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  Prologue


  


  When she was five she would have run for cover, scurried under the bed, closed her eyes, shut her ears with the palms of her hands and shivered in the stormy darkness until the violence passed – the thunder but a distant echo, the lightning vanished. But she was not five. At twenty-one and on the verge of womanhood, she was too rational to give in to the terror of a belligerent thunderstorm. What could have sent her scurrying for cover on this night was not the storm but angry voices, livid accusations, and raging bellows rising from the music room, which even with the storm were far too terrifying to ignore. The power in that sector of the city had gone out just as the door slammed shut behind Phillip Wittendon’s ten o’clock visitor. An omen, perhaps? The harsh exchange immediately followed. The first ‘You fucking bastard!’ to befoul the air hurt like a carving knife spearing her gut. She grabbed her belly, wincing at the noxious sound, but rather than flee to the closet or under the bed as she would have when she was young, she pushed back the immediate feeling of panic and kept her ear tuned for more. For her efforts, she got quite an education from the escalating verbal battle, for despite clamorous explosions and pelting rain, this heated quarrel demanded to be heard, and yet the identity of her father’s guest was unknown to her.


  Phillip ripped into his guest with a flurry of allegations that finally drew the alarmed Rebecca from her room. She listened, praying for the fight to end and for the stranger to disappear. But as the tenor of his words became more strident, a horrible dread consumed her and she remained paralyzed by fear. She stood in the hallway trembling, afraid to take the first step toward the inky territory at the bottom of the stairs. She carried a flashlight in her hand – though it was hardly needed with flashes of bright white erratically streaking the air and illuminating the otherwise dark house. 


  In the quiet interval before the next clap of thunder Rebecca thought she heard a scuffle. Her fear quickly redoubled. Of all the horrible moments she’d endured in her father’s fancy London townhouse, this one seemed more foreboding than all of the horrible moments that had gone before.


  Walk away, you fucker, leave, please, please go! she silently pleaded with the visitor.


  With the next flash of lightning the sound of a gunshot crackled through the steamy night. Her body went weak as if her life was about to drain away. Then a door slammed, and suddenly, in the interval that followed, a strange sort of quiet replaced the furious commotion on the first floor. Rebecca hesitated, trying to screw up her courage for a descent into the black abyss. She listened, praying that she’d hear her father’s voice, or the intricate notes of a moody nocturne rising from the music room, but the storm ramped up again and its noise drowned out any subtle sounds, any clue of things amiss. She could hardly hear herself think.


  Fuck! What now? She waited, wishing she could crawl in bed and forget about the whole damn scene, but the sound of the gunshot still reverberated through her mind and wouldn’t stop. Go! her inner voice shouted like an angry mother. Go to him, Rebby, now! You have to go, you little chicken shit! The shouting got louder inside her head. You fuckin scaredy-cat, go! But she was not half as brave as the wild girl inside her brain…the one who ran around with the rough crowd, that took the drugs and giggled afterwards, that got arrested and tossed in jail.


  As her mind tried to manage the fear, she fought back the urge to flee—to run far from the house, her life and the terror in the downstairs rooms. Her saner, gutsier self pushed her forward and drove her down the steps. At first, her limbs were weak and her body shaking. She could barely breathe. But then Rebby, her cocky alter ego, kicked in and she gave up the hesitation, taking a first step, then a second and third, and continuing until she reached the bottom of the stairs. Her right hand clenched the flashlight in a steely grip, her other hand was balled up in a fist. Her shoulders and neck were tight with tension, and she feared that any second she might snap. She took a moment to catch her breath and summon a little more of Rebby’s wild spirit, but with the next burst of lightning, her eyes leapt on the image before her. Her hand flew to her face and she stepped back, emitting a tiny shriek. Although the flash of light was quickly gone and the darkness returned, Rebecca’s eyes remained riveted on the tile floor before her. She waited to confirm what she had seen, and with the next flash of lightning, she lurched forward, with the flashlight falling from her hand as she fell to the floor and grabbed for the gun. The barrel was still warm against her sweaty palm, and if she took the time to sniff the air, she would have detected the lingering scent of gunpowder. 


  For a moment, she seemed to rise above her body and witness the scene with perfect clarity. However, she wasn’t ready to accept the truth; she had to see it for herself. Rising to her feet, she moved as if in a dreamy trance toward the music room and stopped there, pushing the door wide open with her right hand, the same hand that held the gun. 


  Although her suspicions about what she’d find were not wrong, she was not prepared for what she saw. She instantly stepped back and did an about-face – as if turning her back on the sight would make it disappear. But when she turned around again, the ghastly tableau was as fixed and real as the walls of the penthouse, its polished floors and solid doors.


  Directly before her was Phillip’s magnificent concert Steinway – gun-splatter dotting the ivory keys. On the floor beside it lay her father’s twisted body in a pool of darkening blood. Bloodstains covered the front of his white starched shirt and his face was plastered with a final grimace. Fitting, she thought in one brief moment of clarity, that he would be grimacing with despair at the moment of his death. How like he was in life. Never happy. Never pleased. Not with himself nor his daughter nor the world that had given him fame and fortune.


  She tiptoed in for a closer look at the warped expression, and with a scowl of her own, she fell to the floor and slammed the gun down on his chest – like a punctuation mark to the man’s sudden demise. A huge wave of emotion engulfed her slight body and she fell over, sobbing. Her mind reeled, turning crazy for a moment. “You ass, you fucking ass…” she quietly repeated as she limply banged the gun against her father’s bloody chest. “You’ve really done it now…”


  She couldn’t count the number of times she’d wished him dead. Times when her anger swelled as large and expansive as his – she was her father’s child, after all. The comparisons in their temperament were fitting. Now awash with anger and fear of the terrible unknown before her, she could only sob. 


  Once the emotion finally subsided, Rebecca forced herself back to the present. Lifting herself from the dead body, she rose to her feet. She was unsure how to feel. However, as the enormity of the moment began to creep into her consciousness and she looked down at her clothes, she knew she’d made a huge mistake. Her nightgown was covered in blood, the oozing crimson still seeping into the white fabric as it hung in the pool of red. She stepped back, then frantically gazed around as she struggled to decide what to do. Her eyes landed on her father’s cell phone sitting innocuously on the piano bench. 


  Call the police. 999. That’s all you have to do, she heard herself think. But the doubts kept piling on and her fear increased with every dreadful moment that ticked by. She was dazed, unsure, and could barely hear above the confusion in her head. Yes, yes, of course, she should call the police. But when she reached for phone and saw the name of her father’s solicitor, Arthur Steele, glaring back at her from the lit screen, she hit the dial without thinking further. The efficient, clear-thinking man who had kept their lives from going off-kilter on numerous occasions would have to come through for her now. Nice work, Rebby, he’s saved us before, he’ll do it again. Her alter ego was happily satisfied. But Rebecca couldn’t help but think that regardless of what Arthur could do to help her, she was still headed for disaster. 


  ***


  “Your choices are limited, Rebecca,” Arthur stated flatly. Despite her bloody nightclothes, Arthur had sat her down in a chair and ordered her to stay put as he scrutinized the scene then quickly searched the rest of the rooms on the lower floor of the condo. During that time, Rebecca remained frozen in her seat in the music room, shivering, her eyes closed – she couldn’t bear to look at her dead father. When Arthur finally returned to the music room, he gazed at Phillip’s skewed body one more time, then at her. She looked at him, wondering what rabbit he’d be pulling out of his bag of tricks to make this nightmare go away. But this time there was no white rabbit, no easily sweeping a bad scene under the rug. Arthur’s verdict would be a tough one to swallow. 


  “Arthur, please, you can make it go away, can’t you?” she pleaded. Her sorry eyes were puffy from crying and still filled with tears.


  “Go away? Go away?” His eyes flashed as ominously as the lightning that streaked the room in garish bursts. He scowled, then humphed, sighing, then with beady eyes drilling her like two fixed lasers, he curtly reminded her of the horrible truth. “You think this will go away, you’re more naïve than I expected.”


  “But I’m innocent!” she cried.


  She could see from his disapproving expression that he didn’t believe her.


  She took a deep breath to settle herself and tried again, her voice unwavering. “Arthur, I did not kill my father.”


  He nodded. “Yes, yes, I’m sure,” he spit out coldly. “It only looks that way from every angle I can see.”


  “Oh, please, you can’t think that!” she looked to him, pleadingly. “I was upstairs, the storm was raging. I heard the gunshot…I panicked…picking up the gun…” her voice trailed off as she searched his face for even the smallest hint that he accepted her account – but she found none.


  “Whether you’re innocent or not, and frankly, I’m having a problem believing you are…” he scowled at her and went on, “regardless, once I call the police, they will descend on this scene like maggots, so will the paparazzi. You’ll be grilled for hours by detectives who would like nothing better than to see you swinging from a gibbet. Not only will they dig up every arrest, every complaint filed, the tabloid innuendo will arraign, try and convict you a hundred times before a real jury finally decides your fate – which will not be good from what I see here. Make it go away? I can’t if I call the police. That’s the dilemma here – too many variables that I can’t control. I’m afraid I don’t have enough favors I can call in this time. Especially with your father gone.” His sane words forced her back to the chilling reality of the last two years and the explosive relationship between the virtuoso pianist Phillip Wittendon and his precocious, rebellious daughter. “And let’s not forget what happens once Lavinia arrives on the scene. You think she’ll believe you? Champion your cause?”


  Rebecca hung her head; just the thought of her stepmother and her stomach instantly soured. The woman had been separated from her father for two years, but they weren’t divorced, and she’d never stopped hovering around their lives. Her haughty cunning was as menacing to Rebecca as her father’s wrath. Following every one of Rebecca’s legal skirmishes – the drugs, the reckless driving, the wild parties, the public tirades – Lavinia would be the first in front of the cameras, there almost by default. For his part, her father was content to let the woman speak for the family even when the Wittendons were no longer her family. Phillip wouldn’t have her in his house, but he was more than happy to let her charm the press during times of crisis with her witty repartee and droll remarks as she moaned the fate of her volatile stepdaughter before the eyes of millions. She spoke as if she was still intimately involved with the family, and Phillip never bothered to correct this misconception, even as his disdain for her increased. 


  With Phillip’s death, Rebecca could imagine the woman before dozens of cameras and bright lights, acting the part of the grieving widow as she shrewdly added to the din of accusing voices her own veiled insinuations about the wayward stepdaughter, and whether the girl had it in her to murder her father. She would leave those hungry for a definite answer plenty to chat about in blogs and twitters dedicated to the subject. 


  Nothing would suit Lavinia more than to have Rebecca out of the picture. She wanted control of the family fortune and would do anything to see she’d have that prize. From Rebecca’s markedly diminished position, she might as well have handed that prize to her on a silver platter.


  The bitter truth slammed Rebecca back to reality so hard that she was overcome by despair. Her head pounded with a deep ache and a creeping nausea had set in; she was unsure if she could hold herself together much longer. 


  “So? Is there another option?” she finally asked, when Arthur offered nothing more.


  “Another option? With my client dead, I’m not sure it’s my place to offer you another option, especially if you’re guilty.”


  She could feel the ire in his voice, but she pressed on. “Can I not be your client?”


  A faint smirk fluttered for a moment at the corner of his mouth. 


  He turned and paced a bit, mulling the question with a hand on his chin, then he stopped before the windows and stared at the driving rain running down the glass in sheets. He was a handsome man, Rebecca thought. A tall, straight and robust man who looked no more than a vigorous forty-five when he was likely all of sixty years or more. He’d always been pleasant to her, evenhanded and sane when she was in the midst of one of her insane rebellions. When she was arrested, he was the one who came to the police station, the one who bailed her out and brought her home. Phillip’s delicate hands would never be soiled with the stain of her crimes, which made Arthur more of a father to her than the obsessively driven narcissist whose genes she carried. He handled her bad behavior with a seemingly magical touch, and on many occasions was able to squash the rumor mills and gossipers with a few short but incisive quips. He, too, was a master before a ravenous crowd of sensation seekers. He’d been her only champion. Her only friend at times. And yet, he was clearly not a friend. He’d been hired to play the part and he did it well. But behind his benign exterior, Rebecca always suspected a darker side to the man’s nature. He made deals when deals needed to be made, even if it meant consorting with unsavory characters who were unfit for polite society. She imagined him doing business in back alleys, in furtive closed-door meetings. Did she have any real knowledge of a darker purpose behind Arthur’s polished, urbane exterior? No. But she knew there had to be. No man could fix things the way Arthur Steele could fix things without dealing with the dregs of society.


  Rebecca waited as he considered her question, and weighed the available options. He’d have an option, he was sure to have another option, and she eagerly anticipated the sense of relief that would wipe away her pressing anxiety. 


  His eyes were lowered, his brows knit, his expression determined. 


  “Well, you could just leave,” he suddenly, almost flippantly shot off, lacing the comment with sarcasm, “take to the road with as much cash as we can scrounge from the house. I might be able to get you on a plane out of England. With a little cunning, you might actually slip the notice of the authorities.” He was almost whimsical as he spoke, far less serious than the situation warranted. This was cause for alarm.


  “I didn’t kill him!” she suddenly needed to say in her defense – one more time. 


  With that remark, his flippant air immediately vanished and his eyes narrowed again.


  “You don’t believe me,” she stated the obvious. “But I am telling the truth. Find the man who fired the shot. He was here in this house…the argument…the gunshot…”


  Arthur was quiet for a long while before he spoke again, and in that awful silence Rebecca could hear the blood pounding through her veins. Her heart beat so rapidly that she thought it would run off and leave her in this awful mess. 


  “Yes, Rebecca, there are other options.” He hedged a bit, but precious minutes were ticking by and he was suddenly aware that there was no time to spare. “I know a man who could handle the matter, but you might not like the outcome. He’ll get you out of England; he might even place you in the US, that is if suitable arrangements can be made.” 


  Rebecca’s ears perked. “The United States? Really?” For the first time that evening she felt a modicum of hope. Plus, the idea of disappearing into the vast spaces of another continent seemed like an exotic adventure rather than a sentence. “So what’s it take to make this happen?” She tried not to sound too eager or relieved, though he saw how her eyes lit with excitement.


  “There will be a hefty price to make you disappear.”


  “Money should be no problem.”


  “Money is not the issue. But there are risks.” He paused as if he was unsure he even wanted to proceed, but he finally went on. “How you are willing to spend the rest of your life…what kind of risks you’re willing to take, what prices you may need to pay…they may be an issue. The ‘middle-man’ in this venture regularly places women who need a safe haven free from legal entanglements – angry fathers, vindictive boyfriends, that sort of thing. In this case, your final destination will already be decided. That is, if my friend is willing to take you. You’ll have an entirely new life, and the Rebecca Wittendon you know will cease to exist…” Rather than sounding reluctant now, the tenor of his voice darkened and his eyes seemed to fill with an unsavory lust, as if he were actually taking pleasure in what he was about to say, “If my friend, Warren, agrees to take you, I can be reasonably sure that you’ll be in safe hands. If he is unwilling or unable, it’s possible that our ‘middleman’ can find you another arrangement. But,” his eyes narrowed, “if it’s Strickland making the final arrangement, I would have very little control over the outcome. I’m not talking about a stellar individual here…this could put you in some compromising positions…” He fidgeted, obviously uncomfortable with what he had to say next. 


  She studied him for a second, while fast-forwarding in her mind through a host of possibilities, none of which was particularly disturbing. At last she blurted out, “If you’re concerned about my being taken advantage of sexually, don’t be.” 


  Her blunt declaration took him by surprise, but then he almost looked relieved. “I guess I shouldn’t have been worried about your delicate sensibilities. You have had plenty of experience. But I’m not sure that running around with a bunch of fawning twenty-year olds hanging onto your skirts is exactly the kind of situation you might face.”


  “You’d be surprised the men I’ve handled in my short life, and I’m not talking about the men who make headlines trying to get into my pants.” The scared little girl had been replaced by the slightly jaded, but very savvy sounding young Rebby she was to her avid fans who lapped up every juicy detail of her scandalous life. 


  “You’re not getting it, Rebecca. Let’s hope my friend will be willing to take you. Any other arrangement comes with a great deal of risk. There are men who will pay great sums of money to acquire females who are moldable. Once they have you, you’re at their mercy. They’ll expect some degree of subservience – indeed, some will demand your submission – in ways you can hardly fathom now. I can’t state this any plainer than this: you may end up in surroundings as luxurious as these, or you could end up in a cage.” Rebecca’s cocky confidence fled and her eyes went wide with alarm. “Yes, a cage. I’m not making this up just to scare you. If Warren steps in, I know you’ll be safe; if not, it’s out of my hands. My contact assures me that he weeds out the riff-raff and the truly demented, but he’s out to make a buck and how diligent he is with background checks, I can’t say.”


  “But a cage?”


  “It’s not likely, but not out of the realm of possibility. Some of these men are into alternative lifestyles, spanking, bondage, pretty much any kink you can suggest. Others are strict disciplinarians who won’t hesitate to punish you if you fail to obey their command – or just because they can. Wherever you land, it will be no picnic in the park, some cushy place where you can start your shenanigans where you left off.”


  If he was saying these things to shock her, the effort was having little effect, at least outwardly. Though previously distraught, she barely flinched as he rattled off the cold hard facts.


  “Let’s just hope that Warren rises to your cause.”


  She was hesitant, scared out of her wits to be sure, but at the same time she was curiously aroused, even titillated, by the verboten nature of what Arthur described. 


  “So, how would this work? What do I do?”


  “I send you to the summerhouse as soon as we can get you out of here. You’ll have to drive yourself, but there should be little problem as long as you get away within the hour. You’ll be picked up there within a day or two, no longer than that with the police out to find you. You’ll need to sign papers granting Strickland the authority to place you, after that, it’s out of my hands, and yours. If all goes smoothly, you’ll be far across the world in a matter of days on your way to a new life…a roll of the dice, you might say.”


  “And I suppose getting out of this would be difficult.”


  “Indeed,” he said as he shook his head. “I’m not going to sugarcoat this, Rebecca. It’s possible, not likely, but possible that you could get trapped with no way out and no recourse.”


  “And my access to you would be limited?”


  “Exactly.”


  By the time they had reached this point in the discussion, Rebecca was as sane and clear-headed as she’s been before the night began. She could feel the urgency present in the moment but she wouldn’t be rushed. 


  “And my other options… again?”


  He practically growled at her, his reply laced with scorn, “You have two: surrender to the police, let the legal system run its course and hope for the best; or take off on your own and hope you can escape those who will relentlessly pursue you.” He looked at her straight on, no longer interested in further discussion. “So, what will it be, Rebecca? You need to decide now. As it is, you’re wasting precious minutes.”


  She hesitated still, but only for a moment, then taking a deep breath and finally sitting up straight, as she used to see Lavinia do when she was making an announcement, she said quite calmly, “All right then, if you’ll excuse me, I need to pack a few things and head for the summer house.” She rose to her feet. “I won’t be five minutes.”


  Rising to her feet like the doomed on the way to the gallows, she carefully picked her way through the spattered blood until she was out the door. The power was still out, but the slowly receding storm continued to provide enough light to make it safely to the top of the stairs.


  ***


  Rebecca balked when he ordered her into the trunk of his car. 


  “You signed the papers, girl. You either climb in on your own, or I’ll tie you up and throw you in.” The bald, gruff, barrel-chested brute was definitely big enough to follow through and not break a sweat.


  “My choice, right?” she spit out the sarcastic reply.


  “Yep. You refuse, you can always stay here. Doesn’t matter much to me. I get paid either way.” 


  Rebecca didn’t know what to make of the man. He was obviously not impressed with who she was, and yet, she found that strangely refreshing after putting up with sycophants for so many months. Besides, his rugged working class demeanor was curiously attractive, and so unlike the men she was accustomed to. 


  “All right. So I ride in the trunk. But this better not take long.” Without another protest, she climbed in.


  Arriving at the wharf, Rebecca was quickly hustled out of the trunk and into a small room in the back of the warehouse behind dozens of packing crates headed for shipment overseas. Strickland shoved her into a chair, and leveled her with an imperious stare. “Stay put until I get back.” He turned, about to leave the room, but then abruptly turned back; and though he’d been in a frenzied rush before, he took his time now. “You have a reputation for being a real slut. That true?” 


  The question took her by surprise, and quite out of character for Rebecca Wittendon, there was no flippant comeback on the tip of her tongue. She was dead tired from the chaos of the last 24 hours, her body ached from the miserable ride and her nerves were shot. She wanted to do nothing but put her head to a pillow and sleep. Still… she couldn’t ignore the man. Something in his dark brown eyes, something distinctly sexual and raw provoked her. She responded with a shudder that began at her hunched shoulders and traveled all the way through her to the fiery swamp deep inside her crotch. Somewhere in the rough journey from the trunk of the car to this back room, her sexual body had awakened. Maybe it was his forceful hands, his unwavering resolve, the brusque words. Maybe she was just an adrenalin junkie and this was her latest fix. Regardless of the cause, the eroticism that gripped her now was as fierce as it was bewildering, and though she’d had no intention of seducing the man, the female wiles that served her well as a promiscuous socialite seemed to kick in unconsciously. She coyly gazed at the hovering man with her eyes exuding the seductive allure of a woman on the prowl. Speaking in a deep and breathless whisper, she said, “Why would you ask?”


  “You look like you’d be easy,” he replied.


  Her eyes lit flirtatiously. “I should be offended by your question, Mr. Strickland.” 


  “And are you? Offended?” 


  In the space of minutes something had shifted between them, a certain understanding reached. 


  She smiled as if that were answer enough, and strolling back to her, he placed a hand on her cheek, and gave it a soft tap. When she failed to balk, he slapped a little harder and she flinched, feeling the force of the slap all the way to her toes. 


  A third slap and her sex burst with desire falling out all around her. “Tension… just the tension,” she explained to herself, though there was no use arguing with the fact that the man turned her on, the situation turned her on; in fact, she’d drawn from this startling series of circumstances the most exhilarating thrill she’d had in months. She didn’t know how to react any other way than sexually.


  When he grabbed her by the hair, pulled her to her feet and shoved her toward the wall, she practically sighed with relief. Strickland saw it all, everything about her desire, the seduction, the need to be fucked, as if she were an open book. “You know, you’re as real as your reputation, Miss Rebecca Wittendon,” he announced.


  “Oh, I’m that and a lot more.” 


  Laying a palm against her crotch, he squeezed. “Pussy hot?” 


  Hot, throbbing and wet, she wanted to say. Instead, she answered with a lust-filled gaze and ground her sex against his hand. 


  “You wanna get fucked, don’t ya, babe?”


  “Maybe.”


  “Maybe?” he laughed darkly. “There’s no maybe here. You want it and you want it bad.” He was right about that. He squeezed her crotch again, shaking it hard. “So beg,” he said.


  “I never beg,” she said. Although she tried to mimic the proud defiance she was known for, she was already too weakened by his dominance to give her protest much strength.


  Strickland smirked from ear to ear. Then tugging her skirt up over her hips, he wiggled a finger inside her panties, slipped it beyond the wet doorway, and brought it out again with juices glistening on the surface. 


  “Lick it, slut!” he said and he shoved it into her mouth. She licked because she had no choice, because she couldn’t stop herself, because the rebellious wild girl thrived on challenges such as these. When he finally pulled the finger out, he sneered as he had before, knowing he had the upper hand. He repeatedly smacked her pussy with his palm, then for a time he fucked her with his fingers; then he moved back and forth from smacks to fucking until her body writhed wildly against his hand and she was about to explode in a violent orgasm. 


  “Yes, yes, fuck me!” she seethed in a heavy whisper. Then more urgently, because he continued the unbearable tease, she practically screamed, “Fuck me, you bastard! Just do it!”


  “Ah yes, that’s what I like to hear. Say it again, sweetheart…and look in my eyes this time.”


  She scowled, angry and frustrated, then met his horny gaze with her own. “Fuck me! Please will you fuck my cunt!” She never needed it more than now.


  His torment finally stopped, though his hand remained pressed against her pussy.


  “’Fraid it’s not your pussy I want, slut,” and he withdrew his hand from her steamy cunt. “I either sink my cock inside your ass, or walk away and leave you hanging.”


  She wanted to lash back and fight him off; take a day’s worth of grief and spew it out with the explosive anger that fired within. Yet, just as demanding was that something desperately needy inside her that wanted him no matter how roughly he took her.


  “Do I have to beg for that, too?” she asked.


  “You do what you’re told… that’s the life that awaits you, girl. No more little rich girl. No more calling the shots. Better to get used to it now,” he mocked. Before she could respond, he spun her around and pressed her hard against the cold brick wall. He tore at her thong until it was little more than shreds, then pried apart her round, rear cheeks, fishing between them for the tight backdoor.


  After rubbing the entrance with her own juices, he pressed his hard-on against the taut rosette and suddenly lunged full force, spearing her body with the hefty organ.


  She momentarily flinched, feeling the erection stretch the opening wide. Then as he began to slowly piston in and out, her body bristled with emotion. Overcome with grief, tears spilled from her burning eyes, while a glut of images flooded into her mind of past scenes, old flames, rough sex. As the fucking picked up speed, he pounded her into the brick, and the pictures vanished. All that was left was the feeling in her ass and the steadily rising pleasure. The pleasure wasn’t pretty in scenes like this; it was hot and raw and exactly what the dark heart of her spirit yearned for and what her hungry body craved. The life she knew had been destroyed, what remained was sex, the only something that could stem the grief and propel her forward into a new life miles and miles from home.  


  For a moment when he paused mid-thrust, their tiny world fell silent. From the warehouse beyond they heard voices and a noisy racket close by.


  “Shush!” he hissed in her ear. “Don’t make a peep or I’ll slap you back to next Sunday.” He grabbed her long dark locks inside his fist and held her face tight against the hard surface. He lunged hard again, sending his spear deeper into her anal cavern.


  As Strickland’s erection swelled within her, the tension in her body gave way and began to move its way outward from her dark center. She wanted to scream, “yes yes yes” as he drilled her, but her pretty pink lips were sealed shut, wanting no part of ‘next Sunday’, whatever the hell that meant. What mattered now was getting off and nothing would get in the way of that. Maybe for once she’d have enough of the hard sex her demented fantasies craved. 


  She hoped whoever took her in would use as she was being used now, ruthlessly and without mercy, not caring if she hurt. She relished the hurt. She wanted the searing pain to feel alive. The ‘sassy brat’ inside her wanted to be punished – in the opinion of her inner judge, she’d never been punished enough.  


  Rebellion had taught her a few things – that men coveted her well-toned body; that she could have anything she wanted when she turned on her charm; and that hard anal was better than vaginal any day. Not that she’d complain about any kind of sex. Once, an exhausted lover called her a narcissistic masochistic nympho. She couldn’t tell if this reflected his admiration or disgust, but she didn’t care; she treasured the name as much as she did her secret sex life.


  She was flying in subspace by the time Strickland pulled out of her ass and dripped the remains of his cum down the back of her thighs. She continued to spasm, her inner muscles clenched and her clit was alive like it had never been. However, before she had enough to suit her, before her fingers could manipulate the stimulated bud, Strickland yanked her from the sensuous ecstasy and without giving her a chance to clean up, he marched her out the door and through the rain-swollen night to the freighter on Pier 13.


  Up the gangplank, down the hold, she felt like a 17th century maiden headed to the New World. Finally the crate appeared…the 5 x 5 foot wooden container where she’d spend a significant number of hours as the ship churned through the Atlantic waters to New York harbor. Strickland said the crate was for her protection, and by the looks of the motley freighter crew she was almost thankful to be a caged slave during the trip. While getting fucked in the ass by Strickland seemed like a rite of passage, she had no interest in becoming a ship slave, ready for any horny sailor who wanted to dip his rod. 


  “You’ll stay in here a few hours until we’re underway, then maybe we’ll be able to let you out, long as you follow the rules. It won’t be long,” he assured her, as she settled into the crate and watched alarmed as a burlap cover was lowered over the thing. She fought the urge to panic and repeatedly reminded herself that New York was just not that far from London. She was running for her life – extraordinary circumstances could be expected.




  Chapter One


  


  Eleven years later…


  Five years had passed since she’d seen the winery, the stables, the fields of grapes, the house, and the beautiful rolling valley where she’d spent five years as Alexa Dupree, indentured servant to Warren Tatum. The contracted ten-year tenure ended prematurely and in spectacular fashion, when a riding accident, a twist of the neck, ended the life of the man who held her fate in his hands. Except for the occasional verboten sexual moment she enjoyed in the arms of his winery foreman Bo Hitchcock, Alexa had no reason to stay in the valley once Tatum was gone. She’d immediately thought of home, of bustling London streets and the salty air surrounding the summer cottage where she’d spent her happiest days as Phillip Wittendon’s daughter. But England was not safe for her – and it could never be home again, not as long as the murder of Phillip Wittendon remained unsolved. A quick Internet search would reveal that Inspector Harriman was still doggedly pursuing the case and she was still his primary suspect. 


  Not surprisingly, when Warren met his demise, she turned to the California coast, to its fragrant salt air and the anonymity of its small coastal towns; perhaps reminiscent of home in England, perhaps just the most convenient place to land after five years in her sheltered world. She wasn’t yet ready to embark on a big adventure. She could have gone anywhere in the United States that caught her fancy, but she didn’t have the courage; plus she wasn’t exactly in the country legally, even though Warren had made sure she had adequate documentation should any question about her identity arise.  


  That’s not to minimize the impact of Warren’s death. With his passing, she leapt into her newly found freedom with winged feet. Ready for a new life, the high-spirited Alexa Dupree landed a job at a rustic resort just off Hwy 1, not far from Mendocino. She could drink in all the salt air she could stand and let the memories of home in England haunt her with every breath. The move had been good for her. She’d established herself in the community as a pleasant and friendly young woman, willing to help in a pinch, but unwilling to discuss her past. About that little was known. She would easily divert the conversation if someone questioned her about her family or where she came from. She left her questioners to the vague impression that her life had been rough and she was happy not to think about it now. 


  Returning to the valley five years after Warren’s death brought back other memories, wistful ones of her time at Tatum’s estate. Her body instantly reacted with an incessant pounding in her loins and a flutter of desire in her pussy that sent an unwanted surge of sexual need flooding through her. She squirmed a bit in the passenger’s seat, but otherwise ignored the physical arousal and kept her eyes on the narrow, winding road. 


  The California countryside was dotted with enormous black oaks, its fields planted with grapes, and berries. Despite her efforts to thwart their influence, the wild scents clinging to the warm air were like a drug bringing her back to the lust of her days with her master and the life he demanded of her then. She never called him master; she called him sir and nothing else. In her mind he was benefactor, lover and sadist, all in equal measure. She defied him often at the start and was punished often for her defiance. Brutally…insanely, she thought at the time, though she hungered for his toughness even now – when she needed his strength, when she felt vulnerable, when her life was about to unravel. She needed his rules and the punishment, having found that navigating the world was so much easier for her then, even if she had little freedom under Warren’s unyielding domination. As the old jalopy rattled down the winding road to the valley with her at Bo’s side in the passenger seat, the fact that for even a moment she wanted that life back stunned her. 


  It was just a fleeting thought, an unbidden one, she assured herself. Soon as it landed in her brain, she kicked it out. She already had a life, she reminded herself, her third incarnation, and this trip would be just a brief break from the pleasant existence she now enjoyed. Ah yes, it was pleasant, very pleasant. Nothing like the wild slutty life she enjoyed as Warren’s slut. Maybe too pleasant.


  “Here at last,” Bo announced as the old car finished its trek down the winery road and stopped with a jerk in front of the Spanish style ranch house.


  She looked out the window at the familiar surroundings, thinking it wasn’t but a short while ago that this place, this valley, was the beginning and the end of her world. The sight before her sent memories rushing to the door of her mind, knocking with surprising vigor. But unwilling to be consumed by that daunting force, she beat back feelings of surrender that rose up from her past and threatened to take her for another ride down that rocky path. 


  “I’m really here again,” she murmured more to herself than Bo. She tugged on the door handle, and when it opened wide, she climbed out. 


  “Must feel strange, huh?” said Bo. Bo was in his forties, maybe, but to Alexa he seemed ageless. Ageless, steady, evenhanded, calm and loyal to a fault. He wasn’t a big man, but was muscled and strong, and he worked hard. He reeked of masculine power, but he had no need to flaunt it, no need to swagger or for false bravado. It wasn’t necessary when he walked about the world completely content with who he was. Though he wasn’t a pretty man, he could be a daunting presence if the need was there. When angry, the world knew it and watched out, though his anger was rare, and rarely was he ruffled. Somehow the package of his attributes made him attractive to Alexa, even handsome in a rugged sort of way. On Saturday nights when he wasn’t working at the winery, he played guitar and sang with a country and blues band at local bars. She eyed him now, recalling the time Warren took her to one of his gigs at a dingy tavern near the coast. 


  She looked at Bo smiling from the memory. 


  “Yep. It’s about as strange as my strange life,” Alexa replied to him in a lazy drawl. Though she’d been born into an aristocratic British family, the slight Southern accent had been an affectation she adopted when she arrived in the United States, and on recommendation from Strickland, who said she’d blend in better and not call attention to herself if she spoke with some sort of American twang. Being a musician gave her a good ear for language, and the charming inflections of speech associated with the Southern United States seemed like the easiest, safest accent to adopt. The strategy worked. Not once since she planted her feet on American soil had anyone questioned her nationality, or suggested that behind her sassy accent was the stilted formality of the King’s English. Only Warren Tatum and Bo knew that she’d grown up speaking any differently than she did now. Over time, the heavy Southern accent disappeared, allowing peculiar inflections common in her California locale to creep into her speech. In ten years she’d pretty much assimilated herself into the culture. It was a comfortable fit, far more suitable to her personality than stuffy old England. Anymore, she rarely thought about her past, and only then in wistful moments that she quickly shoved from her mind. Even during the worst of her trials under Tatum’s rule she rarely thought of England with any desire to return. Escape the valley and Tatum’s erratic behavior – she thought about that a good deal. However, she recalled that her one attempt to slip through his grasp earned her a week in Tatum’s version of solitary confinement, along with a grueling punishment regimen that diminished her desire to flee. The leather belt wasn’t so bad, but the shed was retched. She’d been half-way up the hill when Bo came flying after her. Once he dragged her back and had her cowering at Warren’s feet, she was quickly stripped of her clothes and whipped on the spot, right in front of Trenton Perks and his bitchy wife, Colleen. The pair were pretty shocked, but she could see the gleam in both their eyes as they watched her ass turn crimson and listened to her angry wails – despite her attempts to suppress them. She was locked in a small shed, aptly named the hothouse. Bo had started to protest Warren’s decision to put her there, but after Warren assured him that he could check on her anytime, Bo pushed her in and locked the door. She remembered the disgusted look in Bo’s eye, would never forget the scowl, and would long remember what he told her. “You just don’t get it, do you, Alexa?” 


