there?” through the intercom.
“Just little ol’ me,” she hissed.
“Fucking bitch,” he whispered. “I’m not taking you to that wedding.” 
“Oh, but darling, you are,” she cooed. “Can I speak to Helena, please? I’m sure she’d love to hear about all those rotten things you and I enjoy together.”
His eyes narrowed as he studied her a moment. Why the hell did she have to be his problem now? Jerry said he would have her dropped off at JD’s, and damned if he didn’t. Time for a payback.
“Go get in the car.” Aggravated, he slammed the door in her face.
 
* * * *
 
Nervously, Alex stood before the mirror making the final adjustments, hopelessly excited about his family and their life together. Jerry seemed all too comfortable to have him around again. Jerry was even allowing him to attend the wedding as the mother of the groom, wearing this formal Abernathy original. Jerry was a new man, a man reborn, it seemed, and Alex smiled into the mirror as he retouched the mascara.
A soft knock on the door was followed by Jerry standing inside the room. The very sight of him took Alex’s breath, but it was the way Jerry stared so wantonly, the way his dark eyes flared a little, that made Alex shiver.
“You...are a handsome creature,” Jerry gasped.
Alex turned, the lamé gown flowing over his narrow hips like a soft breeze. “Our son...” he whispered wistfully.
“Yes,” Jerry said softly. “Our son. I can’t thank you enough for that.”
“Oh, Jerry.” He met Jerry halfway and fell into his arms. “This is the happiest day of my life.”
Jerry embraced him a little tighter and then let go. “Since Brian mentioned the villa, I can’t help but be haunted by the worst day of our lives.”
Alex tightened at the thought of it. Gently, he pulled Jerry in the direction of the settee and settled him into it. Quite properly, Alex sat close, his hand on Jerry’s thigh. “That was thirty-seven years ago, Jerry.”
“You’d think I could get over it by now, wouldn’t you?”
“I never will.” Nervously, he grabbed for a cigarette and fumbled with the lighter until Jerry took the lighter from him to help. “I hated that man. I still hate that man.”
Jerry merely stared at the soft yellow carpet carved into a pattern of vines and leaves.
“You almost died,” Alex gasped. Tears began to drip over a flawless make-up job. “Jerry, there was no reason for it. There can’t be a reason for it.”
“He was our father.” Tenderly, his hand raised to stroke Alex’s jaw, reveling in the softness of the skin. For the first time in thirty-seven years, Jerry admitted, “He found me...in our bed...making love to you.”
Alex quivered to hear such tender words from the only man he ever truly loved. “And then he jerked you out of bed, raped you and beat you within an inch of your life. You don’t know what that did to me to have to watch him murder you. My God, your skull was fractured. Thirteen broken bones, your liver detached, you lost a kidney! And then I went to the hospital and he had security at the fucking door. I couldn’t get near you. I couldn’t get into the hospital much less to your room. And then he put you in a hospital plane and took you out of Italy and left me there. I hate that motherfucker. You almost died.”
Ah, the bitter frailties of human existence. “I did die that day. Jerry Abernathy died, and what you see now rose from the ashes to live Jerome Abernathy’s life.”
“This is not your fault. Everyone was afraid of him. They had cause to be. There isn’t a soul in this world who cared for him. Not even our mother. Jerry, he murdered our mother. Too many babies too close together and she was too weak to give birth again. Died before Gerald was completely born. That day you’re thinking of was not your fault.”
“Do you mean that, Alex?” Still, Jerry was unable to look at him. “You really don’t blame me?”
“No,” Alex gasped. “I was hoping that when he died, things between you and I could be rectified...”
Quickly, Jerry turned. “You mean that sincerely?”
“Jerry, I’ve waited for you for thirty-seven years. I’m waiting for you still.”
Jerry’s arm wound around Alex waist and pulled him close. “I don’t deserve you.”
“Stop. Just stop. That man is going to haunt us the rest of our lives, we know that. And after what he did to us, he drew the blade out by putting that bitch in between us. She raped me, knowing she would get knocked up, and he paid her for it. Only to divide us further, he made you raise my son.”
“It’s not entirely his fault.”
“Goddamnit, it is. He told you to love her so you loved her. Put up with her for thirty fucking five years. It’s insane. What the hell was the problem with us being so hopelessly in love anyway?”
“We’re brothers...twins, maybe?”
“Bullshit. The love we shared was the kind the poets write anthems about. I like to think we were once upon a time legendary lovers and we returned to this plane to love again. Undivided. Joined at the heart.”
Wistfully, Jerry smiled. “Wouldn’t that be something! Romeo and Juliet, Anthony and Cleopatra. Isolde and Tristan, Arthur and Guenivere returned as Alex and Jerry.” For a long moment, he held Alex’s hand to his lips. Yet he let go and rose from the settee. Toward the window he moved where guests were already arrived and chatted amidst the foxglove around the fountain. “Can you forgive me?”
“Oh, Jerry.” Alex ran to him. Like a candle melts to the flame, he wrapped around Jerry. “Honey, this is not your fault. I hope that old miser is hovering near now. I hope he can witness this day from his vantage in hell. It was not your fault. You died, Jerry. He murdered you. And I’ll forever be grateful to Morgan for breathing a little life back into you. For restoring you. For giving you the courage to face me again, to remember what once we shared and not be ashamed of it any longer.”
Jerry’s heart suddenly felt as if it might burst holding Alex in his arms. He had spent the better part of his life miserable without this man. “I care for her very much. I’m in love with her, too.”
Alex stood back a little and stared directly into Jerry, little rivulets of mascara dripping down his cheeks. “Too?”
“Yes. Yes, Alex.” Jerry’s lips brushed over his. “Yes.” Wantonly, he devoured the man in his arms with uninhibited passion.
Alex fell into breathless rapture as his heart pounded and his stomach convulsed to the feel of Jerry’s passionate insistence. Jerry’s embrace was every bit as firm and debilitating as always it was. But they had been little more than children then, and Alex had always wondered if it wasn’t merely a childhood fantasy, one that was embellished, enriched every time it was remembered.
But this was no fantasy. This was what Alex remembered so well and cried out in the night for. This was all he ever desired, the feel of Jerry’s lips on his, Jerry’s tongue exploring his mouth, just Jerry coming into him and seizing him with love.
Only at length did Jerry release Alex with few fervent kisses. He peered into those soft brown eyes dripping with black mascara. “I have missed you so desperately.”
“Jerry. I’ve waited for you to come back to me for so long. I was determined to die waiting only for you. But I have something to tell you.”
“What?”
“When the villa came to you and I as an inheritance, I knew you wouldn’t go there. I went there often because it was the last place...”
Jerry nodded, deeply affected by Alex’s love.
“I had the entire thing gutted and redesigned. It’s completely new except for the exterior, and Brian is going to redesign the gardens soon. I threw the mattress soaked with your blood out the window and set it on fire. But everything there is different now. You won’t recognize it. You won’t have to remember it or relive it ever again. I very much hope you’ll enjoy the master suite, not the same room mom and dad used to use.”
A deep sigh escaped as once again he took Alex in his arms. “God, I love you,” he whispered. His kisses were a profusion of that love spilling from his heart.
“And you and I and our baby and his wife can be together now. How generous Morgan is to accept us into her life.”
“Yes. You don’t know how I’ve missed you.”
“I think I do, and I know the tortured life you’ve lived and prayed everyday that somehow it would come to an end. Ironically, it took Cheryl to push you over the edge of sanity. Gratefully, Morgan was at the bottom to break your fall.”
With a little laugh, Jerry whispered, “Yeah. I was just about to explode when Brian forced her into my life. And all the errors of my life are put right now.”
Alex smiled. “They are. And we can go to the villa Monday and you’ll see it for yourself. The last of your demons are cast back to hell.”
Gratefully, Jerry nodded and fell back to the bed. Alex descended gracefully between Jerry’s knees and clutched to his legs. “And you’re okay?”
“Today is turning out to be the first day of the rest of our lives.”
“Yes...yes, I think so. And Monday, we’re off on our honeymoon.”
So swelled with happiness, Alex laughed. Yet it was cut short by a pernicious laughter echoing up the stone wall of the estate and spilling through the window. “Oh, God, don’t tell me!” He leapt from his knees and peered out. “Your fucking sister showed up with her oh-so-special professional tennis-playing whore on her arm.”
Jerry huffed and went to the window. “I think today she can be your sister.”
“Fuck her. I even called her to tell her it would be a rather drab affair, nothing at all to get excited about. I should have went with my instincts and trashed the invitation Brian addressed to her.”
But Jerry only stared, her resemblance to their father uncanny...and frightening. “She’s so much like Dad.”
“Yes, she is. It wouldn’t surprise me to know he’s inhabited her body just to continue to torture us.”
The very thought made Jerry’s blood congeal, even as he clung to Alex. But he only drew in a deep breath to cure the ache in his heart. “We’ll have her thrown out if need be. I’ve got fifty security agents on the job.”
“Do it now before she has a chance to screw everything up.”
“I oughta let Morgan have at her. But speaking of Morgan...”
Alex glanced at the clock. “Yes. I need to go do something with this.” His hands twirled in front of his face, knowing he looked like a clown caught in a rainstorm. “And then go get our bride ready.”
“But your first and last dance is mine.”
With that, Alex burst into tears again. Jerry helped him to the bathroom, and sat him in the chair before the mirror. “I’ll help Brian. You get Morgan ready.”
 
* * * *
 
Morgan paced her bedroom wearing only the stockings, garter belt and shoes Alex sent earlier, cute little platforms of royal blue leather tied around her ankles. Her nails were lacquered in shimmering pearl. But she could do nothing more than pace until she heard the rap on the door.
To see the stateliest woman she ever laid eyes on, she swore, “St. Genevieve.” But it wasn’t a woman at all. “You’re beautiful.” The soft brown ringlets of a wig were pulled back in diamond clasps with matching earrings. A diamond tennis bracelet and rings decorating each hand, the nails painted the same silver as the dress.
“No, darling. You’re beautiful. I’ve achieved the status of matronly,” Alex said softly. “Now...let’s get you dressed.”
She peered across the room at her new mother-in-law. “I’m getting married.”
“Yes, you are, Precious. What you’ve done for my son and my brother I’ll be eternally grateful for.” Tears began to well again, but Alex forced them back. Still he was flustered, hearing that pernicious laughter ring in his ears, knowing Jerry was now confronting the very incarnation of evil. “Come.” Gently, he led her to the bathroom.
She sat as still as she possibly could while he finished her make-up. While he took the scissors and clipped the stray strands about her face, letting it fall seductively in layers from her jaw line to her chest, curving in a little. And then he led her back to the bedroom where her dress had been delivered.
Alex unzipped the garment bag. “You know Brian has been telling me about you for years, dear. I felt like I already knew you. All I needed was your sizes to make this for you.”
“I’m so excited! Please.”
Broadly, Alex smiled, his lips shimmering in the softest shade of rose. She hurried to the bed to see the zipper opened even further. Her breath stopped to see the plastic laid back to expose it. Her expression frozen in near shock, she merely stared.
“Do you love it?”
Uncontrollably her hands shook as her fingers wobbled aimlessly. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”
“When you take it off today, we’ll have it cleaned and displayed in the peach room downstairs on a mannequin I’m having made.”
“I’ll never take it off.”
Quite delighted, Alex picked up the hangar and pushed the plastic away from it to expose the entire dress.
“It’s incredible.”
“I felt that royal blue was just perfect for our bride to set her off perfectly. Cream colors would make you look like a ghost.”
“Of course.” But it was the acceptance of who she was, what she was in the dress that made her shiver. “I can’t believe it.”
“Brian suggested this and I had to agree. So come...come come come!”
She advanced unable to tear her eyes away from it. She bent low to let it slip over her head. Very gently, Alex slipped the bronzed serpentine chains over her shoulders, the only straps on this gown, and she watched in the mirror as he reached into the bodice and lifted her bare breasts into it.
“Alex.” She was ready to faint.
But he only laughed and moved behind her to lace the bodice as he would one of her corsets.
The thin sheered leather gathered horizontally in soft folds around her torso, yet plunged to the center of her body, directing the viewer’s attention between her legs. The leather that lay over her breasts was delicately embroidered in matching thread, twining around her breasts, the tiniest of vines and leaves ending in a flourish of petals cut out in the center, leaving tiny holes to reveal the flush of her skin. The skirt of the softest leather was a little fuller, freer around her hips, yet flared at the bottom to swirl with her movements and thin enough to hang in the same soft folds as the gown.
“Do you love it?”
She gasped. “I’m the most beautiful woman in the world right now.”
He smiled and went for the gloves.
It was the same sheered leather, and they weren’t exactly gloves. A single loop wrapped around her middle finger and the piece that lay over her hand was of the same embroidery and cutwork as the bodice of this gown. Quickly, he laced those all the way to her elbows.
“Oh, God,” she whispered as she held to her stomach.
“You gonna throw up?”
“I’m not sure. You don’t know what this means to me.”
“We love you.” Tenderly, he kissed her cheek. “And by the way...what makes you think I wouldn’t take this opportunity to show off my talents to my wicked family?”
“I’ve just never seen anything like it.”
“Now...we’ll get rid of this fifteen-foot train after the pictures and dinner and leave you with only this pretty little fantail for dancing. And should it get a little chilly tonight, I added this little bolero...” He held up the jacket and let her stare. It was the same gorgeous leather, embroidered and pierced, designed only to cover her shoulders and arms and leave her mountainous breasts to the fore. The long sleeves ended in scallops with a piercing in the very center of each.
“I’m overwhelmed.”
“Don’t sit down.” He was anxious that the leather might be crushed before its time.
She merely leaned over the dresser, so comfortable to be so swaddled in leather from her wrists to her toes this day. And then she picked up the hand mirror and turned to see the crisscross of laces down her back, the ever-narrowing triangles ending in the most decorative bow. “Oh, Alex.”
“That’s all I have for you, darling. But Jerry has something for you, too.”
“How can I ever thank you?”
“You already have, precious.” He bent to kiss her tenderly on the cheek. And then he went to the balcony and peered down. He studied Jerry’s stance listening to the conversation between Jerry and Jeannine. But Jerry seemed to feel his presence, excused himself from their only sister and disappeared.
A moment later, he opened the door of the master suite. His stare affixed on their bride. Slowly, a smile broadened his lips and he turned to Alex and breathed, “Stunning.”
“Thank you,” Alex said graciously. “But I had a lot to work with.”
“Indeed.” His vision returned to Morgan merely to stare, the mere sight of her a pure delight.
“If you’ll excuse me,” Alex whispered and made for the door. Yet Jerry caught him and left a tender kiss on his cheek. Alex squeezed his hand and then departed.
The energy that passed between Alex and Jerry was comfortable. Yet Morgan said, “I’m so nervous I’m about to puke.”
Breaking into laughter, Jerry said, “So is Brian. I’ll be with you both. I have something for you.” He reached into the pocket of his off-white tuxedo trimmed in royal blue. He came to her with a jewelry box wrapped in gold foil.
“I hope you didn’t spend a lot of money.”
“It’s only money, honey. The truth is, I bought it the day after I met you. The day after I fell in love with you, and didn’t have the courage to give it to you. Afraid of rejection. But you belong to me now.”
“Yes. I need you.” Yet she tore away from his passionate stare and peeled back the paper from a very weighty box. Carefully, she opened the lid only to see a profusion of diamonds strung on woven gold threads shining brightly, those very diamonds interspersed with emeralds and sapphires, with a tear drop pendant of very rare, very opulent blue ice.
Her mouth agape, she peered up again.
But he only smiled and moved quickly toward her to take the box and remove the choker. Carefully, he laid it around her throat and clasped it in back, leaving the gold threads to dangle, to remind her of his presence. But her tears began when he turned her to the mirror to see the lightening gathering to it and thrown around the room.
“Matches your engagement ring. That ring on your finger made me want to get radical with somebody. Who knew it was my son.” He grinned. “He’s returned to me, and I thank you for that. But now you know I’m with you even if you can’t see me. You can feel me clutching your throat.”
“Yes.” She tore her sight away from his bondage and returned to him. “I love you truly.”
He bent a little to nibble at her ear. “I have something else for you.”
In front, he knelt before her and loosely gathered her skirt that she might hold it up and offer herself to him. She felt a little tingle where his finger stroked but it was only to divide the flesh between her legs. She felt the clamps close, the little knob meant to stroke her clit and remove her mind from her anxiousness. With such reverence, he nuzzled the fur there, kissed it tenderly and then rose.
“Better?”
“Infinitely,” she whispered.
“I’m with you...always. You belong to me now. You both do.” But he only wrapped her up in his arms. “You two are like puppies romping in the back yard. I don’t know how you’d get along if you didn’t have me to put some seriousness in your lives.”
“Mind if I ask you something?”
He smirked because he knew it was a question about Alex. “No, I don’t.”
She hesitated a moment, knew this was none of her business. Yet she wanted this question answered more than the other that had plagued her. “Your brother...?”
“My brother,” he whispered with reverence. “My brother and I have been very much in love since the day we looked at each other and maybe before.”
She closed her eyes a moment to absorb the most pleasing of all ecstasies in that statement. “I think I understood that a while back. How much you loved him.”
“I certainly didn’t expect him to forgive me for stealing his son from him.”
Deeply, she looked into his dark eyes, the usual menacing aura replaced by contentment. “He is your son, Jerry. You raised him.”
Easily, he nodded, his entire body shivering with the sentiment. “After thirty five years, I’ve found out that Alex never blamed me in the first place.”
“Because it was your father who came between you.”
Sadly, he nodded.
“I’ve witnessed the evidence of it in your personality, and the scars on your body.”
Bitterly, he smiled. “Nobody before you bothered to look that closely. Of course, Cheryl knew what had happened. That I nearly died. And I made it all too easy for her to take his place when he died.”
“There’s no shame in fear. It keeps you alert.”
Patiently, he nodded. “You know...when I first got involved with you, I was totally smitten before we even met. To know you had suffered the same kind of unbringing I had. To know how you solved your problem not only chilled me, but it, uhhh...to think that someone could turn a situation like that around and save themselves gave me hope. You made me understand that I don’t have to be a victim, Morgan. I didn’t have the balls to kill him,” he admitted. “Or her, for that matter. But I don’t have to take it anymore, either.”
Her smile was broad and genuine to think he had come this far.
“As far as Alex goes, all I know is that I feel forgiven. All I want is for you and Brian to have a nice life, because Alex and I certainly will. But that doesn’t mean that your sweet little ass doesn’t belong to me, little girl. I need a woman. A real woman and that woman is you.”
Filled with gratitude, she smiled. Sometimes she just needed a man.
 
* * * *
 
Nervously, Brian sipped the champagne as his Aunt Jeannine questioned him shamelessly about his bride. It was Alex who rescued him, pulled him aside and hissed at his sister. But the bitch only sneered at him as Alex shoved Brian away, her brother more attractive than she.
“Fucking bitch. I don’t know why you insisted on inviting her,” Alex snarled.
“She’s family,” Brian insisted.
“Honey, sometimes things can’t be saved. Sometimes they aren’t worth the effort.”
What did Brian care anyway? “You look fabulous,” he whispered.
“You’re sweet,” Alex mewed. “Just an old queen well past her prime. But you have to disappear now. The orchestra is about to start.”
“Thank you for this,” Brian whispered with a kiss.
Alex huffed, his cheeks plumped with his smile. “Go...”
Alex lit a cigarette as he watched Brian disappear into the grotto. And then he turned, the click of his heels on the quarry stone underneath quite loud and headed directly to his sister, who stared like a wildcat about to strike.
“Jeannine, darling, how wonderful you could make it,” he sneered so filled with affectation.
“Alex. When are you going to grow up?”
Alex’s upper lip quivered in response to expose an incisor looking very much like a fang.
 
* * * *
 
Brian paced the soft earth of the grotto, the flowers blooming there in the last of summer’s colors. He remembered Alex’s admonition of having a formal affair in the garden in the afternoon, yet Brian insisted. “When do we ever do anything the way we’re supposed to do it?” Brian had reminded.
“Of course, darling,” Alex had mewed.
How ridiculous it all seemed now, all done up like peacocks. Yet his mind returned to his Master and his Master’s gift enclosing his testicles. How gentle and generous his Master had been when his Master opened his pants and retrieved his genitalia. When he wrapped the chainmail around the testicles and drew it up tightly to snap a gorgeous cock ring encased in diamonds, emeralds and sapphires quite loosely around an eager organ.
“I’m with you,” his Master had reminded as the trousers were closed again.
“I love you,” Brian purred to feel his Master’s presence, his Master’s love, his Master’s support in the most unlikely places in his life.
Now, his hand settled between his legs to remind himself.
 
* * * *
 
“Your retinue awaits,” Jerry offered. He led Morgan to the staircase to descend and gather in the kitchen. Morgan stopped at the threshold to see her maids and their dresses of the richest shade of royal blue chiffon so incredibly elegant and much like hers. The tight bodices without the laces forced their breasts high and forward, the sleeves of their gowns huge and soft, dusting the floor. The scent of their flowers rose as they turned to see her, her precious Kitty closest to the door.
“Hey, Sis,” one of them roared.
“Cherry,” she whispered affectionately.
“You are a knockout, honey,” Cherry insisted.
Full of exuberance, Morgan grabbed her up to kiss her. But Jerry pulled Cherry away to introduce Morgan to some of Brian’s cousins, all lovely women, Morgan decided. And then of course, the sweet little flower girl, five years old, a smile filled with precious little baby teeth. “You’re so pretty,” the little girl said, clinging to her basket filled with black rose petals.
“You are, too, baby.”
“Alright,” Jerry ordered. “All of you, out of here.” He glared a little at Cherry to remind her to be good.
 
* * * *
 
Morgan stood on the veranda, shimmering in the sunlight gathering its warmth, with one arm looped tightly around Jerry’s, the other holding a bouquet, its scent a sweet cloud to calm her. But she could only see Brian as Brian stared shamelessly in her direction, the guests' vision trained on the bridesmaids gliding over the velvet-covered walkway.
Easily, Jerry moved her closer to the aisle, the guests perched at tables around the garden and cooing to see the magnificent gowns blown on a soft breeze.
But when the music changed, Morgan’s breath stopped again to know she was next. Jerry turned his head and said, “Come.” It was a command she had grown quite comfortable with. A Master she could truly trust.
But only Brian existed and the gasps and mewing, the furtive whispers and indelicate pointing at her gown were a mere background to the waltzing of strings risen over it all, to deliver her to her beloved on a wave. 
Closer they drew to the altar, the most reverent of steps taking them there. She was so outside of herself, transported how, she knew not and didn’t care. Only Brian, and when Romeo appeared in his robes and smiled so sweetly, so full of the spirit, she relaxed instantly. To think he would do this for her, be with her now, the only father she ever really had, gave her pause.
At the prie deus especially made to match the arch, thickly cushioned and covered in leather, Jerry took her hand and gave it to Brian. Tenderly, he kissed them both and then stood aside as Brian’s best and only man.
Romeo leaned forward and kissed her flaming cheek. He waited for the music to fade and began with, “Dearly Beloved,” his voice so clear, so commanding as if the very angels had descended and spoke through him.
 
* * * *
 
An hour and a half later, Romeo announced, “I now present Mr. and Mrs. Jerome Bryant Alexander Abernathy VI. You may kiss your bride.”
Carefully, Brian took her beaming face in his hands and held to her lips with his. He lingered feeling her shivering delight, his own gratitude and excitement spilling over. She was his wife now, all he ever wanted, and his arm wound around her and clutched her tight. Yet he whispered, “Not to be confused with Ms. and Mr. Morgan McFaye.”
So delighted with that, she grasped him a little tighter and drove her tongue into his mouth. The music swelled and they turned to face the guests now, Alex weeping shamelessly at the table closest to them. 
The bride and groom started back down the aisle for the reception line. Jerry stopped at that first table. Gallantly, he held out his hand for Alex, and Alex took it quickly and shamelessly and rose to be escorted away. Yet Jerry’s vision caught on the snarling leer of his sister for a moment. But now was not the time, not with the cameras rolling...
 
* * * *
 
After the reception line, after the pictures Brian waltzed his bride to the dinner table. Openly, she stared to see the china settings, a delicate blue ribbon twining around the rim of the bread plate. Two beautiful doves sat upon a single twig, kissing, and their names, Brian and Morgan, were etched in gold above the date. The most romantic thing she’d ever seen.
Sitting in the white velvet chair crafted for this very occasion, she murmured, “They’re beautiful.”
“I had four hundred place settings made,” Brian whispered. “For the best little whorehouse in Ohio.”
She nuzzled against him, her smile so broad and, she so hopelessly in love.
And Jerry sat beside her, Alex to Jerry’s left, his arm around her to pat Brian. “That was gorgeous,” he whispered, filled with paternal pride.
 