  Get what? she wanted to explode on him, but he only shook his head as if he were disappointed in her, and closed the door. What he meant in all that still eluded her.


  Her time with Tatum was definitely bizarre. The sex could be stellar at times, the wild girl was quick to remind her. But the rest? These were twisted memories she would just as soon forget. She thought herself fortunate to be free of Warren Tatum much sooner than was planned – although he’d left a mark on her that would never go away. And Bo? For all the comfort she received from him, what soothed her through the worst times, his behavior and the cryptic things he said would haunt her forever. She shuddered now wondering why she’d let him bring her back. 


  ***


  Assuming that her visit to the winery was a casual affair, Alexa had dressed that morning in a pair of tan shorts, a blousy blue tank top and a pair of flip-flops. Her wavy hair was considerably lighter than its naturally dark brown. At Strickland’s insistence, it had been dyed a horrible white blonde even before she left England. By the time she arrived in California, the roots were starting to show, and as her hair grew out, the contrasting dark and light clashed so badly that it took little effort to convince Warren that she needed a regular box of hair color to keep her tresses looking decent. From then on, he supplied the appropriate box of color every four weeks. After he died and she left the valley, her one splurge was having her hair professionally colored and highlighted in keeping with the current styles. She’d learned to fit in; quite an accomplishment for a woman who grew up in far different circumstances, and had spent her last five years under the dominance of a highly controlling man. 


  As Alexa studied the exterior of the stucco dwelling, its red tile roof, long veranda and heavily laden arbors, no one would have guessed that she began her life across a distant ocean. On the contrary, she was Alexa Dupree from Alabama, and not a soul refuted her claims. She might have been wise to be more sedate in her behavior, but whether she was Alexa Dupree from Alabama or Rebecca Wittendon from London, nestled within the modest young prodigy she was raised to be was a sassy, often rebellious spirit that she refused to alter, at least not without a great deal of outside force. 


  As Alexa studied the house, Bo studied her. She was not so different from the woman he’d driven to the Coast almost six years before. She could feel him eyeing her with some interest, but she made no mention of that observation, though she wondered what he thought of her now.


  She lifted her hand to shade her eyes from the glare of the afternoon sun. “Hasn’t changed much, has it?” 


  “A little more dust inside and a bit overgrown out, I suppose.” 


  Alexa peered closely at the bougainvillea; its papery fuchsia blossoms literally covered the long arbor of trellises leading to the front door. It was cool and dark beneath the colorful overhang and she recalled that it was a spot she particularly loved. 


  “’Fraid the house doesn’t get used much anymore,” Bo went on. “The winery operation is still going strong, at least making bucks enough to keep the company afloat and the shareholders happy. We just don’t see that crowd much anymore; a couple years ago they moved the board meeting back East. Occasionally someone stops in, but we pretty much handle things ourselves without a lot of oversight.” He paused to kick at the sandy dirt with the toe of his boot as if he was trying to fill in a hole in the drive. “Until now,” he added, under his breath. 


  Bo hadn’t been any more interested in talking than Alexa had been on the drive from the coast. They’d spent most of the trip in silence. Now he was filled with idle chitchat – in the hopes of settling her nerves, perhaps. When she lived here, he’d often been the comforting sanity she needed when Tatum’s fierce demands rattled her nerves. She needed his calm now for different reasons. 


  Alexa nodded in response to his chatter then slowly made her way to the massive front doors. 


  She was glad that he came for her; she wasn’t certain she would have come on her own steam; there were too many unhappy memories to cloud out the good ones. Despite their warm to sometimes steamy relationship during her five years at the winery, Bo hadn’t been reason enough for her to stay once she was no longer tethered by contract to Warren Tatum. In fact, he’d been the one to see that she settled elsewhere, free from nosy shareholders or Warren’s shady friends who might have tried acquiring the pretty blonde for themselves.


  Her hand was on the door latch about to push the door wide open when she suddenly made an about face. “I’m doing the right thing seeing him?” she asked Bo. 


  He shrugged. “You didn’t have to respond to the invitation,” he replied. “Heck. You can leave now, if you want. I don’t care.”


  She thought a moment then laughed. “That’s silly,” she finally intoned. Turning back to the door, she remained determined to set aside the creepy feelings that arose as soon as Bo’s old Ford began its descent into the valley. She needed to press on and put this day behind her. 


  ***


  A boy grows tall and muscled in the years between fourteen and twenty. Displaying the cocky confidence of youth she’d seen emerging in his preteen years, Luke Tatum was now a handsome young man, appearing greatly matured since she’d seen him at his father’s funeral. He was dressed in dark worn jeans, a black t-shirt, and boots, like a kid she might meet on the street in any town, most anywhere on the planet. She was warmed seeing the boyish glimmer in his eyes, and the playful smirk reminded her of the nine-year-old she first met eleven years ago. But there was something more about Luke, something reminiscent of his father that made her take a step back as soon as she entered the room and their eyes met.


  “Hey, nanny.” He was eager to see her, and greeted her with a smile as charming as the ones that made her smile years before. He strode forward and hugged her as he might have then, though without the affection she remembered. Was that really so odd? They were strangers to each other now, which was why she thought their meeting after all these years was an unnecessary step back to the past, one that would serve no useful purpose. And yet she’d come. Curiosity perhaps.


  As she pulled from his arms, she stared into his eyes. “Oh my, Luke, you have changed,” she remarked, slightly awed. She was still cautious with her feelings. Any real admiration would have to wait until she understood this Luke Tatum better. She could hardly know his thoughts, who he was, or why he’d asked for this meeting with a degree of urgency that made her act quickly on his invitation. 


  She was clearly unnerved by the boy when she hadn’t expected to be, but then, it might well have been her surroundings that ramped up her nerves, that twisted her thoughts in a knot and caused her stomach to nearly vomit up the contents of her lunch. Determined not to crack under the weight of old emotions, she stood her ground and kept smiling, maintaining a casual pleasant air about her. 


  “It looks the same, doesn’t it?” she said of the familiar surroundings. 


  “Like stepping back in time,” he agreed, as the two simultaneously surveyed the room. 


  The space was large and filled with an array of heavy Spanish furniture that gave the room a cluttered look. Two brown leather sofas were placed on either side of the large fireplace, between them a hefty oak coffee table. On one end of the long room was a second sitting area with two chairs and several tables arranged before tall windows that looked out on the gardens and the winery operation beyond. On the other end of the room, near the double entry doors was a space that served as Warren Tatum’s office. His desk was large, the centerpiece of the area, made of oak and finely carved, the top currently empty with the exception of a small desk lamp – the kind with the green glass shade that one often sees at old library tables. Behind the desk was a three-foot high bookcase, and beside it was another, smaller sitting area with a leather chair and loveseat angled toward the TV. French doors at that end of the room opened at the front of the house, onto a small garden surrounded by a short stucco wall. Brightly colored fuchsias hung from an overhead trellis, as did a variety of warm weather plants that turned the garden into a lush and private oasis. The trickling water in the stone fountain had always calmed her.


  A lump formed in her throat as memories came rushing back. She stamped them out, only to have them revive when she focused on something new. The closed cabinets on either side of the French doors had once held an array of tools, toys and various devices used for the punishment of an unruly female – and occasionally for her pleasure. When she had been in this house, she had been that unruly female. She shuddered to think that the implements of her torture might still be contained inside the cabinets, although just as quickly, she recalled that just before she made her hasty exit from the valley, she and Bo had removed all traces of the disciplinary and sexual practices that had taken place in that room. This included clearing out the toys, tools and other hellish devices that once filled those cabinets. What still remained from that time was the box-like cabinet that sat tucked in a corner between the desk and doors to the private garden. The padlock on the cabinet was still in place.


  He said he’d destroy it, she thought silently. The fact that the cabinet still sat where it had always been was an act of betrayal she would find difficult forgiving. Had Bo lied…or simply forgotten? Maybe he thought it no longer mattered. As she rapidly leafed through the possibilities, vivid scenes from her past assailed her. Her gut wrenched miserably, and for a moment, she had a strong urge to turn tail and run. 


  Suddenly, she snapped back to the present and brushed her apprehensions aside. Running off now was as silly as leaving before she even entered the house. In the time that it had taken for her to adjust to the familiar surroundings and decide not to flee, Luke returned to his desk.




  Chapter Two


  


  “So, nanny, how have you been?” Luke opened the conversation with a broad smile. “Or maybe I should call you Lexy now, huh?” His father never let him get casual with his nanny – a matter of discipline Warren had said. She’d always been Miss Alexa, or simply nanny if they were just playing around. 


  While waiting for her answer, Luke plopped into Warren’s creaky desk chair and swiveled back and forth before he put his feet up on the desk and sighed big, waiting for her answer.


  “I-I suppose you can call me whatever. We have no rules to follow now. Lexy is fine and so is nanny.”


  “Ah, you were always so amenable, so kind.” For a moment he seemed locked in his own memories, although the excursion was brief. “You’re what? A housekeeper now?”


  “Sort of. I do whatever Nan needs me to do. It’s easy enough,” she replied. “Keeps me fed.”


  “And pretty as you’ve ever been.” His eyes lit with a playfully evil glint, which was amusing at first then strangely unsettling. 


  She suppressed the urge to blush, feeling unsure if she welcomed the flirtatious behavior from the boy who had once been in her care. Sensing her distrust, Luke asked, “The compliment makes you uncomfortable?” 


  “Not exactly. I’m just not sure why you’d want to see me now.” 


  “And why not see the woman who made my life bearable in this godforsaken place?”


  “Godforsaken place? Some would call it paradise.”


  “Yeah, well,” he answered like a bored teenager. “Not much of a nightlife.”


  “I suppose if it’s a nightlife you want, you couldn’t do any better than San Francisco.”


  “But that is a world away from here, isn’t it?” His tone was a bit brusque – much like his father’s.


  She didn’t reply. 


  “Well, since you’re not big on small talk, let’s get down to the business of why you’re here. I’m sure you’d like to know. But maybe something to drink first. Wine? Or maybe you’d prefer milk and cookies?” 


  The reference to milk and cookies seemed odd but Luke smiled broadly as though it was just a happy reference to his childhood. 


  She smiled back. “Um, really, I don’t need anything.” 


  “Ah then, wine it is!” he exclaimed, moving right past her objections. He popped up from the desk, retreated to the sitting area on the far side of the room, and opened Warren’s wine bar, still fully stocked, as if it hadn’t changed since she filled it last. He pulled out two squat glasses, pulled the cork from a bottle of Shiraz and filled both glasses half full. He swirled the maroon-colored wine before his nostrils, drinking in the aromas before he took a sip. Apparently satisfied with the vintage, he strode to her side with both glasses in hand, handed her one and returned to the desk with the other. 


  “Sit,” he said, because she was still too nervous, too locked into old protocol perhaps, for her to take the initiative and use the offered side chair. 


  For a moment it was the sound of his father’s voice playing through her mind and she couldn’t budge. Then with an abrupt reminder to herself that this was Luke not Warren speaking, she wilted into the chair and took a breath. “Sorry,” she said, as she fidgeted with the hem of her shorts.


  “You’re nervous,” he said. 


  “Silly, isn’t it?” She blushed beet red.


  “How come?”


  “I-I…” she stumbled trying to collect her thoughts. “I’m sorry, Luke. I’m afraid the memories of this place are, what? Overwhelming, maybe?”


  “Yeah, they overwhelmed me too when I first walked in the door,” he confessed with an easy laugh. His mood was casual and matter-of-fact as he quickly described the years since they’d seen each other. “My mother insisted on the education, so I did my time, collected the Ivy League degree and might as well have dumped it in the trash for all the good it’s doing me.” He shrugged lackadaisically, “What does a man need with an education when he has all the money in the world?” – spoken like a rash teenager.


  “Life’s a lot more than just money,” she interjected.


  “And you’re as good with the platitudes as my mother.” He swiveled in the chair like a kid, and gazed around the room in a cursory manner as if he were trying to decide what to say next. “You know, there’s so much about you that’s as original as the paintings in this room, I shouldn’t make the comparison – certainly not with my mother.” 


  She was moved to blush, although she was unsure exactly what was meant by the comment. She thought of paintings, and looked up at the Chagall, which hung directly behind the desk and above the short bookcase. She’d seen it a thousand times, but it seemed entirely new with the grown up Luke Tatum commanding the room. Like his father, his personality filled the space even when he didn’t make a sound. The younger Tatum sat, shuffled his feet, mused, thought and sighed huge; just like this father. The air about him bristled with energy, much of it youthful testosterone she was sure. Her body responded with a steady pressure growing in her lower regions; not an unfamiliar feeling, particularly in these surroundings, though it was one that she hoped would not play a part in her visit. With no response to his claims, she waited for him to speak again. 


  Seeing Alexa’s eyes light on the Chagall, Luke looked back over his shoulder gazing briefly at the painting before he turned back.


  “Not my favorite,” he grimaced. “It’ll be auctioned along with the others.”


  “Others?”


  “There’s a crate I pulled from the rooms upstairs. Plus, I’ve taken down a bunch for a second crate.”


  “So you’re dismantling the house?”


  “No at all. But the place looks like a mausoleum. Needs something fresher, bolder, edgier.”


  “But the Chagall?”


  “Yeah, yeah, I know, big name in the world of art. Sorry, but I hate the thing. I’d rather have the bucks it will bring at auction than lay my eyes on it again. After all the times I was forced to stare at the vile thing, I’d take a knife to it.” He saw the horror in her face. “Hey, don’t worry. I’m aware of the value of the art I own. The Chagall’s going to pay for the yacht I’m having built. The bucks from the sale will allow me to buy the boat free and clear and pocket the change. A famous painting gets recycled. I get what I want. Everyone’s happy and I’ve done the right thing.”


  Edgy. He’d used the word himself. It fit his character and his mood. Edgy – was that anything like the mounting tide of energy spilling from her hungry crotch? The wealth of memories colliding with Luke’s ferociously sexual personality had her practically salivating. Her crotch rapidly warmed, despite her efforts to tamp down her libido. Yes, these were sexual feelings, though not specific to the boy. It might have been any horny twenty-year-old in the room; the effect would be the same on Alexa Dupree. For six years, she aggressively worked to forget what had happened in this place, but all her efforts meant nothing once she stepped through the front door. 


  “Of course, you have every right to do what you want with the place,” she finally rushed in. “I always enjoyed your father’s taste in art.” One of the consolations, she would have added, but he wouldn’t have known what she meant. Then, because he didn’t reply right away, she asked the question foremost on her mind, “You must have some reason for asking me here?”


  “Yes, and we’re getting to that,” he assured her. Removing his feet from the desktop, he sat up straighter, sitting squarely at the desk, as though it was his and not his father’s. His tone shifted too, no longer hesitant, but more focused with his attention entirely on her. 


  He made her nervous as he stared her down and she immediately shivered, feeling suddenly as if she’d been boxed into a corner with no way out. She hated the feeling, along with the realization that Luke was holding something back and dangling that unknown something before her like bait. 


  Suddenly, he was on his feet again, strolling around to her side. She chose not to follow him with her eyes, though her ears were tuned to his every step…and the pounding at her temples…the fire in her lower body…and even the fly in the room that buzzed them when their silent tableau was too still. The small black insect landed on her knee and stayed there, while Luke moved in close from behind. He didn’t touch her, though she thought he would. Instead, he shattered whatever fragile peace of mind she had managed with two simple words: 


  “Rebecca Wittendon.”


  Her body chilled that instant, then her back knotted up as fear slammed her in the gut. Like a sudden summer shower, the meaning of the words trickled down through her hair, her shoulders, her breasts, her belly, all the way down to her quivering thighs. She drenched herself in the sound of her birth name, feeling uncertain and terrified to be hearing that name now – and from this unlikely source. She could hardly remember the incident years ago that shattered her life, and yet the vulnerable side of her being suddenly recalled in vivid clarity the whole fucked-up truth of the miserable night her father was murdered. 


  The boy remained motionless behind her just long enough for her to understand that something huge had just taken place. Moving back to the desk he sat down and placed in front of him a letter-sized leather folder he pulled from the top desk drawer.


  “I’ve been here for nearly three months getting acquainted with the winery; seemed like a logical thing to do now that I own the thing free and clear of any restrictions. The old man was surprisingly generous with the cash. Except for an allowance for my mother, just a token really, and a few charitable contributions, which really weren’t particularly generous, he left all his assets to me. The whole of the estate was turned over to me on my twenty-first birthday, which, in case you don’t remember the date, was January 1 of this year.” He looked up, apparently requiring some response. 


  “A hard date to forget,” she said softly. 


  “I’ve been so busy that I didn’t get a chance to open the safe until about ten days ago,” he continued on with his explanation, while she simmered, silently dreading the awful truth he was bound to disclose. “I had no expectations of there being anything worthwhile in its contents, but a safe… a real safe!” He held out his hands in a gesture of surprise. “Can you imagine me with a safe! It’s like being a little kid again with a verboten prize suddenly mine for the taking – as if something even bigger and badder than what I’ve already inherited is locked inside. Does get the juices flowing, doesn’t it?” Such a nasty smirk. Did he even know what he was doing to her? “Imagine the thrill of getting those tumblers to click and the handle to move the way I’d seen the old man do it. I must have tried a thousand times to open the thing when I was young. You would have thought that I would have opened it as soon as I walked back through that door, but I actually forgot about the damn thing.” His laugh was a bit brittle, even twisted, just like that dreadful smirk. 


  He tore her apart with this rambling prattle. It was all a show. She understood that clearly now; but she’d have to wait for him to finish, just as she often waited for his father to end some rambling discourse with a shocking announcement. 


  He laughed again. “I’ll bet you’re thinking, why the hell don’t I get to the point?”


  She snickered a bit herself then cautiously replied, “Yes, maybe I was thinking that.” 


  This was a Luke Tatum she’d caught sight of in brief flashes during the boy’s childhood visits to the winery. For several months at a time, mostly during the summer, he lived with his father and was under Alexa’s care. She considered the role the one ‘sacred’ duty of her tenure in Tatum’s house; Warren viewed it much the same. Knowing what it was like to be the child of a prominent and egocentric male, she believed she could relate to his bouts of surliness, and the anger and depression that flashed like wildfire, interrupting the boy’s cheerful mood. She remembered it flaming dangerously for minutes, occasionally for hours at a time, only to disappear with an abruptness that left her staggering from the blast, but not surprised. He was a tricky child to understand, but Alexa understood his moods from years of personal experience with the volcanic eruptions that flared between herself and her own disagreeable father. Although, to give him credit, Warren had a much better disposition than Phillip Wittendon ever did. Though that did not mean he wasn’t often a controlling and difficult master.


  With the stunning switch in his behavior, the boy became studied and focused. He spoke with the gravity of a lawyer giving his client bad news. “So to the point, Miss Alexa,” he began. “I won’t belabor this any further and I’m sure you’re curious.” Under other circumstances she might have laughed at the unnaturally mature tone, but not this time. This was not a child’s game, and she shivered as her eyes met his imperious stare. “I must say,” he cleared his throat, “I was surprised when I opened the safe and discovered this file.” He opened the leather folder to reveal a sheaf of papers and beneath them a number of black and white photographs. Although only the tips of the pictures were visible underneath the papers, Alexa immediately knew what they were without having to see them. She also knew what appeared in the documents, although it was a shock to know they still existed after all this time. “You must know about this?” He lifted his brows questioningly. She didn’t respond. “Amazing reading, and I never would have guessed. You and Dad managed a subterfuge that fooled a lot of people, including me.” An odd light appeared in his eyes as he gazed at her pale face, and as he studied her carefully, the grim set of his lips broke into an unsettling smile. 


  What exactly did he know?


  His upper lip curled and his smile turned to lust – without question, what had begun as a casual reunion was making him horny. “You’re wondering, aren’t you? Did you really fool people all that much?”


  “Luke, for god’s sake, why are you doing this? I’m sure it’s a shock…”


  “I’m doing it because I can!” he silenced her with the vicious chill in his voice. “Because this is mine, everything about it is mine. I own it all.” He made a sweeping gesture with his arm to include the house, the winery and every bit of his domain. “As long as it is mine, as long as it pleases me, I intend to let my inheritance give back to me the way all the money and power gave to my father. And just to satisfy your curiosity, yes, I knew about you and my father then – I eventually figured out that he had a thing for you. I assumed he was probably fucking you, but at the time, I couldn’t care less about my father’s sex life. Now? Now I know why you were so goddam compliant even when he was such an ass.”


  The resentment that leapt into his voice made her sweat and her stomach sour and sent her mind racing to the far corners of memory bringing back scenes from the past she’d spent the last six years trying to forget. And the boy, he was not the sad-faced youth she’d seen grieving at his father’s funeral, vulnerable and afraid. Did she even know this young man at all, with all his posturing and grim talk?


  “I always thought there was something a little odd about your being here. I just never knew what it was. Then on my last visit before he died, I caught him whipping my nanny’s bare ass with a switch until it was red with welts. Quite a picture to imprint in my brain at sixteen.” 


  She looked back in horror, her breathless ‘no’ a quiet whisper.


  “Yes, nanny, I saw him whipping you. And I bet he buggered your ass when he was done.” 


  Her face turned beet red. “What was between your father and me was a private matter.”


  “Which was exactly what I thought when I saw you.” He chuckled. “Don’t worry, I didn’t see much through the curtains. But your bobbing white ass turning bright red was hard to forget. I think it was the way you cried that moved me most. Too bad I was too freaked out to stay and watch. Always regretted that.”


  “Oh no, please…” she shook her head in distress.


  “A long time ago, nanny. Don’t worry, you didn’t damage my psyche. I assure you I was not a virgin at the time.” His dancing eyes lingered on her wretched face until he finally returned to the file before him. “That scene was the perfect finale to my winery days, but the questions it left unanswered have hounded me ever since. Then I find this in my father’s safe. What a coup! Everything is spelled out right here. I started reading it early in the evening and didn’t stop until after midnight. The answers to every question I’ve ever had about you leapt off the page like the plot of a really juicy novel. Shocking, nanny. So shocking, I had to read it again, and again… maybe a dozen times just to wrap my mind around what it says. 


  “I never would have suspected you could murder a soul, let alone your own father.”


  She’d tried to be calm as the confrontation went on, but each word he spoke only added to her distress. “No, Luke. You have it all wrong. I DID NOT murder my father!” 


  She immediately regretted the outburst when she heard Luke laugh. “Right. And how, exactly, am I supposed to believe that when I have these documents, not to mention the pictures?” He nonchalantly leafed through the black and whites, looking strangely amused by the horrifying images of her dead father. She hadn’t realized until now that Warren even had the pictures. However, those of the crime scene were few. Beneath them in the thick stack were ones that Strickland took of her to show prospective clients. She’d been photographed in a variety of lewd positions and cheesecake poses, some scantily clad, some naked, all to attract the attention of men willing to ‘take her in’ was how the man put it. Luke looked her in the eye. “The only reason that you weren’t arrested, tried, convicted and sentenced to life was because of my father’s gracious intervention.”


  “Gracious intervention!” 


  “Yes, ma’am, his gracious intervention,” he mocked her with his own affected drawl, and dug in even deeper. “You have another name for it? He salvaged your fucked-up life, but I suppose you want to turn him into a villain? What’s a few years of loyal service in fine surroundings like these compared to a life sentence in some dreary prison? I’d call that gracious invention.” 


  He spoke so contemptuously that she could hardly believe that this was the boy she nurtured and cared for. The one who hugged her voraciously when he was sad, who cried in her lap, whose tears she wiped away, scrapes she mended, cheeks she kissed when she tucked him in bed. She shielded him when he misbehaved so he’d avoid his father’s foul moods – their secret pact. She was on his side in every battle he waged with the man. Even when Luke no longer hugged her, he would come to her in an angry mood and she found a way to make him laugh – although maybe not at the very end of their relationship. It finally made sense why he was so strange to her during that last visit. 


  She could feel her emotions rising fast though she had no idea what to say.


  “Alexa Dupree is nothing but a lie,” the boy spit out as if he were the injured party. “A big fat lie.” 


  As her anger boiled to the surface a violent “NO!” suddenly ripped from her throat. Even she was surprised by the vehemence in her voice, though she didn’t stop. “I am not a lie, Luke. I’ve been Alexa Dupree for eleven years. I served my time with your father, doing his bidding at every turn. Since I won my freedom I’ve lived a quiet honest life…Alexa Dupree’s life. It’s the life I have and I want nothing more.”


  Ignoring her outburst, Luke searched through the documents for something in particular. “Ah, yeah, this is it!” He held up the paper and looked her straight in the eye. “Says here that you were a concert pianist. A good one. A child prodigy, it claims. But a bratty, rebellious one who made a lot of deprecating, very public allegations about her genius father.”


  “I was young and rash, like you are now.” She tried a conciliatory tone, but if she hoped to draw an apt comparison between their lives, it was lost on him. “I didn’t murder my father, Luke,” she tried one more time.


  “You really expect me to believe that…?” He looked at her baffled. “I have the police report right here.” He waved it front of her face. “I guess this must have been filed after you’d already fled England.” He spread documents, photographs and news clippings across his desk so she could see it all. “The tabloids certainly had a field day with you. Although it looks as if they had plenty of ammunition to back up their case, not to mention the fact that you were quick to flee once the crime was committed.”


  He sounded like a prosecuting attorney, the one she never faced. She squirmed miserably in her seat before she mustered the courage to look him straight in the eye and vow once again, “I didn’t kill him.” 


  Still, the message did not sink in.


  “You sure about that, nanny? Cops report a slam dunk, open and shut case…” His emotions built to a frenzy, a glorious frenzy, if she were to evaluate his nearly jubilant mood. “You really expect me to buy your denial just because you sound so sincere?”


  Wild bouts of anger in his past haunted her now. Scenes she would have rather forgotten. She forgave him then; he was young. Now grown, he was still a troubled young man and sinister possibilities inherent in that truth were truly frightening.


  “Yes, I expect you to buy my story because we trust each other – at least we once did.” She hoped to take the high road, though all the while she could feel her alter ego wanting to push back and push back hard.


  “I’m afraid that buying your story is pretty stupid after what I’ve seen here.”


  “Don’t be foolish. You can’t assume that everything you read there is true.”


  “You’re calling me foolish?” he snapped, not liking the sound of the word.


  Seeing how his eyes flashed, she backed off, “I’m only suggesting that you weigh what’s there with what you know about the Alexa Dupree who was your nanny.”


  The look in his eyes grew darker. “But I didn’t have a nanny. I had a whore masquerading as a nanny,” he barked. “But what better way for the old man to explain your presence in his house.”


  “Luke, please. That was years ago. I’m sure this was all a shock to you, and I wish I could explain…”


   “I have all the explanation I need right here,” he cut her off. “You don’t have to explain a thing.” 


  She never expected such spite, such anger; though he was so much like his father that she shouldn’t have been surprised. But while the comparison was appropriate, she sensed some deeper angst in the boy that had nothing to do with his natural temperament. This reached back far into his past and likely, at least for the most part, had nothing to do with her. Understanding that, she knew the futility of her arguments. Her mind tried desperately to figure a way out of the awkward moment, but the boy confused her. She had no idea what he wanted her to say…or if there was anything she could have said to appease his mood.


  “I didn’t mean to upset you, Luke.” She looked at him with a sorry face. “Perhaps this wasn’t such a good idea. I should go.”


  She started to rise, but was immediately halted with a terse, “Sit the fuck down, you’re going nowhere.”


  “Luke, really, I don’t see any point in pursuing this further.”


  This time she made it to her feet, all the way to the open door. She could have walked through and closed it behind her. But what then? She didn’t think any further than that because she knew in her bones that the conversation with Luke Tatum was not over. He wouldn’t let her walk away – a fact he confirmed just seconds later.


  “If you think Bo’s going to drive you out of here, you’re wrong, nanny. Sit the fuck down!”


  She stood stock still, feeling a recognizable warmth growing in her belly in reaction to his tone of voice. She wanted to go back in time, call a halt to this ‘mood’ of his with the same kind of terse decree she sometimes needed to use when he started getting mouthy with her. She’d always been able to bring his surly attitude to an abrupt halt. But he was just a child then, she wasn’t sure that her methods would work now. Feeling diminished by his new knowledge of her, she decided to be less bold. She finally turned around and, to her surprise, the anger was gone from his eyes. He looked more like himself, and while he was no longer a boy, she could still detect the kernel of sweetness that warmed her heart so many times.


  “Go on, sit,” he said, nodding to the chair.


  She hesitated, then finally sat. Her body was flushed with arousal, dangerously so. Since arriving at the winery, she’d fought off memories as if they were cobwebs. She flailed at them uselessly, but they clung to her still, subtlety altering her mind and her mood, and hurling her back to the attitude of surrender required of her by his father when she was in this house. Hearing the terse command, she couldn’t stop herself from sitting on cue, as if he were in charge now, which only made her more confused. A little of that sassy, alter-ego brat might have been helpful, might have given her some courage, but she couldn’t seem to raise the wild girl from wherever she lay hiding.


  Keeping his eyes on her until she was in the chair, Luke closed the leather file, stood up and walked around the desk, where he leaned back against the front edge in a distinctly authoritarian move. He seemed to have changed moods again as if he could don them like a suit of clothes. For the most part the bitterness was gone from his voice, but so was the light-hearted boy. While at times she had the feeling he was making things up as he went along, he was focused now, and spoke directly with a clear purpose in mind. “Why I asked you to come should be obvious to you by now. Maybe you’d like to ignore the facts, pretend that your other life didn’t really happen. But it did. I was there. I saw enough of it to know that you and my father had an unusual relationship. When I saw him whip you the truth dawned. Now that I’ve seen the file, I know what bound you to him and it all makes sense.”


  The fire in her belly continued to swell as she listened to him speak. Such certainty from one so young. Despite her misgivings and mounting fear, her sex was alive and riveted on the boy’s fierce lust. Where he was leading seemed so wrong, so terribly depraved, but she made no attempt to squash the uneasy feelings. They almost seemed cause for celebration, even if the celebration was moving her down a path she been utterly determined to avoid. 


  “So what do I do with that file? All the juicy details, the X-rated photographs, an accusing police report, and that tidy little document with your signature that bound you to my father. I’ve been round the block a dozen times with that file and you know what?”


  She stared at him blankly and shook her head. 


  He seemed colder still as he went on. “Much as I appreciate that you’ve been living the last six years as a free woman – which may very well be what you deserve, I’m afraid I just can’t overlook the obvious fact that you haven’t satisfied your contract with my father. Nowhere does it state that the terms cease on the man’s death, in fact, there’s a survivor’s provision written right into the document, in which you are quite literally passed down to me like any other piece of my father’s property.” She visibly recoiled hearing him say this. “How does it feel to be chattel, nanny?”


  Like it did every fuckin’ moment of my years in this house, her alter ego screamed inside her head. How could this be happening again!


  “I’m sure his death was a day of celebration for you. Freedom after five years under his rule. Must have been quite a relief. Maybe you grieved him…I saw the tears. I remember that face well. Funny, though, what I remember most the day of his funeral was a light in your sad eyes I’d never seen. I knew you were glad he was gone. I had a hunch at the time that he had some hold over you that was never disclosed to me, until now. And now that you’re chattel again, it’s up to me to decide how you spend the next few years.” Though it sounded as if he was taking the dilemma before him quite seriously, the lewd glimmer in his pale blue eyes suggested where his decision might lead. No, no! This couldn’t be happening. It was too weird, too crazy! Had the boy gone mad!


  And yet, despite her immediate revulsion at the sexual implications, she couldn’t deny the strange eroticism inherent in this curious exchange. He made her wait while he strolled the room, putting on quite a dramatic show as he absently inspected his father’s collection of knickknacks and pictures. There was a distinctive force about him, something driven and powerful contained in his muscles and bones, in the way he walked and stood and carried himself. An adult not a child, he was utterly confident of himself and what he had planned. She watched him closely, waiting for him to say more as he studied in depth a small da Vinci sketch that his father had purchased in Paris twenty years before. So focused, he seemed hardly aware that she was even in the room, but though his eyes didn’t waver, she knew he kept her in his sights from afar, and every second that passed, the energy between them mounted. He had a flare for the theatrical much like Warren, and all of the sexuality. Waiting for him to speak became a lesson in patience and yes, prayer!


  When finally he turned, their eyes met. 


  “As I see it, nanny, you’re still wanted for murder, still the only suspect in your father’s death. What you gained in the arrangement with my father was a chance for freedom – but only after you completed the terms of the agreement. My father’s death doesn’t make up for the fact that you are bound to a contract you signed of your own free will, which required ten years service in my father’s employ. You served just five, and now you owe me, his heir, the final five.” He paused to sit down, as if assuming an official role, and like a judge passing sentence, he declared: “You’ll remain here until you’ve satisfied the terms of the agreement in full.”


  Her apprehension turned to panic within seconds. “Surely you don’t mean that?” she practically leapt from her seat, but his eyes kept her fixed in place.


  “Want me to repeat myself?” He stood again and sauntered forward.


  “No, no, I heard you. But…you can’t be serious—” she searched his face, but saw no room for compromise in his hard expression.


  “I’m as fuckin’ serious as I’ve ever been. Whether you like it or not, you can’t disagree with the facts. You had nearly six years of freedom to enjoy, now it’s time to pay off the debt.”


  Fuck this, Alexa! The rebellious wild girl inside her chose that moment to scream at her, but the contest was already lost. Any bold moves that could extricate her from the current dilemma would be useless now. She stared about her, panicked.


  As if he read her mind, Luke jumped in … “And don’t think that escaping this valley will let you off the hook. The resources I have at my disposal clearly trump your own. You come up missing, I’ll hunt you down and haul you back. Not only that, I’ll add on a month for every infraction of the rules – just like the agreement says.”


  She couldn’t believe what she was hearing.


  Her neck, her face, her hands were hot. Blood throbbed through veins so hard that her chest hurt and her head ached. She felt as if she were about to burst. Frozen in place, she prayed for something, anything to stop this madness.