* * * *
 
The first dance, of course, was theirs. The train now gone, Brian took her to the platform he’d built out over the slope of the lawn, a brass railing around three sides of it. She melted in his embrace, her hand holding her skirt higher, another to his shoulder.
“God, I love you,” she cried, dizzy with his affection. He could only smile and draw her closer.
The MC then announced, “Mother and Father of the Groom.”
Quickly, Jerry stood and held out his hand for Alex. Together they approached the dance floor and Jerry turned to take Alex into his arms. But Jerry froze and tightened in defense to see Cheryl standing there, rage shaking her body like the first vicious storm of spring. Her makeup ran down her cheeks in jagged streaks of black.
“I don’t think so,” she hissed.
Alex turned in Jerry’s arms, Alex’s rage bubbling inside of him like a cauldron. “How the fuck did you get in here?”
The crowd quieted and the music faded, all attentions turned on Cheryl and Jerry. Even Morgan and Brian stopped to stare, Morgan as enraged as Alex at this intrusion.
“I’m his mother,” Cheryl scowled.
Alex turned his head to quietly shout, “Get her out of here,” to Jerry.
Jerry reached out and grabbed her arm only to twist it. But she squirmed away from him. “Don’t you ever touch me again,” she shouted. “I’m his mother.”
Bullshit, Brian thought. He pointed to two of his friends and they leapt to the stage. Without hesitation, he grabbed his mother, his grip firm and dragged her away. She screamed like a wounded animal. Quickly, Jerry followed.
Morgan, unsure of what to do, stared at Alex only a moment before they were both swept up by finely dressed men. The music rose again and she found herself following his lead.
“She’s a witch,” the guy offered. It was a voice she recognized from the bachelor party.
To the man dressed in a tuxedo, she said softly, “I don’t think we’ve had the pleasure.”
“Oh, baby, it was definitely my pleasure.” The thin line of a mustache tickled her cheek. His hand forced into the small of her back to pull her close. 
“And you would be...”
“Your greatest admirer, darling.”
Morgan smiled a little with that, yet her husband was on her mind. “I apologize, but I can’t let this go down.”
“Let’s go,” he whispered.
Her hand in Renee’s clutch, she was escorted past Alex who followed quickly. On the way to the house, Cherry joined the rank.
 
* * * *
 
But Cheryl wouldn’t go peaceably. Only when Brian picked her up and threw her over his shoulder did she quiet, her own weight crushing her lungs. He thrust open the exterior door of the dungeon, the only room in the house that was soundproofed.
Brian dropped her on the sofa and shouted, “Cheryl, this is my wedding day.”
“She’s a whore,” Cheryl shouted.
“Oh, God. She has never said one recriminating thing about you, damn it. And she’s not a whore. She’s a sex therapist.”
Cheryl sneered. “Is that what they’re calling them these days? And you,” as she turned to Jerry. “You just had to tell the world I’m his mother, didn’t you?”
The rest of the family stood beyond the door, listening. 
How sad, Jerry thought. How hurtfully and painfully sad and he felt bad for Brian just then. “There’s a lot of people in this world that would be proud to be his mother, Cheryl. Alex, for one. Obviously you forgot to mention in your little exposé that the prostitute who gave birth to him was you.”
“You magnanimous bastard,” she screamed. “And by the way, your little fag brother is not his mother.”
“He’s been more of a mother to Brian and Cherry than you ever attempted to be. Than you ever cared to be.”
“Well, why don’t we just get this all out in the open, shall we?” Angrily, she turned to Brian. “Do you know your father here and his brother have been screwing each other for years?”
Jerry recoiled as Brian glanced at him, but Brian’s fixed stare stayed with his mother. “You know...it’s none of my business who my father takes comfort in. If that’s his brother, what the fuck do I care? This is not about Dad or Alex. This is my wedding day. Why do you wanna screw this up for me?”
“You can’t be serious! Your grandfather paid me to carry you and give birth to you. And that’s all you’ve got to say about them!”
Startled by that, Brian fell back a bit and glared at her. For a protracted moment he stood speechless to let that soak into his psyche. “Cheryl, if you didn’t want us, why the hell did you even hang around? I think I know my father well enough that he would have been so grateful for what you did do that he would have left you on the payroll to live your oh-so-happy and fulfilled life without the burden of children. Without even the pretense you cared for us. So you’ve done what you were paid to do, haven’t you, Cheryl? I think one and a half billion dollars for spending a year and a half of your life knocked-up is more than gratitude. I think its extortion. So why don’t you trot on down the road into the sunset, catch the next plane back to France? Hell, why don’t you get a life and get married to your boyfriend?”
The pain in that declaration was more than Morgan could tolerate. With malice, she threw open the door. She stood in the threshold, and filled its width and height. Her menacing stare trained on Cheryl like a red dot laser scope.
“Who the fuck do you think you are?” Cheryl screamed.
Quickly, Brian turned to see Morgan standing rigid. Her expression was little more than a scowl. Jerry smiled inside to see her instinct to protect and defend swelled like a noxious cloud trained at Cheryl.
Morgan’s lips never moved to reply, yet there was a rumbling in her throat, something animalistic. One foot ground into the floor in front of the other, the movements deliberate, the tempo measured.
“Get her the fuck away from me!” Cheryl screamed.
Morgan had only to reach to the end of her arm to snatch a bullwhip off the wall. In a single fluid movement, her body swirled in front of Brian to divide him from this threat and the whip thrust out to catch Cheryl on the chest. An agonized scream pierced the atmosphere. Cheryl scrambled to the end of the sofa and curled there, the palm of her hand filled with blood.
Barely able to contain his amusement, Jerry grabbed Morgan from behind. His arms wrapped tightly around her body to hold her to him, to quiet her instincts. When he expected to feel rage shivering through her body uncontrolled, he felt nothing but the most even breath, the tightest of stances, something that refused to surrender to even him.
Yet he held to her, frightened of what she could do right now, knowing what she could be driven to in circumstances like this.
“Does everybody know you’re screwing her?” Cheryl snarled. “That the only reason Brian had to marry this little slut was so that you could have her without tarnishing that pristine Abernathy image?”
With that, Morgan did begin to quiver with rage. But Jerry only held tighter, her breasts crushed under his arms. 
“Honey, your problem has always been that you don’t know when to shut up,” Jerry explained. “And nobody in this world could screw you better than you,” he added.
“I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about.”
“First of all, there’s a divorce agreement. You’re not permitted to use the Abernathy name any longer and you’ve signed several documents using my name. Another provision required you to stay away from my children for a period of one year,” he shouted. “They need that time to recover, too. Since you haven’t done that, you forfeit. You owe me one and a half billion dollars.”
Enraged herself, Morgan’s penetrating stare indicated something impossible to defend against. It thrust Cheryl off the sofa. “I don’t have it,” she screamed at Jerry.
“No shit,” Jerry roared. He released Morgan now and advanced on his ex-wife. “You wanna know why, baby?” he screamed, hovering over her.
“What the fuck would you know about it?”
His expression as twisted as Morgan’s, he laughed out loud. A wicked grin gave him an air of malevolence. “Because I bought out Aristo Cruise Lines years ago. Don’t think it’s a subsidiary of Abernathy, however. I own it privately. Pretty smooth setup your boyfriend has. Damn good at financial management, a qualified and experienced pimp. The only problem is, he’s not your boyfriend. He was my chief executive officer until I returned his company to him the night he kicked your ass out. So you see, baby, every dime you’ve transferred from our personal joint accounts was deposited into my corporate account. That one and half billion dollars you gave him from the divorce settlement to buy new boats and build a new marina came straight back to me. Why? Because I not only pay him twice what he would otherwise make if he were running it for himself, I pay him a commission. Every time you’ve spread your legs, not only did he get a part of it, but I got most of it.”
“You bastard!”
“Hey...whatever, baby. I think I’ve kept you very well employed through the years and this is not exactly gratitude you’re offering. But he was instructed to give you to only the finest clients, clients I could be assured wouldn’t take it all to the press since you insisted on plying your trade into your fucking fifties,” he shouted. “But now that the world knows you’re a prostitute...you, after all, you put it out there, didn’t you...looks like it’s back to the streets where you started.”
“You can’t fucking do this to me!”
“Cheryl,” as he grinned and shook his head, “I can do anyfuckingthing I want to do. There’s nothing else you can take to the press and try to embarrass me with. I’m not the CEO of Abernathy anymore, I’ll be working with Brian and much happier for it. I’ll be living here with Brian and Morgan and Alex and I’m looking forward to it. That is, after we get back from our Honeymoon.”
Cheryl’s fists clenched, ready to do damage. She turned to her son and screamed, “You do know he’s screwing your wife.”
“Brian knows all about it,” Jerry roared. “And I don’t care who else knows about it. But what you don’t understand is that if you go back to the press and try to tell more now, nobody will listen. You’ve proven yourself to be the bitter, vindictive bitch that you are. But you were bamboozled, because you’re not very fucking bright. I understand that.” He reached into his jacket and retrieved his checkbook. “Used, tromped upon, and laid to waste. All you had to do was be up front with me. I knew you enjoyed what you do every bit as much as Morgan. I only wanted us to be a family, to have your love, but you ain’t got none to give.” Angrily, he ripped out the check.
“And I suppose Morgan does?”
Rather than dignify that, he handed her the check.
With a cursory glance she found this the most condescending thing he’d ever attempted. “One million five hundred thousand dollars?” she snarled.
“You better take it, baby. It’s all the charity I’ve got left for you.”
“Fuck you,” she shouted. Angrily, she tore it into little bits.
“You’re good,” Jerry roared. “You’ve always been the best at screwing yourself.” He pulled out a cell phone and summoned his security team. 
“You’re just gonna dump me out on the street?”
“No, sweetie.” The door opened and armed guards gathered quickly. “Take Cheryl Jones to her sister’s house at 1380 Sheerling Glen in New Albany. Tighten up the security around the Tower tonight and tomorrow, because the kids will be in the penthouse until we take off Monday morning. Make sure she doesn’t slip back in here tonight. Call the legal department to get a restraining order issued for the Tower, the Mansion and this property, specifically for Brian, Morgan, me and Alex.”
“Yes, sir, right away.” The guard gripped Cheryl’s bone-thin upper arm.
“You can’t do this to me.” Her panic was evident in the shrillness of her voice.
“It’s already done, Cheryl,” Jerry said sadly. “My lawyer will be getting with you to set up the payments you’ll be making to me. I suggest those installments be made regularly because prostitution can put your ass in jail, honey. It’s gonna cost you twenty grand a month to roam the streets now. But if you so much as...”
No...as he backed away. No, this was over for him now. Letting her pull him back into her trap wasn’t going to happen. “Get her out of here,” he commanded.
A team of ten surrounded her and pushed her through the door.
Filled with wrath tinged by a bit of sorrow, Brian watched as they dragged her writhing body out the door. Heavily he sighed to feel the anxiety in the room dissipate. With tears in his eyes, he stood staring incredulously.
Jerry drew in a deep breath and softened to Alex’s sorrowed expression. Yet he asked, “Ladies...if you could give Alex and I a few minutes with Brian and Morgan...”
Cherry and Renee acquiesced and wrapped around Brian. Renee’s lips dusted over Brian’s. “I love you, my brother,” was all she could say. Cherry took Renee’s hand and led her out the door.
For a long moment, Morgan watched Brian, his tears dripping down his cheeks. Finally, he broke the silence with, “I’m okay.”
“No, baby, you’re not okay,” she cried. She ran to him and gathered him up as she would a fallen baby. “You’re allowed to be not okay.” Gently, she forced his head to her shoulder where a pained and deliberate sob broke over her. Tightly, he held to her, lifted her a little to soothe his desperate need.
“I’ll be alright,” he whispered, his cheek crushed to hers. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything. Your birthday and now your wedding.”
Adamantly she shook her head. Her kisses washed his face so tenderly. “This is not your fault, baby,” she whispered over and over, wanting him desperately to believe it. “I love you,” over and over, something he could believe. 
He could express his gratitude and his love with only a passionate hug. Only reluctantly, he released her.
“I’m sorry,” Jerry said softly.
Brian threw up a hand. On his way to the bar, he said forcefully, “I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t have seen it. This is how you’ve lived with her for thirty-five years?”
Jerry nodded and quickly lit a cigarette. “I’m very sorry,” he sighed heavily.
“No...Dad...I’m very sorry. I never knew...and I find myself saying that repeatedly lately.” He slugged down a shot of bourbon. The warmth squelched the chill his mother left with him.
“You weren’t supposed to know, Brian. I was trying to protect you and your sister from the ugliness that passed between me and her. But I guess it’s true what they say about kids. Somehow they sense it.”
“You didn’t deserve that, though.”
“I’m not exactly sitting in the choir loft, son. But she’s not taking me to the crypt anymore. If there’s any kind of relationship you want to maintain with her it is beyond my interest. She could have given birth to you and split with the cash. She could have let me and Alex together raise you, but she wanted the money...and your grandfather was there...ready to fuck me up again...” Nor would Jerry have been able to live with himself if their father went after Alex.
Morgan perked to that confession. Brian asked, “What are you talking about?”
Jerry hesitated. Solemnly, he glanced at Alex. But this was the very thing Brian needed to know. The events that shaped his life before he was born. What started this entire mess and ended so well for all of them. But Brian still needed to know.
Jerry went to the bar to fill a glass for himself and Alex, then he fell into the chair, knowing he was probably unable to get through it standing. Alex nestled onto the arm, his embrace ready to protect and defend. 
Unable to be held by Brian’s gaze, his hand went to Alex’s thigh. “It’s true, Brian. Alex and I...were...and are very much in love...again. It was at the villa that your grandfather found me...making love to Alex one very lovely morning. He, uhh...he kicked down the door, jerked me off the bed and beat me damn near to death. Fractured skull, brain damage, some very serious internal damage. He raped me, too.” 
Deeply Morgan shivered. That was the old man’s MO. How many of her friends had died that way?
“He hated Alex,” Jerry said. “Couldn’t stand the fact that Alex is gay and wasn’t about to let me be gay. I’m not gay,” he added for clarification, “bisexual, and I am in love with Alex. Alex was born in the wrong body, you know, but even that doesn’t matter to me. While your grandfather invented the Billionaire Boy’s Club...I mean...it was alright with him if we screwed each other, but to fall in love was out of the question.”
Sadly, Brian nodded and peered at Alex’s sad, sweet smile.
“I was brought back to the States and put in a nursing home for awhile to recover. Alex wasn’t allowed to come back. He went to Paris to live with our uncle...Uncle B, we called him. Went to design school there. Uncle B left his entire estate to Alex alone because he knew Alex had been disinherited and except for a brief sojourn back home, Alex stayed with B until B died. But Alex came home only briefly to see what we could salvage of ourselves, and I understand now it’s because Cheryl called him and told him the old man was in trouble. That’s when she got pregnant. Your grandfather found us and promised to kill me if Alex didn’t leave right away. At that juncture we didn’t have any reason to think he wouldn’t kill me. Alex loved me enough to leave.
“So...when I was able to walk again, I had to forego college and go straight to work at Abernathy.”
“You never went to college?”
Jerry shook his head. “There wasn’t time. The old man taught me everything I needed to know to run it. It certainly helped that I had a natural talent for business. As soon as I was able to walk again, two broken hips, two broken legs, I was sitting in my office one afternoon when your grandfather threw your mother through my door to introduce me to my new bride. Told me she was pregnant with Alex’s baby.
“She was so scared. Can’t say as I blamed her for that. She fell at my feet, sobbing, begging me not to hurt her. I pulled her into my arms and looked up at my father, wearing that totally smug expression he constantly wore. He said the wedding was going down that Saturday...at noon.
“I can sit here with the distance of many years between that day and this one and tell you I never loved her, either. I was nineteen, she was seventeen. We were both scared, Brian. And the pity I felt for her then felt like love to me.
“We had to live in the Mansion with the old man and I did whatever I could to make it up to her. Knew that she had been used. Forced to carry a child she didn’t want. She was seventeen, Brian,” Jerry emphasized, to remind him of any seventeen-year-old girl who found herself pregnant and faced with that kind of responsibility. “But I wanted that baby. I wanted that baby so bad I would have stormed heaven and hell for that baby.” With tears streaming down his cheeks, he choked, “That baby was the only thing I had to live for. You were the only thing I had left of Alex.”
“Oh, God.” Helplessly, he fell to the floor between his father’s legs. “Oh God, I never knew.”
With his own tears silently coursing, Alex laid his cheek on the top of Jerry’s head. His hand strolled over Jerry’s chest to cling.
“I know,” Jerry said gently and stroked Brian’s jaw. “But you were so beautiful. And I was so scared for you, that either your mother or your grandfather would hurt you and I could do nothing more than what either of them expected me to do to keep you alive. Together, they very effectively trapped me, you understand now.
“You don’t know how relieved I was when the old man died. But your mother had learned all of his tricks. She quite succinctly explained that very day that if I chose to make any changes around the Mansion she would take her case to the press and ruin me. Everything about my kids, the Billionaire Boy’s Club, the fact that me and all of my brothers are queer. The beatings she took, the company prostitutes, the list goes on. She also didn’t care for the fact that I was screwing my children...”
“That never happened,” Brian rasped.
A small smile widened Jerry’s mouth a little. He paused as he turned to Morgan a moment to see if she understood that. A look of relief was his reward. “No, it didn’t, but the fact that I had my fourteen- and sixteen-year-olds sleeping in my bed every night to protect them wouldn’t have been too credible in a court of law.”
“Fucking bitch,” Brian whispered under his breath. “Then that’s why we got kicked out of your room that day.”
Jerry nodded. “And yes, I’ve gotten very bitter and hateful about it over the years. That mess with Genlabs...it never occurred to me you were leaving me for good. Only recently I’ve learned what really happened that day. That you thought I was responsible for Howard’s death, and then your mother told you you’re not my son anyway. That was the day you proved to me you weren’t cut out for business and I had intended to send you to any school you wanted to go to...to learn whatever it was you wanted. That even though I wanted you so badly, that I needed you so desperately, you were still Alex’s son. An artist. And I can imagine what you felt then. Angry, as embittered as I was, and probably relieved. Elated even to know you didn’t belong to me.
“But you were the only thing I lived for,” he admitted. “I realize now how unfair that was. It’s wasn’t your responsibility to keep me alive. 
“I also understand that’s what made it easy for you to close the door on your family and not look back. Your family is a fucked-up mess. So is mine,” he offered with a gentle, yet sarcastic twist to his lips. “And then came Morgan. And Morgan can make it so damned easy, can’t she? Morgan can make every day into a new possibility. Morgan can accept people where they’re at at the moment and let them recover in a safe fuzzy warm place.”
“God, I never knew,” Brian gasped.
“I didn’t want you to know about any of this, Brian. And the truth is things probably wouldn’t have been so hard on us if I had gotten involved in the shit your grandfather, your mother and JD Rockingham were doing. They wanted me with them,” he gasped. “But something in me couldn’t go there, honey. Maybe it’s because I knew what it was like to be dying in his clutches while he was raping me...I don’t know. You can’t imagine what it’s like to see a young, beautiful girl, her body cold...”
“Dad, it’s alright.” Brian knew that Jerry had been as tortured by that as everything else. “Don’t go back there.”
“I couldn’t even get it up...and they stood there laughing at me!” With the most tortured expression feeling something so painful, he was barely able to draw breath.
“Dad, please,” Brian begged. “Please stay with me! Please...I’m begging you.”
Alex’s long lean arms enclosed Jerry fully now. Jerry’s twisted expression and pained stare returned to Brian. A deep breath died in a gulp of bourbon. His chest heaved a moment and then he seemed to relax.
“You are the best of me and Alex both,” he said proudly. “All these years I’ve let Alex believe that there was a possibility you were mine. He’s forgiven me for that, I think. But in some way, Alex and I are reunited in you.”
Unable to speak, Brian thrust his body against his father’s to cling. Alex gathered them both quite tightly. The love, the affection, the patience he always remembered and yearned for after his grandfather died was his again. “I do love you,” he grasped.
“I know,” Jerry said softly stroking through his hair. “You proved that when you sent Morgan. Morgan rattled my cage, made me wake up. Made me remember the most pleasant days of my life and want to live again. Actually, Morgan has liberated me, got rid of my wife, finally, and there was Alex waiting for me still. Who knew.” Filled with gratitude, he laid his head on Brian’s, feeling Alex so devastatingly near.
“I don’t know how the hell you’ve lived like that,” staring into his father. “But you did beat her?”
“Yes, Brian...exactly three times. You were about, uhh...three, four months old when I came home from work one night. I started up the stairs and heard you screaming, Molly crying and your mother hollering. I looked through the nursery door and there was your mother beating Molly with a belt and poor old Molly was laying on top of you so you wouldn’t get hurt.” 
Remembering it vividly along with the rage which rose into his face all over again, he stammered, “Your own mother, and I was there when you were delivered, I know she’s your mother...your own mother, who refused to breastfeed you because she didn’t want her tits getting saggy was beating a woman who loved me and you both enough to take care of you. But your mother didn’t want those big black beautiful breasts in your mouth. Didn’t want that nigger milk in you,” he screamed, remembering Cheryl’s very words that day. “I grabbed that belt out of her hand and flailed her all the way back to her bedroom and tied her in the bed with it.” 
“The second time was when I found out she was pregnant again and I knew it wasn’t mine. Hadn’t slept with the woman in a year. When Cherry was born, I had a paternity test done and found out she wasn’t even your grandfather’s. As soon as Cherry was ready, I snatched her up and took her home with me because I knew the old man would kill her. She’s not an Abernathy.
“The third time, Brian, was...you were nine. She was pregnant again I noticed and I asked her if it was mine. She told me it probably was. I guess my mistake was to express elation that one of my children was actually going to be mine.” Tears began to cloud his vision. “A couple months later she disappeared for a few days, came home not pregnant and you can’t know what kind of depression that put me into. And then she gave me a picture. A fetus, cord and placenta, its limbs thrown back, head turned. A seven-month-old very viable fetus burned over a hundred percent of its body by saline, a little boy...aborted.” He gasped, remembering the grotesque image of his son lying dead on an instrument table. “Told me she’d rather give birth to the devil than anything that belonged to me. An hour later she was in intensive care....dying. And I know you don’t remember this, but when the old man got home from the hospital that night, he came into my room and jerked me out of the bed yet again. I know you don’t consciously remember it. You were lying right there by my side that night. I grabbed a bullwhip and damn near beat him to death, too. Told him if he ever came near me or my children again, I would kill him.”
“I do remember that,” Brian said solemnly.
For a long moment, Jerry stared at his son. “I’m sorry,” he whispered passionately.
“I remember him threatening to kill you. I remember you beating him with a whip and him begging you to stop. I remember you dragging him out of the bedroom and throwing him into the hallway. And I remember you jamming a chair against the doors so he couldn’t get in again.”
“Oh, God, I’m sorry,” Jerry whispered full of sadness because that’s exactly the way it happened. “Then that’s the day that your sweet little nine-year-old mind decided that I perpetrated all the violence in the house. But if I had let him kill me, he surely would have killed your sister and taken you, Brian, and tried to turn you into God-knows-what.”
But Brian only shook his head. “You know he raped me?”
Jerry’s tears streamed as freely as snow melt. Easily, he choked, “I was hoping that was one of those things you wouldn’t remember.”
“He never again touched me after that night.”
Jerry nodded. He held the ache so deep inside he could barely contain it. 
“Do you realize that every time she got beat up she told me you did it and I didn’t have any reason to disbelieve it?”
“Oh, yeah.”
“Why didn’t you tell me? Things could have been so different.”
Jerry held his breath knowing something vulgar would spill out if he didn’t. Yet, he gasped, “I didn’t want you to know that your own mother is a whore. When you were ten years old, you wouldn’t have understood what that is. But when you were sixteen, what would that have done to you? To know what a whore is by then and know that’s where you came from? That all those guys you saw going in and out were johns? What would you have felt then?” 
Brian could only gasp, clutch at his father’s hand and hold it against his lips, realizing now the depths Jerry had gone to protect him, including allowing himself to be sacrificed. Jerry was the one that was battered, physically and emotionally for decades and took it out on every business adversary he could get his hands on.
“Grandpa would have killed you if you had tried to take me out of there,” he knew now.
“A bullet right through the brain,” Jerry said softly. “And then after he died, your mother could have taken you and Cherry both, legally. And because Alex is gay, he wouldn’t have had a snowball’s chance in hell of getting custody of you back in those days.” 
“I get that now...and dragged you through the courts, and maybe put you in jail.”
Sadly, Jerry nodded. “But things have changed a lot for you,” Jerry whispered.
“Morgan’s let me be everything I am without forcing the past down my throat,” he whispered with reverence. “Without insisting to know who I am. Even she was protecting me, wasn’t she?” having forgotten she was sitting quietly behind him.
With pride, Jerry nodded. “From herself.”
“God, she’s incredible,” Brian whispered. 
Physically, Jerry agreed with a broad but bitter smile. 
“And Dad...things weren’t all bad, you know,” Brian whispered.
“Do you mean that?” Jerry choked.
Easily, Brian laughed. To gently prod Jerry’s memory, he said, “All those trips we went on. Do you remember the time my polo pony threw me and I broke my arm?”
Finally Jerry laughed. “I’m the only father in the world that punched a horse in the face for hurting his son.”
“Probably,” Brian laughed. “We’ve been hunting and fishing and skiing all over the world. How many kids have a stuffed Black Mamba in their room? How many kids have taken an elephant ride through Thailand? How many kids have been a guest at Kensington Palace for a week and played polo and hunted fox with the Prince?” he said warmly. “How many kids have seen Versailles?”
Jerry’s smile was broad now. “I didn’t think I was ever gonna get you out of those gardens.”
“That’s where I learned that live, wild things...with a lot of love and attention...can be tamed.”
“Oh, Brian.” Finally Jerry understood it now. Only in the gardens did Brian have control of everything. 
He pulled Brian against his chest and clung feeling Brian’s love pouring through a tight embrace. Grateful that God let him keep Brian and Brian saved him, after all.
Gently, Brian pulled away and looked at them both. “So now I understand why it was Alex who took us to the villa for a month every summer...without you.”
“It was the best month out of every year for me,” Alex mewed. 
Brian smiled with warmth. “Dad, I didn’t know. We don’t have to go to the villa. So let’s just hop a yacht...”
“No,” Jerry whispered. “I’ll be alright. I only found out just this week from Bryant what happened after I was hauled out of there. That Alex had been raped as brutally as I was.” Firmly, he clutched to Alex’s knee. “That the rest of the boys had to stand there and watch. Bryant’s still so fucked-up over it,” he growled. “And Gerald...Jesus...he was only two at the time. I can’t even imagine how he perceives what happened that day.”
“Jeannine was there?”
“Oh, yeah,” Alex screeched. “Daddy’s little precious. When he got through with me and dropped me on the floor, all she had to do was hiss to scatter the boys. Send them screaming and crying to their rooms. Only Bryant had the courage to pick me up and carry me out of there. Kept me in his room until I recovered.”
“I’m so sorry,” Brian whispered, his breath heavy.
“It’s over, precious,” Alex said smiling. “It’s all over now. Your beautiful Morgan is your wife now, and she loves you so desperately.”
“Okay,” Jerry said as he stroked through Brian’s hair. “There isn’t anything left for you to know. It’s finished, I believe. So Monday we’re going to the villa for a month. Tonight you’re gonna have your beautiful bride, lay down with your wife, and I’m going speak to your mother about the rest of our lives...together.” Passionately, he pressed his head back into Alex’s chest.
Instantly, Brian brightened and pulled away. Heartily, he broke into laughter. “Judas Priest, this is a fucked-up family.”
“I know,” Jerry said laughing. “But from here on out, we’ll just have some fun with it and anybody who doesn’t like it, like my sister, can kiss my ass.”
“Right.”
“So go,” Jerry commanded gently.
But Brian had to revel in the immensity of his father’s love a moment longer framed in silence.
“Go,” Jerry softly commanded.
Brian drew in a deep breath. He nodded, knowing it was understood between them now and then he rose and turned to his wife.
Slowly Morgan rose to take his hand. That was the saddest story she’d ever heard. But everything made sense now. A soft, gentle smile was directed at Jerry for a moment and then at Alex. Incredulous, she lingered, happy that Jerry had the love his life with him just as she had hers. Knowing that she and Jerry would still have each other when the need arose. Silently, she moved behind her husband as he tugged on the leash of her arm.
Beyond the dungeon door, Brian pulled Morgan toward the rear lawns anxious to get back to his wedding reception. But Morgan stood firm, clutched to his hand. Determined, she pulled him back to her.
He turned to face her, because it was her he really wanted rather than the event that would become memories of this day. He knew she wouldn’t be satisfied until she heard it from him.
“Tell me,” she gently urged.
He licked at his dry lips and averted his gaze understanding now the humiliation Alex had spoken of. “Yes, baby,” he whispered. He scooped her into his arms. “The truth is...Cherry and I slept in Dad’s bed every night of our lives until the day Grandpa died. I never realized until just now it was because we were in danger. I just thought that’s how things are done. The day he died we got kicked out of Dad’s bed. Cherry was fourteen, I was sixteen. Somehow I decided that was because my father wanted to be an asshole like my grandfather was, that with my grandfather dead, nothing stood in Dad’s way. I never realized that it was because my mother was threatening him.
“And no,” he said softly but insistently, “Jerry never...never once molested me. My grandfather, on the other hand...” faded off into a twisted snarl. “My mom even stood and watched one time. But Jerry never once touched me with anything but paternal affection.”
His huge hands wrapped to the side of her neck so that his thumbs could brush over her flaming cheeks. She was feeling defensive, not jealous as he always assumed she was. He was more than flattered that she had been willing to do whatever was required to divide him from the source of his misery earlier...with a bullwhip. But her direct yet silent stare demanded more.
“I was seventeen when Jerry found me and Renee playing in the dungeon. He spent several months with us there. Before my eighteenth birthday I got to go to my first gathering of the Billionaire Boy’s Club with the Grand Dragon as my Master. But I think I was twenty, home on summer break the first time he took me, baby. But I think it was only because I was curled in a fetal position begging for it.”
She stepped back a bit and looked away. She felt it in the pit of her stomach like acid.
“Honey, I was a consenting adult by then,” he reminded. “I was moved out of the house for two years already, and he accepted me as an adult, not his kid any longer. I can’t honestly tell you it would have happened if I hadn’t been begging for it. The last time he took me was April 4th, ten and a half years ago,” he insisted. “Since we’ve been back together these last few months, he’s had me in the Lair several times, but he hasn’t taken me. Not that it would have bothered me if he had, but I think he’s still afraid of my emotional stability. He never once forced himself on me.”
She drew in a deep breath and let out a heavy sigh. Tears welled in her eyes with the relief of the emotional stress that question caused. “I guess I’ve never been around people who...”
“I know,” he interrupted with a little laugh. “My father is doing my wife and hopefully he can get it up for me soon. He’s fucked all of my male cousins at least once, all of his brothers a lot more often than that. I’ve watched. If I understand, he’s gonna ask his twin to marry him tonight. In the meantime, my wife is fucking my sister. My mother is a professional prostitute and my Aunt Jeannine is an amateur. Married seven times for as little as a week and only for the settlements she can wrench out of her exes.”
Morgan’s expression finally broke into something affable now. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean to be so forceful.”
“Yes, you did, and I love you for it. Nobody better than you understands what it’s like to be dominated by someone who doesn’t give a shit whether you live or die. When the only people you have in the world for financial and emotional support rape you and use you and torture you... You know exactly what that’s like, and so does Jerry. I could have never known how much you two have in common. But it wasn’t like that for me.”
Tenderly, she nuzzled her cheek to his, so very grateful that it hadn’t been like that for him. That at least Brian had Jerry to protect him. 
“And truthfully,” he whispered, “that thing with Genlabs wasn’t the first time I told him to stuff something up his ass. He let me get away with a lot of shit. But that was the day my mother told me I wasn’t his. That’s what really fucked me up. And I was sitting on the curb waiting for a bus to run over me when the bumper of a triple black lacquer Corvette nudged my shoulder. And this haughty bitch wearing those black leather boots with the silver toe caps came around and kicked me in the balls.” He could nothing other than laugh now. “And then she sprawled face down on the sidewalk and the expression on your face, baby, when you turned to see what the hell you tripped over...” He backed away and doubled over in laughter. That expression of pure astonishment was etched in his memory as if in marble. “I’ll never forget it.”
“Okay, alright,” she ordered still embarrassed about that one. To find herself kissing the pavement with her toe in some guy’s crotch. 
His laughter dwindled but never the pleasure of being in her presence. “You’re sure you’re okay with the Abernathy family for real?”
“Yeah,” she said warmly. “I’m okay, baby. But, uhhh...I wanna watch.”
Broadly, he smiled. “I’ll see what I can do. In the meantime, there’s somebody who would be happy to slit my throat for you, and I want you to fix him, too.”
 