  “No, Luke! Please…”


  But he’d already moved around behind her, and grabbing a hold of her hair, he yanked down hard, straining her neck and forcing their eyes to meet once more. “You can ‘pretty please’ me all you like, nanny, but you know what I want.” 


  In that instant she did. Not before. Not even a second before had she entirely understood the truth, but now, in his eyes she saw the same lust-filled passion she’d seen in his father. They were the same in every way that mattered. Different men of different generations, but with the same savage desire for domination burning in their gut.


  Once before, she’d been unceremoniously ripped from her life and shoved into another one, not of her own making. It was happening again…


  …the horror of it happening again and she only had herself to blame.


  She’d been too content. Too easily duped by a false sense of security in that ‘borrowed life’. 


  What a fool to think that she was safe. If only she had fled the state when Warren died. She could have lived in obscure safety in some place far from this false nirvana. If not then, she should have split as soon as the letter from Luke landed in her mailbox. 


  Letting go her hair, Luke sauntered back around the chair, eyeing her all the while deep in thought. She had only to close her eyes and it could have been Warren with his eyes fixing her in an imperious stare. It made no difference that it was Luke staring down at her; the lust was obvious and her own was real, and in some cosmic sense, what was about to happen had already been written. The horror it, and the wonder, already been written. For a moment it seemed that every savage scene of depravity that she suffered in this room marched before her eyes in a grand parade, a reminder of what was to come. She’d adapted to Warren, become used to the man, his moods and every odd quirk that made up his complex personality. Despite the unequal nature of their relationship, they’d made peace with each other inside the tiny world they shared. The sexuality was hellish, but amazing way it seemed to come straight from her own depraved fantasies, as if Warren had direct access to her private thoughts. He had found the wild girl and milked the possibilities of that naughty slut for all they had to give him. 


  But Luke? He was still a boy. A boy in a man’s body, perhaps, but still a boy, flushed with the


  testosterone of youth and in possession of more wealth than any boy of that age had a right to command. How would this ever work? How would she survive? Though the questions rolled through her mind, she had no answers. Not one.




  Chapter Three


  


  The silence that followed Luke’s grand revelations seemed to stretch on forever. He returned to the front of the desk, leaned his rear against the edge and finally said, as if making casual conversation with the neighbor. “So, did you kneel for him, nanny?” 


  She looked up, quietly replying: “Yes, I knelt for him.” She shuddered at the admission, and yet her arousal suddenly billowed like wildfire beneath her calm exterior. Beneath that, the seeds of anger and indignation had already been planted and had begun to grow in equal measure. 


  “Then you’ll kneel for me,” he returned, his voice haughty and cold.


  Her heart skipped anxious beats. “You’ve got to be kidding!”


  “This is no joke, Alexa.” She could see by the firm conviction on his lips that it was not. 


  “You mean now?” There was a hollow place in the pit of her stomach that ached with an unholy need.


  “Yes, goddam it, now!” he spit back angrily, pointing to the tile floor. “On your knees.”


  Her hesitation riled him, and within a second of her balking response, he leapt forward, grabbed her hair and shoved her to the floor. “I said on your knees, nanny.”


  But when her knees hit the tile she snapped. Tossing aside the phony composure, she channeled her seething rage through terse words, spitting out an ill-advised, “If you’d just stop calling me nanny!” as she jerked back and forth trying to wrench from his grasp.


  He let go, but responding to the snappish retort he kicked her thigh with the toe of his boot and her body pitched forward on the tile. Crouching beside her, he grabbed another fistful of hair and shook it hard again. “I’ll call you whatever the fuck I’d like, NANNY! Now kneel! Just like you knelt for my father. Exactly like you knelt for him.” 


  He shoved her against the floor, and letting go of her hair, he rose to his feet and stood directly above her as she slowly disentangled herself and moved to her knees. Gulping back tears, she took a deep breath. Though flushed with humiliation, she did as she was told. She clasped her hands behind her, raised her chin and lowered her eyes as she’d been taught. Her chest heaved as she silently fumed, though there was no mistaking the quality of her anger, and the fact that it was taking every act of will she could muster to keep it safely stifled. Even then the rage appeared to leak out at the seams and rise up around her like a cloud.


  “So, was that so hard?” 


  “No, sir,” she spat out.


  He smirked at her reply. “Ah, and you’re calling me sir,” he declared with a mocking air of jubilation. “How quickly you adapt. This might be easier than I thought.” He circled her kneeling form, then stopped and stood back in triumph. “Perfect. A well-trained sex slave at my beck and call. Just a few minor details to attend to.” 


  A rough war commenced between her raging libido and her disgust over the terrible turn her life had taken. But then Luke stepped forward and touched her face, running a delicate finger along her cheek and across her mouth. Her lips parted, and she could feel a desiring gasp escape. He continued the teasing play, running his fingers over her mouth and between her lips. One finger slipped inside that she sucked without thinking, and was almost sad when he pulled it away. He came back pinching her cheeks and her lips, squeezing them roughly as if he would yank them from her face. She replied with tiny shrieks and breathless groans. Her anger retreated as her desire surged. She wanted more, at the same time wanted none of it. But the wanting seemed to win – it had been far too long since her wicked, rebellious demons had been satisfied this way. After running a hand through her hair and down her neck, he grabbed and mauled her like a man possessed. Her face, her cheeks, her chin, her lips were his, everything was his. Swirling, spinning, spiraling downward, she was his, not herself anymore, but his. 


  No, no! this can’t be happening, not again, the little voice in her swore, and swore again, though it was too timid to be heard. The voice of the tramp, the rebel, the naughty brat that liked it hard and rough, and sex with danger, drowned out that timid voice of caution. As Luke’s mauling hand continued the crude foreplay, the sexual Alexa was reborn in the trampy slut that emerged. Her chest heaved with desire and her pussy spasmed again and again and again until her panties were soaked, and the evidence of her arousal was obvious, even to Luke. 


  “So,” he finally pulled his hand away and looked down at her with a broad smile, “not as distasteful as you claim, is it?”


  She didn’t answer.


  “Is it!” he snapped. 


  Still she was mute. 


  He reared back in anger and slapped her face, which stunned them both, though he hardly lost a beat as he snarled at her, saying, “Answer me when I speak to you!”


  Her hand flew to her burning cheek. “Yes, sir,” she meekly returned, but it wasn’t enough.


  “No, you tell me the truth. Tell me you’re turned on!” His eyes burned hot and his voice became harder still. “Tell me!”


  “Yes, yes, of course, I’m turned on,” she shot back, feeling annoyed and ashamed. She shook her head, fuming; then she clamped her mouth shut and glared at him.


  The air bristled with tension, and for a moment she worried that the battle would escalate further, but instead, Luke backed off in a conciliatory gesture and smiled, significantly easing the enmity between them. “Yeah. Good. Let’s keep it honest from now on,” he said mildly, then his eyes sparked once more. “You can’t tell me that the woman in those pictures wasn’t enjoying every minute of that abuse. I won’t make you admit that now, but you will,” he chuckled darkly, “when it’s me delivering the abuse.”


  He turned his back on her and strolled to the cabinet in the corner behind him, the one to the side of the French doors leading to the private garden. With the cabinet door open, she was unable to see inside; and though her curiosity was piqued, only when Luke closed the door and walked back with a small cane clutched in his fist did she realize that it had been restocked with at least some of the items she and Bo had packed away after Warren died. Tapping the cane against the side of his thigh he moved closer, looking more fearsome and in control than he had at anytime that day. The cane, as a talisman, gave him power he was too young to possess, though thankfully, his plans for her were much more benign than the beating she feared.


  “You have no idea how much this pleases me. At one time I thought my father was a mad pervert. But after getting a taste of what it feels like to control a woman, I can see why he did it. It’s fuckin’ hot!” He was chuckling to himself, enjoying the power he wielded over her. “And so easy. Must be in your blood, too, you’re so easy.” He laughed at her expense. “At one time you answered to the great Warren Tatum, now you’ll answer to me!”


  “Oh, Luke, please,” she tried one more time, but there was little fight in her. 


  “Don’t even try,” he chided. He was so puffed with self-importance that there’d be no getting to him now. “So, Lexy, how about I get a good look at my property?” He chuckled again in the same dark way. “He called you property in his journals. I think he liked to think of you that way. His property, like the fields of grapes and the harvest wine and this house, and every goddam thing in his universe was his property and belonged to him. Everything but the people he couldn’t control was his. But you? You were different, you were his, as much as that fancy Chagall you love so much. Property…” he smiled. He seemed to like the sound of it and what it meant. He strolled about her looking thoughtful and snide at the same time. “I’ve been pondering that fact for the ten days, trying understand what it really means. I’ve combed through his journals, and those images, and every speck of correspondence that took place between him and a guy named Strickland.” He noticed her flinch at the sound of the name. “I suppose you know the man?” She nodded. “Well, it’s all amazing stuff, but you know what I keep getting stuck on? The idea that even in these civil times, a man has a right to own a human female and call her property – I find that the most amazing thing.” He paused, letting her dwell on that thought. “You have no idea how much I’ve been looking forward to the moment when my property shows herself to me. So, Ms. Lexy…let’s get moving.”


  Still kneeling, still with her hands clasped behind her back, she didn’t move, didn’t alter the pose. 


  Gazing at her annoyed and a little rattled, he finally snapped: “What? Didn’t I say the right words? Or are you living with a ghost – In daddy’s house, we play by daddy’s rules. Is that how you figure it?”


  “I don’t figure it any way at all,” she replied.


  “Yes, but you’re pissed and you’re hurt and you’re still pretty much in shock. I can live with that; it’s only natural considering what you lost today. However, this is my game now, we play by my rules, and when I want a good look at my property, you better start shedding clothes – without my having to order it up with some fancy words. Of course, if you don’t want to do it the easy way, I can always string you up as the old man would and cut them off myself. I just figured that since this is the first day of your reborn captivity, I’ll let you make the choice.”


  Choice? There was no choice. “May I stand then?” she asked. 


  “If it makes it easier for you to strip away those awful clothes, by all means stand. You know what I want. Just do it.”


  Knowing he’d won that round, he retreated to the leather reading chair beside the desk, and settled in to watch the show…short as it would be. 


  Alexa was anxious and breathing hard when she finally moved on the boy’s last instruction, though it was an order she knew well. As she might have done for Warren six years before, she hurriedly jumped to her feet and began to disrobe, slipping out of her flip-flops, unbuttoning her shorts and pushing them down her thighs. She kept her eyes downcast and averted his gaze. He was too much to look at. Too handsome, too sexy, too much like his father, and too much like the boy she’d helped raise, which made what was happening now all wrong. Although her wild alter-ego didn’t think it wrong. The wild girl liked that Luke was young and sexy, as horny and kinky as his father – and probably a lot more fun than Warren, too. She would have embraced this day as a moment of victory for her libido, and only regret it later when her unruly inner spirit inevitably clashed with the boy who held the whip – and the combination to the safe. 


  In the spirit of that sexier alter-ego, Alexa crossed her hands in front of her torso, grabbed the hem of the tank-top and drew it up over her head, discarding the flimsy thing on the floor. Bobbing free of the top’s built-in bra, her round breasts wobbled for a moment before Luke’s leering eyes until they settled in place. Her pink nipples, once smooth, quickly turned into hard knots, and he eagerly responded to the sight of her nearly naked body, though he didn’t say a word while he waited for her to finish. He sat in his chair and stared. 


  There was just the panties left, just the slip of pink cotton separating her one world from another, one life and the next. Discarding those took little fuss. They fell into a pile with the other castoff clothes once she stepped from the tiny thong and revealed for him the last of her intimate secrets. Her pubic mound was shaved of nearly all its hair; what was left was neatly trimmed. 


  If she expected compliments from Luke, she was living in a dream world. “What’s with the hairy cunt?” he snapped. “While you’re with me you’ll shave it off and keep it shaved smooth. Not a speck of hair, you hear?” His eyes drilled her until she nodded her consent.


  How quickly she’d been reduced; in little more than an hour in the boy’s presence she was standing before him naked, ready to sink to her knees on his command. And now suddenly, the distasteful thought of what Luke suggested had taken a backseat to her aching desire. He was sexy; she was turned on. And despite the difference in their ages, despite the clout he wielded over her life, despite the fact that she’d been his nanny, for god’s sake, the only thought in her mind at that moment of her unveiling was getting fucked and screwed by the horny young buck who stared her down with a coldly lecherous stare. 


  Maybe, she rationalized, if he slaked his lust with her now it would diffuse the fire in his loins and he’d give up the silly nonsense about enforcing Warren’s contract. It was a good excuse, but as sensible as it must have seemed, she couldn’t ignore the fact that, above all else, she and the wild rebel within her wanted him as much as he seemed to want her. It had been so long since this naughty side of her had had any fun. It felt as if an old friend had come back to her. 


  With her pink thong atop the pile of clothes, she waited for his next demand, trembling, uncertain, and scared to death that she would spontaneously erupt with a shattering climax; she was just that hot. 


  “You do that like a pro,” Luke commented as he gazed at her lovely nakedness. The sight of her naked body couldn’t have been much of a surprise – after all, he’d often seen her in a bathing suit when she was nanny and he was in her charge. And yet, for the first time in his life he looked at her with unbridled lust. He’d had a crush on her in his teens when the first flush of puberty turns a young man insanely sexual, but she was just a fantasy then, and his crush brought only frustration to a boy who was ready to fuck. Alexa knew that at the time and wrote it off to boyhood infatuation. But he was beyond that now, young still, but mature enough to appreciate a womanly body and understand what a prize had fallen into his lap with no real effort on his own. His eyes seemed to stab her while they made a thorough study of her assets, missing nothing, then he motioned for her to turn around so he could see it all.


  Alexa had just enough body fat to round out her curves in a pleasing way, so the line from her ample breasts flowed easily to her snug waistline and the natural swell of her hips below. Her thighs were lean, her rounded bottom high and firm, and her legs still coltishly youthful. Luke eyed her with fiendish desire, with hands twitching, as if any moment he’d rise up and start grabbing for body parts he’d been long denied.


  The more he stared, the more she wanted him to take her. By then she was ready, her fear tucked away, her anger squelched, and the wild girl primed for one hellava good ride. Maybe the act would be tainted by the circumstances, but who the fuck cares about such silly details when fucking might take care of the whole damned mess? She was in her element now, perhaps more in control than she could ever be. She could see his crotch and the way his stiffening cock tented the denim of his jeans. One glance was enough. She would rebel against his command of her – the wild girl in her wouldn’t be happy if she didn’t. But then, the wild girl wouldn’t be happy if she didn’t fuck him at least once. 


  She could leave the rebellion for another day, although by the time they were done, rebellion might be a moot point. She’d wear him out; she’d change the game, she silently swore. 




  Chapter Four


  


  Luke moved from his chair to her side, a little nervous in his approach. More from excitement than fear, she supposed, but perhaps from fear as well. Not every day did a young man have the opportunity for uncomplicated sex with a woman who was bound by fate to surrender. But though shaky from the adrenalin rush, he wasn’t in the least bit shy when he ran one hand down the crack of her ass, and another along her slit up front. He found her clit, and intrigued by the pulsing bud, he thrummed and squeezed it until she shrieked and her body visibly spasmed from the rush of energy. Suddenly he jabbed two fingers in her pussy, and she spasmed again, lifting on tiptoe, then settling back. Her body was hot, her nerves jittery and on edge, her heart racing; she worried that his next touch would send her teetering on the verge of a monumental explosion she’d be unable to hold back.


  “You’re wet,” he said.


  “No lie.” She panted, mouth open.


  “And you’ve changed.”


  “Changed? What do you mean I’ve changed?” She gazed about, annoyed and flustered.” I haven’t changed at all.” Why was he even saying that?


  “Wrong there, nanny,” he snarled in her face, then he paced around her, his energy all fired up. “You were a girl when I knew you then, you were young and scared, like me. Scared of Tatum, scared of this house. We were alike that way…”


  Alike? How could they be alike? “But we’re not alike now, not alike at all…” she answered.


  “Humph. Don’t be so sure. We’re more alike than you think… Ms. Alexa Rebecca Dupree.” He left her staring at him as he retrieved the cane from his chair then walked back to her side. Slowly he circled her feverish body while lightly striking her flesh with the bamboo rod – on her breasts, her thighs, her belly and ass. The erratic staccato of strikes picked up in tempo and severity. Soon, the cane seemed to jump off her skin with every snap, leaving red welts rising on her flesh. Even slight taps stung the skin and caused her anxious body to flinch. Yet, the ensuing pain was still too reasoned, too measured, and unlikely to rip her from the sensuous subspace to which she’d been driven. The threat was always with her; the chance that any second he’d step back and lay into her with the full force of his youthful power held her enthralled.


  But that was the game, was it not? The game of masters and slaves, men and subordinates, the favored and the damned. It was all about the teasing and mockery, the humiliation of the powerless in the presence of temporal authority. As the boy circled her with such deliberate intent, laying on strike after strike, she realized to her chagrin that he’d taken control of her just as his father had. The shoes of the sadist fit the boy as if they were made for him, not just borrowed from his old man. His control of her was astonishing and a terrible thing to accept, but deny it all she liked, push the desire from her body a thousand times, she could no more sweep away her yearning for moments like this than she could change the color of her eyes or the shade of her hair. What was she thinking to ever deny herself this kind of pleasure in that very sane outside world. 


  They were close, nearly skin to skin. The air between them prickly, agitated, raw like her emotions, like her tattered heart and weary brain. His dominant energy swallowed her up. Every time the bamboo snapped against her unprotected skin, her lust took a flying leap forward and her desire amplified in volume. So did his. For a time there was turmoil: fits and starts; lips that didn’t quite meet to kiss; hands anxious to touch, but afraid; eyes unwilling to connect. The rising roar of energy engulfed them in a potent fury of clashing needs. He clutched her hand and wouldn’t let go. His fingernails dented her flesh and still he wouldn’t release his grip. At last, he backed off and circled her one more time, rapping the cane against her in sharp biting snaps. Each one caused her to lurch with pain. When he moved in behind her, the cane came down on her bare shoulders with relentless speed for nearly twenty seconds before he finally paused. 


  “Sheeeeeeesh… ow, ouch, ohmigod!” With the cane striking at will, she moaned in fitful bursts as if she were suffering terribly, and yet her hungry body begged silently for him to go on. 


  “On your knees, bitch!” he roared, and without thinking, she instantly dropped to the floor, banging her knees against the hard tile. So delirious with arousal she barely felt the pain. 


  He was before her in seconds, his crotch at her face, his cock in her mouth, and so the blowjob began with a flurry of tongue and teeth and sucking lips passionately driving the boy to a frantic pitch. He held on to her head and drove his cock deep with every adamant thrust. She choked, but came back to him without hesitation, again and again, gulping breaths as all nine inches of the erection lunged to the back of her throat. She gagged once, and before she could back off to catch her breath, he shoved himself back down and stayed there, pumping madly while she choked and slurped his thrusting cock.


  Driven now, she kept on with relentless tenacity, soon forgetting her own fierce arousal and focusing solely on his. She could feel her pussy pulsing and on the brink of climax a dozen times, but she refused to get off. Like her, Luke was at the edge and holding back, though with every shove of his cock down her burning throat, Alexa could feel the demand increase in him. Any second, she expected him to explode, yet for minutes more he held off, fucking her face until he could no longer stop the powerful blast.


  He cried out like a man possessed, screaming, “Fuck me, you sorry slut,” as he grabbed her hair and forced his cock even deeper. “Gawd, yes, you bitch, fuck me! Fuck me, nanny, yes, yes, yesyesyes…” he cried so many times that the fucking noises and the heated screams became nothing but a senseless blur. 


   Then he suddenly came, spewing ropes of sticky semen down her throat. She gulped, frantically swallowing his cum, though she had difficulty keeping up. At last, he began to back away; while he continued to come in random bursts, leaving cum in her mouth and on her cheeks and dribbling off her lips. A few stray gobs dropped from her chin to her quivering breasts and stayed there, jiggling like jelly. 


  Exhausted, Luke pushed her back, stumbled to his chair and sank into the deep cushions, breathing hard.


  “Go get me a beer, will you…” he growled then sighed big and leaned his head back, closing his eyes.


  Alexa remained on her knees gasping for air as she began to calm. She heard him say something about a beer, but her mind quickly dismissed the thought. She simply couldn’t move, and she surely couldn’t think about finding the boy a beer. Letting the quiet in the room settle in, she gazed at the floor, letting her mind drift. She absently looked toward the windows then followed the annoying fly as it buzzed the scene. She averted his gaze at all costs; she needed time to recover from the savage blowjob without his eyes glaring into her. Her mouth hurt, her tongue felt scorched, and she could still taste the sweet, thick flavor of his cum, even though she wished she could wash that taste away. 


  The physical recovery was easy, but as her mind kicked in again and she recalled her depraved behavior of the last hour, the truth stunned her sober. She’d been his nanny, for god’s sake! She was thirty-three; he just twenty-one! This felt all wrong – wicked, immoral and wrong.


  “You’re not his nanny anymore!” the wild-girl taunted from within. You want him, slut!


  The wild girl was right. Luke was no longer a boy, and she was no longer the boy’s nanny, no longer, the pretty-faced girl in his father’s house who took him horseback riding on lazy summer afternoons, on picnics in the woods, and on one rainy day voiced with ease all nine characters from Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs as she and the nine year old Luke giggled and laughed their way through the silly story.


  Yes, they’d been a good deal alike. Luke’s first summer at the winery with his new nanny was filled with hours of silly games and youthful wonder, as the progeny of two rich and prominent men retreated into an untroubled, childhood bliss. No matter that beneath their charming slide into worlds of fantasy there lurked Alexa’s sexual servitude and Luke’s festering darkness. For one enchanting summer, the two shared what they were never allowed to enjoy before. They became their own grisly fairytale replete with daring exploits and frivolous pursuits by day. By night, tears of woe and sadness gathered in around them. They lived with their demons hovering at the gates and ready to grab them and bring them down.


  That summer never repeated… the next was a little more sane, but still a joyous one. Each summer that passed at the winery, all five of them, brought a chance to let off steam. But as each summer came and went, the boy became more troubled and Alexa less free, as the bonds that held her captive to the father tightened. 


  These were tough years. And now the two had traded places. He’d stood above her in the pecking order while her place was clearly on her knees. The fact that the change was so swift and so encompassing would stun her every time she thought of it in the ensuing days. 


   “Didn’t I tell you to get me a beer?” Luke’s sharp voice jerked her from her memories. She looked up to see him glaring at her from the chair. Her knees ached and her throat was parched.


  “Yes, sir…” she spoke with haste, then hurriedly rose to her feet. “In the kitchen…the beer in the fridge?”


  “No, in the dining room, in the cooler. I keep it there.”


  She dashed that way, her feet remembering the familiar steps so that she didn’t have to think.


  The dining room looked no different than it had six years before; hardly a thing had changed since she walked out, as if it had been frozen in time. The cooler was nearly the size of a normal refrigerator, built inside a custom cabinet next to the long sideboard, and seamlessly blending with the rest of the built-ins. Warren rarely used the cooler, for reasons Alexa never understood. However, it was stocked full of beer now, just as the boy said. The entire three shelves were filled with six-packs; and in the door were items typical for a twenty-one year old boy: take-out cartons, a shriveled apple, a half gallon of milk, likely sour. Alexa quickly surveyed the beer, all four brands, all but one from Microbreweries she’d never heard off, the fourth a Heineken Light. So which one? she wondered. Stymied by her quandary for several seconds, she finally jumped hearing Luke’s voice call out, “I need a goddam beer!” She grabbed the first bottle she could lay her hands on, a light ale from a local brewery, and quickly returned to where Luke lay back in his chair, snoring softly. 


  At her approach, he opened his eyes, grabbed the bottle from her hand and chugged the entire thing, handing the bottle back when he was done. “Bring me another, and get one for yourself.”


  Alexa sat with her bare butt on the cool tile. By then, the red marks from the caning had pretty much vanished, causing Luke to notice how her skin was now as soft and pale as it had been when the day started. 


  “You don’t mark much, do you?”


  “No.”


  “I guess that’s a challenge for me, huh?” he said, although he didn’t seem particularly interested in her at the moment. 


  She remained where he ordered her: on the floor opposite his chair with her back resting uncomfortably against the hard edge of the coffee table. She was close enough to tease with the cane and far enough away to ignore. Leaving the cane on the table beside him, he went for the TV remote, aiming at the small set that sat on a table six feet behind her back. He flicked through the channels while he drank his second beer and she sipped hers; then finally he settled in to watch a poker match with such fixed attention that he seemed to have completely forgotten that she was in the room. Her mind checked out again and didn’t come back until she felt something poking at her privates. She’d sat on one hip with her legs together and her pussy tucked between them, while Luke was determined to pry her legs apart. She blushed when her eyes met his face, but immediately understood what he was after. Shifting positions on the tile, she sat squarely on her ass, bent her knees, drew her feet up to her ass, and opened wide, leaving everything private exposed, and everything Luke wanted ready for his next torment.


  Her desire took another sudden orgasmic leap – anything he did to her now would cause a similarly erotic response. 


  “A stroll down memory lane for you, I imagine,” he said, as he gleefully poked at her cunt with the tip of his cane. 


  She winced and he backed off briefly, “Yeah, sure,” she hedged, “just not a stroll I planned to take.”


  He smiled twistedly and began teasing her pussy with the cane again, jabbing her labia so that every poke caused her pussy to spasm. But while every poke and prod and jabbing dig sent her body to another level of arousal, each one heaped on more humiliation. How could she possibly come to this? What angry god wished her to suffer so? 


  “But how quickly you adapt. Alexa. Just don’t let the memories cloud your thoughts. I own you now, and whatever you had with my father is history. Savor the memories when I’m not around, but when I am, make sure that your attention is on me.” He practically snarled as he proudly announced, “I’m young. I’m selfish, and I’m reckless. And I’m going to do as I please with you. Whatever I do to you comes from me, not my fuckin’ old man. He might have been an interesting study, but now that you’re back where you belong, you better remember that it’s me in charge. I make up the rules and you obey them, simple as that.”


  “And the rules are?” she probed.


  He shrugged. “How the hell do I know? I make ‘em up as I go. Just do as I say, and what you think I want. You’re bound to piss me off, so don’t bother being perfect. I’d hate you even more for that and will likely beat you to a pulp.”


  He poked her again and she flinched. This time, the tip of the cane jabbed her hard, then jabbed her hard again. She grunted, recoiling from the nasty stabs, then tried to shake him off, but one nasty jab just led to another and another. After a while her annoyance with his teasing play began to show in her grimacing expression. This only inspired him to wiggle the little tip of the cane as far and as deep as it would go inside her pussy.


  “Damp little thing. Does it ever go dry?”


  Rarely, she thought to herself. “Of course it does,” she replied.


  “Right. With men who leave you cold.”


  Though few men do.


  Her eyes were glued to his, though she was so embarrassed that she couldn’t think of a thing to say. He watched her expression change from anguish to pain to dread and bliss and all the infinite variations between. This was just a simple tease at first, but the longer it went on the more their energies gathered and their lust took hold. Alexa could see the change in him clearly, as the focus on her became less intense and the fuming desire took command of the boy. 


  He suddenly jumped from his chair, “On your feet!” and he grabbed her arm before she could rise on her own. He marched her around to the back of his chair, shoved her over the top and moving close behind her raised white bottom, he shoved his fully engorged cock into the molten wetness of her pussy. She had no idea when he freed his cock, but by then it was hard and full, and his exhaustion had fled. A dozen times during the fucking, he pulled out all but the head of his cock then thrust back in almost viciously, venting his anger. The thrusting soon morphed into a brisk but easy rhythm, producing waves of orgasmic spasms in her that rapidly rose in strength. Suddenly she was cumming with her ass grinding back against his crotch – she wanted more and she wanted it harder. Powerful tremors of pleasure surged through her in a seemingly unending parade, until finally he came himself, having deposited a load of his cum in her hungry cunt. Their cries of exclamation were simultaneous, and when they were done and only the sounds of their panting and sighing remained, an awesome silence replaced the chaos of the previous few minutes.


  Alexa’s head had been tucked into the cushion of the chair, nearly smothering her with the scent of leather. When she finally pulled up to take a breath, she found herself staring into Bo’s dark eyes across the room. He stood at the entrance, apparently waiting for them to finish, and not particularly bothered by the fact that he had to hang around until they were done.


  “The boy doesn’t waste any time, does he?” he spoke directly to Alexa and she looked away. 


  Luke stood behind her, apparently unfazed by the man’s presence. He quickly pulled himself together – though maybe he was a little embarrassed – stuffing his flagging erection in his pants, buttoning up and moving around her with some authority. 


  “Might be good if you don’t call me boy,” he said to Bo, “at least not to my face.”


  Bo nodded. “Point taken. Not intending to disturb you, but did you remember the meeting at two?”


  Gazing at the antique wall clock, Luke saw that it was already five after two.


  “Secure her. I doubt she’s stupid enough to run, but I don’t want the bother if she is.”


  “And how exactly do you want her secured?”


  Flustered at first, he looked about the room in search of something. “How about the iron collar and one of those ring bolts in the corner?”


  Bo nodded, while Luke took off for the winery office, and Alexa remained bent over the back of the chair with cum dripping down her inner thigh. Before she could ask for help, Bo swiped a handkerchief across her pussy and let it soak up the leaking juices. She flinched when he touched her flesh, then let the feeling pass. Her emotions were so bound up at that moment that she didn’t know what to feel or think. 


  One glance at his faded jeans was all the memory required to start an avalanche of emotion raging down to cloud her thoughts and dull her senses. Want, mixed with anger, fear, resentment and rage, fought for control. And then there was the intensity of her desire on top of all that. At last she took a breath and let him help her to her feet. 


  “Why don’t you just drive me out of here?” she asked in a sad monotone. 


  “I have my orders.”


  “Ones you could easily defy.”


  “And lose my job if I do?” he answered curtly. “Sorry, I’m not that noble. Luke’s determined. I could try talking him out of this, but it won’t do a damn bit of good. He’s a kid with a new toy. As long as you’re his current obsession, you’d better play his game and hope he’ll tire of it soon.” He ambled toward the cabinet of toys with Alexa following his moves with her eyes. 


  “Easy excuse for you, isn’t it?” she queried.


  “It’s not about easy or hard. It’s about keeping my job.”


  “Ah yes, your job. Just don’t think because you fucked me before that you’ll have the right to do it again,” she added spitefully. 


  “I have the right to do whatever I want with you,” he came right back. “Straight from the boy’s own lips.”


  He smiled, not a particularly triumphant or arrogant one; he might even have been sympathetic, but Alexa wasn’t about to see any compassion in Bo’s eyes. “What? This funny for you?” she blurted resentfully. “You used to be…” she suddenly stopped, as she watched him return to her with a 2” iron collar in one hand, and heavy chain in the other. A beam of sunlight from a nearby window reflected off the shiny metal and for a moment blinded her sight; the clanging chain rattled her nerves. If she took the time to notice, she would have seen Bo’s wary look, and heard the concern in his voice, but all she could see were the chains of imprisonment about to tether her to this place again. When he was at her side, the rage in her suddenly broke free. She pushed him back and ran for the door – a stupidly foolish move, but she couldn’t stop herself. Bo was just steps behind her, hauling her naked body back to him. He held her close to his chest where she could feel the familiar warmth of this body and smell the scents of pungent grapes and earthy dust, the smells Bo carried on his body and the only perfume he wore. She wanted to drink it in and relax inside the comfort of his arms; but she refused to relax and refused to breathe deep. She wasn’t ready to begin again. Dammit, she wasn’t ready! She wanted her life back, not this!


  “Why, why did this have to happen,” she murmured disconsolately. 


  Bo ran his strong hand against her back in a tender gesture of affection she didn’t want. “It didn’t,” he said. 


  But then the iron collar clamped around her throat, and when it did she let out a tiny gasp, and another anxious feeling rose up from the mess of emotion churning in her belly. 


  “I’m sure it doesn’t make much difference to you, but I am sorry about this,” Bo said.


  “Yes, I’m sure you are,” she spit back.


  “Fact is, the boy told me he just wanted to see you, for old time’s sake. I suspected there was more, but I didn’t know until I saw you now. Can’t say it wasn’t a pretty sight, and you, you didn’t seem to be suffering too much.”


  “Oh, save your feelings, Bo. I really don’t care.” She backed away and his arms dropped to his side.


  He nodded, perhaps chagrinned, though it was hard to tell. “No, I don’t suppose you would care.” He grabbed her upper arm and pulled her with him to the corner of the room by the French doors where he attached the chain from her collar to an eyebolt in the floor, leaving a length of chain about three feet long. She’d been tethered there in the past. “I’ll do what Luke wants to keep my job,” Bo said as he finished securing her, “but I won’t let him hurt you.”


  “Right. As if you could follow him around and watch his every move.” She fumed in her huddled misery. Sitting on her bare bottom, she bent her knees, drew her legs up to her ass, and smoldered silently.


  “Don’t worry, I’ll know,” he tried to assure her. 


  The truth was, she believed he would know, but it was small consolation for a day as horrific as this one had been. Still, he was sincere; Bo was always sincere, plainspoken and without malice, just as he was now. She shook her head trying to fend off her rising tears.


  “You’re really worried about this, aren’t you?” he added, as he gazed down at her troubled expression. 


  “You’re damn right, I’m worried…as I sit here naked and in chains.” They clanked and chattered as she moved, annoyingly loud, and yet the feel of her noisy restraints was enough to send a huge wave of erotic energy rising up through her body. She pushed the feeling back, afraid of what it said about her.


  Bo shook his head. “Aw, the boy’s just hyped up on testosterone, letting his inheritance go to his head. But he’s harmless, always was. Fickle, yes; rough around the edges, yes; but you have that in your favor. A couple of weeks, maybe a lot sooner, he’ll get tired of the game and move on, and you’ll just be his old nanny once again, free to go about your business.”


  “Right.” She was not so sure of his assessment. “It’s that ‘couple’ weeks I worry about. All that puffed up energy, few inhibitions, no restraints on money or his behavior. I am scared, Bo.” Her plea turned passionate.


  He patted her head and stroked her cheek with the palm of his hand. “How you choose to play his game is up to you, Lexy. As long as you’re here and in shackles, I’d recommend diving in and enjoying the ride, just like you used to do. Could be fun—and don’t try to tell me that the floor-crawling slut of six years ago has disappeared.”