* * * *
 
The orchestra had given way to the band, the music a little louder and galloping toward nihilistic delight. Nervously, Brian searched the crowd, Renee nowhere to be seen. He moved through it with determination, the torchlight offering a soft glow as if this were pagan revival rather than a Catholic wedding.
He wanted to cry out, plead to Heaven for her to be delivered to him, but the crush of guests aborted his intentions.
“Cherry, where’s Randi?” Renee was the one last thing that needed to be revealed to Morgan. The creature who kissed him on the lips and thought of him as a brother.
“I’m not sure.” She straightened and stretched her neck to search the grounds. “He was on the dance floor...” That was cut short as one of their cousins took her from behind, spun her around and drove his tongue straight into her mouth.
Brian huffed and turned to Morgan. “This is a totally fucked-up family.”
“Yeah, but it’s turning me on,” she breathed. 
But Renee... “Shit,” he hissed. His best friend was wooing his Uncle Bryant on the dance floor. He leapt onto it, parted the swirling guests and approached full of bravado, studying both of them carefully.
“Can we cut in?” Brian insisted.
Randi huffed to the intrusion. “But we’ve always shared everything, and he’s so pretty.”
Easily, Brian laughed as Bryant sneered and turned away. Brian wrapped his arms around Morgan and Renee both. “Has he introduced himself, my love?”
Of the gorgeous creature with the narrow nose and lashes to die for, she said, “No. For some reason, he evaded the question.”
“The girls call me Randi, sweetheart,” with such a decadent leer. “Randi...Collins.”
Morgan recoiled, instantly defensive, knowing Brian’s ex-girlfriend was of that same family. “Are you a brother...?”
“How adorable, Brian,” Randi cooed. “The girls call me Randi, baby, but the boys call me Renee.”
Instantly, she retreated into Brian’s protection feeling duped. 
“Hermaphrodite, honey,” Brian explained. “A smart-ass hermaphrodite who gets his kicks playing with people’s heads.” Happily, he wound his arm around Randi’s shoulder. “But he even managed to screw that up. His tits are too small and he’s got a cunt that goes nowhere. No female reproductive organs.”
“I thought you said you were living together,” she questioned.
“For years. We’ve been best friends since elementary school.” 
“But I thought he...” confused for a moment, “was your girlfriend?”
“In public, he was. Our parents were so anxious to join the Abernathy and Collins fortunes into a united force, they thought me and Cousin It would make a good match. It got ‘em off our backs at least for awhile.”
“You said you beat him up.”
“Yeah, the stupid son of a bitch. It wasn’t the first time I had to get medieval on his ass, either.”
“It was the first time he was actually angry, though,” Randi interjected, so very happy he was important enough to Brian to have been talked about to Brian’s girlfriend. “He pissed me off...leaving Abernathy and throwing me to the wolves. I could have scratched his eyes out. I had to marry that slut, Lividia Nocount, who went ballistic every time I put her panties on. But thank God, that only wasted a few years of my life. It only cost my father eight million dollars to get rid of her and reminded him I’ll fucking get married when I want to get married. So what do you say, baby,” he said coyly. “Brian said that after you got married, you might make me your pet.”
Easily, Morgan fell against Brian yet held to Renee. She had to laugh at herself. She had been so hurtfully jealous to think there was another woman in this world that could seize her Mouse’s attention, and it was this creature before her.
“I said no such thing,” Brian growled playfully. “I did however,” as he kissed the top of Morgan’s head, “tell him you might, just maybe, get your whip out for him.”
Coyly, she smiled, not certain where to go with this.
But Renee only moved closer to lay her head on Morgan’s shoulder and lick the diamonds at Morgan’s throat. “Help me, baby,” he pleaded. “Randi needs your help.” 
“Shut the hell up,” Brian said quickly and pulled her head away from Morgan’s neck. “This wreck is absolutely uncontrollable. But we might have him over for dinner once in a while. I’m sure he would enjoy your dungeon. In fact, I wouldn’t mind watching you and Dad do him up.”
“Well, aren’t you just too full of yourself,” Randi sneered. Quickly, he turned back to Morgan. “Sisters? Brothers? Cousins? Anyone at all like you lurking around?”
Quite flattered, she smiled. “Were you interested in someone of the male or female persuasion?”
“What would I care as long as he/she/it wants me and impresses my father to keep that lovely little money tree watered.”
“Get a job,” Brian teased with a sneer.
“Baby, I have a job. I go to work every day.”
“A real job,” Brian teased. “Counting money isn’t a real job.”
“International trade negotiations is a pain in the ass job, my brother. I’m gonna do like Jerry and retire early. As soon as the old man kicks off. Or maybe I’ll just speak to Jerry about adopting me. I think he would, don’t you?”
Brian rolled his eyes and reached out for his friend, Morgan still on an arm.
“So you two are...?” she asked, still wrapped to the both of them, still horribly curious about the liaisons Brian enjoyed before she met him.
Brian bent to nuzzle her ear. “You want me to invite him to the penthouse tomorrow afternoon so you can watch him be disciplined, yes?”
“Yes,” she said quickly. Desperately, she wanted to watch her Mouse roar.
“You want to be gagged and bound...by the way, this is the guy with the syringes...”
A little leer raised her eyebrows.
“You wanna watch me beat him into ataxia and then I’m gonna put you in a closet so you can only hear me fuck him.”
“Damn it, no, I want to watch.”
“He’s got the sweetest little tits.”
She moaned. “Come about noon,” she prayed.
“I’m sleeping 'til noon. Be there at four,” Brian commanded with a kiss to Randi’s cheek.
Just then, Cherry grabbed Renee from behind and spun her around. Delightedly, Morgan watched, yet she clung to Brian. Her lips nibbled at his ear. “So she’s younger than me, has more money than me and It loves you?”
Brian held her a little tighter. “Honey, I’m sorry. All of that is true...unfortunately. She’s been talking about getting married since sixth grade, I think.”
“Then why didn’t you get married?”
Adamantly, he shook his head. “I lived with him all through college and two years beyond that. But having a smart-ass masochist in your face every day isn’t exactly living,” he whispered. “It’s a chore. He’s still my best friend, but I’m hoping like hell you can find him a woman who can beat him into ataxia every night and still look good on camera. I mean...even Cherry can only go there for so long, too.”
Delighted, she cupped her hands to his cheeks and kissed him passionately. “I’ll make that my first order of business as soon as we get back.”
 