  “For me she has,” Alexa snapped.


  “Bullshit,” he snapped right back, and he softly tapped her face, mimicking a slap. “She’s just hiding out waiting for a new playground…or a resurrected old one.” He grinned a lazy lopsided grin as he stood over her. 


  “Why would you think any differently? You can take me anytime you want.”


  “I suppose I can, but as far as fucking you, I won’t take you on my own this time. It’ll be your call to make if it ever happens, not mine.”


  Like a stab to the heart, the words stung even though they were intended to be another small consolation prize. Though she was pissed that he’d brought her back to this, she knew they’d eventually make amends; she’d have to if Luke kept her at the winery more than a day or two. 




  Chapter Five


  


  Rays of sunlight streaming through the far windows lit-up every dancing dust mite in the room until the air literally glittered with tiny winking sparks. Alexa watched the dance, mesmerized and numb. Two hours of hell had passed since Bo chained her in the corner, during which she heard every tick of the hallway clock, the chimes every 15 minutes, and when the clock struck four she greeted the tolling chimes like a funeral dirge. Waiting became excruciatingly painful when all she had was the hard floor and the plastered walls to comfort her listless bones. The facts of her situation depressed her, most notably the truth that despite her anger and agitation regarding her circumstances, she was incredibly aroused. She’d spent nearly six years living an ordinary life, having ordinary sex with a string of ordinary guys, none of whom had even half the appeal of either Warren Tatum, his son, or for that matter, Bo. Just an hour in this house, with her latest incarnation colliding with the old Alexa, made disturbingly clear to her that she missed the savage sex, the domination, the mindless bliss of a sub-space high. Her sexual world had been reduced to casual blowjobs and mediocre fucks with little imagination. Stabs at introducing a slightly kinkier kind of sexual foreplay had been met with odd expressions, even confusion, so she backed off – way off, until even in her most intimate moments in bed with a man her demeanor remained sunny and virtuous and oddly chaste. 


  She hated Luke for using her, for the dashing arrogance that allowed him to assume his father’s dominant role. She hated his father whose dark seed had been planted deep within his son’s fragile psyche. Most of all, she hated herself for this foolish mistake, for believing that a return to the valley could hold anything but another prison sentence. And her own despair, she despised that, too, as she sat in the corner on the hard floor and stared through embittered eyes at the walls she’d washed, the floors she’d scrubbed, the dusty corners she’d once cleaned with a toothbrush – because this was what Warren Tatum could demand of her and know with some certainty that she would obey without hesitation.


  While her mind was busy dragging itself through the details of her despair, the door suddenly banged open and abruptly swept aside her gloomy forecast. She looked up, watching Luke breeze in and move directly to his desk where he began rummaging through the drawers in search of something, which, by the look of his consternated expression, he seemed to have misplaced. 


  Given her displeasure about the whole mess her life had just become, she was amazed by the sudden rush of sexual heat that rose in her body as Luke entered the room. Determined to cast it off, she deliberately clanged the chains to get his attention.


  He looked her way, startled, as if he’d forgotten she was there. 


  “Sorry to keep you waiting,” he said absently, and he went back to his search. For an instant, he was a child again, confused, bordering on panic, obviously in distress as whatever he was looking for failed to materialize. He’d even forgotten the dominant bravado from earlier and let an apology slip. A slip his father would not have made. 


  When his cell phone rang he dashed off to take the call in private. She could hear him in the hallway arguing with someone as the conversation ebbed and flowed. She picked up bits and pieces, then nothing at all. When he finally returned, perhaps five minutes later, he’d calmed and the smile on his face was as filled with conceit and condescension as it had been when she arrived that day. Whatever had been disturbing him minutes ago seemed no longer troubling. If it still were, the disturbing thoughts were now tucked safely away. 


  “Busy day, Alexa,” he said, pleasantly. “The winery has had a good run in recent years, which is why I’m here. Why Nellis (the Tatum family attorney) insisted that I spend time getting to know the business.” While Luke seemed willing to carry on this blithe conversation with a female chained to the corner of the room, Alexa thought it absurd. Apparently he suddenly thought so, too. In a flash, he was at her side, disengaging the lock and the attaching chains so she could move back into the room. 


  “Go sit in the chair. We have business to take care of.”


  “You mind if I dress?”


  He looked at her unsure then shrugged. Whatever he had on his mind was obviously more important than whether she was clothed or not. She hurriedly scrambled for her shorts and top then sat in the chair, while Luke pulled out a side drawer and removed another file, a manila one he placed in the middle of the empty desk. 


  “Just a few things you need to do,” he said, as he pushed three single page documents and three sheets of blank paper to the front of the desk. “Copy the letters in your own hand on a blank sheet of paper. No need to make it pretty, in fact, it should look like you dashed them off in a hurry. I’ll take them to the post office in town in the morning.” 


  She looked at him perplexed. “Letters?”


  “Yes. To your employer, your landlord and your best friend, Grace.” He picked up one of the typed versions, and read aloud: “An unexpected family problem requires that I immediately move across the country…yada yada…Sorry it’s such short notice… ” He looked up and continued with his explanation. “Included in the letter to your landlord are instructions for the disposal of your personal things. Grace will do you the favor of sorting out what’s tossed and what’s boxed up and sent to a New York address I’ve listed here. For the time being, it will be your official address. The letters should effectively dismantle your sorry little life and leave few questions.”


  “Except for why I didn’t just call them to explain!” the stunned Alexa blurted out. She didn’t even want to address the fact that Luke had obviously dug into her current life enough to know who she’d need to contact. At this point deal, she couldn’t deal with the sorrow of giving up the life she created and never seeing her friends again. 


  “Don’t worry, I thought of that, too,” Luke smiled and pointed to the PS at the end of the letters, “Right here at the bottom where you apologize for the hastily handwritten note, you explain that you misplaced your cell phone and you’ve been in such a hurry to leave that you haven’t had the time to replace it. This was the best you could do. You’ll call once you’re settled.”


  “And will I be doing that?”


  “Probably not. I’ll decide later.”


  “As easy as that,” she retorted.


  “As easy as that,” and he followed with a big broad smile. “So, you just inch your way over here and dash these off like you only have a minute to finish.”


  “And if I don’t?”


  “You don’t, I’ll call Scotland Yard.” He rattled off the threat with breezy assurance, as if he called Scotland Yard every day. Then his lips curled into a snide smirk. “Yeah, what a call that would be. Can you imagine, after all these years finding the famed pianist’s missing daughter at a tiny winery in Northern California? That’s the stuff of sleazy TV movies, ripe food of tabloid journalists. I imagine the Hollywood press will pick up on it, too, don’t you think? Jackals that they are, they’ll ride this one for at least six months. Meanwhile, you’re being extradited, I’m sorrowfully dealing with the shock of my father’s shady schemes before glaring lights – turning charm to my advantage, of course – while you’re marched off to prison for murdering your father and fleeing from the scene of the crime.” 


  She didn’t even repeat her denial about the murder this time; it would only be ignored, as her other denials had been. 


  “This is what I do well,” he continued, “what I learned from my well-heeled upbringing, a near sociopath for a father and a scheming, narcissistic stepmom. Funny, you were the one wholesome thing I could point to, and you’re the one the world will condemn. Ironic, isn’t it? But I guess that’s the way life works. It’s not meant to be fair, so I don’t bother trying, and I won’t bother with you. If the old man taught me nothing else, he taught me how to manipulate the world with the clout of money, position, charm and good looks. A lot for a mere kid like me to manage, but you gotta admit, I’m holding my own.” He was proud and triumphant, but still getting used to those feelings and the power he wielded. Savoring the moment of victory, he pressed on, “And now to undo your present life so I can have you back where you belong.” His visage grew darker and his mood a little edgy. “Copy the letters, Alexa. Just like I told you.”


  For just a moment she could hear a waver in his voice, but his expression remained hardened.


  She watched him as he watched her, with Alexa wondering who would ‘blink’ first, though it quickly became clear that Luke had already won the battle and she would relent as she had in the past. He was firm. She was weak—understandable, given the unequal circumstances of their current relationship. And now the heart palpations, the queasy stomach, and the curious sexual desire that consumed her thoughts made her sexual body quake with fear and expectation – the last thing she needed now. 


  Did she have no shame? It was hard to admit, but the old wild girl was loving this in her own laughing, twisted way. Damn her! It sounded and felt like a scene from a dirty novel, a really kinky dirty novel. 


  At last she slid from the chair to the floor and made up the two foot distance to the front of the desk on her knees. She pulled up tight against it feeling the weight of her body press miserably on her knees with nothing to cushion them against the tile. Her hands shook as she picked up the pen and pulled the first letter and blank sheet forward. 


  “Word for word,” he prompted when she still seemed hesitant. 


  “Yes, sir,” she answered under her breath, and she began.


  The words she copied from Luke’s draft were written in a deliberately style suggesting that he’d put some thought into what he wanted communicated, and how that message would be understood by the recipient. With these three brief letters, mere notes really, he slammed the doors to her other life with resounding finality, leaving a sinking feeling in her stomach and sadness in her heart – although it was not a sadness she would dwell on long. She’d clung tenaciously to her rebuilt life, but now the longing for that life was swept away by a steady stream of flashbacks from her previous tenure at the winery. They came to her unbidden, moving before her mind’s eye like pictures from a dream. But these were not dreams, not imagined but real events. The stuff of memory not imagination. They clicked off like an old fashioned slideshow; each fraught with sexual substance enough to have her crotch toasty and wet, and her psyche back in the spirit of submission required of her now. With every word she copied, she could feel her resistance drop away. She returned to the mindset of surrender far easier than she believed possible. Though the wild child screamed inside her as she often did, it was not to protest. The little imp thrived on excitement and savage sex, and she wanted to be back in the clutches of a master far more than she wanted Alexa’s bland and banal life in that tiny coastal town. Of course, the wild child wanted surrender on her own terms, but she was reckless, her needs hadn’t been satisfied in months – correct that, years – so she dove in without restraint and carried Alexa through the tense moments, the shaky hands and sweaty palms, until she signed her name on the third letter and looked up waiting for what came next. 


  Luke smiled self-satisfied as he swiped the letters from the desktop and stuffed them in a manila folder that quickly disappeared into a desk drawer. His back was to her for a moment, giving her a clear view of his muscled shoulders, and the trim line of his torso to his tight ass – a sight she could feast on, along with the bravado of youth and the cool, edgy demeanor that did frightfully wonderful things to her libido. If only she had some warning, if she’d had time to prepare for this, she might have made a better show of herself; she might have felt more of her submissive nature engaged. But her anger still boiled within – how unfair this was after so many years. How long did the innocent have to suffer for one terrible mistake in judgment? 


  Suddenly Luke whipped around and fixed his dark grey eyes on her with menacing force. He was about to say something but didn’t. Then so like his behavior earlier that day, his mood suddenly switched again and a smile broke out across his face. 


  “I left the kitchen a mess last night. You can start cleaning there. I let the housekeeper go a couple days ago – to avoid any awkward questions that might arise. For all intents and purposes you have your old job back, Alexa. A few new twists I’m sure, but you’ll catch on in time.” 


  He made his way around the desk, helped Alexa to her feet, and picking up the chain that dangled from the iron collar, he led her into the kitchen. 


  She stopped short in shock, while her eyes widened like saucers as she took in the sight before her. Warren Tatum considered himself a chef, and he was not far off the mark. Nearly every weekend he spent hours in the kitchen creating an impressive feast to serve to his friends, and if no friends were around that weekend, he served the winery workers a generous meal. High-end appliances, cooking devices of every sort, gadgets, bowls, serving dishes – the kitchen was top dollar in every way, and a chef’s dream. But now? Now it looked as if the bomb had dropped. Every counter and every work space was ladened with dirty pots, food congealing on the grimy pans, and dishes stacked haphazardly waiting to be washed on the drain board and heaped high in the sink. Adding to the mess was a second layer of garbage, discarded fast food containers, pizza boxes, beer cans and empty wine bottles. The air reeked of the mélange of scents – egg, stale wine, sour milk were the first to confound her senses. 


  “Oh, dear god,” she thought to herself as her eyes surveyed the mess.


  “I don’t clean,” Luke announced, as if he disdained the very idea. This was not entirely surprising. Alexa had heard that tone before, something she associated with his snotty Eastern upbringing. When he came in the summer, it always took several days before she and Warren purged the snooty attitude and turned him back into a real boy. The older he got, the more his pretentious attitude seemed to stick. And now? Luke seemed to fall back on that hubris when it suited the situation, as it did now. 


  “Start here and work your way around the house,” Luke broke the heavy silence. “I’m sure you know it better than me.”


  She couldn’t stop herself, couldn’t keep her tongue from wagging, this was just too much of a disaster to ignore without comment. “My god, Luke, how in the hell …” she shook her head in disgust. 


  “I don’t clean,” he repeated. 


  “Good thing. No telling what kind of disaster you’d make if you did.”


  Without saying a word Luke stepped in behind her; she could feel him close, his breath on her neck and a burning sensation in her ass where she felt the pulse of his sex radiating to her behind. He placed a hand on one butt cheek and squeezed it lightly.


  “Let’s get something clear right now. This is no longer my father’s house. It’s mine. How I choose to live and what I do here is my business. As my nanny/slave,” he nastily bit off the words, “your job is to do what you’re told. We can accept the fact that I’m a slob, and that’s never gonna change, but it doesn’t keep me from wanting the house as spotless as it was when you were here before. So live with it, nanny. It’s your cross to bear, and your job to keep the place clean. Pick up the mess like the dutiful slave you are then move on to the next.”


  His hand continued to rest against her behind and when he stopped speaking, his warm breath and raging heat were all that remained. Despite her efforts to tamp down the feelings, her body tingled with desire and the wild girl wanted him in her ass right now. Alexa refused to acknowledge the feeling, nor would she move her ass against his hand or respond to his teasing fingers in any overt way. But despite her determination to fend off the effect of his roving hand, her body vibrated like a racecar engine idling on low.


  “We’re gonna get along just fine.” The tone of his voice had now softened, little of the snotty boy remained. Instead he caressed her with his words, while his hand continued to massage her ass and drive her body into a frenzy of lust. “This isn’t the old days…no, nanny, the boy’s grown up. You’ll keep my house spotless and surrender yourself when I want to screw you. That’s your job—along with anything else I desire of you.” His voice was quiet, an even, low vibrato that resonated through every atom of her quivering form. “I know what you’re thinking…I’m too young, too naïve, that you’re too old to play slave to a man so green around the edges. Maybe you’re right, maybe I am too young to have the power and money I have, but that’s not the issue here; what’s important is that I own you, Alexa, just as my father did. And you can’t tell me,” he gave her ass cheek an especially hard squeeze, “that the thought of that isn’t making you crazy right now. You’re so turned on you’re about to explode.”


  She angrily shook her head in defiance, but she didn’t dare voice her thoughts. 


  “I’m not the naïve little boy I once was. I may be young, but I’m old enough and experienced enough to tell when a woman wants me. I know that vibe and I’m feeling it now. You’ll try to suppress it; I know you will, because there’s still a snooty, rich slut inside you that has this Old World sense of propriety. She knows you’re too good for this. You want to play that game with me, fine, pointless as it is. All I’d have to do is start ramping up the foreplay,” his caress grew urgent now, “and I’ll have you screaming at the top of your lungs in unbridled sexual ecstasy. You’re easy, nanny, so easy.”


  Her body replied with a sudden lurch forward and a fierce spasm that rose up from her sex despite her desire to will it back. 


  She heard the chuckle beneath Luke’s breath, the elation, the triumph again and she winced inside.


  “You just go ahead and be the nice little English nanny, drop the American accent for all I care. Go ahead and pretend, smolder in silence as I fuck with your mind. Just understand that this is no game, the truth is in the open, and regardless of how much you’d like to think this is different, you’re just as hot and horny as I am.” He let her linger on that thought then he gave her ass a firm smack and backed away. “Now get to work.”


  ***


  By the end of the day, Alexa was dead tired and filthy. The tank top she’d started her day with was quickly discarded once it was soaked with dishwater and covered with greasy dirt. She found one of Luke’s t-shirts hanging in the hallway and wore that instead, although by the time she finished mopping the kitchen floor, the shirt was as disgusting as her own. 


  Tired to the bone, she went in search of Luke and found him in the main room resting on the sofa snoring softly, his feet propped up on the coffee table. He immediately raised his head when she appeared in the doorway, then he sat up straight and yawned.


  “You want something?”


  “The kitchen’s clean. I’d like to sleep.”


  “Sure. Go ahead. I’m going to bed too.” He began flipping through channels on the TV, ignoring her.


  “So where do I sleep?” she timidly interrupted. 


  He looked up at her and shrugged, as if this was one point in his scheme he hadn’t yet figured out, then he drew his lanky body to a stand and headed for the door. Grabbing her hand as he moved through the doorway, he led her through the hall to the bedroom wing of the house and up the stairs. Along the corridor to the left were two large master suites that opened onto a balcony overlooking a courtyard garden below. On the other side of the corridor was another, smaller bedroom, a small bath, an alcove library and two storage rooms. Luke stopped before one of the storerooms, opened the door and flipped on the overhead light. 


  “You’ll sleep here until I can trust you not to do something stupid.”


  Alexa peered in then stepped back. “Oh, please…no,” her private protest, though of course he heard. 


  “I didn’t think you’d like it but where you sleep is not your call.”


  “Couldn’t you just tie me to the bed down the hall,” she implored.


  “Sure I could. But wasn’t that the bedroom you used before?” 


  “Yes.”


  “Then you’ll sleep here. My house, my rules,” was all he had to add to get his point across. His house, his rules. She would hear that echoing through her brain all night. With his hand at the small of her back, he gave her a shove and she stumbled forward into the 8x8 windowless box of a storeroom. Even before the door closed, a feeling of claustrophobia swept through her like a north wind. She began to shudder, she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t even think. 


  “Luke, please!” she whipped around, crying from some soul deep place and sank to the bare floor at his feet pleading. “Anything but this—” 


  He greeted her pleading with a haughty grin and nodded, satisfied that he’d chosen well. “Given your reaction, this is exactly where you need to spend your first night back – and perhaps the second, third and fourth night, maybe the whole goddam month.”


  “Luke, for crissakes.”


  Though she saw a slight waver in his cold expression—an inkling of the Luke she knew—that waver lasted only a second and his visage hardened again. “I’m not a boy anymore. I’m the master in this house and this is what pleases me. Until I decide otherwise, this is where you’ll sleep. You have as much of a bed as a slave deserves and a bucket to piss in sitting in the corner.” He stood back, looking satisfied with what he said. “Now take off the clothes.”


  “But—”


  “Take off the fuckin’ clothes,” he roared back. He impulsively snatched a whip hanging against the doorpost and snapped it in her direction. The cracker grazed her upper thigh causing a nasty sting, and she jerked back, hurriedly removing Luke’s dingy wet t-shirt and her damp shorts. 


  “Now masturbate!” he shot off next, and he continued to tease her with the whip, snapping erratically against her thighs, hips and with a few cuts targeting her breasts. 


  She was tired and cold and panicked, but the order, as humiliating as the act might be, was almost heaven sent. Her bottled-up emotions came pouring forth in tears that ran down her cheeks in a steady stream. She played with her cunt because he ordered her to; and because above all, above her anger, despair and fear, she was horny. Wildly horny. Her body raged with unspent lust; and as her fingers began toying with the tingling folds of her throbbing pussy, emotion and desire detonated into a powerful spasm. “Oh, dear god, yes!” she seethed to herself as her body clenched again and again. She could suppress nothing now. At first, she was vaguely aware of Luke’s staring eyes, but as the surging spasms took hold of her body and shook her hard, even he was gone from her thoughts. Wave upon wave of orgasm ravaged her sex, and she fell back against the floor with fingers flying over her cunt and inside the slippery channel. She writhed side to side against the hardwood like a woman possessed. She was mad with need. Under her breath, she swore, “Fuck, fuck, yes, fuck, damn…” in a steady string of nonsensical expletives. In time, she could feel the torrent of desire begin to die down and her mind returned to the present moment, to her shameful display and the boy standing in the doorway witnessing the whole goddam show. He took in every twisted move and jolting climax, and when she finally caught his glance again, he took a step back and slowly closed the door without comment. 


  She was swallowed up in darkness, by black so absolute that she feared she’d never see light again. Cold crept in from beneath the door and chilled her to her bones.


  “Luke please!” was on her lips, but if he heard the anxious plea it didn’t even make a dent. She settled back in silence, listening to the solemn sound of his boots striding down the hall. Then she heard the boots stop, a door open and close; after that, she heard nothing.


  In just a few short hours she’d been ripped from the carefully constructed world she’d created on the coast of California. All that she had expected of her remade life had vanished as if it had only been a dream. Once again she’d been tossed by the fickle winds of fate. How could she possibly survive this craziness again – especially knowing that the boy, her once sweet Luke, the one really good thing to come of her life with Warren Tatum, was now little more than a madman dressed in respectable clothes, and carrying a huge checkbook. She wondered what part she might have played in his undoing. 




  Chapter Six


  


  Alexa took over the household chores much as she had when she was under Warren’s rule. Because Luke was long on desire and whim, and short on specific details of how she’d spend her days, Alexa filled in the gaps by falling back on the old routines Warren had established over their five years together. Most of the time, Luke lived oblivious to routine and form. The fact that Alexa could work without direction for the most part suited him. He had no interest in the tedious task of micromanaging another human being. 


  She kept the house spotless, cooked whatever Luke wanted on demand. She made shopping lists, called in the winery carpenter or electrician if something in the house broke down, and made recommendations to Luke on house repairs, the gardens and even matters at the stable, slowly assuming the roles she had filled when she served here before. In many ways her life seemed little more than a retreat into the past – except for the role Luke played in the arrangement, which in no way resembled his previous role. 


  He often watched her as she worked – scrubbing floors, cleaning toilets and chopping vegetables for a fish stew. When the sight of her made him horny, he’d impulsively grab his crotch in lust; and when the urge got strong, he’d take her by the arm, haul her to the nearest bed, chair or table, shove her forward, and drawing in close to her rear, he’d fuck her savagely until his seed was spent. If she orgasmed that was fine, he didn’t particularly care. If she resisted even slightly, he liberally used his belt – or whatever implement he could lay his hands on – and punished her ass with a rash of smacks that left her behind fiery red and her crotch horny and craving orgasm. Seeing the savage expression on Luke’s lips after one of these ordeals confirmed that he enjoyed making her hurt. When that hurt turned sexual and her juices began to flow, she squirmed fitfully, moaning softly under her breath and begging for more in her subspace trance. Her eager response to punishment was all the justification Luke needed to be cruel to her, again and again and again. 


  One afternoon, he stopped her in the middle of crawling the master bath floor on hands and knees, scrubbing the tile surface inch by inch with nothing but a toothbrush. He’d made a decree the week before, demanding that she use a toothbrush whenever she cleaned his bathroom. If she disobeyed, if even once he caught her using a standard scrub brush instead of the toothbrush on his floor he’d make her sleep in the oppressive second floor storeroom for the next three weeks and scrub every floor in the house in the same menial way until that three weeks passed. He made such rash pronouncements with little thought, which made Alexa doubt that he’d ever follow through, but they were enough to keep her in her place and dutifully obeying his silly edicts. She had no desire to bring more misery to her life. 


  “Damn, I love seeing you like that!” Luke exclaimed from the bathroom door, a gentle snicker on his face. 


  The moment was not a good one for her; this had not been her finest hour of submission, and he interrupted her at the wrong time. While spending a tedious hour and half cleaning the floor as Luke demanded, her mind had brooded about her imprisonment, specifically on the erratic behavior of her new ‘master’. In a strange way, she’d come to respect Warren and his rule over her – he provided her a better life than any she’d have in an English prison. But after six years of freedom, living on her own as an adult, she wasn’t interested in returning to any sort of prison, certainly not one with Luke as her jailer. He was still a boy, a child with a lot to learn. But he did hold the key to her life and her future. For that she feared him, as she would hardly call it respect. He was smoking hot, his moves smooth, his body hard, and his eyes smoldered with the lust of youth. Eleven years earlier she would have welcomed the attention of a man like this, even under these strained circumstances. But Luke was also brash, thankless, dictatorial and erratic, which was plenty to despise him for and plenty to seethe about when he was not around.


  To his Damn, I love seeing you like that, Alexa unwittingly looked up, glared into his eyes, and without bothering to don a stoically passive attitude as she normally did under the circumstances, she stupidly snapped off, “I’ve become well aware of that,” with a heaping dose of scorn.


  “Thinking bitchy thoughts today, huh?” he chortled above her. 


  She bit her lip to keep from spitting out something she’d regret even more than her last snappish retort, then she looked down, breathing evenly to temper her mounting rage. 


  “Look at me,” Luke ordered.


  She didn’t dare – not with her eyes spitting fire.


  “I said, look at me!” This time he roared.


  With her next breath she tried to stuff her anger once again, but her efforts were not enough.


  If he hadn’t already felt her ire, he saw it in her eyes when she looked up next.


  “Oh, my slavey nanny is seething with rage,” he taunted, as he strolled before her. He stopped in front of her and squatted down to meet her eye to eye with his steely eyes fixed on hers. “I’ve made your life hell again, which really pisses you off.” He smiled big. “I like that. I like that you’re defiant; it inspires me, Alexa. Gives me an excuse to punish you.”


  Turning back to the toothbrush and the tile floor she continued her work, saying nothing.


  “Ignore me now?” he jibed.


  He was close, too close. She could feel the atoms in his body attacking her. She didn’t want to ignore him, and she didn’t want to make this worse, but everything that popped into her mind to say was wrong, all wrong. Keeping quiet just fueled his passions more. Finally, he popped back to his feet, retreated into the bedroom, and returned a minute later with a thin, whippy cane in hand. She clenched in anticipation, while her aroused pussy spasmed with desire, then he came at her ass with a long string of hellacious cuts that bit right through her shorts and left a sting that warmed her entire rear. 


  “Take them off,” he suddenly spit out.


  She looked up baffled, then pulled upright so her ass was resting back against her legs and she could see him better. 


  “The shorts! Don’t be so damned dense.”


  By then the war was on. Not the war between she and Luke; there was only one winner in that game. The other war, the inner war between her lust for the boy and desire to be free of him raged on, day to day, hour by hour. She could be as erratic in her desire as he was in his rule over her; one minute disgusted, the next frightened, and then so turned on she simply didn’t care what she did as long as the sex took her to a place of grace where mercy rained down in a shower of sexual pleasure. She craved that pleasure like an addict craves his drug.


  Staring into his smoking eyes, she undid the button on her shorts and pushed them down, rising as she did. Bending forward again, she lowered the shorts over her bottom so that when she was on her hands and knees, her bare ass hung out like a bull’s-eye. She tried kicking the shorts away with her feet, but she stopped that as soon as Luke began hitting the bare, beautiful target with the stinging heat of the flexible cane. A rash of hot welts stripped the pretty ass; each one burned, but by then the pain fed the endorphin rush and she began to come, even before he laid a hand on her sex. 


  “You beautiful bitch,” the boy seethed, and he snatched her up by the arm and pushed her into the bedroom toward the bed. “Get on and wiggle that ass for me!”


  She did. Anxious. Sweating. Hungry for sex. Her ass took charge as if it had a mind of its own, while Luke viewed the bobbing red-stripped cheeks with greedy eyes. His hands itched, craving the feel of her hot, soft flesh, and the warm tight valley between her legs. He quickly discarded his jeans, and climbing on the bed behind Alexa’s red ass, he lunged forward, impaling her with the first swift plunge. A dozen hard and merciless thrusts inside the molten hole were all it took to bring the boy to climax. He fucked her, she fucked him back – he with his hands clutching her ass cheeks; she with her fists tightly clenching the blue damask bedcover. Her cries were wild and incoherent to match the guttural tenor of his own. Soon, the air overflowed with the heady stench of sex. When the commotion of fucking bodies finally died down, the exhausted pair collapsed against the mattress. She fell to her side, while he crumbled in a heap beside her. 


  For a moment, she looked into his eyes seeing something other than the puffed-up self important youth. Behind the pretense was his own hurt, a pain she once believed she understood, though now that would be sheer speculation. She didn’t think she knew the boy at all. Maybe she should stop thinking of him as ‘boy’ and consider that beyond the petty and juvenile behavior a man had begun to emerge from the chrysalis of his damaged childhood. 


  Luke took her daily in a similar fashion. The locations changed, anywhere from the stables to the winery to any room in the house. One night, just weeks after her return, he hauled her blindfolded into the winery and fucked her over a barrel amongst the huge vats of wine. Someone was looking on – she could tell by the scent of smoke and the sound of creaking boots. Her first thought was Bo, but he’d given up cigarettes seven years before and hadn’t touched one since. So the purpose of the strange occasion…? Showing off? A demonstration? Another example of arrogant self-gratification? She was never told who was looking on and she never asked, but Alexa would remember that night as if the image had been permanently burned into her brain. The incident might have been just an isolated event, never to happen again. She could tell herself that to assuage an already troubled spirit, but she knew better and she knew that it would not be the last time that Luke would share his dark lust with friends watching eagerly from the sidelines. She could imagine that the isolation of the winery, along with the lack of peer companionship, was in part responsible for Luke’s restlessness, his crazed rants, and the erratic way he dealt with her as a slave. 


  At night, not every night but most, Luke came to her closet while she was sleeping, and pulled her from a sound sleep to use her cunt. Slam. Bam Thank-you ma’am – though he never whispered a word of thanks. Sometimes he hopped on the front of the narrow pallet bed and straddled her head, easing his stiff member into her open mouth. He enjoyed making her gag by going so deep that she would cough him out. This never deterred him; he only came back again and again, until he was ready for the brisk finale when going deep didn’t matter, but the friction of her sucking mouth did. The only diversion from his ritual blowjob was where he shot his load. Often when he was especially tired, it sufficed to drive it right down her throat. More often, he had enough energy to pull back and shoot his cum on her face or tits and smear it over her body like cream. He made her gather it on her fingers and lick it off; on other occasions, he forced her to spread it over her torso with her palms – leaving both hands and torso unwashed until morning. His scent would cling to her and she would lie awake for hours after with the smell of him on her body. She’d become his property. But that made sense; she was his slave. 


  Two months in, a subtle shift began to take place in their sexual relationship. At least one night a week, Luke either ordered her to his bedroom at the end of the day, or pulled her from the closet after she’d already gone to bed and took her to his room. He mentioned one night that he needed more room to move while he was fucking; and for nearly three continuous hours he fucked her without stopping. The first come was routine, over and done within no more than six minutes flat – just enough to slake Luke’s horny lust so he could enjoy the rest of the night at a more leisurely pace. Take the edge off would have been his comment – though he rarely commented about fucking her. He came back within the next half hour, cock hard and ready again. He raped her mouth this time, came all over her torso then climbed on her charged up body, enclosing it in a fierce body-to-body embrace. Maybe it was the sweat and cum that held them together like glue; perhaps a well of old emotion that needed to be tapped at that moment. Some questions just don’t get answered in the tricky relationships between male and female, master and slave; and for this one Alexa would never quite grasp the truth.


  What she did understand was how she held him as tightly as he held her, and when he began to kiss her – something he’d actively avoided before – she kissed him back, opening her mouth wide to allow his tongue inside. She craved that kiss, and every kiss thereafter. Tongues collided. Teeth nibbled lips. Then their mouths locked together again, and they rolled and groveled the entire length and width of the big master bed, something they’d never be able to do on the narrow cot in her storeroom bed. 


  They rolled and smooched, they even laughed when their bodies became tangled inside the sheets. And when the slow rolling come, the last of the night, finally gripped their bodies, they tensed together and came in a languid rhythm that lingered on through one spasm to the next, until there were no more, and exhausted they lay in each other’s arms like lovers. 


  Alexa was almost asleep when Luke finally pulled away and lay back staring toward the ceiling. She could see him in the moonlight – that hour of the night the full moon shone like daylight through the open balcony doors, illuminating his scant chest hair. He breathed softly in and out and she sensed he had something to say, although she was very tired and only wished he’d fall asleep and let her rest.


  “Sometimes I’m almost ashamed of the way I treat you,” he finally breached the awkward quiet. “But you, Alexa, you fire me up. You make me want to do these things. You make me love it, and then I’m powerless to stop. It’s going to get better for you, I know it will…” He stopped as if he had much more to say, but left whatever came next for her to think about when she had nothing else to do. The confession over, he turned on his side so he could see her, so he could run a hand over her bare breasts and lightly squeeze a nipple. She figured that within minutes he’d be asleep, and she’d be sleeping, too – Oh, and in a real bed for the first time in months! 


  However, true to his erratic form, Luke was suddenly wide awake and pulling her out of the bed. “We stink,” he announced, as if she really cared. She’d become used to his scent.


  Regardless of her reluctance, he dragged her sleep-filled body into the master bath, to the shower, where he turned on all three walls of jets and the overhead shower. For the next half hour, they soaped each other’s bodies, kissed body parts and licked the clear rinse water from their dripping flesh. He was happy and so was she, and by the time they tumbled back to bed, it had become clear that something had shifted in their odd relationship. It was four am when the sky was at its darkness hour, and a new day was just beginning to peek out on the far horizon. The uneasy lovers fell quickly to sleep; the last thought in her was how the rest of her life would change because of this night. 


  When the pair finally woke it was ten am and the bedroom was flooded with sunshine, while the breeze of the morning had already died down. Alexa awakened first, but instead of getting up right away, she lay in bed waiting for Luke. When he finally jumped from bed, she could feel his erratic spirit rise with him. The affection of the night was gone, and it felt as if the previous night had never taken place. 


  “You’ve got work to do, nanny. Get your fuckin’ ass outta bed!”


  He was out the door and gone seconds later. 


  While it wasn’t immediately apparent, life did change for Alexa following that night, but slowly; there would be no quantum leap. Two steps forward with Luke, always led to one step back. The submissive resignation that saw her through her life with Warren was back in place again. She let any change in the nature of her relationship with Luke unfold without comment, being too afraid that anything she said would force him to retreat and she’d be back in the hated storeroom every night forever.


  As it turned out, she rarely slept in that hated room after their first nighttime odyssey. Even when the swaggering boy announced with his puffed-up bravado that he was ‘banishing’ her to the storeroom, he rarely followed through for longer than a night, if that. She might lie in the stuffy room for a few hours, but once his libido kicked in – the most faithfully consistent thing about him – she was back humping across the bedsheets of the master bed, his favorite sport.