* * * *
 
After the cake was cut and another round of champagne served, the MC mounted the dance floor. His voice so deep and unobtrusive, he whispered, “The bride will now receive those of you who were tossed aside for the groom.”
Morgan stood alone on the dance floor as she watched men line up with their wallets in hand. The first most anxious and eager of those tossed aside was JD Rockingham. She believed that when others offered a dollar for this pleasure, JD handed Brian a hundred dollar bill.
 As he approached her, his expression exuded an embarrassed smirk. She held out her arms, a catty smile across her lips. Filled with exuberance, he gathered her up.
“What can I say?” he whispered. “You look happy and I’m very happy for you.”
“Thank you,” she whispered as she cuddled a little closer. “Not that you didn’t try to sink me, but I forgive you.”
He hugged her a little tighter. “The unsinkable Morgan McFaye,” he whispered affectionately. “Regardless, I hope you and Brian...and Jerry will be very happy together.”
“We will. I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of you.”
“You will, girl. If not sooner, it will be my little Christmas bash.”
She smiled warmly, truly grateful he could replace the image of her as a hooker with someone he could accept in his own circle. “We’ll definitely be there,” she offered with a little kiss on his cheek.
The next in line chatting with Brian was Bryant Abernathy. With overwhelming happiness he approached her and gathered her tightly. A little sloppy, a little drunk, he said, “You can’t know how happy we are to have you around. What I thought would take years for Jerry to recover hasn’t even seemed a blip of discontent.”
“He’s a very important and crucial part of our lives,” she said sincerely. “So are you.”
Heavily, Bryant sighed. “I love you, too,” filled with overflowing warmth. “I know life with the Abernathy family isn’t exactly...”
“Everyday shit?” she said laughing. “But I’m a fast study. Brian’s ex-girlfriend is coming for a little visit tomorrow.”
“Cousin It?” he snarled. “If nothing else she’ll keep you entertained.”
Easily, Morgan laughed. To be accepted into this family like this swelled in her heart. 
“To see Jerry and Alex back together again gives me hope.”
“Oh, yeah. Are you telling me there’s an unrequited love in your heart?”
“We’ll talk sometime,” he whispered. “The truth is if it wasn’t for Alex none of us boys would know what love and affection are. And if it wasn’t for Jerry, who can do battle with demons and cast them down, I don’t know that any of us would have lived.”
Feeling his insecurity, knowing so much more about the Abernathys and the terrible struggles they survived, she hugged a little tighter. But Bryant was a little too drunk to hold a thought for long. He remained staring unabashedly into her. “Jerry says you have a recipe for mulled wine that can cause even the cherubim to tumble from on high.”
Laughter burst out of her and she turned her head a little to smile at Brian. “I think it has more to do with the way I serve it,” she said ingratiated by Brian’s assessment. Quite the siren, her fingernails walked up his chest to pinch his chin. “If you’re a good boy, one of these nights I’ll turn you on.”
“Oh, baby, you are sweet.” He forced her lips to his for a passionate kiss. 
The next in line was her maid of honor, the rich blue gown blowing around her legs. Her features were dismal, a little pout to her lower lip. She dragged toward Morgan with reticence.
Morgan laughed. Morgan grabbed out for her and pulled Cherry’s breasts against her own. “Just because I’m married to your brother doesn’t mean I don’t love you.”
“Yeah, I know,” Cherry mewed. Anxiously, she gathered Morgan’s lovely ass in her hand. “It rather sucks, though. Brian always got the good ones.”
“Oh, you are sweet,” Morgan whispered as she hugged urgently at Cherry. “You remember the part about the cat's being away?”
Sadly, Cherry nodded. “With a little friendly persuasion, or maybe I’ll have to kick his ass Bryant’s gonna get the boys together every Friday night now.”
Tenderly Morgan kissed her and then stared into her. “I want you with us,” she said vehemently. “You’re not only Brian’s sister, you’re my best friend...and lover.”
Tears flushed into Cherry’s eyes. She buried her face to Morgan’s neck. There was no reply for that, only the tightest of hugs to express the urgency she felt to the very depth of her heart. 
Cherry no sooner parted from her than there stood Jerry and Alex. Their arms around each other, Morgan peered up at them feeling their serenity. “I am so happy for you both,” she whispered.
But there was no reply, nothing verbal anyway, as Alex hugged tighter and Jerry pulled them both to his chest. Tightly, he held to them crushing them in his embrace. Tenderly, he laid his cheek on Morgan’s head and whispered, “We’ll see you Monday morning at the airport.”
And then came Dan and Caroline. Morgan, her smile broad, opened her arms. “I didn’t see you two,” she said happily.
“Ah, we skipped the reception line and went for the food,” Dan said softly.
“I’m so happy he invited you.” She nodded to Brian to join them. Quickly, Brian stuffed the cash in his pocket and joined them, one arm around Morgan, the other around Caroline.
“We wouldn’t miss this,” Dan said with a smile. “I can only imagine what your social calendar is going to look like but I hope you can save a few evenings a month for us.”
“We can do that,” Morgan said quickly. “But you...” Her fingers walked up Dan’s chest, “...owe me.”
Dan burst into a soft laughter, a little ashamed that he attempted so valiantly to break them up. “You’re right, Morgan. I do.”
Her hand strolled down his torso and collected around his balls. Flirting shamelessly with him she commanded, “So when we get back, be prepared to do penance. I think...” her eyes narrowed a little to ponder, “...you’ll have to be tied to the chair and forced to watch me fuck your wife.”
It burst out of him, animated his entire body to think of it. “That sounds like punishment.” 
“Good enough for me,” Brian offered with a heavy sigh. “So...our place or yours, and maybe a Sunday here and there. The Grand Dragon is definitely looking forward to your wife. ”
“So are we,” Dan said wistfully. At least every other Friday, a little of Brian belonged to him. “Congratulations.” He led his wife off the dance floor to leave Brian and Morgan together.
“So I guess you’re in the mood to do a little wife-swapping?” she teased.
“I was thinking more along the line of submissive-swapping.”
“Ah...he turns you on?”
Nonchalantly, Brian shrugged. “Those ones that are kinda new to it get so excited by every little thing. Something as ordinary as champagne.”
Her face lit with excitement. “And Caroline’s little nest went up in smoke?”
“It took a while,” Brian purred. “But I was hoping next time it could be mine.”
 
* * * *
 
A limo snaked through the crowd into the grass and stopped by the dance floor where Brian and Morgan had spent most of the evening. Jerry stood by with a bottle of champagne, Alex with two flutes, delirious that the only disaster included Cheryl. Brian hopped onto the hood, thanked the crowd profusely for their support, hugged his parents and then slipped into the back seat with his bride.
The quiet, finally alone with her was what he really wanted. Not so carefully, he spilled champagne into the flute she held, she giggling to watch his drunkenness.
“I won’t live long enough to get enough of you,” as he chinked her glass.
“I love you so desperately, and this has been an incredible day,” she sighed.
“Everything I ever wanted,” and held his lips to hers, his tongue gently brushing her teeth.
“Are Alex and Jerry okay?”
Brian smiled. Better than he could have imagined. “Yeah...but I’ll have to deal with my incubator when I get back.”
“Of course. But I hope you understand your mother doesn’t harbor any fond affection for me. I’m sorry,” she whispered.
“Love me, love my woman,” he whispered. “And that will never happen. I’ll get her an apartment and make sure she has food. After that, what can I do?”
Morgan hesitated. “I don’t know. We’ll have to think on it.”
 
* * * *
 
The party grew even louder, the youngest of the guests stone drunk. Alex and Jerry sat aside ignoring the wanton stare of their sister. But Jeannine was not about to be deterred. Defiantly, she grabbed a nearby empty chair and invited herself to their table.
“So...Jeannine,” Jerry started. “How’s the climate in England these days? All those aristocrats churning out daughters for your husband by the boatload?”
“Jerry, you always were a snake in the grass, and I see that even your advanced age hasn’t made you want to get up and be a man. Surely, you know I had to attend this little blasé affair to tell you that that tripe you put out there on the television was the most shameful thing you’ve ever done. Screwing your daughter-in-law, huh?”
Alex was already loaded for bear, and wanted desperately to unload on this one. But Jerry grasped his hand tightly to restrain him. “Yeah...Dad would not have approved, would he?”
“Daddy would put you right back where you belong,” she snarled to remind Jerry of what she thought of as her father’s respectability and authority. To Jerry, it was only cruelty.
“But Daddy’s dead, dear,” he said sarcastically. “And while he would happily put me back where I belong, he would have never noticed...or cared...how many times your old man gets caught in someone’s bed and ends up on the cover of some rag with his panties down. If you recall, dear, Daddy,” quite sarcastically, “never believed that you of the fairer sex had enough brains to bother with and you pretty much proved that to be true. He gave you enough money to travel the world, find yourself a husband. But I will give you credit for your sense to upgrade after every divorce and turn that original dowry into a comfortable stipend.”
“You magnanimous bastard,” she hissed.
Out loud Jerry laughed. “That’s the second time I’ve heard that tonight and you know what? You’re right. And I’m gonna tell you something else, sweetie. Since I was eighteen years old I was never allowed to care about anything but this fucking family. While the rest of you have been out partying and playing and thinking you’re living some kind of life, it’s been me in the hot seat making sure the money keeps rolling so that you people who don’t lift a finger can collect your dividend checks while I’m having heart attacks. The only one of you that’s been right there with me is Bryant. I’m sick of this family, Jeannine. I’m sick of the responsibility of traipsing after you and making sure what you’re doing isn’t tarnishing the family’s image. I’m fucking sick of the image, little girl.”
“I have a suggestion,” Alex interrupted to get Jerry quieted down.
“Anything, my love.”
Cattily, Alex peered at his sister. “Put her in the choir loft and let her be responsible for the image.”
Jerry burst into laughter and grabbed a napkin to wipe his nose. Jeannine fumed. 
“You’re both assholes,” she snarled.
Cherry watched from the distance of the front door to the back door, ready to play. Quickly she dashed to throw herself into her father’s lap. “Jeannine, darling, how have you been? You really must come to my place on St. Maarten and bring your husband. Did you know he has a thing for women with whips?”
“You fucking little trash heap,” Jeannine whispered glowering. “You’re no better than your mother.”
“Au contraire, my dear. I’m much better than my mother, and I proved it to your husband about an hour ago,” she said laughing wildly. “That little birthmark on his ass is the cutest thing!” She cocked her hip and pointed to her own. “Hey, Walt, baby.” Wildly, she leapt from her father’s lap to snag her ‘uncle’, only a few years her senior, again.
Jerry and Alex watched with amusement as their sister’s countenance dwindled from abject rage into horror. Without remorse, Jerry laughed out loud, the entertainment value in this quite priceless. 
“And another thing,” Jerry started with his rage fully returned but under his control. “You’ve never given my children the respect they deserve, and I’m not putting up with it anymore. That’s what you get for it,” he said as he pointed to Cherry. “And that picture of all eight of us taken a little while ago to preserve for posterity our image and the idea that we are a united front will be the last if you don’t shape up. This family is a train wreck, we barely speak to each other and I’m sick of pretending like we have any respect for each other much less true affection.”
“That picture will go to the presidential museum,” she protested.
“And I’m telling you now.” His finger stabbed at the air to punctuate his coming statement. “Alex and I won’t be seeing you at weddings or funerals and you can be pretty well assured that if I’m not there, Bryant won’t be, either. So all this historical preservation you want to make a career of, you can shove up your ass. I’ll be dropping out.”
Glowering, she studied Jerry a moment and then turned her menacing stare on Alex. Only slowly, it returned to Jerry. “And Morgan and Cherry? And Morgan and Bryant? And Morgan and you? You and Alex?”
“Are none of your fucking business, and no, you won’t be invited to that wedding.” Defensively, he wrapped his arm tightly around Alex and pulled him close. “If my daughter wants to take off her clothes for every jerk-off rag in the industry, it’s none of your business. If I’m screwing my daughter-in-law and she’s screwing another half dozen people because it’s her job, it’s none of your business. So I suggest you pick yourself up and dust your own ass off before you start throwing stones. You ought to be more concerned about what your six previous husbands are putting out there and your current husband, who has fucked everyone but the Queen herself. Maybe your next three husbands should be in your age range instead of your kid’s. And maybe you can figure out what you can do to polish the family’s image since you wanna be such a big part of it.”
Simply boiling, it seemed as if her very skin began to crawl. 
“Honey, Dad had a lot of skeletons...and I do mean skeletons...he tried to keep from rattling out of the closets, too. The fact is, the only reason I had to marry Cheryl was to keep her around so he could have her. It had nothing to do with Brian, and it cost him a fortune in payoffs. Maybe you ought to get a job,” was his final advice. Then he turned to Alex and offered, “Last dance?”
“My pleasure,” Alex cooed. He was quite satisfied that Jerry had broken the last of their father’s fetters.
With only the stars overhead, the air cool to cure their flushed flesh, Jerry took Alex into his arms. To the feel of Alex’s head on his shoulder, he whispered, “We’ve never done this before.” But Alex was lost in it already, Jerry’s arms so tightly around him, the music soft and soothing. He peered over the expanse to see Cherry demand a final kiss from her uncle as her aunt tried to drag the man away. 
He turned from it, swaying lazily, a little delirious with too much champagne. Too much love. Only the hand on his shoulder interrupted his contentment.
“Room for me?” Cherry said, bubbling.
They parted to embrace her and move her to the rhythm. “Are we having fun yet?” Jerry sneered.
“I’m having some serious fun tonight. That no-count sister of yours never changes, does she? But the truth is I’ve been away from home way too long, Daddy. Really...do you think you could find someone else to run the resort?”
“You’re serious about this?”
Eagerly, she nodded. “So serious that I spoke to Brian about it. He mentioned something about me using my business degree to do something besides party. Something about me being his new webmaster. Which means I’d have to live on my trust fund for awhile, if you don’t mind.”
Pleasantly surprised and delighted, Jerry smiled at Alex. “A real family business,” he whispered.
“It sounds wonderful,” Alex mewed. “I’m very excited.”
“Then it’s settled,” Jerry said. “We’ll start construction on the corporate offices and new retail center as soon as the architects are finished with the plans. That means you’ll be the general manager and the webmaster until we get things going.”
“This is exciting,” she cried. She began to bounce. “A for-real family business, not some overblown conglomeration where nobody knows anybody else. And we do pretty things...filled with romance. Wonderful.” Totally elated, she hugged them tightly and kissed them both passionately. “And Morgan said she might be able to use me in her work once of a while. Well, let’s go see what other trouble I can stir up before everyone falls down drunk. Where’s that little whore, Renee?” She turned and ran.
Jerry fell to a soft, amused laughter and gathered Alex back into his arms. “I love you, Alex Abernathy,” he whispered. His very erect penis forced into Alex’s hip. “I’m ready for bed.”
“Jerry,” Alex breathed. “Now, if you please.”
 