  On the occasions when he passed out from liquor before his lust kicked in and he had a chance to snatch her away and screw her, she spent the night alone in the narrow bed, a stark reminder that her life was not her own. She belonged to the boy. 


  If nothing else, the first two months of the new arrangement had taught her the depth of her feelings for Luke, feelings powered by a dreadful longing she couldn’t shake. 




  Chapter Seven


  


  One afternoon Alexa was working in the kitchen, her head in the old oven, cleaning grime that likely hadn’t been touched since she cleaned it months before Warren died. She wore an old t-shirt and a pair of shorts she’d fished from a cabinet of her old clothes, which now constituted the bulk of her meager attire. She’d thought she’d never see the shabby remains of that tattered wardrobe, her slave clothes, as Warren called them. Shifts, shorts, threadbare leggings, scanty tops; she’d championed the sloppy unkempt look far before it became fashionably chic. These clothes had seen her though six years of slavery. Warren liked her so attired. He liked seeing her in rags like a street urchin begging at the corner for nickels or a quarter. There was a second set of clothes, the presentable ones that had been hers to wear when Luke was home; for those brief summer months her status was raised from slave to employee. When she played the part of Luke’s nanny, she performed only light housekeeping chores, leaving the winery staff to do the grunt work that was normally hers to do.


  “Nice pose. Hinting at something, are we?” 


  Hearing Luke’s voice behind her, she tried pulling upright and ended up bumping her head hard on the edge of the stove. “Dammit!” she muttered under her breath. She raised up and pulled out, looking like a frumpy kitchen wench, while Luke stood just a few feet away with Bo at his side.


  “Hint of what?” she gazed at the pair baffled. “I’m just cleaning the oven.” She took a deep breath of clean air. 


  “You know that your ass is a perfect heart shape when you’re bent over like that?” Luke said.


  She shook her head nonplused.


  He chortled a bit. “So, stand up, wench, and let me see you.”


  Though suddenly rattled by the order, she managed to rise to her feet and present the two men with a rare and strangely erotic sight. Yellow rubber gloves that reached nearly to her elbows were the most obvious feature of her attire, and hardly sexy at all, but combined with the cut-off short-shorts, the loose-fitting tank, and her hair in a tangled disarray, the natural eroticism made her difficult not to stare at. She blushed with the realization that her nipples had hardened in to tight knots, and two pairs of eyes had noted the fact. Luke licked his lips in a deliberate taunt; while Bo’s smirk was far more subtle, focusing her arousal on him and the fact that his presence nearby had been haunting her for days. True to his word on that first day back, he remained on the outskirts of her life with Luke, popping up at the house only to discuss business matters. She was still angry with him for bringing her back to the winery in the first place, but seeing him now suddenly recalled her old desire for him, which seemed as fresh and real and vital as it had ever been. He produced a visceral feeling in her like no other man could.


  The force of her desire shocked her, and for a moment, she was afraid that she’d give her feelings away to both men. Thus, she turned her attention back to Luke – the far safer choice of the two. She was his, not Bo’s. To entertain Bo in her mind was crazy stupid. Despite Luke’s claim that his winery steward had the right to take her on demand, she knew the boy would be jealous if Bo exercised that right, or she showed him any favor – perhaps the reason why the man had been so scarce. 


  “You look like a serving wench,” Luke noted with immediate disgust. 


  “I suppose I am.”


  “Well, not to me,” he announced with a scowl. “Those shorts and that t-shirt are about as sexy as the old dishrags you wash with. You may be a scrub girl but you’re still the nanny to me. This needs to change.” He thought a moment, then spoke again. “Keep the rags to clean in, but as long as you’re my sex toy, my slutty nanny, you’re going to need some decent clothes when I want you looking sexy.” 


  “Yes, well, this is all I have,” she spoke quite frankly. “At least they’re clothes I’d dare to clean in. Certainly you don’t want me wearing my ‘nanny’ clothes for that…although if you really insis…”


  “Fuck no!” he cut her short. “You’re not a school marm either.” He laughed. “And forget that nanny thing! What a hoax you two sluts perpetrated for my benefit. You and dad pretending to be the picture of decorum, while you’re crawling for him on hands and knees, and spreading your legs for him on demand. Now that I’ve had you for myself, I know what a trampy slut you were,” he chortled darkly, “all the while playing the innocent and respectable nanny. You were brilliant!” The accusations were like acid rain in her gut, punching holes in what little self-esteem that remained. 


  “I did what I was told to do,” she said, as the blush of embarrassment reddened her pretty face.


  “Of course, you did,” he came back flippantly. 


  “It wasn’t appropriate for your father to parade me about as anything other than your nanny. Neither your father or I would have done anything to expose our relationship to you.” How the conversation had morphed to this topic was baffling.


  “Well, I’m tired of seeing you in rags. And your body is too fucking hot to hide like this. Next week. That changes next week.” 


  He stared at her enough to make her shudder, although he’d seemed to make up his mind about something at that point. Then the conversation abruptly shifted back to the reason the two men were at the house in the first place. Bo was looking for something, something about a manual, his needing the original instructions for a broken machine. Alexa suggested that he might find what he wanted in the downstairs closet where a stack of owner’s manuals were stored. 


  Luke walked away once the conversation was over, Bo gave her a polite nod, and Alexa was left to stew about what ‘next week’ would bring. 


  ***


  Two weeks later, Luke called Alexa into the living room, where among the usual furnishings were stacks of boxes, and shopping bags from Nordstrom, Macy’s, and several upscale San Francisco boutiques, all names she didn’t recognize.


  “Not much in off-the-rack merchandize, but I did find one off-beat designer who does a lot with restrictive corsetry, and another with zipper skirts. Try them on.”


  Alexa stared at the pile before her not knowing whether to be curious or scared.


  “Try them on here? Or should I take them to my room.”


  “Of course here!” he shot off. He plunked himself down in the only empty chair in the room, and put his feet on the coffee table while shoving a box or two on the floor. He waited cockily for her to begin, smiling broadly, in response to which a shot of desire raced though her crotch causing her whole body to shudder. She trembled as she reached for the nearest box sitting on the edge of his desk.


  “No, not that one! This one over here,” he pointed to the stack of boxes on the sofa directly in front of him. 


  Each box was striped in pale grey and tied with a neat pink bow at the top, the signature design from one of the upscale boutiques. Alexa picked up the first, pulled away the ribbon and opened the lid; then from the mountain of pink tissue inside, she pulled out a cream-colored corset that made her shiver the moment her fingers touched the silky surface. Thoughts of Warren and corsets and visions from her past rose up like an angry tidal wave, but she threw them off, and zeroed in on Luke’s studied glance. Her body and its womanly assets had been displayed numerous times for Warren and his friends. She’d endured their stares, the degrading comments, even a few brusque catcalls that made her wince. Usually there was some liquor in her system to soften the sting, and after a few years, the incidents were no longer a big deal. The fact that the exhibitions actually titillated her to a startling degree had been her little secret. Few realized that her blush was in truth a flush of desire, and that her panting breath was more about arousal than fear. Warren knew. He knew everything about her, or so he claimed, but he let her have her secret. While she was pawed at, slapped and generally manhandled by his friends, he sat back, remote and observant, preferring to take his own pleasure afterwards when he used her arousal for his own sexual satisfaction in private.  


  Luke wasn’t interested in subtleties and secrets – although at least for now there was no one around to enjoy the display his sex slut was about to give but himself.


  He sensed her arousal was on the rise; he loved observing how it made her blush, and milked the moment for every ounce of sadistic pleasure he could enjoy. She fussed with the corset for nearly a minute, becoming thoroughly rattled by the hooks and eyes, the dangling laces, the unique whalebone construction. This wasn’t the lacy lingerie version of corset Warren liked. 


  “I-uh, I’m not sure I can put this on by myself,” she finally blurted out in frustration. 


  “Really? I thought you’d have something as simple as a corset mastered by now,” he spit out sarcastically. He popped to his feet, grabbing the garment from her hand. “You start by taking off your clothes…which go right to the burn pile…” he looked around the room for a spot, “over there,” pointing to a far corner.


  “But these are perfectly good clothes…” she objected. 


  “And you’re stalling. I’ll give them to the poor if that makes you happy. Now strip.”


  Minutes later, the old clothes lay in a heap and the creamy corset was tightly cinched around her waist. Luke had assisted, pulling the rear lacing more tightly than Alexa ever could have herself. His warms hands made her tremble more, and she could sense his domination of her with every tug of the satin strings. This was new. A sudden desire for him careened through her with a wild sweep of passionate longing, an entirely submissive longing that fed off his newly found authority. She fended off the feelings. Not with Luke. Never with Luke, she tried telling herself with some insistence. But even then she feared the seed of submission had already been planted, and that it would grow and come to full flower before it finally died. 


  “Luke please!” she gasped. She swore the laces were much too tight.


  “Get used to it!” he snapped.


  “Used to not-breathing… !” she snarled back.


  He gave her ass a hard smack, then seemed to back the laces off slightly, but hardly enough to make a difference in her breathing. Moving in close, Luke’s crotch brushed against her naked rear, as he whispered softly in her ear, “You’re just out of practice, nanny.” Though she remained still as a scared mouse, her body trembled from within; and as Luke’s fingers began a delicate journey down her arm…to her waist…to the warm flesh of her ass where he had just delivered the stinging smack, her inner trembling turned to overt shivers. The light touch and his hot breath gave her crotch a sudden fierce jolt, then he grabbed her sex in his hand and held it fast as he gave it a rude shake. 


  “Now we’re getting down to the truth about you. I didn’t realize the effect a pretty corset makes on the submissive psyche. But I do now.” His mocking words ripped right through her with the truth.


  Turning her about with his hands, he stepped back to study the look of her hourglass figure, then smiled with admiration. 


  “Strange little lady in the store. She promised the fit would be perfect. She didn’t lie.”


  The corset was sleek, without ornamentation, fitting snuggly about Alexa’s body like a glove. No fancy brocade. No lace trim. Yet every feature of her exquisite body vibrated before him with submissive lust. Her waist was tucked in tight, her belly smooth below, while the corset cinched her torso stopping just beneath her breasts. With her body so constricted, her tits plumped to nearly double their size while bouncing softly with every move. An eye-popping sight for a boy of Luke’s years, and like any red-blooded male, he took time to stare admiringly at the sexy vision before him, the jiggling mounds of flesh and nipples hard as knots. Perhaps more satisfying to Luke was the curious change in attitude. Alexa didn’t like revealing herself to the boy, but after weeks of holding back, containing her physical desires, and stomping out the fantasies breeding recklessly within her thoughts, the submissive within her could hold little back now.


  She watched his eyes, how they moved from her breasts and traveled to the bottom of the corset. The garment ended just below her hips, leaving her cunt naked for an observer’s eye. Along the bottom edge were six substantial garters for securing nylon stockings.


  He nodded, pleased. “Yes, perfect!” he smiled. “Now, the skirt.” He grabbed for the second box in the stack and tore from inside a dark length of material with no shape at all. “Buttons at the waist, zips down the back and locks with a key,” he explained in response to her bemused gaze.


  Although he thrust the skirt into her hands, Alexa needed help with the zipper and lock. She managed the button at the waistband, but after several embarrassingly awkward attempts to lower the zipper over her behind, she looked at Luke in frustration. 


  “You’re going to have to do better than that,” he chortled.


  “I don’t think it’s possible—” she started. 


  He stepped forward and placed his palm against her face, a claiming sort of gesture that made her feel owned when she allowed herself to feel that touch. The sensation of being owned was inside her now. Her rising emotions leapt to the forefront and her surrendering self emerged as if it had been reborn. Aware of this, she shivered anew. She was embarrassed to be reduced so easily, to be taken in by a corset and a young man’s fantasy with so little resistance. She should have seen through his game, been more contained and less vulnerable to his charms. Weak and behaving like a silly schoolgirl enjoying her first crush, she’d collapsed any barriers remaining between them. She was no longer ‘better’ than his game; she was part of it, relishing the way she wanted him when she should have let that desire die. 


  “Don’t think it’s possible? Everything’s possible,” Luke shot back. “Just like your submission to me has gone from the realm of possible, maybe even unlikely, to fact.” He paused to let his words sink in, “I never would have thought it possible that the sexy nanny who took care of me all those summers would become my personal property…but she has. Today she’s realized that her submission to me is indisputable, no matter how she may rail against it.” He stepped back, mocking her with a smug grin. “If I can realize my fondest desire, certainly you can figure out how to zip a skirt. Now let me see you do it.”


  Her lips were parted and her breath uneven as she reached behind her to draw the zipper down. This time when she tugged the slider, the zipper pulled down over her rear without a hitch.


  “Wait! Not that far!” Luke stopped her midway. Taking over, he jerked her around and determined how far down her ass to set the lock. Pulling out a small silver padlock, he thread it through the appropriate holes and secured it in place. The padlock rested at the base of her ass, though not far enough down to be considered modest. He made certain when she walked in the skintight pencil skirt, that one could see the bottom of her ass and the two plump cheeks pressing against the fabric. Not sufficient cover in public, but perfectly fine within the confines of Luke’s winery and house, and he was pleased.


  He paired the skirt with a sheer grey blouse that fit loosely over the creamy corset. There were others, tighter, button-up blouses, that would stretch across her pushed up tits and restrict any movement, but for now, he liked seeing her proud beauties bouncing freely beneath the filmy fabric. 


  For the next hour, she continued the fashion show of clothes, with Luke tossing some out as unacceptable, though most he kept. When they were finished with the clothes, she tried on shoes, stilettos and boots, and practiced a graceful walk, while Luke looked on critiquing her style. She did this in an almost trancelike state, taking orders from the young master without even a second’s hesitation. Once she had the look he wanted perfected to his satisfaction, he motioned to his purchases. “Bring it all upstairs – but just the clothes – hang everything in the back of my closet. You’ll see I’ve cleared out a space. As far as the clothes you wore for my father, get rid of them. Bo can take them to Goodwill, whatever you like; but I want them gone.”


  “The cleaning clothes, too?” she wondered aloud.


  He met her objection with a cool stare. “Yes. Everything.” She looked at him doubtfully and could feel his ire begin to rise. “Yes, Alexa. Everything. Every rag, every stained tank top and torn up pair of shorts. You’ll either clean the house in clothes like those you’re wearing now” – referring to the tight skirt and thin blouse she wore at the moment, – “or nothing at all.”


  “But—!”


  “But nothing,” he cut off her protest with an angry bellow. “Don’t try to counterman the orders I give you, like you know better. I shouldn’t have to tell you this, but your days as daddy’s sex slut are over. You’re my slut now. You answer to me! If I want you wearing an evening gown while you scrub toilets with your bare hands, that’s what you’ll do. From now on this is how you’ll dress. I’ll adjust the laces on your corsets and set the locks on the zipper skirts, but you can do the rest.”


  Slapped back to submission with the pointed explanation, Alexa’s sexual self trembled. She wanted to come and come hard, again and again, until all the agitated energy within her subsided and the need was spent. Two minutes of private time was all she needed, but she didn’t dare risk Luke’s reprisal should he discover her. Just a day before she would have gone ahead and masturbated in secret. Today, she was reluctant. Today she’d been conquered by a boy and a snug fitting corset. 




  Chapter Eight


  


  In the mornings he flogged her; at noon they fucked; at night he turned cruel and was filled with evil aims. Perhaps she enjoyed him most in the darker hours of the night when she was caught up in a dreamy consciousness, and too preoccupied with pleasure to worry about fear and the pain he’d wreak across the canvas of her flesh. But just when she felt the rhythm of a new routine set in, the young master changed his mind, his plans; his mood shifted and she came to fear another sudden alteration in her routine. 


  One morning, after already leaving to meet Bo at the winery, Luke returned to the house to find Alexa scrubbing toilets in the upstairs wing, naked from head to toe. 


  He scowled, annoyed. “Your clothes, where are your clothes? Didn’t I lay them out for you?” 


  “Not today,” she answered truthfully.


  “But I shouldn’t have to, should I? You know what I want you to wear.” Angry now, he went for the closet, plucking from inside the nearest implement of punishment – a cane. Then he moved to her rapidly, snapping the long thin bamboo against her naked thighs ten times in rapid succession while he drove her toward the corner of the room. She held up her hands to shield her face from the erratic blows, but this angered him further, and he shouted, “Put your arms down now!” 


  She immediately obeyed, though she shivered before him anxiously. The trembling went too deep for her to stop. 


  “You insult me, Alexa! I would never strike your face. I’d never be so out of control  – it’s an insult to me that you’d shield your face!” He fumed and paced about in front of her, while she tried to calm herself. “Now get dressed. Everything. Shoes, corset, skirt and blouse.” Another strike of the cane delivered against her left thigh sent her flying to his closet from which she hastily pulled out the items required. Returning to the room, she moved quickly to dress, aware the entire time how her mind was suddenly spiraling downward into subspace. Her lust responded to his imperious gaze and angry tone, making a sticky mess of juices between her upper thighs. “I think you need it hard like this. I don’t do it often enough,” he observed, as he approached. He reached out, grabbing the back of the corset and its laces, and cinched them up far more tightly than she could on her own. “You’re much more submissive when I’m cruel to you. It turns you on.”


  He was right. Pain was her aphrodisiac and his domination of her was her private thrill.


  Once dressed to please him, she saw how his eyes turned heavy with lust and a wide sweep of desire invaded her body. Her longing for him could become an obsession if scenes like this became routine. She hated that she was so obvious in her physical response to pain. Sometimes she greatly wished that it was roses and wine that turned her on, not these terrible things. 


  “Now you clean…” he tersely spat, “on your hands and knees, every square inch of my master bath. Toothbrush, soap and water.”


  Unlike the dozens of times he’d issued an edict or command only to quickly walk away expecting her compliance, he stayed this time, hovering over her as she dropped to her knees and tried maneuvering her way around the bathroom in the tightly fitting clothes. Her blouse was too full and hung too low; the taut corset made turns and angles difficult; and the skirt was just plan lewd, riding up on her ass and exposing her nether regions for the boy’s view. Despite the discomfort, she worked her way around the bathroom, cleaning each tile with the inefficient toothbrush until the tedium of the task began to set in. Even worse was the sting of his eyes aimed unwaveringly at her. The intensity of his gaze caused her to smolder from within creating a strange, even volatile mix of desire and anger. She felt silly in the fancy clothes. Silly and diminished. Mocked by her own willingness to succumb to the boy. 


  The longer she worked the more she felt Luke’s eyes bearing down on her. She sweated from the effort, bit her lip in anger, and groaned beneath her breath every time Luke snapped the cane against her upturned ass. She wanted to beat him at this game, hold on and not cave in, but the cleaning dragged on and her spirit lagged and soon the she felt the force of his dominance take hold in her. It had before but never had it been such a struggle. 


  He laid on three cuts of the cane in a rapid staccato, the blows directed squarely on her exposed ass cheeks. He’d deliberately locked the zipper on her skirt just midway down her ass, so there was plenty of naked flesh, including two plumped up cheeks for a target. By the time that third blow landed, she’d been driven down so far that her mind and body no longer took cues from her sane self. She wanted more, and she wanted him. Her need to resist and any anger she once felt simply disappeared. Her one hope was that he’d use her body to slake their mounting need. 


  However, having accomplished his goal – having his nanny on her knees scrubbing the bath in pretty, sub-slut clothes – Luke was ready to bow out. More punishment was unnecessary, and the image of her humbled service would inspire him for the remainder of the day. As for any hope that he would fuck her now, the desire was dashed when he abruptly turned to leave. 


  “I’ll drive you down again and again until it sticks. Remember that. If I have to beat you into submission every day, I will. But after today, I think we’re well on the way to understanding each other. 


  She was afraid that was true. 


  ***


  “Can’t say I’d argue with his choice of clothes.”


  Bo’s voice knocked her from her current reverie and she peered up from a mess of spilled eggs on the kitchen floor. 


  “A whole dozen?” he asked.


  “’Fraid so,” she murmured, and she went back to sponging up the slimy soup of egg whites and scrambled yokes. She tried to be cool about Bo’s appearance in the kitchen, but she was suddenly a quivering mass of nerves.


  Then as if he were deliberately trying to rattle her, he squatted down beside her and placed his hand on her bare ass, just below the zipper lock where her ass and thighs meet. She noticeably trembled feeling that warm, solid hand meeting her flesh. She was somewhat covered, but indecent enough to blush, and she quivered even more as his warm palm began to gently caress her flesh. This was a first such intimate contact with Bo since she returned to the winery; he had been living up to his promise and had not made one overt advance or sexual demand. Now this – the very last thing she needed muddling up a mind already too filled with the boy-wonder and his schemes. She wanted to shake him off, but the feeling he generated in her body from her ass to the tips of her fingers and toes was too intoxicating to ignore.


  “That’s not very sporting of you,” she said.


  “Sporting?”


  “Touching me that way.” He caressed her ass more intensely and she moaned. There had always been something about Bo’s touch that fired her up – unlike any man could, in particular Luke. “I’d say it’s highly unfair.”


  “You’re avoiding me, Alexa.”


  “Sorry, but this place is different this time around.”


  “Is it, really? I hadn’t noticed.”


  “Not noticed?” she was dumbfounded. “Not noticed that I’ve become the sex toy of the boy whose tears I used to kiss away. I was his nanny, goddammit, now I’m this!”


  Bo dropped his hand and dashed her secret hopes of something more. Though that hardly mattered; she’d been reduced to sobs, her chest heaving a glut of emotion as she cried out months’ worth of woe within a minute’s time. She finally turned to him as the sobbing tapered off, realizing that he had reached out to her again. Rather than suggestively caressing her naked ass, he stroked her back in a gesture so familiar that it hardly seemed unusual – even though it had been years since Bo last comforted her. Finally, she sat back on her heels and took a deep breath. 


  “Why are you doing this to me?” she asked.


  “To be kind.” He pulled a blue bandana from his pocket and dabbed her face. “You’d better clean yourself. You don’t want to have to explain this to Luke.”


  “My face a mess?”


  He cracked a crooked smile and nodded. “Just remember, Alexa, I’m on your side. You need me…find me. I’m around, always around.”


  She could have clung to her anger and resisted the offer, just as she’d done since she first arrived. Instead, she allowed herself to take comfort in Bo’s soothing words – but for just a moment. “I’m fine, really,” she said, looking up into his eyes. “You just caught me at a rough moment.” She gulped back more tears and forced a smile. “I’d better get this taken care of.” She picked up the washrag and vigorously began mopping up the mess of egg. 


  Bo rose to his feet and helped her up when she was ready to rinse out the dirty rag. 


  “You go on, go… I’ll finish the floor,” he said.


  She didn’t balk but a second; then she hastily fled to the downstairs bath to wash her face. 


  By the time Alexa returned to the kitchen, Bo was gone and the kitchen was as spotless as it had been before she broke the dozen eggs. 


  She would have welcomed a little time to absorb the meaning of her last hour, but Luke barged in unexpectedly and sent her into a flurry of activity. 


  “I want a picnic lunch for six ready in an hour. Enough time?” 


  She stood back too dazed to answer. But apparently his question was merely rhetorical; he was out the door before she had a chance to speak. 


  ***


  The giggling females were her first clue that she was not alone in the house. Their musical laughter was followed by a few testosterone-laden guffaws and chortling jibes. 


  Curious, Alexa moved to the top of the stairs and looked down to the first floor. Seeing nothing, she tiptoed down the steps and followed the voices coming from the living room. In the hallway, she hid herself behind a tall potted plant and peeked in, seeing three women and two men, all strangers, collapsing into the couches, putting their feet up on the sofa and otherwise making themselves at home. 


  Back from the picnic, Alexa supposed. Two hours prior, Luke had taken off alone with the large picnic basket and a case of wine, meeting his friends somewhere along the route to the far end of the Tatum property. The intense heat of the day must have driven the party inside, and now they sat languidly about the living room, sighing and groaning over the miserable heat. None of Luke’s friends could have been older than twenty-one, and Alexa felt strange amongst them. Plus, the contrast in clothes made her feel terribly out of place, and embarrassed. The three women were informally dressed, two in short skirts and draping tank-tops; the third woman wore a short hot-pink floral dress. All three wore thin metallic flip-flops, accentuating their prettily pedicured toenails. The colors of polish were ghastly but perfectly in style, green, blue and an angry looking purple. City girls, all of them, perfectly dressed, coiffed, and made-up for a wine-country afternoon. In stark contrast to the giggling sluts’ designer chic, their guys looked like beach bums with rumpled hair, shabby shorts, t-shirts, and two day’s growth of beard.


  “How about a swim?” The brunette female among them proposed in a lazy drawl, but no one picked up on the suggestion and the comment died for lack of interest. Perhaps they were as drunk as they were tired. 


  Luke was absent from the room, although Alexa had a strong premonition that he was somewhere close by, and the suspicion made her nervous and jittery. In living with Warren, she’d developed a keen sixth sense about the movements and moods of her master. Self-preservation. Five years in his house had fine tuned this skill. Six years later, that sixth sense returned, a little rusty, but still operating. As she suspected, her concerns about Luke’s whereabouts were soon confirmed, although a little more abruptly than she would have liked. He was on her before she realized that he was so near, and just behind her. A hand at her waist, his breath at her ear. She jumped, letting out a flustered, “What-what’s that…”


  “Playing coy?” he whispered softly, as his fingers tightened on her waist. Her desire took a bounding leap, and she jerked around. 


  He smiled at her fondly, enough that she blushed from the surprisingly tender moment. He pushed a lock of hair from her brow and raised her chin with a single finger, a condescending but familiar gesture that seemed more than anything to depict the Dominant submissive dynamic that ran their relationship. Though it was her stained past that forced her to stay, compulsions even more urgent than self-preservation were at work between the two. He’d won her sexually. She was smitten with the boy, with his youth, his brash, swaggering charm, and a darkness more dreadful than his father ever demonstrated. Though disturbing for its erratic feral nature, that darkness became the one thing they utterly shared. 


  He fed off her same dark urges. Her age and maturity meant nothing to him. Repeatedly, he demeaned her for her age and dismissed maturity as an old crone’s only weapon, of no use to him. He valued a wet cunt, a warm mouth and a tight ass. She had all three, along with a fondness for being brutally punished in the pursuit of pleasure. “As long as your beauty doesn’t fade…” he would laugh in her face. 


  She might wince at the slights. But behind the wincing grimaces and her overt disgust, she found his treatment of her overwhelmingly arousing. From that the strange affection between them bloomed.


  “Today you’re center stage,” he said, lightly stroking her face. “We’ll see how well you’ve been trained.”


  Trained? She might have laughed if it hadn’t been so terribly inappropriate. There had been no systematic training like she’d had from Warren at the outset; just a jumble of weeks in Luke’s house, taking orders, answering to his whims, and enjoying the depravity of the sex they loved. Their savage orgies left them too breathless and exhausted to care about intimacy or those soft cuddly moments afterwards when the soul bares all. 


  Though there’d been no baring of souls – other than one brief candid reflection from Luke – something fiercely intimate had grown out of their dark sexuality, creating a bond they both felt. 


  “Don’t disappoint me, nanny. My friends want a show, and you’re going to give it to them.” 


  They both felt her body briefly clench, but before she could put words to her nervous fears, Luke nudged her from the hiding place and pushed her in the direction of the living room door. As they entered, he swept around in front of her, striding toward the sofas and his guests, leaving Alexa standing in the doorway looking lost.


  “Time for drinks,” he announced to all, then he turned to Alexa. “Take care of them, will you? I assume you’ve stocked the drink cart?”


  “Yes, of course,” she replied. Still shaken, she waited too long before getting on with the task, long enough to be noticed by one of the men sitting across the room. He was as young as Luke, but was beefy and muscled, and solid as stone. He walked her way, smiling broadly as his big eyes surveyed her from head to toe with a lurid gleam.


  “So, I’m Brendon. You must be the old lady Luke’s been talking about?” he remarked. 


  Old lady? She was too confounded to reply and Brendon wasn’t waiting for her answer. He seemed especially interested in her barely concealed breasts, and took some seconds to view the rosy nipples beneath the fabric of her sheer blouse. After strolling around her and admiring the view from all angles, he finally stopping directly in front of her with his eyes fixed on her jutting breasts. 


  “So, she’s the housekeeper,” one of the women chimed in. “I hadn’t thought you’d go in for the formality of servants, Luke. Sometimes you’re so old school!” She laughed, then rose from her chair and moseyed toward Alexa and her admiring friend. 


  “She’s much more than a servant, Miranda,” said Luke. “Certainly you can see that. Have a look.”


  Miranda giggled girlishly. She could have been no taller than five foot two, but her taut, shapely figure made quite a sexual statement. Every curve seemed on display as she moved, and her clinging blouse left little to the imagination the way it outlined the shape of her generous chest, especially her nipples, which appeared as two small round bullets denting the knit. As her short blonde curls caught the afternoon sun, her body seemed to glow. Her eyes danced with mischief, and her expression was full of fun. However, on hearing Luke’s comment, she took on the task of inspecting his housekeeper in earnest, and circled her with a critical expression. She studied the older woman with red lips pursed, then her eyes narrowed from the concentrated effort. Having completed one orbit, she circled a second time. 


  “You know this is really freaky. She just stands there like she’s too afraid to move.” Alexa remained staring straight ahead. “You real? Or a doll?” Miranda cocked her head and tugged Alexa’s blouse to get a response. 


  Alexa winced, hoping no one would notice. 


  “I’m sure she’s afraid, wondering what I’m going to have you do to her,” Luke chimed in. He sat with a hip resting on the edge of his desk, looking proud and in his element as he watched the nervous nanny and his friends. To the sad, sorry look on Alexa’s worried face he smiled like a man much older than his years. He established his authority, communicating power, determination and, yes, a degree of ownership of her that nearly shocked her. Anyone watching might have seen what passed between them, but as far as Alexa knew, the young people in the room weren’t paying that much attention to subtleties, and the shared instant took place between them alone. 


  Never had Alexa seen Luke so commanding, and his powerful aura infected the entire room.


  “Afraid of you, Luke?” Miranda queried. “She should learn, you may be grumpy but you’re still a sweetheart where it counts.” Turning her attention to Luke, she nuzzled in next to him, sexy and seductive, her eyes molten with lust. She kissed his earlobe and blew her breath against his neck, then giggled again, feeling the young man’s body answer with a jolt. “Why would she be afraid of you? You’re such a pussycat,” the luscious Miranda practically purred. 


  Luke reached around, grabbed the girl’s ass and squeezed.


  “Ouch!”


  He squeezed again, harder this time, and not letting go – which produced a pained grimace from the lovely Ashley across the room, who at that moment was paying more attention to Luke and Miranda than Alexa. “If you’re not careful, you’ll be joining her,” Luke warned Miranda. 


  “Joining her for what?” Miranda spit, as if she were completely clueless. “C’mon, Luke. You’ve been so secretive about her.” She laughed. “You’ve made a curiosity of her as if she really were a doll to play with. And the way you speak of her…it’s so terribly demeaning.” 


  “I doubt that bothers her.” He looked toward his housekeeper. “Does it bother you?”


  Alexa thought a moment and answered honestly, “Yes, I suppose it does.” Though she trembled from within, she was still brave enough to speak the truth even if it might have sounded defiant.


  “Well then, let me take care of your fear right now,” Luke shot out. Swaggering her way, he grabbed her hand and half-dragged Alexa front and center, while the five others in the room converged, looking on in curious fascination. Adopting his Eastern-bred, bad boy haughtiness, the boy milked the moment for the drama, then announced with deliberate flourish: “My father owned this female.” Fascination turned to shock as Luke gazed at the blank expressions of his guests. He went on, being deliberately cold, “That is, owned in the same sense that he owned his horses, his cow, his grapes and his wine.”


  The room fell silent as every eye fixed on the trembling woman.


  “You really mean that… don’t you?” The soft voice breaking the quiet posed the question with a hint of awe. 


  Luke turned to the pale redhead, and said, “Yes, Ashley, I do. She’s owned. Like a slave. My father owned her and she’s been bequeathed to me.” 


  “Oh, for heaven’s sake, that’s ridiculous,” the brunette on the couch announced in a lazy Southern drawl. 


  “Don’t be sure so sure, Brett,” Luke came back. 


  Brett dismissed the scene with a wave of the hand, and went back to texting on her phone. Meanwhile, Ashley, still reeling from Luke’s blunt introduction of his slave, took his claim seriously and was seriously shaken. 


  “Bother’s you, doesn’t it, Ash?” Luke asked. 


  “I can’t imagine…” she stopped, “I mean how…? Why would she?”


  “She has her reasons…in fact, very compelling reasons to hide away as a man’s bound slave.” There was something mean-spirited and ominous about his boastful comments. All affection was gone and he seemed to despise her now. “Isn’t that so, nanny. Shall we tell them?”


  Shock suddenly registered on Alexa’s face. What the hell was he doing? “Luke, please! You can’t—” 


  “Oh, but I can!” he snapped. “Now calm yourself!” Striding forward angrily, he grabbed her rudely by the arm and shook her hard, delivering his blistering putdown with a cruelty that made the whole room take note—even Brett. “Listen to me carefully… what I choose to tell these people about you is my business – over which you have zero control.” His grip tightened on her arm. 


  Her body spasmed deeply, but she was scared to death and she wanted to run…out the door and down the path to the hills. She’d thought of it often, but never as seriously as she did now. Yet she couldn’t run, she couldn’t even budge an inch from where she stood. The authoritative way he’d taken charge of her, the crisp voice and his firm grasp of her body sent her mind reeling back to other times like this. If she didn’t know better, she’d have sworn that it was Warren’s hand and Warren’s voice. The disorienting moment was followed by an arrogant Luke parking himself in front of her, demanding her complete focus as he continued the callous rebuke for the benefit of his baffled audience. 


  “I have you scared now, don’t I?” 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Then let me assure you, Alexa, you have nothing to fear from me or my friends. Worry about yourself and what’s inside you, all those damming secrets. Before they’ve had their fill of you, they’ll know them all.”


  She was breathless, almost panicked hearing the threat behind his words. For effect, right? Certainly, he wouldn’t mention blackmail and murder, but would he? 


  She was just inches from his cool blue eyes, which remained unwaveringly fixed on her. His body heat clashed with hers and all she could think of was fucking him. Turned crimson from embarrassment, she kept quiet as Luke went on to explain her presence to his friends using the most humiliating terms possible. “To me she was my summer nanny. In truth, she was my father’s whore – or perhaps more aptly put his love slave.”


  Malice oozed from his wounded heart. The indictment was intended to sting, and so it did. Any affection they might have shared was gone, just a meager memory now, but her sexual body burst with life, perversely thrilled by every damming word. 


  Murmurs swept the room as Luke’s message sunk in. Even Brett couldn’t remain remote and passive after such a denunciation. Putting down her phone, she stopped to listen.


  “Perhaps she was a slave to love…” Ashley mused, still looking quite apprehensive. 


  “I think it would be better put to call her a slave to sex and her own salacious appetites,” Luke came back aggressively. The very force of his words caused him to step back, and for a moment the entire room seemed to freeze in the uncomfortable silence.  


  Miranda suddenly broke the impasse, “Geez, Luke, you toss around that ‘slave’ word as if you mean it.”


  “Maybe you should pay attention, Miranda,” Luke shot back, annoyed. Instantly he was in her face; he’d come too far with his scheme to have Miranda questioning his plan. “This is no joke. You’ve hit the big time, girl. If it’s too much for you, for any of you for that matter,” he addressed them all, “you can walk right out the door. Please, be my guest.”


  “Oh, fuck you!” Miranda tried to brush him off, but any attempt to lighten the mood fell flat. “C’mon, Luke, we’re on board with whatever you have going on here, it’s just…well…”


  “Just what?”


  “Just that you’re so filled with stories, it’s hard to know what’s real and what’s just your imagination. Am I the only one who wonders if this is all just a clever set-up?”


  He pointed to Alexa. “Is she just my imagination?” 


  “Of course not.”


  “Then do what you do best, quit thinking and enjoy yourself.”


  She shook her head disgusted. “You are so mean sometimes.”


  “But you’ll forgive me for it.” 


  And she would. Luke was the young man women flocked to, women including Miranda, Ashley, and even Brett, though Brett never threw herself at him the way so many women did.


  “Forgive you, maybe…but c’mon,” Miranda looked to the others. “You believe this?”


  “Why would I not?” Ashley said. 


  “Doesn’t bother me what she is,” Brendon chimed in.


  “Right,” Miranda droned. “You’re just talking with your cock.”


  “You think this is all a scam, too?” Luke turned to James, the only one yet to weigh on Luke’s revelation. Like Ashley he was the quiet sort, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t as thoughtfully pensive as the pretty redhead. James was a good-looking guy. Medium build, nothing very remarkable about that. But his eyes were as clear blue as a summer sky, and his broad smile left young women panting in its wake. He liked women, and he liked sex. He was there because Luke had promised both. 


  “Heck, I came to fuck, Luke,” he said, sporting a bashful ‘ah shucks’ kind of grin. “I don’t know a thing about the rest of this shit…but it sure is making me hot.”


  Luke smiled, then called across the room “Brett. How about you? You’ve hardly said a thing. You might as well spit out your objections now.”


  Brett looked up from her texting, seemingly annoyed at first, but she hadn’t missed one word of the conversation. “Miranda, honey,” she began as she pocketed the phone, “does it really matter if it’s a game or if it’s real?” Brett was a larger, more voluptuous version of Miranda. Her body oozed sex when she walked; and when she spoke in her honeyed drawl everyone paid attention. “As for me, I don’t think Luke’s putting us on at all.”


  “And why would you think that?” Miranda asked.


  “Because she’s here, silly.”


  “So?” Miranda said. 


  “No woman is going to be standing in front of us in clothes like that, letting Luke call her a slave, if she didn’t want to be exactly that. She hardly looks as if she’s under duress. Besides, sweetie,” and here her voice turned almost smoky with lust, “isn’t the mystery of it just a little bit titillating?” She stared at Miranda’s consternated face. “Well?”


  Miranda bit her lip bashfully. “Of course it is.”


  “Then be a dear and don’t meddle in Luke’s plans. He obviously has something special in mind for our stay. I say we get in the spirit of things and see where it leads. An opportunity like this doesn’t come ‘round every day.”


  Brett didn’t often make her feelings so plainly known, however despite her earlier indifference to the subject she seemed unusually interested now – in her own unassuming way. 


  Luke laughed. “Never thought I could count on you to support my sinful ways.”


  “Just keeping us all honest, Luke.”


  Miranda still fumed quietly, then finally spoke again. “All right then, Luke. Exactly what does it mean that she’s your slave?”


  “It means that unlike you, she does what she’s told. As far as the weekend it means that we use her as our sex toy; act out any off-the-wall, fuckin’ nasty fantasy we dream up, and she’ll go along without objection. That’s what slave means.” 


  “And if she doesn’t?” Ashley queried.


  “She gets punished – whipped, caned, bound, whatever suits my fancy.”


  Hearing this Ashley’s eyes went wide, while for perhaps the first time that day Miranda took a real interest in what he said. 


  While Luke and his friends bantered back and forth about her, Alexa grew more restless and more aroused. She listened to their conversation for a time, embarrassed by the frequent demeaning references to her, so she zoned out and let the conversation go on without paying much notice until she felt Luke’s hand again. This time he cradled her cheek with his palm and gazed on her with undisguised affection. This made his next remarks seem strange to those looking on, although to Alexa they weren’t strange at all. 


  “Punishment. I hear their objections, but do I hear yours? Is punishment not an important part of being a slave?”         


  A thousand possible answers came rushing to her brain all at once, but all she could manage to say was a simple, truthful, “Yes, sir, it is.” 


  Luke nodded. “Very good.” Then he patted her cheek as if he were praising a dog. 


  Though the condescending gesture produced both a cringe of disgust and a jolt of reality, the mood in the room, Luke’s speech, his leering friends and the patronizing tone sent a shot of adrenalin through her body. She feared that her body would spontaneously erupt in the face of such stimulating dialogue. He came too close, and mimicked too well his father in his most dogmatic of moods. The effect was startling. She wanted him, but she wanted the others gone. She would have dropped to her knees for him and attacked him with an erotic vengeance if no one had been there to watch. 


  Luke was more of a man to her now than he’d been at any other time since her return. At times in the last months he seemed hopelessly lost in her sadomasochistic reality, but today he’d assembled all the disparate pieces of his personal fantasy into one coherent scheme of debauchery. She’d already witnessed the change in his demeanor, and how he’d donned his dominant self with greater confidence than before. She was at once intrigued, aroused and awed. She understood that he’d be tough on her, and that toughness she craved. They were, after all, at war – a fact that no one else in the room would understand quite the way she and Luke did. The tougher his act, the easier it would be for her to obey him; the easier it would be for him to win. 


  The humiliation had just begun. He’d break her down before his friends, and she, like the good slave she was, would stand her ground, a quivering mass of arousal, until she could stand no more. Spurred on by the crazy energy that careened through them both, she’d gratefully submit to his commands, to his strap, his cane, his flogger and whip. The more she physically suffered as his slave, the more satisfied they both would be. 


  “You’re here of your own free will? Is that not so?” Luke probed. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You can leave anytime?”


  “Yes sir.”


  He boastfully looked to his friends. “There you have it, ladies. Unlike real slaves, who are locked up and the keys tossed, she can leave anytime. Isn’t that right?”


  She gulped back the first thing that popped in her mind to say – some glib remark she would entirely regret – and repeated her simple, “Yes, sir,” as if it were the only reply she’d ever need.


  “She’s free to leave, Miranda, and yet, the pretty Alexa is more than willing to suffer my abuse, because why?” It was Luke’s question to answer, not theirs. “Because she craves her slavery, she craves the thrill, and she’ll happily suffer a heap load of abuse just to have it. Without her kink, she’s like dry bones in the desert, brittle and easily broken. Isn’t that so, my love slave?”


  Her eyes were shining, her mouth parched and dry, and her feeble “Yes, sir,” sounded sad and stressed. But he hadn’t lied and neither could she. 


  “See? See how compliant she is? Lucky for me to find a readymade slave in my own home! There are drawbacks, her age for one. If you’d seen her body when I saw it first, you’d know how hot she once was. Now she’s well on her way to forty (which was stretching the facts), and the body is starting to show it, but she uses it well, especially when she’s all fired up.” 


  “So, what’s it take to fire her up,” Brendon asked. 


  “She’s already there. It may look subtle now, but trust me, she’s starting to burn inside. Once she’s naked…”


  “I’d like to see her naked,” Brendon said. Suggestive, lewd, almost mocking. The tone of voice, the glint in his eye, the surly way his lips curled as he viewed the startling female.


  “You will,” Luke replied, “you will,” he said as if she’d just run naked through his memories. Although no memory could be more provocative than Alexa in stilettos, corset and slutty clothes. 


  “I hope you’re not too squeamish,” Luke continued. “She likes it rough. She’s been in training for the last few weeks just getting ready for this day. But that was practice. This, this is the main event. A coming out party for my reborn slut.” His eyes flashed hot, and the room seemed to galvanize around this notion. He’d touted his plan and by the looks on their faces, they all wanted in; even Ashley’s stricken expression was fueled by desire. Right before the shivering Alexa, with eyes boring into her frightened ones, he added, gesturing widely with his arm for effect, “This weekend we pull out all the stops.”


  A solemn hush circled the room following Luke’s theatrics, until Miranda once again broke the unbearable tension. “You’re quite the devil with all your evil plans,” she said, looking both excited and a tad afraid. 


  Miranda couldn’t help but giggle again, though it was her friend, the buxom brunette Brett, who finally had something to say. She may have looked like the city girls she hung with, but she was all Southern belle when she opened her mouth. And when she released the tortoise shell clip that held back her hair, her massive curls sprung free, creating a beautiful halo of color around her shining face. The transformation was miraculous—from sedate college coed to voluptuous female. She stood up straight, letting all eyes see the results then she swung her hips as she walked toward her host.


  “So are we ready to enjoy this slavish plaything?” she purred. She sidled up to Luke while observing Alexa with a chilly cool. “It’s a BDSM sort of thing, isn’t it? Very popular I hear, especially amongst the Goth and vampire set. We have these nasty clubs sprouting up all over the place in the South. Then again, I suppose that kink doesn’t have to confine itself to fringe elements of society. I’m as normal as they come and I find it fascinating.”


  “Personal reasons?” Luke asked. 


  “Humm, maybe,” she said, remaining demurely evasive. “But I confess, since you brought this up earlier today, I’ve been about as turned on as I’ve been in some time. I’d say get on with what you had in mind. Let the squeamish go to their rooms and read a book.” As she figured, no one left the room. 


  “Maybe you’d like the whip on your ass?” Brendon shot off.


  James uttered something snide under this breath, while Brett’s red lips formed a smile. “You just try that, Brendon Briggs. See how far you get.”


  “Further than you think,” he alleged.


  Her eyes narrowed on him tersely, then she turned to Alexa, giving her a brief onceover. “On the other hand, she’s crying out for it. I’ll bet she likes the pain.” 


  The sweet-talking Brett surprised them all with her sudden interest in the subject – she rarely weighed in on sexual matters, leaving her own preferences a mystery. “As for me, Brendon, I could go either way with the whipping, but that’s not something I intend to share with you.” Was she teasing or serious? No one would know. Her eyes flashed, then she made a sudden about face and looked on Alexa with a mocking smile. “I’m testing my theory on pain. Let’s see what this does.” Reaching out, she grabbed at Alexa’s breasts, finding her pebble-like nipples and pinching them hard, pulling them as far as Alexa’s flesh would stretch, and even then, tugging harder until her cringing victim finally moaned aloud and Brett let go. “You know, I think I could grow to like this. She kinda reminds me of my older sister – the bitch who’s made my life hell for five years. You suppose I could work out my frustrations on your slave?” she asked Luke.


  Alexa might have glared at the woman, but her previous experience in such situations had taught her how to guard her feelings, close in on herself, and deflect any show of emotion. She might have been a bit lax when Luke reconvened in the living room. But now that Brett had joined the humiliating melodrama, she’d begun shoring up her defenses. Putting a tight rein on her emotions, she became little more than a pretty figurine with steely resolve. 


  Her steely nerves would buckle soon. Luke and his five friends would see to that. He’d been building up to this, with his use of her increasing and more dramatic over the last couple weeks. The punishments had been harder, and all over trifles. She rarely did anything serious enough to be punished for, which made punishment almost laughable. Still, she didn’t fight him. The sexual results of a beating were the reward she sought and she needed nothing more to make the punishment right in her mind than a savagely beaten bottom. But six tormentors? Six whips, three cocks, three pussies, and a naïve exuberance for this newly discovered kink? That was truly frightening. 


  “Here I thought it would be Miranda playing the Domme. But you, Brett?” Luke said. “If you have frustrations to work out, she’s all yours—” he paused, “but not until I say so.”


  “Oh?” Brett pursed her lips. “I need your permission? Really?” She thought a moment, slightly amused. “How about you just tell me when I can pick up a whip. In the meantime, I’ll just be a friendly observer.” She gracefully stepped away, leaving her mystified friends to ponder what she’d just revealed about herself .


  “Be anything you like,” Luke told her. “When it’s time to lay a hand on my slave, you’ll know.”


  “You know, you’re right about this, Luke.” Miranda could hardly contain her excitement. “This is the most absurd thing I’ve ever seen, but it’s making me so goddam horny. What do you say we stop talking about it and get on with things?”


  “Exactly what I was thinking,” Luke announced. “Alexa! Off with the blouse. You’ve teased my friends enough. It’s time they had an unimpeded look at those pretty tits.”


  He waited before her; they all waited. 


  The suddenness of his demand surprised her – not the demand itself since she expected as much. 


  But she greeted the order with far more anxiety than she expected. She and Luke had shared a secret world that no one, not even Bo, had entered, and in that place she could safely navigate her submission and not be totally consumed by it. This was her last vestige of control, and likely something of which the naïve Luke was unaware. But such tenuous control was bound to eventually shatter, and in the company of his friends, he’d finally worn her down. He opened her secret world to their scrutiny, and this loose-living pack of twenty year olds marched right in, having an effect on her libido she hadn’t counted on. Her arousal was strong, and the fire in her belly burned hot. Could she possibly want them too? She could feel any remaining resolve about to crumble. Was she that easy, that needy, her psyche so twisted as to crave the next installment of her defilement with such eagerness? 


  She hated herself for being so weak. But from the midst of her troubled thoughts, she plucked one obvious truth: Luke had won. Their game was over and he had her now. Even if she liked to claim one small corner for herself, the boy had every right to claim her if she was so weak against her own dark side.


  Angered by this fact, she rashly pulled her blouse from the waistband of her skirt and tugged it off over her head, letting Luke’s five guests have a first look at her naked tits. In the same hasty fashion, she undid the zipper on the skirt and let it drop to the floor. She stood before the six, her chest out, her chin high, proud in her defiance, but quaking inside all the while, wondering how long such a feeling of pride could last.


  “My you do that as if you’ve done it before, Alexa?” Luke spit out. “I wonder how many times, how many parties you served my father’s lewd lust with the same irreverent boldness.” 


  This wasn’t a question she needed to answer, just another way for Luke to mock her before his guests and keep her hungry libido stoked for what would happen later in the evening. 


  “Now get on with you, slut. I think my friends could use a round of drinks.”


  Alexa moved gracefully in the corset and stilettos as she went the rounds of Luke’s friends and served them from the drink cart whatever they ordered. She endured the eyes of the men and the cryptic put-downs from the girls, hardly showing any discomfort. At one point, Brendon’s hand ran up her thigh with a finger poking into the wet center of her crotch. 


  “Make her lick it,” Brett suggested, and with a sly smirk, the young man stood up and offered his wet middle finger. When her tongue reached out to lick it, Brendon kept pulling it back, laughing as he taunted her. The girls giggled, Luke smirked. At last he stuffed it in her mouth, along with two other fingers. At that point she backed up almost touching Brett’s knees. 


  “Oh my, are you offering this tight ass to me?” Brett ran her palm along the perfect skin. “You say she likes being beaten?”


  “You’ll get a chance soon enough,” Luke chimed in. 


  “Oh, but I’m ready for her now. I can’t believe how hot this makes me.” She ran her hand along Alexa’s anal crack shoving her fingers all the way to the puckering asshole in the middle. “You suppose you have strap-on dildo amongst your toys so I could fuck her ass properly?” Her voice seemed to drop an octave, as her mind moved into a dark sexual place. The rest of the room followed, including Alexa, who could barely contain her own lust, in spite of, or maybe because of, the humiliation that was heaped on her now. 


  “Dammit, Brett, you are nasty,” Miranda suddenly spouted, and the odd spell seemed to break for a moment. 


  Brendon and James waited for Luke to give the word. They would have fucked the slave right then without a single misgiving. Alexa’s wet lips, sultry eyes and smoldering body almost begged them to take her, but Luke wasn’t ready.  


  “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, we’ll have plenty of time to use her – any way you want, in fact. But let’s let the juices build, huh? I’m gonna show you to your rooms. We need to rest up for the main event. It’s all been planned and I’m sure you won’t want to miss a single act.”


  The six scattered. The girls retired to their rooms, then joined the guys by the pool, where they cooled off in the water then sunbathed for nearly an hour until the heat drove them back in the pool for a dip and then finally inside.


  As soon as Luke and his friends had dispersed, Alexa dressed and headed out to clear her head. At first, she just wanted to walk, anywhere away from the house, anywhere she could find that wouldn’t remind her of Luke, Warren, or anything else about what she now faced. 


  However, rather than wander the extensive grounds, she found herself heading off in a familiar direction, just one thing on her mind.




  Chapter Nine


  


  Alexa stood at the winery door, contemplating whether to enter or continue her walk. 


  “You holding up okay?” Bo stood close behind her, and at the sound of his voice, she jumped then quickly turned around.  


  “Where did you come from?” She looked flustered and cross.


  “Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you. You okay?” 


  The night before, she’d heard the welcome sound of his music rising through the warm night air. This made being mad at Bo difficult. He smelled of dust, earth, grapes and warm fresh breezes. His boots creaked, and his jeans rustled. Though his fingers were stained dark, they could still move across a fret board with ease, and strum a guitar with a delicacy that could make her cry. She remembered studying his face after they had sex, inspecting the craggy lines, dark brows, trimmed goatee, and running her hand through the unruly mop of short hair. A sudden wave of desire rattled her deeply and she blushed. 


  “No, no, I’m not okay,” she shook her head vehemently and looked away. 


  “Hey, I’m not here to hurt you,” he said with some gentleness. He reached out and took her chin in his hand and carefully guided her gaze back to him. The warmth of his fingers sent a shock of energy rocketing down her spine, and her loins fired with a familiar desire. His sure and steady demeanor immediately brought to mind the steely authority behind Bo’s kindness. Tears started to roll down her cheeks, and for a moment she thought she would fall apart at the seams. Without invitation, he drew her to him and she collapsed into his chest. 


  “Dammit! Why is this happening again?” she cried. “It’s been weeks, Bo, and he’s only digging in harder.” She looked up seeking an answer. 


  “It won’t last, Lexy. I swear it won’t.”


  “And if you’re wrong?”


  “Then you have me to console you.”


  “I don’t want you consoling me!” she spit back – yet she made no move to extricate herself from Bo’s comforting arms. “I want my life back.”


  “And you’ll have it back in time.”


  “That’s easy for you to say.” Although there was a tenacious resolve in Bo’s claim that, at least for the moment, gave her a degree of hope.


  The caress of his hands, the smell of his breath, the rock hard substance of his character were unavoidable in her fragile state. She slipped easily into the submissive role she’d once played for him in their shared past. Kissing him was easy, natural, as if she’d never stopped kissing the man in all the years she’d been away. When he nudged her through the winery door, there was no resistance. No resistance when he unbuttoned her blouse and for the second time that day the diaphanous cloth fell to the floor. The powerful aphrodisiac of the afternoon’s display had awakened desires long kept sleeping in the background of her days, and thus their first tentative moves were soon replaced by the feverish heat of their excitement. Tugging at clothes like teenage lovers in the throes of verboten passion, they scrambled from the winery entrance toward the back of the building and into his private office, the door shutting firmly behind them. 


  They landed on his old leather sofa, Bo wearing nothing but his black t-shirt, Alexa in her fancy corset. Their crotches locked together, and the caressing went on at a furious pace. She felt the pulse of his organ between her thighs, and aching for him she opened her legs, awaiting the first vigorous thrust. “Yes, yes yesssss…” she hissed. Being fucked by Luke was too filled with doubts and shame to be the joy this uninhibited romp with Bo was for her now. 


  Soon she was crying, “Fuck me…fuck me harder…” and lunging back at him. He suddenly paused the frenzied fucking and slapped a hand over her mouth. “Unless you want the whole winery to know we’re fucking,” he quietly seethed, “I’d suggest you keep your cries to yourself.” He smiled wryly, then smashed his lips against her for another forceful kiss. 


  The kiss did nothing but make her want him more. “Oh, I wish you could whip me now!”“I’d do that in a heartbeat, sweetheart, but this will be enough for now.” He grabbed her breasts from the top of the corset and mauled them with his heavy hands. Then for a moment he pulled back and began a long trail of kisses, starting at her neck and moving down her corset, along her abdomen until he reached her crotch. He sucked her pussy lips and bit her clit until she began to whimper from the pain. When she flinched, he bit down even harder, and took a moment to relish the twisted grimace the pain produced. 


  “That’s it, that’s what I like to see.”


  She panted hard, her belly and crotch already convulsing with spasms. 


  He was about to stop, when her heated whisper drew him back. “Yes, more, do that more!” 


  Smiling, he lifted her clit in his teeth and began shaking it back and forth as a dog would a bone. She arched her back as she rode the wave of pain, exalting in its fierceness.


  The wild savagery continued until he finally flipped her over, raised her hips, and drilled her pussy from behind. As an errant finger found its way to her rear hole, be bent low to her ear whispering, “Next time, I’ll take your ass.”


  She shuddered visibly at his remark, which only seemed to arouse him more. He came within seconds, and though his guttural cry was stifled, she felt the vibration of it add to the miraculous joy of her own orgasm. Not since she’d fucked Bo before Warren’s death had she fucked so freely. 


  “Damn, you’re as fine as ever, girl!” 


  He collapsed back in his desk chair, catching his breath and watching as the spasms continued to make her body shudder with pleasure. Finally, she sank into the leather, and offered him a troubled smiled. “And here I thought you were going to wait for me to ask for it,” she said.


  “Your arrival in my winery was invitation enough,” he snickered. 


  The sudden noise of hoof beats coming through a crack in the office window roused them both. 


  “Oh, fuck! Gotta go.” In a sudden panic she popped from the sofa and began searching through the pile of clothes for her skirt and blouse.


  “You did nothing wrong,” he reminded her. 


  “I wouldn’t bet on it,” she returned. Whatever satisfaction she’d gained in the act of fucking seemed to have fled as her fears rushed in. With Bo watching, she hurriedly dressed. She fumbled through her hasty attempts to right the skewed corset. Moderately satisfied, she took a quick look in Bo’s dirty shaving mirror and spent the next few seconds running a hand through her hair to smooth the disheveled locks. “Bet you haven’t cleaned this up since I left,” she said of his makeshift lavatory. But not waiting for an answer, she headed for the door and was on her way before he could say another word. 


  “Nice fucking, Alexa,” she heard him say as she walked out. “Come back anytime.” She imagined him shaking his head in wonder, much as he had so many times Warren’s vulgar demands sent her running to him in the past. 


  ***


  Early in the evening, Alexa served Luke’s party another round of drinks and some snacks she’d prepared, then she waited idly by for further instructions. Unless he was craftily hiding the truth, which she doubt he could, Luke had no knowledge of her sex with Bo. She’d managed a few moments in the bathroom, attending to her attire before he saw her and began rifling off orders. Far too absorbed in his own plans, he seemed clueless to her nervous jitters. In addition to the refreshments he ordered, he required that she remove both her blouse and skirt, and serve his friends wearing only the corset, panties and high heels as she had earlier in the day. Though she had even more reason to blush with embarrassment, she managed the feat with little incident. Apparently, her near nudity was no longer new to this jaded group of young people.


  She waited now as she often waited, silently on the sidelines, ready to move immediately at Luke’s next command. Feast or famine…seemed to be the lot of a submissive. Either all the attention was focused on her, or none at all. For a while ‘none at all’ was perfectly fine; she needed the break from the wildness of the early afternoon and her later romp with Bo, and she was in no way eager to start another scene so soon on the heels of the dreadful initiation before Luke’s friends. 


  However, she knew there’d be no peace for long. Her mind played back the events of her day in perfect detail, and she saw how her body betrayed her as her memories of Bo converged, beginning with a tickle in her crotch and expanding quickly to envelope her entire body in the tingling eroticism. 


  Although she tried hard to maintain her poise and hold back her rising lust, the effort was hampered by her attire – or lack of it. How could she possibly hang onto her dignity when what little she wore was designed to arouse? Her presence in a room with six clothed young people provided a degree of unspoken titillation that infected the entire group. Although Luke and his guests pretended to ignore her, as if a scantily clothed female servant was something they lived with everyday, the novelty of her nakedness was soon difficult to overlook. Her breasts bounced before their eyes, and when she walked her hips swayed with a lewd come-on that invited the eye to stare—and so they did, in stolen glances, and not-so covert ogling from the horny males. Her natural pheromones infused the room with her sexual scent, and they breathed in, letting her powerful allure inspire fantasies that had begun with the unveiling earlier in the day. For as sophisticated as they professed to be, Luke and his guests displayed all the naiveté and eagerness of their youth. The furtive giggles and sly smirks were as telling as their butts wiggling against the seat of their chairs. The steamy atmosphere became electric. Voices were hushed, and a palpable tension left each of them anxious to begin again, though none volunteered to start.


  Alexa was thankful when she was not in the room, and found herself spending as much time as she safely could puttering about the kitchen. When Bo came in through the back door, the rattling noise ripped her from her private thoughts and she stepped back, shaking almost violently. Her nerves were shot, her breathing labored.


  “Thank God, it’s just you!” she gasped, and she leaned back against a cabinet door to regroup.


  “Your day not getting any better?” he asked.


  “Maybe the worst.” She thought again, adding, “Other than my time with you.”


  “I hoped I’d help,” he said. 


  “Oh, you did, you really did. It’s just Luke and the others…”


  “They’re just kids.”


  Kids. Exactly the way she thought of them…but she had only to look down at her bared breasts, or take a moment to feel the draft of air tickling her naked crotch, and the reality of who she was yanked her back to reality. 


  She blushed for Bo and could feel herself about to cry. “This is so embarrassing.”


  “I’m sure,” he said. Though he couldn’t have failed to notice her scanty costume and exposed body parts, his eyes were on her face alone and the expression of woe that drew her pretty features into a terrible scowl. A strange tug-of-war had been taking place between them since her return, and she could see that clearly now. It had only been made worse with sex that afternoon – as wonderful as it was. She was drawn to him again in all the worst ways…as if any second her romantic dreams may come true. She’d fly to his arms in a wild spurt of passion and he’d whisk her away to some place safe, far far from the winery and Luke and her unlucky past. 


  “Damn it! I don’t need you to do this to me again!” she shook her head despondently. 


  “Do what? Take care of you like I did this afternoon?”


  “It should never have happened.”


  His face soured.


  “What should have never happened?” Alexa heard Luke’s voice and jumped. 


  “Ohmygod!” she gasped.


  Luke looked back and forth from Alexa to Bo. “Interrupt something?” he asked. 


  “Not at all.” She turned back to the sink full of dishes and a stack of plates on the counter. “I’m just keeping things cleaned up.”


  “And I’m here for that machine part I ordered,” Bo said. “Should have come by FedEx this morning. Have you seen it?”


  “Sorry no,” Alexa answered, “maybe by the front door.” 


  Bo nodded and left, while Alexa continued to fuss with the plates. Finally, Luke moved in close behind her, cooing in her ear. “So, nanny, you’ve played your part well.” 


  She hadn’t expected him so close, nor the feel of his hands to unsettle her. He touched her waist and she jerked, almost dropping the plates, “For crissakes, Luke, not right now!”


  “Is that any way to talk me?” he snarled. His hands were all over her, and his stiffened cock pushed against her ass between her cheeks, heading for her back door. She could feel the head of it already jabbing at the taut rosette… 


  “Here? Now?” she whispered heatedly. 


  “Anywhere, anytime I want you, slut,” he whispered back. She quaked to hear him speak this way, aware that despite her mental objections, her body so often craved what he gave her. He bent her forward over the sideboard, and after prying her ass cheeks wide, he lunged forward, impaling her ass on his cock. “Now, ride me, nanny!”


  The fit was tight and her body attempted to revolt at the unwanted intrusion, but the more Luke pressed his advantage, and the more he drove himself into her, the more her body responded. Before long, she was wiggling back with her hips doing a gyrating tango that massaged the organ within, and quickly brought the boy to the brink. She kept on, eager to come herself, and held back only to extend the moment. With every thrust her body shivered anew, then suddenly there was no holding back and she began to spasm, clenching and seizing up at a furious rate, until she realized that he was cumming, too. Holding her ass tight against his groin, he shot his seed deep into her entrails, then finally pulled out collapsing with exhaustion against her back. 


  “Nice,” he said. He left her still bent over the kitchen counter, with their comingling sex juices dripping down her thighs. “It’s time we go on with the main event, Alexa. Your façade comes crumbling down piece by piece. By the end of the night, they’ll all have had a piece of you and be hungering for more.”


  “Luke, really? Must you? Why can’t this be between you and me and no one else?”


  The question must have startled him because he had no snappy rejoinder on the tip of his tongue. He paused for moment, a wave of uncertainty passing over his face, then he looked at her smiling. “Because I want the world – at least my world – to know the woman you are. I want them to see your dark heart, and the truth you bury so deep. I may sound like a crazy man speaking, but this matters to me. You may not understand the motivation. I hardly do myself. But about this I will not back down. If your aim is to sway me with your sad, sorry whining, you’re wasting your time. You’ll only embarrass yourself more than you already have.” He let the message sink in then added, “So, my lusty slave, time to prepare for round two.” 


  ***


  “How about we just fuck her now?” James sounded off. The comment broke the tension in the room, but only briefly. Soon the air was swallowed again in dancing shadows and flickering candlelight, looking nothing like the cheery space it had been during the sunny afternoon. Drapes had been drawn. Candles lit. Everything glittered in shadows. Even Alexa.


  Earlier, Luke had cuffed his slave in tight leather cuffs, then lifted her arms into the air and attached her wrists to a bar that hung suspended before the fireplace in the center of the room. She was there as Luke’s friends emerged from the corners of the house, dangling in an iridescent black corset, lifted high by a pair of tall stilettos, her tiptoes just barely grazed the floor. Her eyes were heavily made-up in violets and greens, with the dramatic colors extending out to the sides of her face like a Mardi Gras mask. Her cheeks were pale, her lips blood red, and her streaked hair was swept up atop her head in a loose bun secured with black enamel chopsticks. Luke had stood in the master bathroom for nearly an hour, directing the step-by-step transformation as he reinvented his slave. She was more creature than woman when the makeover was finally complete. Everything about her look was designed to sexually stimulate. Far more severe than the corset she’d worn in the afternoon, the cinching black brocade lifted her breasts far higher than before making them look bigger and prouder and more obvious to the observing eye. To top that off, Luke used her red lipstick to garishly rouge her nipples. Like a graffiti artist on a manic streak, he stood back thrilled by the vision he created; and so wildly inspired, he smeared her slit below with the same bright color. “Like it, nanny? Like what you are now?”


  He pushed her in front of a standing mirror and made her look at the gaudy sight of herself. How pretty her ass was from behind, her smooth round cheeks framed between lacy black garters. Though from the front the sight was similar, with her pussy framed in black much like her ass, there was nothing subtle or sweet about the look of her sexual assets. They were painted to provoke – discussion, sexual arousal, controversy. If his intention had been to inflame his guests already aroused sensibilities, he’d certainly hit the mark. 


  The first glance was the toughest. She winced seeing the bold make-up, such a startling contrast to her normally understated appearance. She felt like the slattern woman he’d made her become. But regardless of how ridiculous she might appear, there was some strange satisfaction in what she saw. After getting over the initial impact, she stood back for another longer look. The dark woman within her emerged from the mirrored glass, a wraithlike image, startlingly beautiful and erotic – not garish and inappropriate, but a true reflection of her deeper spirit as a sex slave. Yes, slave. Maybe she should quit fighting it, and admit the truth. But as soon as that word ‘slave’ passed through her brain, she drove it out. No, no, no! She had to keep her wits about her if she was ever to be free of Luke. 


  She could only stand to glance at herself for a second and her fear rose up threateningly. 


  She thought about the night. Whatever did he have in mind? she wondered. Her mouth grew parched, and she began to sweat. 




  Chapter Ten


  


  By the time Luke had Alexa’s painted body swaying before the fireplace like an exotic bird, she was trembling and shaken and so aroused that she feared even the slightest touch would bring on an orgasm she couldn’t stop. She closed her eyes afraid to see the faces of Luke’s gawking friends, afraid of Luke, afraid of what she’d reveal about herself once these perverted little boys and girls got started on her body. She could feel their lust pouring out on her. Ah! Luke had exactly what he wanted. Like a pack of hungry wolves his friends gathered around her dangling body. Their clothes had changed to what was fit for an evening of debauchery though she’d hardly taken the time to note the details of their attire. With her eyes closed, she felt them instead…as if she were about to be charged by that pack of hungry wolves and devoured. 


  “Work her over, and don’t be nice,” Luke snapped as if he were giving them a command. They were all in his clutches, inebriated by his lust and the sound of his voice and the intoxicating concoction of fantasy he wound around them since they arrived. In this respect, he was much like his father, devising a depraved and kinky orgy, just like his father, and setting it into motion. 


  James moved to her front, Brendon to the rear, and the beating began. She was almost glad for it, a place to put the noxious desire that had arisen so strongly during the day, and on cue – Luke really was clever with this – she peaked now. 


  “Ohmygod!” she heard herself gasp again and again as the floggers and whips they used rained down on her body, on breasts, and crotch, shoulders and ass. “Oh, yesyesyesyesyes…” she hissed, and encouraged by her eager response the two men heaped on more. They’re cutting me, she silently exclaimed as the pain in her body mounted, and she felt certain they would break skin.