* * * *
 
Brian carried his bride over the threshold and took her straight to the master suite. The candles were already burning on stands, on tables, the fire light flickering from sconces on the wall to cast a lovely shadow over the white satin sheets covered in a blanket of black rose petals.
Gently, he placed Morgan on the floor to kiss her passionately. His fingers dusted over the intricate cutwork around her breasts. “I rather hate taking this dress off you.”
“Go slow,” she breathed.
His mouth sucked the tongue out of hers that he might feast on it as his fingers removed the laces from behind her. His fingers slid under the chains and let the dress swirl to the floor. That was enough. Gently, he laid her on the bed, her arms still covered in leather, her feet still in the shoes, the diamonds still at her throat.
Nestled comfortably between her legs, he removed his Master’s clamp, releasing a scent filled with lust. Without hesitation, he buried his face there to lap up the moisture brewing for him. Her nails swirled over his scalp in indelicate circles to infuriate him further, to make him want to pounce.
His shirt now gone, he opened his pants, his tongue crawling up her body like the trail of a snake. By the time he reached her ear, the trousers were gone, his weight pressing her to the bed. “Say it again, baby,” he breathed.
She giggled; she bit down on his ear. “Mr. Morgan McCrory McFaye,” she breathlessly. 
Instantaneously, his power collected between her legs and drove into her like a sledge.
 
* * * *
 
How many years? Alex wondered as the silver gown swirled to the floor that he might step out of it. He took off the wig and stepped into the shower only briefly, enough to wash inside and out quickly. The softest hint of Jerry’s favorite Chanel was dabbed in the most effective places and combed into the fur between his legs. 
Wearing only the black lace robe of a negligée, he tiptoed down the hallway, his heart fluttering uncontrollably. Thirty-seven miserable years he had waited for this. And now...
The door was left ajar because he was expected. Gently he pushed it opened to find the shimmering light of hundreds of candles dancing on the delicate breeze rising up from the garden. With the covers on the bed laid back, a single rose lay on a pillow, while thousands of red rose petals were strewn on the white satin sheet and around the bed. 
The very air was tinted with romance, the kind of romance he only remembered and hadn’t experienced since. As he stood to drink it in, the lilting of a single violin on the porch wafted through the open door. Another joined in its plea, the longing within it almost heartbreaking. A viola picked up the harmony and melted into the very ambiance, the shimmering affection already displayed.
Just then the door of the bathroom opened and Jerry moved steadily to the champagne bucket to open the bottle. He held the glasses between his fingers and filled them, returning the bottle to the bucket and capturing Alex’s stare.
Instantly, the years melted away. Alex ceased to breath to watch Jerry move toward him. The heat in Jerry’s stare, the strength in Jerry’s body conspired against him. The insistence in Jerry’s lips as they brushed over his and he fell forward into Jerry’s tender embrace.
“Marry me,” Jerry whispered in his ear.
“Oh, God,” Alex gasped. Stricken by the thought, his arms wound around Jerry’s body. “Yes,” Alex whispered to the feel of Jerry’s lips on his. “But how...?”
The question was cut short by a sturdy finger on Alex’s lip. His smooth hand was captured by Jerry’s and he was led to the bed and placed upon it. The violins outside slid over the terrain of longing as Jerry perched beside him and the crystal chimed to seal it with a kiss.
“How?” Alex whispered.
“There’s actually a place in the world where you and I can be married, legally,” Jerry said affectionately. “We’ll have to petition the Prince for a license.”
“Prince?”
Jerry smiled. “I’ll take care of everything.” As if he’d never tasted it before, he sipped the champagne.
“Yes,” Alex said filled with wonder. Drinking down the vision of his lover, the only creature in the world he could ever truly love, he breathed, “I can’t believe it but yes, yes.” 
Jerry placed the glasses on the table and then stretched long beside Alex. Ah, it was there, that scent so filled with the mystery of this creature, and he smiled. So much had changed, yet so much hadn’t, and he opened the robe, nuzzled his cheek to the carefully trimmed down around that penis. But his desire couldn’t be contained, and he opened his mouth and swallowed that lovely throbbing organ.


 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
It was her dream, her fantasy and Morgan was in the midst of it. Her arms were forced behind her back tightly enough to pull the shoulders from the sockets, the leather bit between her teeth to keep her from chewing on her tongue. Her husband wrapped around her, holding her upright, the profusion of breasts spilling from his hands.
The needles aimed at her nipples were short, but thin and sharp. The moment seemed to draw out needlessly long as Renee, Randi, whomever, merely held there, ready to pierce her flesh and fill it with a warmth she hadn’t known existed. A tingling heat, a devouring flame.
She saw the slightest flinch of his wrists and watched as she was penetrated. Her head fell back against her husband as she grasped his penis, the better to retain consciousness, the better to encounter that shivering delight head on. Uninhibited flame coursed through her breasts, opening blood vessels, refilling an emptiness she never knew existed.
Gently, she was placed on the floor, her legs folded under her, set aside to watch. Her husband’s voice rose behind like the Wrath of God, a bellowing that vibrated in the stark discipline room. 
Their guest ripped the cloth from his body as if his clothes had suddenly caught fire. He stood before her husband, his head bowed, his hands behind his back and shook violently. The breasts Brian spoke of were indeed breasts, huge nipples dappled in the finest of down. But the penis was more than she expected, very erect, a little curved, and it sported her favorite shade of purple.
“You don’t ever come to me looking like this again,” Brian snarled as he grasped a few hairs on the balls and yanked them out. Their guest cried out, yet Brian snagged a few hairs from an areolae. “You’re a fucking mess,” Brian screamed. “On the bench.”
Awed, Morgan stared wantonly, unaware of the saliva dripping from her mouth. Inside, Brian smiled, Renee so utterly attuned to what he wanted that even the space of a decade hadn’t dulled Renee’s desire. Renee lay down on the narrow bench and Brian sat down on her stomach only to divide her legs positioned only feet from Morgan so that Morgan could better see.
Quite roughly, Brian raised Renee’s legs and hooked them behind his elbows. His hands stroked the firm flesh of the ass, all the while watching Morgan watch him. He parted the anus with a finger, and then grasped the balls to knead them forcefully, the body under him writhing with his attentions. He held the penis and pointed it at her a moment only to stroke it a few times, all the while kneading the balls.
She watched as his finger disappeared, and then returned pleasantly moistened to drive deep into the rectum.
Renee cried out, but it only stroked Brian’s fury. He lifted the balls, the better to let Morgan see the opening dripping with moisture, ready to be taken. Her tongue, hopelessly trapped by the bit, tried desperately to lick at her dry lips. Only then, did Brian produce a syringe of his own.
Rather rudely, he dropped the balls to once again hide the vaginal opening and grasped the penis and lay it back to expose the root. A drop of fluid glistened on the end of the needle only a moment before it was driven into that place, releasing a scream of penetrating terror.
“You fucking pussy,” Brian shouted her down, as he grasped the organ between both hands and rolled it like dough, the elixir created in his father’s labs a harmless draught of fire. He rolled it hard, forcing the fluid to the glans, the heat inside now penetrating his hands. And then quickly he rose, shoved Renee off the bench and grabbed a whip. 
Morgan fell to a swoon, a truly Zen experience to be so outside of herself, so intent on the happenings around her. Brian glanced her way, noted the widening puddle of fluid collecting between her knees. Yet he beat that sweet little ass all the way around the room until their guest bumped into her.
“Get the hell away from her, she’s mine,” his voice full of fire and brimstone.
Brian continued with the thrashing until Renee managed to bump into the Catherine wheel and drag her worthless ass up to be strapped to it.
 
* * * *
 
Hours later, Renee was strapped to a bondage rack, hopelessly bound in rope, exhausted, her entire body—all but the penis—exceedingly limp. Only then did Brian go to Morgan and pick her up off the floor. Gently, he removed the bit from her mouth, the better to keep her from drooling, release her arms the better to steady herself.
He led her to the bondage rack and instructed her to straddle the whore restrained there.
Slowly, she lowered herself onto a poker fresh from the fire. “Mouse,” she gasped to feel it burning into her. 
“Don’t you fucking spill into my woman,” Brian roared as a crop contacted a nipple and raised a welt there. Even that fire she needed now, and her hands went to those breasts to crush the nipples between her thumbs and hands.
“Have at it, baby.” And then he went for a drink.
She merely swirled her hips, the better to sense the urgency in the penis within her. He would come anyway, she would come, whatever, but it wasn’t until Brian returned to her, straddled the rack and sat down on the face of their guest that she could smell the scent trapped between Brian’s legs, soaked into the tightest black leather pants she’d ever seen on any dom.
Brian shoved Morgan’s hands away from the breasts. “Your ass, please,” as he perched his cold glass on one and crushed the other with a hand. The moaning of the victim only stroked her desire and she held that penis to her orifice, the muscles in her legs clenched tight to hold her upright.
Slowly, she descended, swallowing it bite by bite. An inferno raged within her, the weapon of a man impaling her emptiness. Her breath came in short, undiluted gasps filled with wanton lust as her fingers divided her lips and went for the kill.
Brian held her breasts, unwilling to let them be damaged as she bucked wildly. His spirit, his salvation, his playmate, his lover, and her voice rose in chorus with Renee’s as together they shuddered, Brian much satisfied to be her Golden retriever.
Before he could care about Renee, he moved forward and draped Morgan’s spread legs over his. Enfolding her in his arms, he licked, bit softly on that thick lower lip still shuddering with the vibrations of orgasm. “Love you, baby,” he whispered, only that she might come even closer and he could feel the heat trapped in her breasts against his naked chest. How satisfied he was to the feel of her arms locked around him.
Dutifully, Brian untied the victim and threw her over his shoulder to take her to the cleaning room. Quite roughly, he dropped Renee on the massage table and inserted the nozzles, but he watched Morgan. Morgan, who stood against the wall so seductively, her hands behind her back, a knee bent to hold her foot to the wall, her smile as broad as his, knowing she was totally turned on.
“Did you get everything you want, Baby?”
She licked at her lips. “Not entirely,” as her vision tripped away from him to stare at the flaccid penis he handled.
“Tell me what you want.”
“You know what I want,” impossible to tear her eyes away from his attentions to that penis.
“Oh, shit,” Randi cried, knowing he was caught in the middle of a game now, wanting more himself. “Darling, you really must beg. And do it with tears, please.”
But Morgan only grinned, understanding now that’s what Brian wanted. Who could hold out the longest would be the new venue for play.
Rather than cry uncle, she slithered toward the table and took the offered penis from her husband’s hand to stroke it softly.
“Oh, for shit’s sake,” Renee cried simply exasperated. “C’mon, baby, fuck me,” as she grasped Brian’s erect organ through the pants.
Silently, Morgan laughed and slid her finger into that cunt as the other lay over Renee’s mouth to shut her up. That pleasantly moistened finger stroked the fur under Brian’s nose.
“Nope,” he said drawing in Renee’s scent. Yet he plumped the breasts on the body on the table, squeezed a little more fury into the nipples to titillate her.
“Nope,” she mewed even as she stared.
“Fuck me,” Renee hissed affectedly, beginning to enjoy this little game. 
 