  So harsh. So harsh. She wanted to warn them about so many things that they, in their naïveté didn’t understand. But they kept on without a protest – in fact, quite the contrary, she seemed to egg them on. That, however, may have saved her. They could see how hot she had become, and suddenly the beating stopped, the whips dropped to the floor and they were on her, mauling her, fishing about in her crotch for a place to bury their erections. They found her dripping wet, enough to coat both cunt and asshole, and make them slick enough for entry. The first cock was in her ass, pounding away, until James from the front, roared to his friend. “Hold up, you bastard! I’m taking her cunt.” The pause in the action was enough to allow James to have his way, and though the positioning was awkward, the two cocks managed to impale her at the same time, their hands, their mouths tearing at her body while they drilled her end to end. Brendan came first, James not far behind. Her mind quickly skipped out, there was no place for it amid this hard action. She was cumming as they came, unable to stop herself, unable to keep anything in check at all. And when the two men finally withdrew from her exhausted, she was cumming still, this time less obviously. Maybe they noticed, maybe that didn’t see how her body jerked with spasms until they, too, finally dwindled away. 


  The world went quiet for a time. No one said a word in that still moment, giving rise to a silence so peaceful and so pure that she hoped the mood would last – last all night long if she’d had her way. But of course, it wouldn’t last. Of course, there would be more sex, another round of endurance, and another reminder that there was something genuine taking place inside her that she’d have to admit to and accept was true…even if it were only to herself. 


  After the fierce fucking was over, Alexa lay in a heap at their feet, waiting, anticipation blooming all round her. She could feel the expectation and hear a titter or two, high-pitched, female. At last, the trio of women were slowly circling around her, making decisions as they viewed her from above with mocking disgust. For a moment, Alexa’s eyes opened, absently at first, then she became aware that Bo was standing in the doorway, leaning against the jamb, his eyes dark as if he too were taken in by the scene and the long, tedious wait. She knew he’d been there all along – the last she’d seen when she closed her eyes was his shadow. It didn’t take any more than that single glimpse to know he witnessed the sex with Brendon and James. Protecting her? She liked to think so, but he was certainly no knight in shining armor there to whisk her away from this debauchery. He could have stopped it. Of course, he could have stopped it. Luke was half the man he was, and would have crumbled if Bo were to intercede for her. Ah yes! She remembered, something about keeping his job. The ass! She could have spit in Bo’s face at the moment, but obviously that was impossible. Instead of dwelling on the man, she closed her eyes, making herself ready to accept what came. This was what she’d learned to do to survive Luke’s nastiness. There wasn’t much choice in the matter. Then again, this was what she honestly loved in a twisted sort of way. Everyone in the room knew that, even these punk kids. 


  So what kind of woman was she? Hate the sinful act one minute only to embrace the very same thing the moment the foul deed began? Damn she was a fucked up slut! But the wild girl was satisfied, happy in fact. She always would be with sex like this. Staring at Bo, unable to break from the fierceness in his dark eyes, was like confessing sins to a priest. She knew and he knew that she must have orgasmed a dozen times while those two young men turned themselves into snarling brutes and used her like a piece of meat. She’d been fucked. She’d been conquered. She’d been exposed. 


  And now, she felt the leather playing light against her skin, she smelled the scent, and she pulled her eyes away from Bo at the doorway, and watched as three beautiful pairs of feet with beautifully painted toes moved around her in a circle. Ashley held a long flogger that she danced about her wounded backside. It tickled her privates from behind, producing sensations that made her jerk fitfully – as if the girl really knew what she was doing – though the tentative flogging was just sensuous teasing. On the other hand, there was Miranda with cane in hand, erratically and without warning, smashing it down against her thigh. 


  She howled when it landed, and her entire body abruptly wrenched itself into another position. It hardly mattered, though, what position she was in. They didn’t know what they were doing, but they certainly knew enough to have her miserable and wanting once again. When she finally had the courage to open her eyes and look up there was Brett, big, bold, beautiful Brett staring down at her with a ghastly smirk, while a fat, fake prick bobbed between her legs. Obviously, Luke had a strap-on handy there to accommodate Brett’s need to screw her. 


  “What’s another fuck matter when you’ve already been so thoroughly used,” she drawled in that smoky Southern accent. “You’re my fantasy come to life.” Her smile got bigger. “Just think, in years to come, I’ll be telling this story to my martini drinking friends, about how I once fucked a slavish whore, in the ass no less – oh, yes, I’m gonna fuck your ass after I ride your cunt. They’ll be wide-eyed in wonder, trying to figure out why they weren’t so lucky. You are a blessing, aren’t you, Miss Alexa?”


  Alexa shuddered as the humiliation hit home and was grateful that the bitchy female finally stopped talking and got on with what she had in mind. Brett had a lounger pulled to the center of the room – because she sure as hell wasn’t gonna get on the floor – then she had the boys drag the languid slave atop so Alexa could be stretched out on her back, arms tied overhead, legs wide open with a pillow stuffed beneath her ass. 


  “I ride you until I get off, so you’d better put some action into this, slave. Don’t just lay there like a dishrag.” 


  Alexa looked her in the eye, unable able to hide either the lust or the defiance. She liked both at the moment, and was clearly ready to be fucked again. ‘Bring it on,’ she could hear the wild girl inside her answering Brett’s mocking threat.


  The fake prick wasn’t all that big, which was a blessing, since she was already sore from being used in both holes. But the girl was as nasty as any man Alexa had ever known. If she had no firsthand experience screwing women with a strap-on, then she came by the knowledge instinctively. She’d have made a fine Domme, not that Alexa planned to point that out. 


  Alexa’s cunt felt sore and bruised by the time Brett finally pulled out, and flipped the recumbent Alexa onto her stomach with the pillow shoved beneath her crotch this time, leaving her bare ass high and wide open. 


  “Oooo, this is nasty, really nasty,” Brett exclaimed, awed by the moment the pussy-slicked dildo was poised to enter Alexa’s behind. The revealing split second of wonder passed quickly as the dark side of Brett’s character, the inner Domme, took over, and she rammed the first thrust home as if Alexa was no more than a toy – of course, that’s what she was. Wasn’t that exactly what Luke said of her? 


  Brett paid no attention to anything but Alexa’s ass and her fake prick, not even a glimpse at what was going on right in front of her. Miranda, having decided that she wanted to be in on the pleasure, had wriggled her crotch beneath Alexa’s face, demanding that the sexy slave lick her pussy. There was no quarrel in Alexa, she was completely mindless at the moment, though there was a bit of difficulty with her body as it rocked and jerked from the fierce jolts inside her ass. For a few lovely moments she enjoyed the sweet, salty brine at Miranda’s center, the hard clit and the fact that the slutty female didn’t mind at all that she used her teeth – lightly enough not to really hurt, but hard enough to stimulate. Alexa reveled in the sounds of Miranda’s groans and yelps, but was distracted from her pussy-licking, slurping, sucking activity by what was going on in her back door.  


  The ruthless Domme had fired up, and Brett kept up a frenzied pace without stopping until friction, caused by the unique construction of the strap-on, stimulated her pussy and she came and came hard. She drilled the grunting slave even faster, then finally collapsed forward, hard against Alexa’s backside. 


  Once the girls withdrew, the boys were back again and ready for more. 


  “Oh, no!” the gasp heard from Alexa’s mouth was enough to make them pause. James was too rock hard to stop, but Brendon begged off before he could even get started. 


  The night ended there, the players done, leaving Alexa alone in the center of the room. 


  ***


  Alexa awakened to a silent room and the sound of an occasional snore. Someone was sleeping nearby. In need of a toilet, she struggled off the lounger and to her feet, thankful that somewhere in the melee of sex she’d lost the stilettos and could walk without a need for the balancing act. She took off for the upstairs bathroom, well away from Luke’s sleeping friends. After peeing, she looked in the mirror and immediately stood back in shock. The elegant sight she envisioned was now a disheveled mess of ratted hair and smudged make-up. The corset was twisted out of place and dreadfully uncomfortable. She removed it first and breathed deep, glad to be free of the confining garment. After she washed her face of the dark mascara, she went on to sponge away the body juices that were now dried and caking on her skin. Though still a little roughed up in places, for the most part the leftovers of her night of excess and debauchery had been stripped away, much of it washing down the drain. She felt like a newborn in clean skin. She grabbed one of Warren’s old t-shirts from the hall closet and tossed it over her head. For a moment, she paused, thinking she heard voices and moans from somewhere on the second floor. Rattled by the noise, she dashed downstairs to the living room where she gingerly tiptoed her way through the night’s debris and saw that everyone was crashed on couches – all but Luke and Ashley, who were nowhere to be seen. 


  Voices and moaning on the second floor…? The sounds made sense to her now. Had the two been a couple all along? Stunned by a disturbing pang of jealousy, she burned with anger, feeling mad enough to shout from the rooftops, Go ahead and take him! if she’d been more bold. But even her jealous rage seemed like a hollow emotion after what she’d been through that night. Her world was quiet now and she liked it that way. No sneers, no catcalls, no demeaning putdowns. No smarmy hands lighting flames in her sexual body. For just a little while she could forget the treachery and the humiliation, she could forget that Luke and Ashley were screwing around the master bed she’d shared with him the last few months. The world around her was at peace, and none of what had transpired earlier seemed important now. 


  She looked out the window toward the winery, seeing the glow of evening in the shadows cast by the security lights. She saw the moon and the stars, and the light in Bo’s window still lit. Her heart suddenly took notice, and refusing to listen to her own wise council, she dashed barefoot into the night, disheveled hair and all, and raced to the small cottage behind the winery building that Bo called home. 


  He answered her knock, holding his guitar in one hand and the door handle with the other. Peering into the dark night, he stepped back in surprise seeing Alexa standing before him looking nervous and forlorn. 


  “Oh Bo!” she exclaimed, and before he could think to speak, she collapsed against his chest. After carefully setting the guitar next to the wall at his side, he wrapped his arms around her, and for nearly five minutes, they remained that way with Bo’s beautiful energy flowing into her like a soothing balm. He stroked her hair and ran his hand gently down her back, while she drank in the warm, rich, and distinctly masculine scent of his earthy body.


  “Hard night?” he asked.


  “If I let myself think about it, it’s terribly unsettling, all of it,” she replied wearily.


  Pulling out of the close embrace, Bo let her into the cottage. “He knows you’re here?”


  “Not unless he saw me through the window, but I very much doubt he cares where I am right now.”


  Bo eyed her suspiciously, though her eyes pleaded with him not to probe. 


  “You mind that I’m here… I know it’s awfully late…”


  “No, I don’t mind, have a seat.” He moved to the couch, grabbing two hefty stacks of magazines that he deposited on the floor. Then he doused the light, leaving just one lone candle burning. For a moment, Alexa watched its smoky flame dance in the drafty air and make spooky apparitions on the walls. Bo’s surroundings had hardly changed in the six years since she’d been inside the house. The living room, dining and kitchen areas were all in one big room, with the bedroom and bathroom behind the kitchen. Two walls in the main room were lined with bookcases, each one of them packed tightly with record albums, sheet music, recording equipment, amplifiers, books and magazines. The one living room wall without bookshelves was covered with framed photographs of Bo – on stage in concert, jamming with friends and in close-up shots with members of his band, the pictures spanning his life, from his teens to the present. In some, even recent ones, were sexy, young females, ‘groupies’ hanging all over him, putting a sly smirk on his rugged face and leaving Alexa to silently wonder if they’d just fucked…just as she’d wondered the same thing six years before whenever such an image caught her eye. The usual clutter littered tables – mostly sheet music, scribbled song lyrics and junk. This was his studio, and though the place looked unkempt, there was an order to his things that Bo understood and no one messed with. As chaotic as it seemed, there were no dirty dishes, fast food containers and refuse common in similar settings. 


  She wanted to smile thinking of the many times she’d drunk herself into a happy stupor while listening to Bo play for her, or jam with his friends while she stayed on the fringes listening. She wanted to smile and remember those good times, but she was nervous. She needed a place to collapse and let go of the night’s memories that were still passing through her thoughts. But she was nervous with Bo, with his masculine pheromones bouncing off the walls and her hungry crotch clamoring for more sex. How could it ache for more after so much use? Was it like food? Some fills and satisfies, while some leaves you hungry for more?


  She sat down on the sliver of the sofa where Bo cleared space, feeling immediately uncomfortable. She felt too fidgety and too tired to say much.


  “I guess you don’t want to talk?” Bo finally had to ask.


  “Maybe, but not yet. How about you just play, like you used to play for me?”


  He nodded, seeming happy to oblige, then he sat back on a stool before a music stand holding his latest songs and began to pick effortlessly through a long obbligato before his gravelly voice began to croon the words and melody of a lonely tune about love and loss. 


  She listened, one ear on Bo’s music, the other tuned to her scattered emotions. If only she could fall asleep to the sound of the delicate notes and craggy tone as she did those other times. Now, she just wanted him and everything about him – his jumbled house, the textured voice, the force of his hefty cock and the burst of freedom that comes from needing to care about nothing but the precious moment. 


  She wouldn’t dare fall asleep in Bo’s house, as she had no idea what trouble it would cause – or if it would be trouble at all. Luke had given Bo free access to her, had he not? That had been months ago, no telling how he’d feel now about her and Bo together. Too weary to take chances, she knew that before the night was over she would be back in Warren’s house, and that her respite from the house and Luke, his rules, and his hedonistic friends could only be brief. So for a moment she listened, letting her mind drift and her sagging spirit be buoyed by lyrics – he seemed to be making them up on the spot… about glittering eyes and a wounded heart…despair too deep to talk about … He was speaking of her. 


  She rocked back and forth to the lazy rhythms, with her eyes glistening as she took in all of who he was – hating parts of him that defied her needs, but loving the rest. By the time the tears were streaming down her cheeks, she couldn’t stay sitting any longer. She moved on him rapidly, wanting to yank the guitar from his hands and throw herself into his arms; their one embrace had not been enough to heal her. Not hardly enough, and she sunk to her knees at his feet, grabbing his thighs and looking up pleading. 


  He paused and looked down at her kindly, laughing softly to himself. “I didn’t think this would be enough for you…” he said.


  She wanted to laugh, too, to think of this moment in the same sweet way she thought of ‘Bo moments’ in her previous life. But that would be impossible under the circumstances.  


  “So, what’ll it be, Lexa? Savage or sweet?” He put down his guitar and pulled her upright on her knees. 


  Her heart was pounding and her stomach queasy – she couldn’t recall when she’d eaten last. But the savage grinding in her loins was far stronger than any need for food. She couldn’t answer the question truthfully because she didn’t know her own desire, and was too mixed up to know what she needed. “How about you decide?” she offered. 


  His brows lifted. “A coward’s way out…hum?”


  Something about the way he said ‘coward’ made her want to sock him in the jaw. “I am not a coward!” she shouted. “I’m not! I swear I’m not…I just can’t…” and her voice trailed off, “I need something…something…” She hung her head, slumping into his lap, hoping he would come to her rescue.


  He pried her face from his leg and made her sit up and look at him. “But you don’t know what it is, do you?” 


  She shook her head like a sad little girl.  


  And he shook his, apparently still amused. He brought her with him as he moved to his feet, and then stood close enough that she could feel his hot breath on her neck. Pausing briefly, he turned away and hit start on his CD player. With a steady drumming behind the music, the haunting sound of bluesy vocals caressed the air as he caressed her. He lifted the t-shirt making her naked, to point out the disparity of their station. Inside Bo’s house, she was as surrendering as she would be in Luke’s; the years between had changed nothing about that. Though this was where she felt her submission most dearly, where she loved it best, where there was no Sword of Damocles ready to take her out. All her incarnations came together here; everything was easy and her submission natural. 


  Bo’s hand ran down her naked belly to her crotch, as his lips kissed her neck, and that hot breath made her tummy flutter with excitement. 


  “You’re still horny,” Bo stated 


  She shuddered deeply, and blushing she looked up and nodded. Then she bowed her head again as his hands continued to rove about her steamy flesh, shocking places where he slapped hard, while igniting flames of unbridled need where his hand barely grazed the skin. She lifted on tiptoe. She swayed uneasily, then rocked back and forth, but always certain that Bo’s strong hands would keep her from falling. 


  She felt a soft slap against her cheek. “Look at me,” he ordered, his voice dropping a decibel or two to make a serious point. 


  She hadn’t realized that her eyes were closed, and when she opened them, Bo’s greeted her with a scowl. 


  “You’ve had a rugged night. You sure want to start this now?” Just the implication of his message sent a thunderous jolt through her body, followed by a wave of erratic orgasmic spasms she tried earnestly to tame – why, she wasn’t sure. Strangely, she didn’t want to appear too easy, but even she could see that was laughable given their history. Maybe he was offering her the option to stop, but his hands had not stopped their caress, or the stunning slaps that sent her body reeling once again. 


  “Start now?” she came back smartly, “I started hours ago and haven’t stopped.”


  “But you didn’t get what you needed, did you?” and his hands continued their slapping, caressing fest. He pinched one nipple while grabbing at her crotch, letting the continuous stream of pain arouse her till she came again, his fingers jamming into her wet cavern like a hard cock. She fell against him writhing. 


  “No, Bo, not at all what I need,” she whispered so softly, she couldn’t be sure he heard. 


  “Then there’s no reason to stop…” he seemed to say, but she couldn’t rightly tell if he actually spoke the words or she just imagined what she heard.


  To whatever he said, she replied with a heated moan, her body thrusting against him; her breasts and cunt begging for more. The bluesy music became more discordant, the key a heavy minor, the song like a Leonard Cohen ballad, though it wasn’t Cohen’s but Bo’s music and Bo’s voice lifting her away from the madness of Luke’s house to the mad sanity of Bo’s world.


  He began to strike her pussy with the palm of his hand in steady, measured smacks. She squirmed and vented and swore like crazy.


  “God fuck, that hurts,” came her terse whisper. 


  “It’ll get worse before I’m done,” he said. But even Bo couldn’t prevent the explosion that fired off between them. She felt the force of his desire suddenly sweep her from the center of his cluttered living space. She was in his arms, lifted away and taken to his bed where he laid her down and climbed on, discarding his clothes as he did. His hard body was unchanged in six years, his erection as she remembered. She wanted it in her mouth, where her lips would suck the hefty stalk, while her teeth nibbled the flesh enough to earn a stern rebuke. 


  But Bo wasn’t into typical foreplay or the usual course of making love. She was his for the taking, bound at the wrists to the head of the bed with her feet and legs left free. Submissive, yearning, her hunger for him overpowered any other thought that attempted to crowd into her beleaguered brain. He stabbed her pussy ruthlessly, then fell down against her body, naked skin to naked skin, and fucked her hard and fast while holding her tightly against his chest, his ferocity unlike anything she remembered. He wanted to roll her over and grovel from one end of the bed to the other as they had in the past, but he’d already tied her arms, making such a journey impossible. 


  He was content, though. Content to fuck her as she lay.  


  “Oh, Bo, please release my arms!” she cried, wanting desperately to hold him in her embrace. 


  “Sorry, slut, you haven’t earned that yet.” 


  The fucking resumed in a merciless way. Banging, drilling, lunging – as if tearing her sex in two. When he stopped, her troubled thoughts would come dribbling back to annoy her again, however for now, she could forget what life was like up on the hill where she lived with the boy and his fickle moods. Mind, body, heart, all were screaming in her mind for the rape to continue. Of course, it wasn’t rape at all, since she would consent to every second of the divine abuse. But she liked to think that she was being taken against her will by an ill-mannered brute – in many ways Bo could be just that. Being raped was the dirty little secret she kept to herself, the end result of so much humiliation, pain and mental anguish. 


  She got what she came for from Bo, as she expected she would. His personality was unwavering, his character almost tediously dependable. Despite his fierce loyalty to the Tatums, which was truly annoying from her perspective, he was the one man in all the world who could deliver her to a place of utter peace when she needed the quiet most…when the fucking was over and it was time to head back. He’d saved her before; and he was doing it again.  


  With arms fettered she reached for him with heart and soul; and though she couldn’t hold him as he held her, he would surely understand how much she needed him and how right she was in coming here.


  Coming from his first thrust to the grand finale, she relished every bit of his harsh command and brutal force. Unlike other men who used her in the same demeaning way, and enjoyed the fact that any woman could respond so enthusiastically to such abuse, Bo added a degree of empathy and affection she found rare in the men she fucked, as if he had a natural quality of compassion the others lacked – or just didn’t bother to reveal to her. 


  “Fuck me, yes!” she screamed aloud. Her legs were splayed, her cunt raised and resting on the pillow Bo shoved beneath her ass before the real fucking commenced. 


  “Fucking…that’s what you’re here for, bitch,” he yelled right back, adding a firm thrust of his organ to punctuate the fact; but then he was silent, other than the usual unbidden groaning, until his cry of climax rent the air. “God damn fuck!” The angry bellow stunned the air and satisfied her, then was followed by the usual rutting noises of his final thrusts.


  With his seed spilled inside her slippery sex, he rocked against her sweaty form, holding her snug to him until his erection finally dwindled and slipped out. After planting his lips on hers for a hungry kiss, he then backed away, leaving a trail of cum oozing from her slit. 


  He freed her wrists, then they nuzzled together, not saying a word as they lazily drifted to sleep. An hour later, she had to pee, in the process of which the toilet seat banged down against the porcelain bowl with a sharp thunk. She winced, then tiptoed back to bed, snuggling back into Bo’s huge warmth. He was wide awake. 


  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to make so much noise.”


  “I’ll fall asleep again,” he said.


  She enjoyed his naked body next to hers, and the feral scent of his hot pheromones, and how when their bodies moved, the scent would rise up even stronger with its sour sweet perfume hanging like dust in the air. 


  “I don’t know how much longer I can do this, Bo…” she whispered vaguely, not even sure if he heard.


  “For about as long as you’re willing to put up with it, Lexa,” he came right back, having heard her clearly. 


  “Right,” she groaned dryly, “as if I have any say in what Luke decides to do.”


  “It’s up to you to say when…”


  “Are you serious! He’s just going to stop because I say so? He’s going to forget the reason I’m here in the first place, put all that aside and let me go free…?”


  “Have you tried?”


  “I’d be a fool if I did.”


  “I can’t agree. You have power over the boy, you always have. He’s just smitten, horny  and confused.”


  She didn’t believe this; she didn’t want to. And now all the pretty feelings she’d been having in the aftermath of sex were gone. She resented how Bo could so easily assume that her fate was in her hands – as if she could break into the safe and destroy the incriminating evidence! The fact that Bo had brought her back to the winery in the first place still grated on her, even if he had no idea what Luke had planned to do with her. Her mind was once again filled with anxious thoughts, but with Bo’s warm body moving gently against hers and the affectionate, almost absent, way he stroked her heated flesh, her mind cleared of the troubled thoughts. Before she could roust up enough resentment to drive her from the bed, she was asleep, holding the gnarled fingers of his picking hand in hers.


  It was nearly 4 am. 




  Chapter Eleven


  


  “Imagine finding you here.” Looking cross and strangely flustered, Luke stood over Bo’s bed looking down at Alexa. Her blue eyes widened in alarm. She was alone in bed, and understood how the scene would look to the boy. 


  Before she could respond, she heard Bo enter the room in jeans and boots. He’d just shaved, and was toweling off. “I took you up on your offer and used the slut. Hope you don’t mind.”


  Luke turned, surprised to see Bo standing there. “No, no, not at all,” he said easily, although he sounded as if he’d forgotten having previously bestowed to Bo the ‘fucking’ rights to his slave. He was clearly bothered that she was in his foreman’s bed. “But if you’re finished.”


  “She’s all yours. And thanks. Nice stroll down memory lane,” he smirked for Luke’s benefit, putting on a creditable show – at least it seemed like a deliberate show – making clear that he wanted the slave to slake his lust and nothing more. He tossed on a t-shirt, snatched his jacket from the back of the chair and headed for the door. “I’ve got to head up the hill, take a look at the Cabernet grapes.” He was out the door before either Alexa or Luke could say another word. They were left staring at the open door, until Luke turned back and Alexa sat up in bed and pulled the covers close to hide her naked chest. 


  “So, you done playing hooky?”


  She pulled out of bed, tossing off the false modesty, and grabbed for the t-shirt she had arrived in. “Playing hooky? I thought it was part of my job to fuck whoever asked. I figure I’m still on the clock.”


  He sniggered at the inference. “I think Bo should pay more attention to when he uses you. My goddam house party is going on up the hill, and I’ve got hungry guests. Or did you forget that part?”


  “Sorry, can’t be in two places at once,” she shot off, having no desire to placate his irritated mood. However, rather than sounding snide, sarcastic or as pissed off as she honestly was, she maintained a neutral stance. “Like you said, don’t think, just do what you’re told.” Well, maybe she was sounding a little bit snide, but not so much that it rattled the boy. 


  “How about you just get moving now.”


  “You want me dressed…” she said, referring to the corset and her fancy clothes.


  “I want you cooking breakfast!” he snapped, further annoyed. “Wear an apron and forget the rest for now.”


  “Yes, sir!” she said, and she dashed from the room and the cottage, making her way up the path to the house before he could call her back. 


  ***


  What Alexa expected to be another round of humiliating activity for her became one of the simplest tasks of her current tenure at the winery. Compared to the wild sexual beasts they were the night before, Luke’s guests were surprisingly subdued for their 10 am brunch. Luke had made it seem as if they were all impatiently waiting for the tardy slave, but on arriving back at the house, Alexa found no one anywhere on the main floor, though she could hear a commotion of moaning voices, calls for Aspirin, and even a few irritated bellows from the floor above. They were all badly hung over, and if she thought about it, she guessed that Luke was hung over, too. 


  Alexa made a large, steamy plate of scrambled eggs, plus toast, sausage, orange juice and coffee. Luke’s guests turned up their noses at the initial offer of food, but then trickled into the dining room and began eating. The men downed nearly all of what she’d laid out, while the girls took tiny portions, nibbling gingerly at first, then finally gobbling down every bite. Though still bleary eyed and out sorts, they were less edgy and less hung over by the time they finished.


  As Luke ordered, Alexa wore nothing but a simple white apron for the morning brunch. The skimpy garment covered her body well enough in front, if you didn’t consider the way her breasts eagerly sprung out from inside the upper part of the apron and she had to keep tucking them back inside. The jeers and catcalls she expected to hear didn’t come, regardless of the number of trips she made between kitchen and dining room. Even Luke was sexually unreceptive to the usual stimulation. One might think he was being considerate of Ashley’s feelings, since it was clear that they’d spent the night in the same bed. But on further observation, Alexa determined that while Ashley might have been smitten with Luke, he hardly shared the same swooning infatuation. He was still the same self-absorbed Luke he’d been since she first returned to the winery. Wearing nothing but a scanty apron, she felt terribly out of place. For all their moaning discomfort on waking, Luke’s friends were back in their designer street clothes, looking perfectly grand as ever, considering how they’d spent the previous night. 


  “I’m going into the City, Luke,” Brett announced. She dabbed her bright lips then placed the napkin on the table.


  “Oh, I’m going too,” Miranda chimed in. “I could use a shopping trip.”


  “Well, dear,” Brett said with a lazy sigh, “As I told Luke when he thought up this reckless weekend, I need to be in Boston tomorrow, so there won’t be much shopping time today. But you’re certainly welcome to join me for the drive. You can drop off the rental car when you’re done.”


  “Yeah, and I got a call from Boston,” Brendon spoke up, “Nancy’s telling me that if I’m not in my attorney’s office by 5 pm tomorrow evening he’s going to cut me up into little pieces and dispose of me in the river.”


  “For crissakes, Brendon, isn’t it time you put that attorney in his place?” Brett groaned.


  “Don’t expect that to happen,” James shot off. “Malcolm’s got him by the balls on this deal.” 


  “Fuck you, James,” Brendon scowled. He turned back to Luke. “Man, I’d like to stay…little horseback riding, shooting, all the wine you’ll ever need, and well…” he stopped there, referring to Alexa but without even a single glance her way. “You sure have a sweet deal here.”


  “Considering how successful this house party has been, you can be sure there will be more,” Luke said, though without much enthusiasm. “I’m thinking of one for the end of the summer.”


  “Well, keep me on your guest list,” Brett added. “But now, I really need to head out.” She stood, as did Miranda. 


  “Ashley, James?” Luke turned to the other two. His mood seemed strange to Alexa. She’d returned to the kitchen and now listened from behind the door, hearing the conversation almost as clearly as if she were in the room. Was he upset that they were leaving so precipitously, or glad? Knowing now that the one night had been their plan was a great relief to Alexa who initially expected the party to continue the entire day.


  “I’m meeting a college buddy in Larkspur,” James replied, “he wants to take me out on his boat this afternoon. Looks like a good day to sail.” 


  “Well then, you’d better get packing,” Luke said cheerily.


  “All done. Car’s all ready to go,” James returned. Of all Luke’s guests that morning, he seemed least affected by the previous night’s drunken orgy. In fact, the typically pokerfaced James was little different from the James Alexa experienced the night before, with the possible exception of the memorable moments when he fucked her 


  Having dispensed with the appropriate pleasantries, he stood, nodded to the rest and headed for the door. 


  Only Ashley had yet to announce her plans. “You know I don’t want to go,” she started in. “But—” There was a winey sweetness to her voice and the way she cocked her head was truly charming, if not a little too girlish and cute for an East Coast girl. 


  “You needn’t worry, Ash,” Luke said. “I’ll be back in Boston soon.”


  She sat next to Luke, leaning into him shyly. Her pale green eyes brimmed with desire and seemed totally fixed on the boy. He’d fucked her hard; this wasn’t a guess, Alexa knew. Another pang of jealousy reared up so fast that she inadvertently stumbled against the doorframe, jarring her enough to send orange juice spilling from the pitcher she carried. Had she ever looked at a man so adoringly? she wondered to herself. She already knew she hadn’t; this was a part of life her current circumstances hadn’t permitted. Even in six years on her own, she hadn’t a moment when she felt the romantic stirrings she witnessed in Ashley now. She’d dated a few times in the years after Warren’s death, but her feelings for men had been so jaded by the long string of dispassionate bedmates, masters and assorted brutes who had populated her life since she left England, that she couldn’t trust any man with her emotions. 


  Such a silly girl, she thought, as she heard Ashley cooing in Luke’s ear. But jealousy be dammed! She shoved the girl from her thoughts. Then after wiping the spilled OJ, she picked up the pitcher and headed back to the dining room with the juice, even though no one was interested now. Again her presence seemed very much at odds with the two lingering in the room. Alexa had been in similar situations when it was Warren at the head of the table for a morning-after meal. There’d been no discomfort then; her attire and slavish behavior was no more than a continuation of the wild sexual activity of the night before; and Warren’s guests were comfortable, and even encouraging of the sexually charged atmosphere. But this was an entirely different crowd, and it finally dawned on Alexa what was happening now. They played hard and wildly the night before, and though they tried to sound bold and daring, even well versed in the kinky activity of the night – which they were not – by morning’s light they were stung with embarrassment. Silent and feeling awkward with the object of their nighttime debauchery present, they could barely stand to look at her now – even Luke held back the gawking for the entire meal. When he suddenly rose to his feet, Alexa was relieved to see Ashley and Brendon quickly deserting the room. 




  Chapter Twelve


  


  Alexa leaned back against her cowboy lover and cooed. The middle of the night, the moon was out, the sky bright and filled with stars. Even the lights of the city couldn’t dim the display cast by the heavens on this clear cool night. Bo wasn’t much of a cowboy, never roped cattle as far as she knew. But he had cowboy sensibilities. He was gruff, a little gnarled, but he moved with surprising grace – and the artist in him knew what to do with his hips and feet as he crooned his bluesy bluegrass, and picked country tunes on his ancient Martin. 


  His hand rested on her ass, where every few minutes she’d feel a gentle squeezing send another shooting dart of lust through her hungry body. They’d just fucked and now were on the porch cooling off. He wore jeans, nothing else, not even his boots; she wore nothing but sweat and the body juices drying on her skin. It has been a fast and furious fuck, libidos colliding as they often did in the dead of night, when Alexa escaped the house and made her way down to Bo’s modest cottage. Since Luke’s house party, any night he was away from the winery, her desire crept in and sent her bounding down that path to Bo. The first fucking was always furious, just as it had been that night; the next would be a slow dance to ecstasy beginning with that first butt squeeze. 


  “Dammit, Bo, you’re doing it again,” she purred, as her ass ground back against his caressing hand. Her slit was slippery and his fingers slid easily into the steamy fissure. 


  “And you could come right now,” he said. 


  “Of course, I could,” she purred. She breathed in through her mouth and undulated against him, ravenous for even the smallest touch. Every time their flesh met, the skin sizzled. Heat radiated from the tender burning. 


  “You’re getting ahead of yourself,” he warned. His mellow voice was low and warm, vibrating on the same wavelength as her body’s shuddering tremors. 


  She writhed against him unable to stop herself, until he pushed her down to the hard packed earth where her knees immediately hit the dust. She went for his crotch, the fly of his jeans and the cock beneath, trying frantically to undo the small string of brass buttons that were in her way. He kicked her back with the toe of his boot.


  “You’re a sorry excuse for a submissive,” he snapped. 


  “I’m a horny one, Bo.” She looked up longing for more of him. 


  “As if that weren’t obvious. You’re not getting enough of what you need.”


  She was not sure where he was headed with this, but she would try. “And you know what that is?”


  He suddenly seemed unusually disagreeable when he was normally as ready for more sex just as she was. “I know that sometimes you need to be slapped around and stung with a little pain – or a lot of pain if the occasion warrants. Apparently, your master doesn’t satisfy you that way. I’m surprised.”


  “He is no master,” she said. 


  “Is that so? The boy’s a faker, just playing games. That what you think?”


  “I think he’s young and sexy and totally self-absorbed. Even Warren at his worst remembered that I was a human being, worthy of at least a little respect.”


  “But you like young and sexy, Alexa,” he taunted. “By results, you must like him totally self-absorbed – that way you only have to be his slave when he’s paying attention to you. Let’s you off the hook so you can keep running back to me.” 


  She looked up at him flustered. What did he mean by results? This was not what she expected. 


  “C’mon, Bo. You know I love what you do to me much more than what Luke gives me.”


  “You want my attention? You want to be beaten?”


  “I want whatever you want of me.” It was easy to say and the God’s honest truth. 


  “That’s damn foolish to suggest,” Bo replied.


  “But it’s true.”