* * * *
 
Dinner was still a few hours from being served and Alex lay lazily in Jerry’s arms on the veranda, clutched to the diamonds on his finger. A very nude Kitty lay in Cherry’s lap, a pair of lovely breasts in Cherry’s hands. Another nude, exquisite enough to rival Michelangelo’s David, stretched long beside Bryant, wearing only a choke chain around his neck.
“I really do like this place,” Cherry commented.
“No shit,” Bryant agreed heartily. “I may have to permanently rent a room here.”
“It grows on you,” Jerry offered with a smile. He was very aware of Bryant’s distress to have such beauty in his grasp and merely hold to it. “These gorgeous boys are very employable, you know.”
“Excuse me?” Bryant asked a little confused.
“Think on this, my brother...and I know you like blondes, so let’s just give him shocking blue eyes like Cherry’s while we’re thinking about it. Your personal assistant,” Jerry murmured. “He already had your clothes laid out the night before...but you get up, everything in the bathroom is ready for you, a fresh blade in the razor, the water is already steaming. He steps into the shower with you to wash your body while you’re shaving. And then he dresses you starting with softly scented silk boxers, fine cotton socks, your shoes are, of course, polished. He fixes the tie around your neck. While you’re looking over the morning paper, he gets dressed, eats quickly and then you go to the limo.
“But you got a shitty day ahead, you know that. You drape him over your lap because you’re nervous. You pull out a gorgeous organ and play with its softness to dull the anxiety a little. In no time at all, it swells in your hand.
“Ahh, but now you’re at the Tower,” Jerry teased. “Ever the adoring slave, your boy takes your briefcase and follows you into the elevator. The doors no sooner open on your damned office and the fuckin’ phone is ringing already,” Jerry snarled. He remembered it vividly. “You throw off your jacket to get into the fray, but your boy goes to the bedchamber to get naked. Just as you’re about to bust a few blood vessels, your beautiful boy tiptoes toward you and drapes himself over your legs. Your hand slides over the fresh smooth skin of his back. That hard flesh on the ass is nearly debilitating at any other time, but now it’s just soothing. The heat between those cheeks,” Jerry taunted. “The mystery beyond the door there and your finger slides in because he welcomes you, he needs you, he adores you.
Enjoying this little guided fantasy and the expression of desire on his brother’s face, he laughed, “But you forgot to lock your door, you doof. That beautiful creature who lives only for the sound of your voice and the heat in your hand rolls off your lap so utterly smoothly and nestles on the floor under your desk. He feels your tension to see half the PR department in front of you with another problem. Gently, he slips your shoes off your feet and holds them in his lap, the better to massage them.
“But it’s just another shitty day,” Jerry opined. “By noon, you’re ready for a coronary. So it’s either a three-martini lunch to soothe your nerves or...or,” he said with a salacious grin, “a trip to the discipline room.
“All that frustration drains out of you with the first crack of the whip on those lovely boiling nipples. A profusion of tears drip from his eyes to feel your undivided adoration of him. That at only this moment, only he can satisfy you as you listen to the whip break across his skin, as you watch the muscles flinch, as that plaintive moaning begging for more and still more won’t be stilled.
“His beautiful body is draped in simmering red ribbons of heated welts,” Jerry mewed. “You let him down and then flop on the sofa to cure your own dizziness, yet you can’t tear your eyes away from him as he drags himself across the floor to you. He climbs up your legs, drapes his battered body over your thighs still weeping because he desires only your pleasure and nothing more. Silently he begs, staring only at your heaving dick. More than anything, he desires that.
“Quite rudely, you force it into his mouth. His lips lock around it with passion, his tongue strokes it evenly because he’s so well trained. He exists only for your pleasure, only to hear your growl and drink down your passion. He’s so utterly skilled at the art it’s only moments before you feel it boiling within you. He swallows all that you offer, your rage, your passion, your desire, your heartfelt adoration and your burning love and when he’s drank it down, still he sips from that fount, holding you carefully between his teeth, breathing in the scent of your spent lust, in agony because he must soon part from you at your command and live only for the next time you desire him.
“And then you remember it’s your anniversary, damn it. Shit,” Jerry teased. “Rather than worry about it, you pull him into your arms to feel his heated burning flesh against your naked chest. The profusion of tears unleashed to think he pleased you tangle in the fur there. He’s weeping for the feel of your heavy arms holding him close even though his own desire remains to be satisfied and might be for weeks. But it’s not his unrequited desire that bothers him even as his tortured penis gently nudges at your balls. All he cares about is you.”
“Tenderly, you kiss him and then release him. You send him to the florist to have ten dozen red roses sent to the Mansion and stop by the jewelers for something ridiculously expensive. You give him a twenty-dollar bill for his own lunch and you go back to work. 
“By three you’re exhausted and he fixes you a drink. You linger for a precious few moments as his very strong capable hands work the tension out of your neck and shoulders. You send him to the bedchamber so that he might rest awhile because the marketing department is coming in for a meeting. At five-thirty you can finally leave and you open the door to fetch him. He’s curled on the bed, a satin sheet draped seductively over his hip. As if he were a gift from God, you approach the bed and lay back the sheet to scent the freshness of the skin because he showered yet again. You note the glistening between his cheeks; he oiled himself for you, should you want him in any way.
“But it’s your anniversary,” Jerry screamed, laughing uncontrollably. “You gotta do your old lady tonight.”
“Anyway...tonight while you’re at dinner with your wife, he’s packing your clothes for your trip to LA in the morning. But as soon as he steps on that plane he goes straight to the bedroom, peels off his clothes as if they’re on fire. Breathless, he waits there for you, his arms locked behind him, his dick aching for your love, your discipline, whatever you’ve got to offer. And you’ve got three beautiful hours to do nothing more than make love, commit rape, bind him, gag him, suck him off and lie still with him in your arms.” 
Bryant’s mouth agape, he drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly. His gaze fixed on Jerry for a moment and then glanced at Alex. Slowly, his head swiveled to Cherry, her hand crushing a breast in her discomfort.
“Damnit,” Bryant whispered. His leg folded over Rick’s engorged penis trapping it behind his knee. “You mean there really are angels on earth?”
With a sarcastic grin, Jerry nodded. “But they’re not free.”
“How not free?” Bryant asked quickly.
“That one in your arms is eight hundred a week, health, dental and vision, 401k, and three paid weeks off a year. But for that he can whip a chateaubriand that feels like butter in your mouth and tastes like gold. From what I understand, he was next in line at Fontainebleau to be head chef but he was gonna have to wait twenty years for the guy in front of him to die.”
“Damn,” Bryant mewed. Rather roughly, Bryant shook Rick’s shoulder. “Is that true?”
“Yes, My Lord,” he said softly. Tenderly, he rubbed his cheek over Bryant’s flaming nipple. 
“How many other people are there like you?”
Rick’s vision traveled across the flags to where Kitty laid in the same state of serenity being stroked to silently ask for the answer. 
Kitty shrugged. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “I’ve been off the circuit for five years since I’ve been with Morgan.”
“Circuit?” Bryant asked anxiously. He wanted answers and these two were being less than forthcoming. “Tell me,” he demanded.
A twist of a grin plumped Kitty’s cheeks as she smiled at Rick. “Mistress Morgan,” she purred. “Morgan...finds people who have useful skills...like me and Rick, and then she trains us in the sexual arts. But if Morgan trained us, we’re worth another hundred or two hundred a week because we can do something besides...get laid,” she said under her breath.
“Morgan trains a lot of people?” Bryant gasped.
Kitty hesitated. Rick was downright silent.
“Bryant,” Jerry interrupted, “they’re trained not to tell what goes on in their employer’s lives. You’re expecting them to disobey commands and betray trusts.”
Bryant huffed. “You understand why I’m asking,” he said to defend himself. 
“I do,” Jerry said. And then he explained: “I believe my brother is asking because he’d like to unload the company prostitutes and employ people like you full time for the executives. If he’s as smart as I give him credit for, he would renovate our old storage warehouse on East Gay Street, turn it into totally swank apartments where our professional submissives could live rent free in the event their Masters couldn’t take them home at night for personal reasons, put a discipline room in the basement so someone like Morgan could keep them happy, overcharge the rest of the clientele to recoup the loss on our employees and keep everyone happy.” 
“Exactly,” Bryant gasped with a sulfuric heat burning in his eyes.
“So,” Jerry started, “the question was, how many people out there are available for employment?”
“Males,” Rick started, “maybe thirty. Females, probably a hundred.”
“How many did Morgan train?”
“Last time I saw the list there wasn’t anyone Morgan trained on it.”
“You know what this means,” Bryant bellowed as he leapt off the chaise. “I have to put Morgan on the payroll.”
“Whoa! Hold up, my brother. You go at her like that and you’ll know what her terribly attractive and deft knee can do for your balls. If I were you, I’d invite her to lunch, lay out the plan for her and ask her nicely if she would care to consult on the matter. If she says no, she means no. If she says maybe, you’d better open the safe.”
“This is a rather exciting turn of events,” Bryant said anxiously.
Heavily, Jerry sighed. “Baby, you don’t have a clue what excitement is until you can sit back with a drink and watch Morgan work it.”
“Shit,” Bryant whispered pacing excitedly.
“So take the boy downstairs and let him show you what he can do. And then he and Kitty can fix dinner.”
“Get up, boy,” Bryant commanded of Alex’s slave. “Downstairs.”
“Wait for me,” Cherry hollered. She shoved Kitty out of her lap and then grabbed Kitty’s hand. Instantly, they disappeared into the house. 
Alex smiled as he nuzzled to Jerry’s neck. “That was very smooth,” he whispered as his hand went to Jerry’s problem to soothe it.
“How else could I get rid of them to spend a few hours with you?”
Alex long finger pointed over the expanse of lawn to a stone bridge cresting a narrow stream. “Down that path is an exquisite garden replete with lovely, live things in a pond, stately oak trees casting shade for miles, exotic hues of terribly unusual plantings and the ruins of a castle filled with kapok cushions,” he whispered to tempt him.
“I see,” Jerry murmured. His lips held to Alex’s forehead as the backs of his fingers rubbed over an enflamed nipple. “It’s no damned wonder Brian didn’t want Morgan to know who he is or want her to get a taste of what’s ‘out there.’ This place is just like...”
“Camelot,” Alex whispered.
“Yes,” Jerry murmured. Only slowly, did he untangle from Alex and rise. With the adoration he spoke of earlier, his vision traveled the length of his lover and back again. A slow smile stretched long and he held out his hand. 
Tenderly, Alex laid his fingers in Jerry’s hand. Jerry’s thumb rubbed over the smooth rose polish on perfectly crafted nails and raised Alex into his arms. Together, they walked over the lawn to the bridge, down the path to the garden. The narrow trail opened into a glen. A carpet of emerald stretched before them. A pool of sapphire ruffled to a soft breeze. Birds of ruby darted capriciously from limb to limb. Shafts of golden sunlight danced through the trees.
Morgan’s love had been Brian’s inspiration. He scooped Alex into his arms and whispered, “Camelot.”
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