  “You think so?” he smirked – he was amused – but the glint in his eye was utterly wicked. 


  “Oh, I know so.”


  “Beg to disagree, Alexa. I don’t think you have any idea what I really want. In fact, I’m pretty certain that you have no idea what you want.”


  “That’s not true.”


  “If you could have your way…anything at all, no restrictions, no incriminating evidence in Luke’s safe, what would it be?”


  “It would be you and me together. You know that’s how I feel.”


  “And you and me together, what does that mean to you?”


  She had a hard time with his tone, his stance, his dark penetrating eyes, his grimace; as if he knew things that she didn’t and she wondered if that were true. “It means that we have this, what we have here in your house when we’re together.”


  “Equals?”


  “Well…” she stumbled here, unsure what he was after. “No, I guess not equals.”


  “Then what? Who am I to you? Just the winery employee who slakes your lust when you find your life getting too rough.”


  “What is this about?” she asked cautiously.


  “Oh, I think somewhere in the back of your mind, you do know exactly what I’m talking about, you just don’t want to admit it to yourself.”


  She shook her head. “Honestly, Bo, I really don’t know what you mean.” 


  “You need me to spell it out?”


  “Yes. Spell it out!”


  “You want a Master, Alexa. And by god you need one, because your life won’t run for shit without one. I’m not talking about Warren or Luke, oh, for God’s sake not Luke.”


  She stared at him for a moment, finally saying a feeble, “You?” Her entire body shook, every atom down to the molecular level, every fucking element was vibrating at the truth behind that simple you.


  “Think about it, Alexa. Think real hard. Just remember one thing. You’re not gonna get what you really want, what you absolutely need until you cut ties with the boy.”


  She shook her head. “I can’t do that.”


  “Bullshit. I told you this before. I’m friggin’ tired of this shit with you and me. You go to him. You cut him off. You stand your ground like you should have months ago and send him packing back to the East Coast where he belongs with his snotty friends. You get that done. See how you feel when it’s over, then come see me.”


  “What?” She looked at him in disbelief. 


  “You heard me. You’re one hot roll in the hay. But there’s a lot more between us, and until you get a grip on that and do something about the ‘situation’ we’re done. You seem to like taking orders, well, let’s consider this an order. One you damn well better obey.”


  “Bo, you don’t—” 


  He cut her off, “Oh, I do mean it.”


  “You’re asking the impossible.”


  “You so sure about that?”


  “I wouldn’t even know where to begin…”


  “Go back to being the nanny, Lexy – not the fucking horny nanny but the woman who took charge of him when he was a kid. The kid’s still there, waiting for you to call a halt to this nonsense.” He stared at her tersely, then turned his back on her. “Go on, go do it,” he said, as he shuffled back into the house. “Come back when it’s done and we’ll talk,” he added before he closed the door. 


  ***


  Her mind was in a daze, turned utterly upside down by Bo’s sudden change in behavior. What had caused this? She couldn’t conceive of trying to power up on Luke. He was too entrenched in this absurd master/slave game he played to back out now. Luke give her back her freedom? Bo was living in fantasyland if he thought she could just march right in and what? Quit? Oh, no, Bo was wrong, dead wrong about this. 


  Luke returned from a quick trip to San Francisco the following day, and for the next several days, she and Luke lived separate lives inside the house. She went about the usual household tasks, while he was pre-occupied with a number of things, though she was not clued in to what they were. He didn’t even ask her to fix his meals. He seemed locked inside his world, and she was happy to live in her own without his intrusion. Only when he got horny was she of any use to him, and in that regard, he was as unpredictable as he’d always been. He came to her when he was ready to fuck, and without preamble, pulled her away from whatever she was doing, rarely saying much at all. Sometimes he made her strip naked, other times he simply bent her over whatever was about the right height, raised her skirt and inserted his cock in whatever hole he wanted at the moment. Sometimes she was on her knees getting her face-fucked until she gagged. He didn’t care, just kept ramming his organ into her despite the choking, gag reflex. He fucked hard, harder and meaner than it had ever been between them, as if there was something he had to get off his chest, something he needed to forget. As if a haunting demon needed to release inside her cunt – or even more appropriately, her ass. However, if it were a demon, it didn’t matter how much they fucked, it never seemed to go away. As the week went on, his surly mood deepened into something that almost seemed sinister. That’s when he began to beat her ass or breasts before the fucking began. She gave him what he wanted, almost glad that the rest of her body could take some of the pain. There was even some perverse exhilaration that made these moments erotic for her—and it was far better for her at the finish, when it took little time for him to orgasm. A few strokes of his cock and he was done. By then, her cunt and ass were so sore from all the vigorous use, that she was thankful they didn’t need to spend so much time actually fucking.


  Luke didn’t give a whit about Alexa otherwise. Something had changed in him. He didn’t even offer up the usual taunting humiliations. An uneasy restlessness drove him, but of course, he wouldn’t speak of it to her. This wasn’t the old days. This was now and she was just a sex slave serving out her sentence. Any meager affection they might have experienced before the house party had completely disappeared. 


  Despite the impossibility of the idea, Alexa gave a lot of thought to Bo’s demand, as if there might be some way she could obey the ridiculous order. But try as she might to find a way to extricate herself from Luke’s control, she came up empty. Any possible scenario that came to mind lead to the same result. Luke would only remind her of the documents tucked in his safe that pointed to her presumed guilt, the murdered father, her bloody prints on the gun that fired the shot, and then her convenient disappearance. What the FBI and Scotland Yard and the international press had already done years before was try, convict and sentence her before any court could hear all the evidence. Had anyone even bothered to look for another suspect? She doubted it. The case was a slam dunk. The hope for any happy life, regardless of how a trial turned out, would be over if Luke divulged the secret he harbored. Over, as in done, no Bo, no winery, no life but a lonely prison cell. Couldn’t Bo see that?


  There wasn’t even a way to start the conversation, and yet, Bo’s rebuke remained fixed inside her head, taunting her into action, until her nights became restless and Luke’s sexual demands on her started making her angry. 


  Luke felt her anger, and that was a surprise. Since his return from the City, he’d hardly paid attention to her, other than to use her sexually. All he cared about was getting off. Now, suddenly, he was pissed off that Alexa wasn’t the compliant, surrendering, even sometimes eager slave he expected her to be. On the third angry day, he took a crop to her; on the fourth a cane, the fifth a thick wooden butter paddle, delivering punishment that left her bottom perpetually sore and her emotions raw each time he silently laid into her. When the punishment was over, he fucked her regardless of whether her body and spirit had surrendered.


  Another few days of this and she’d reached the bitter edge. It almost seemed as if they’d been driven into a confrontation by forces neither of them understood. She was afraid for herself, afraid she couldn’t take the abuse any longer without screaming for him to stop, and that would only earn her another round with the disturbing sadist he’d become.


  The odd impasse between them went on for nearly two weeks, until one day, as he left her with her just-fucked ass hanging out and her pussy dripping cum, he managed a terse, “I don’t know what the hell is the matter with you these days, but this is going to end now. You shape up, get back to the sweet, surrendering Alexa I expect, or you’re going to find yourself pulling slave duty like you’ve never done before.” 


  What he meant by ‘slave duty’ he probably didn’t know himself. He’d make something up on the fly if it came to that. 


  Still, she fumed at the threat, and was so close to spitting out, I’m done with this, Luke. We’re done. It’s over! that it took every bit of force she could muster, and a whole lot of tongue biting, literally, to stop a terrible tirade from spewing forth.


  At the last second, she pulled back and took a deep breath in hopes that would calm her. Luke left without further comment. 


  She avoided Bo. Unable to look him in the eye, she had no desire to be confronted by her failure. But of course, he knew she had failed her assignment. Every day spent without her flying down to the winery office to announce the good news was another day of inaction, another day of regret, another wedge between the only thing that gave her hope while she played Luke’s slave. 


  She lived in a perpetual limbo, waiting for something to break the awful impasse she felt in her heart and her thoughts, and in every cell of her body. There was no torture worse than this, nothing either man could physically do to her was worse than denying Bo the one thing he needed most. Bo wanted her for himself, without reservations or conditions, and this was the one thing she couldn’t give him.


  She fumed for hours as she cleaned the house and washed the dishes and took out the trash, thinking angry thoughts about her disgruntled lover. She shouted at him in her mind, venting all the foul things she thought of him for making this impossible demand. But that was all a worthless effort. She was a coward when it came to confrontation—at least she was now. She hadn’t always been like this. She used to have no problem thumbing her nose at the world, at decency, the law, her father, and the ghoulish paparazzi. Where had that wild girl gone? The only times she felt her now were during the raunchiest sex acts when that little slut found some real pleasure. 


  She was on edge and afraid every second, in the house, on the winery grounds, and now in the garden where she was pruning pretty fat roses with big thorns.


  “Ouch!” she exclaimed aloud when a nasty barb caught her thumb. Blood oozed from the tiny wound and she put her finger to her mouth to soothe the sting.


  “Better be more careful.” 


  She heard Bo’s voice behind her and whipped around to see him standing so close that she couldn’t believe she hadn’t felt that sexy energy she loved. 


  “Just pricked my finger,” she said.


  “Let me look.”


  She showed him the puncture, although the bleeding had stopped and it was hard to see where the thorn had jabbed her flesh. He held her hand, and through those talented fingers of his she could feel his pulse radiate into her body. Oh, how hungry she was for him! Her crotch seemed to melt and she would have yielded anything to him – anything but the will to set things straight with Luke. The last week had proven that.


  “Still too fucking scared?” he asked without needing to name the issue. 


  “That’s where it stands.”


  “Well, I’m not about to wait around, hearing you fuck the boy because you haven’t got the guts to stop him. It’s gonna end, Alexa, one way or another it’s gonna end now. If you don’t have the guts to do it, I will.”


  “Bo, you can’t just—”


  “I can do what’s right. What’s needs to be done. And don’t go getting in the way if I do.” He saw how scared she looked. “Don’t worry, I’m not marching in there now. There’s another matter to be handled first.”


  “What’s that?”


  “I’m fucking horny, Alexa, been about two weeks by my count and that’s far too long. I’ll see you later, when I’m ready.” Oddly, she loved the look of his snarling face, the fire in his eyes, the feeling that beneath his jeans his cock was hard, pulsing and ready for her. That he would leave her with that thought…knowing his erection would be between her legs very soon sparked something that had been missing these last weeks. 


  Coming back to the present moment, she looked at him, reminded again of how he’d left things with her the last time they were together. “I thought we were done unless I—”


  He smiled, though it was hardly a wholesome smile. “I’m a master, and I can do any fucking thing I want with you, including change my mind.” 


  He gave her sore finger a surprisingly tender kiss, then let it go and marched off.


  She stood stunned, gazing at his retreating figure, her head in a cloud of worry, her astonished heart anxious but heartened in the same instant. Her body was so alive with sexual hunger that she could hardly keep her hand from her crotch.


  ***


  She almost thought he wouldn’t come, and then he was on her so swiftly that she couldn’t catch her breath. Bo grabbed her out of the kitchen where she was finishing up the dinner dishes. Luke had taken her just the hour before, right over the kitchen counter, drilling her in a fuck so routine that she hardly even felt it. He’d left with her panties in his hand, and his juices leaking down her thigh. He told her not to wipe them up, so she let them dry on her skin. 


  “So, you like getting nailed anytime the boy wants?” Bo asked, as if he knew she’d just had sex. They were halfway down the path to his cottage.


  “Not really. Not anymore.”


  He replied with no more than a grunt, then shoved her into the cottage wall, yanked down the fancy skirt, ripped the sheer blouse away, and gazed at the lacy bra.


  “Take it off.”


  It was all that was left of her clothes but the high heels.


  She hesitated a moment. 


  “Take it off!” he repeated. 


  She immediately rushed to obey, reaching around to unhook the bra and discarding it in the pile of clothes. 


  “Now push your tits to your lips and lick them for me,” he ordered. 


  She looked a little dazed. 


  “Your tits. I want to see you lick your tits.”


  He’d never asked her to do anything like this, and she felt strangely embarrassed. 


  “Go on,” his tone had lightened some, but she saw from the look in his eye that this was no joke.


  She blushed, though he probably didn’t see it with his eyes so fixed on the center of her body, watching as she raised her breasts to her mouth and licked the smooth white flesh. 


  In the light of the pale moon her body shone like a beautiful white bird pinned to the cottage wall. If Luke had gazed out one of the north-facing windows he couldn’t have helped but see her. She prayed that he did not. But Luke was hardly of much concern to her now. Bo’s huge energy seemed to sweep away every thought in her mind as he stared at her, naked and trembling before him.


  “Hands up against the wall,” he suddenly ordered, and she dropped her tits and raised her arms up high overhead until her back was arched, and the back of her hands touched the rough stucco.


  “Maybe I’ll leave you bound right here when I’m done with you, let him see you nailed to my wall, not his. God, I’d love to see his face.”


  He didn’t say another word. The forceful way he attacked her said all he needed to say. He pulled his cock from his jeans, made up the two steps between them so he was standing in front of her, close enough to kiss her lips – which he didn’t do. He kept that distance, making her aware of how the head of his erection tickled her bare, shaved pussy, ever so delicately, teasingly, until she began undulating before him, silently screaming for him to use her. She felt her old self come back to her, reminding her of the “I don’t fucking care what I do attitude” that had been so much a part of the wild girl she had been.


  “You want it, Lexy?”


  “Oh my yes, I want it.”


  “Then beg.”


  She spasmed deep and felt a spurt of pussy juice drizzling down her inner thigh. “Bo, please, fuck me,” she whispered quietly. 


  “Say it out loud.”


  “Fuck me, Bo,” she said aloud with some emphasis.


  “Louder. Let him hear you up the hill.”


  “Fuck me, Bo, please!”


  “Let’s give it another shot.”


  She winced, worried that Luke would hear. 


  “Do it! Let him know who owns you.” He was fed-up with her hesitation and by then so was she.


  “FUCK ME!” she finally yelled, letting her voice carry all the way to the house.


  Bo’s scowl turned into a devilish smile. “Yeah, bitch, that’s the slut I want to see.”


  And so he fucked her, fucked her hard and fast, thirty seconds tops, until he’d come inside her pussy in several exhilarating spasms. When he finally pulled out they were both sweaty and panting. Her back hurt from being banged against the stucco wall. She didn’t mind. He left her there, naked with a smile on her face, as peaceful as she’d been in a long while, at least until she recalled his earlier threat to take care of Luke if she didn’t. 


  It’s gonna end, it’s gonna end now! came marching into her brain on the heels of the passing nirvana. Within seconds it was all she could think about as she remained pinned to the outside wall of Bo’s cottage with her hands raised and her pussy flooded.


  “What the fuck are you doing here?” Luke’s voice pulled her out of her stupor. 


  She put her hands down and gathered up her clothes. 


  “I asked you a question. Answer me.”


  “Bo just used me. That seems to be all I’m good for.”


  “He used you? As in fucked you right here?”


  “Maybe five minutes to go.”


  “Well, I’m stopping that right now. His privileges have been revoked.”


  Something broke inside her, all the pent-up anger and frustration poured out in a torrent of unbridled emotion. For the first time in a long while, she snapped. “Oh, for crissakes, Luke, when are you going to give it up? You’re tired of the game and so am I. It’s over and you know it. You don’t even want to be here. You think I don’t hear those late night calls with… hum, is it Ashley? Or Miranda? It certainly isn’t Brett. She’d have you by the balls. No, you’d need a girl who’s a little more compliant that Brett. You certainly don’t want me, and you don’t want this winery. You don’t even want to be here in California at this miserable relic of your past.”


  He looked back at her startled. “Have you fucking lost your mind, talking to me this way?”


  “No. Not at all,” she could feel herself coming back to her – yes the wild outrageous girl was back, tired of being fucked by a boy, when it was a man she wanted, and that man needed her to do this now. “It’s probably the first sane thing I’ve said since I got back here. In case you didn’t get my meaning, I just quit the job of being your sex slave, because you didn’t have the guts to end it yourself. I quit. It’s over.”


  He stared at her, as stunned as Alexa was that she’d actually opened her mouth and spit out the truth.


  She breathed deeply, realizing that so far, no lightning bolt had struck her down.


  Damn, Bo. Damn him, he was right about the whole six months. The only lightning bolt to strike that day was the honest truth spewing from her lips. There was only one thing left to say. 


  “And don’t you dare tell me you’re going to call the cops. You won’t. I know that. I took care of you when your life dumped you here with your dad, and you hated it. I took care of you. I listened to you, played with you, held you when you cried and washed away your tears. That meant something then, and it means something now. I’m calling a halt to this silly charade. It’s never been right for you. Not the Luke I know, and that’s the one I’m speaking to now. We got caught up in a really twisted game—I’ll probably spend the next six years trying to sort that out – or not. But one thing for sure, the game’s over. Time to put it aside and walk away.” She was about to leave, then remembered, “Oh, and I expect the documents, every last piece of incriminating evidence on your desk by the time I’m back in the house and dressed. Go back to Boston, that’s where your life is, not here.”


  She left him standing on that dusty path while she marched back up to the house, went inside, and dressed.


  ***


  Alexa found Bo in the winery office, going through invoices. She was dressed in the clothes she’d worn the day she arrived in Bo’s old jalopy. In her arms was an envelope with the contents of the safe Luke had handed over.


  “It’s over,” she said, feeling strangely empty at that moment. 


  “I know. I heard it all.”


  “What? Sometimes I think you’re a ghost hiding in every nook and cranny of this place.” 


  He looked at her and smiled.


  “You’re sure he gave you everything?”


  She shrugged. “He’s not going to make trouble. I heard him packing. I’ve leaving him alone…let him save face.”


  Bo’s smile changed to a frown. He shook his head and stood up. 


  “What? You got a problem with my doing exactly what you told me to do?” she asked.


  “No. I got a problem with that soft spot in your heart for him. Think of yourself for a moment, Alexa. You got to close the door on this…forever, no maybes about it. But you’re still placating him, playing the soft-hearted nanny. For all you’ve been through with the Tatums, you’re still so naïve! The boy’s not all right. Isn’t that obvious? He has a darkness in his heart you want to deny now, as if your little speech – and by the way, it was a very good speech – as if that speech blew away all the twisted madness in him. But you can’t trust him. Yes, you got through to him. But we need to finish this off.”


  “And by that you mean what? I have the contents of the safe, all here. I saw him put the documents inside. There was nothing left.”


  “Except the back-up disks.”


  She gazed at him momentarily taken aback.


  “You think he didn’t make back-up disks? He was fully invested in this scheme of his. He may never use them. He may throw them away. But you don’t know that. And since we can’t be certain where they’ll end up, we need to collect those too.”


  “You want me to go back to him?”


  “No, you’ve done enough. I’ll take care of the rest myself.”


  “What you are going to do? How can you be sure you’ll get everything?”


  He shrugged. “I’ll think of something.”


  Alexa had never seen Bo quite like this. It was a different kind of fire in his eyes, and there was nothing sexual about it. She couldn’t quite explain to herself what she saw, but it was fierce and sure and steady. The ground seemed to shake beneath him – but that couldn’t possibly be. No, it was beyond what she could see with her eyes, something she felt deep within. She knew that Bo didn’t need to think of anything to extract what he needed from Luke. He already knew what he needed to say to the boy. He may never tell her what it was, but she was certain he would get all the assurance he needed from the departing Luke. 




  Chapter Thirteen


  


  On any normal summer day, the sun would have been blazing through the open curtains at that hour, but the sky was dark, and the air thick, steamy in an unusual way. She took a deep whiff of morning air and realized it was about to rain. 


  “Alexa!” The sound of her name exploded away the languid feeling the impending storm produced and brought her instantly to her feet. She leapt toward the door and opened it wide, certain that she’d forgotten something to have Bo coming for her now.


  She saw his face and exclaimed a wary, “Bo?” His utter coldness, the toughness in the set of his jaw suggested that he had some weighty matter on his mind.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Not one damn thing is wrong with me that whipping your bratty ass won’t take care of.” 


  Ah, now she could feel a sexual heat behind the moment.


  “What? What the hell did I do to earn this…?” She meant his anger more than what he was about to do. 


  “Does it matter? Really? How about you choose to submit to me because that’s what I need from you now? If you want rational reasons, make ‘em up. I’m doing this to satisfy me; if you want to take something from it fine, that’s up to you. All I expect of you is your submission. Aside from that, I really have no interest in what you have to say.”


  She couldn’t have been more stunned. “You weren’t like this yesterday… what? Did I kick you in the middle of the night?”


  The remark seemed to amuse him, though it did nothing to change his mood, or his plans, and he didn’t bother to answer.


  The boy’s departure had left them to enjoy the freedom of a Luke free winery, a Luke free Alexa, a Tatum free life for the first time in over ten years. Alexa and Bo spent ten glorious days, often acting like two adolescents at the beginning of summer, riding, fucking, picnicking with nothing but wine, bread and cheese in their backpacks, and a feral sexual hunger that never seemed to abate. They swam in the stream, caught pollywogs, frogs and turtles, studied their strange shapes then let them go, after which they rolled around in the grass and had sex. There were times he got hard with her, whipped, spanked or flogged her because she was noticeably restless or was too talkative or she asked for it – usually quite literally. “I need something nasty,” she’d start the conversation. He’d keep on her about what ‘nasty’ meant until she finally spilled the latest sexual fantasy to fly through her thoughts. That’s how they ended up on the beach, swimming naked in the Pacific Ocean, and then screwing behind the rocks of a secluded cove with Bo in her ass. The ride was hard and her knees were bruised from the sand. Though to Alexa bruises were a badge of honor. 


  Many nights Bo would be picking his guitar making up nasty sex songs with Alexa as the center of his lyrics. And when all the wildness had been spent they collapsed on the bed or couch in Bo’s cottage and snuggled inside the comforting energy of each other’s arms. Not once did they venture into the main house; Bo’s cottage would be their love nest. And yet, for all Bo’s willingness to let off steam with the newly liberated Alexa, there was a sense that there was always something else in Bo’s mind for the two of them, something beyond the month of reckless abandon he promised her once the matter with Luke had been settled. This time in-between the past and the rest of her life was his concession to her. Though he never spoke of it specifically, it was an admission that she needed to become accustomed to the fact that she was really free, and the weight of her past was finally gone. 


  She asked Bo once, day ten in fact, what it was he said to Luke when the confrontation took place about the contents of the safe, and his knowledge of her alleged crime. He’d come back from the main house that day with two CDs containing backup copies of the documents in the safe – Bo had been right that she had not been given all of it. But she also suspected that he had something more in mind to discuss with Luke than just collecting incriminating evidence. 


  “What exactly did you discuss with him?” 


  “Not important,” he’d answered.


  “Oh, it was important. I know you, Bo Hitchcock…” she cocked her head and peered at him as if she were attempting to read his mind. “Do you have something on him I don’t know about?”


  “Sorry, Lexy, that’s all you’ll get from me.”


  “Not fair!”


  “Fair enough for me. My info, my rules.” He smiled as if that was that, but quickly saw that she would not be satisfied with his answer.


  “Okay, and this is all you’re going to get! There’s incriminating evidence on both sides of this. Luke had his secrets, too, ones I’ve known about for a long time that should never be made public. I made a promise to Warren to keep the boy’s secrets, and there is only one thing that would make me break that promise. All I needed to do was let Luke understand exactly what I knew about a young debutant in Carmel and an old bum in the City. He got the message.” The door slammed shut with that admission, and she knew better than to ask for more. She assumed that she was that ‘one thing’.


  The sky seemed darker still as Bo pulled the naked Alexa into the meager daylight. The smell of rain was closer still, and if she thought about it, she might have felt a few big drops hit her flesh. Though for now her attention was on Bo, not the approaching rain. He roughly grabbed her arm and made a beeline for the stables where he gathered several things he stuffed into an old knapsack. Before heading out, he stopped long enough to snap a metal training collar around her throat – a heavy piece made of steel with four thick rings and a brass padlock at the rear. He attached a lengthy chain to the ring in front, then threaded the metal links through her pussy and drew it up to her back, where he jerked it hard, and finally snapped the end of the chain into the ring at the back of her neck, right next to the padlock. He clipped a leash in front, then headed into the hills with her in tow. They hiked the well-worn path to where fields of verdant grapes yielded to a woods of oaks and aspen and evergreens. He wore boots, she a pair of thin canvas shoes. The further they hiked the more rough the trail became, the more her feet ached in the slim shoes.


  Once they reached the trailhead, another path veered off to the left. Hiking a hundred feet along that trail, then down a gulley to their right, the pair finally veered back left as they climbed an embankment and emerged into an open space, a small clearing familiar to her, where a four-foot high granite boulder sat wedged between the trunks of two mature oaks.


  “You remember this place?” Bo asked as he viewed the sight. He’d always been a bit in awe of the way the boulder sat between the granite as if it had been meant to be there. 


  “How could I forget it?” Alexa replied. 


  Bo had searched the woods for nearly two days to find the place. Somewhere at the tail end of his memories he recalled how Warren had found the place with the unusual rock formation. Alexa remembered the day Warren took her here the first time – he’d been angry, too, that day, in a fury over her attitude. In those days there was still enough of the wild girl in her to offend his masterful sensibilities. Sometimes they had nasty fights – which Warren could always win, of course, but only because he held the ultimate ticket to her submission. It had been summer when he first brought her here, the third summer with Warren, if she remembered correctly. He’d wanted a location far from the house where he could safely punish his slave when Luke was staying at the winery. The place would be off the usual woodland paths, in a sequestered location that the boy would never find. With Alexa gagged, Luke would be unable to hear her screaming. Normally, Bo led her there and did the dirty work himself, while Warren kept Luke busy in the house. Other times, when Warren found his anger with her particularly personal, he took her to the rock himself and let Bo babysit while he laid her out spread-eagle on the granite and whipped her backside. 


  “Apparently I left the stakes in place. No reason to remove them, I suppose, though I never figured I’d be needing this rock again.”


  “Do you need it now?” she asked. The rain-swollen air felt hot against the skin, yet Alexa was chilled to the bone, and she hugged her arms. As fast as one memory was pushed aside, another terrifying one took its place. She hated this spot, the tall saplings, the oaks, the granite boulder, and all that had been done to her here. But like every other weapon in Bo’s arsenal of possible aphrodisiacs, the place stirred her sexual juices in ways few things did. 


  The rain began to fall around them in fat drops that became more frequent as the storm moved in. Gusts of wind ruffled trees, while something ominous seemed to be coming on fast. Unfazed by inclement weather Bo moved on with his task. As the drops began to multiply, she watched the familiar ritual of Bo cutting down saplings with his hunting knife, and leaving them in a pile to use later. Then he removed any sort of vegetation, trees, berry vines and wild rose that had grown up around the rock over the last few years. With the area cleared, and the stone unimpeded by forest undergrowth, the granite seemed to beckon her, just as the past beckoned her back to a time she’d long ago discarded to the wasteland of unwanted memories. This, too, was chilling, and she wanted no part of it – except for the wild girl who was all enthused about the pain that was sure to follow. 


  Finished with his task, Bo called to her through the rain. “Go on, you know what to do.”


  “And you know how I hate this rock!” she shouted back across the twelve foot space trying to be heard above the rain.


  “Doesn’t matter to a slave,” he mocked, shouting now himself. “You brought this on, now deal with it. Come here.”


  She edged closer. “What do you mean I brought this on?” 


  “Don’t you argue with me,” he warned. “And don’t insult yourself by pretending that you haven’t a clue why you’re here.”


  “What? Luke ordered you do to this?” she sassed.


  “Now you really are playing dumb,” he said, disgustedly. He looked at her squarely. “This is all about you and me,” he continued to shout to be heard. 


  “But why?” The rain came on strong now, pouring off her naked body in sheets. 


  Bo was soaked but he hardly noticed. “Because you need it,” he yelled then he pulled her close. “And because I need to beat you. I have no rational reason, but if I were to give this up now, you’d hate me. Let’s just call it justice. Now move!” He fixed one eye on her, shoving her toward the rock. “Don’t waste my time stalling. The longer I wait, the worse it’ll be for you.”


  Her hair was plastered to her face, and the chain through her legs felt as if it would cut her in two. None of that mattered. 


  Despite the rain, despite the cutting hurt, despite the fear running rampant inside her, she was aroused by this, aroused by Bo and the firm insistence that drove him like a man possessed.


  Almost frantic now, Alexa scrambled forward, catching a stone in her left foot, “Ouch!” She came up grimacing, looking pleadingly back at Bo, who watched unmoved by her plight and annoyed that she was taking so long. With the smarting pain finally receding, she clamored for the rock, now navigating her way through mud, not dirt, and laying herself out on the cool, wet stone. While still settling herself in position, Bo hurriedly bound each stretched-out wrist and ankle with a leather strap, yanked it down and tied it off to one of four stakes that had been hammered into the ground like four points on a compass. Wriggle room was minimal, as it had been every other time she’d been punished on this rock. Unable to free herself was reason alone for surrender, but by then, any fight in her had already slipped away. She prepared herself for pain, hoping that the beating would take her beyond this forest of trees and the rock to which she so tenaciously clung.  


  Bo used no finesse that day. Picking several lean and bendable branches from the felled saplings, he fashion a bundle of switches, wrapped them with a length of leather cord he pulled from his knapsack, then stepped in behind the waiting submissive. She could feel the energy emanating from his body, the heat of his angry crotch almost attacking her. She could almost smell his beastly smile, and taste his lusty pheromones in the warm wet air. 


  The branches snapped against her flesh, with thin lines cutting between rivers of streaming water running off her back. The blows kept coming as steady as the rain, until he’d whipped her enough to leave bold welts, streaks of red crisscrossing her flesh in intricate patterns. 


  “Oh, dear god,” she moaned. She tried to twist away from the onslaught, but there was nowhere to go. The next strike hit the side of her thigh and she screamed, “No, no, noooooo…you goddam bastard!” though Bo didn’t hear the last few words. 


  What she hated most on that odd morning was how the rain intensified the pain, making it difficult to reach any sweet nirvana where pain becomes pleasure, and punishment a ticket to paradise. The conductor may have punched her ticket, but there was no pleasure in this awful moment. 


  “Goddam it no!” the heated shout was aggressive and angry, demanding him to stop, but she might as well have been screaming at a brick wall. 


  He lashed her with a vengeance born of some inner grudge, and there was no vehement cry that would stop him – save some true emergency. She would have liked to pretend that she knew nothing about his reasons for this – he said himself that it wasn’t a rational act – but she knew better. Bo felt justified, and though it was a reluctant admission for her, she had a feeling she knew exactly why this was so necessary. She thought he might have forgiven her, but Bo would think differently about a lot of matters concerning them. Being a basic and uncomplicated man, he liked the simplicity of punishment, righting wrongs with tried and true measures, then letting them go. Some men left things to fester after punishment, but Bo held nothing back as he whipped her as hard as he ever had. With every red stripe he left on her tender flesh a bit of his anger vanished, and he kept on until there was no grievance remaining. 


  This was a perfect morning for the man – even the weather cooperated with his plans. The noisy din of pelting rain drowned out her desperate screaming cries. Their forest burrow hid them from the rest of the world and offered a private place where they could work out emotions previously left unresolved. 


  By the time Bo wore them both out, the rain had slowed to a gentle shower. Then he was done, finished and ready to move on. 


  Since the knots that bound her to the rock were soaked and nearly impossible to untie, he cut the straps above the knots to set her free, leaving the loose ends to dangle from her wrists and ankles. He’d remove them later. She fell back against his chest, where he held her close to him for a good long while. But when the rain picked up again, he suddenly took off up the hill, hauling her along by the leather strap knotted to her right wrist. 


  She was three steps back and finding it difficult to keep up with her feet dragging through the mud. “Where are you going?” she called to him through the rain. 


  “Where you can get dry.”


  “How about going back to the house?”


  “How about you just keep quiet.”


  A few paces more, they came to the crest of the hill where sat a small lean-to shanty. Given its ramshackle condition, it didn’t look much more promising for cover than the driving rain outside, but once inside they found the tiny space completely dry. 


  They huddled under the cover of the lean-to and let the pelting rain pass until they were able to speak again and be heard. 


  “Okay,” Alexa finally piped up. “You mind my asking what all that was about?”


  “You have to ask? You don’t know?”


  “Yes, I really have to ask, and I really don’t know – for sure. With you, Bo, I can never be sure because we just don’t always think alike.”


  She saw what looked like a grin on his stony face.


  “Just settling a score,” he said.


  She looked at him baffled.


  And then his eyes narrowed. “You have any idea what it’s like to have the woman you love fucking another man, a kid, a punk, watching her kneel for him, and on one level accept it as if she’s liking what the kid’s doing to her? You have any idea what it’s like waiting for you to pass out your favors to me when you were done being mad at me, finally, finally, realizing I was on your side? I knew the two of you were going to have to go through something like what you just ended. I knew there was stuff remaining from the old days – never figured it would be so sexual, but it does make sense. I knew it was going to take time, but not five months, for crissakes! You try my patience, Alexa, you always have. But not anymore!”


  She stared at him, her eyes filled with tears. She would have thought her emotions would have been spent on the rock – she’d cried there, too. But she never expected anything quite like this, as a flood of fresh tears streamed down her face.


  “You’re mine now.” He looked at her with tender eyes, though there was still a firmness in his expression. “You’ll answer to me, slave. Does that explain things well enough?”


  She nodded her head. “Yes, it does.”


  He scowled a bit. “What did you say there? I called you slave. You answer like a slave.”


  “Yes, master, it explains it all.” She was too overwhelmed to say more, though something was very right about the word master. Something that even the wild girl could say.


  Bo finally smiled then nodded his head, pleased. He looked into her eyes with such resolve and firmness that it was difficult for her to take…although she refused to look away. She knew that her days of unfettered freedom had come to an end, and that was as it should be. She needed his mastery more than she needed her freedom.


  “Very good, Alexa. I liked the way you said Master,” he finally replied. “Let’s be doing that more often.”




  More Lizbeth Dusseau BDSM Erotica


  


  Little Savage


  In The Garden of Lust


  Seven Days in Cell Block 7


  Memoirs of a Sex Toy


  Innocence Defiled


  Honeymoon In Bondage


  Labyrinth


  Carly On Her Knees


  Taken Before Dawn


  Punishable Offenses


  Betrayal of the Virgin Bride


  Sexual Mischief


  Bounty Hunter


  The War of the Remingtons


  The Truth About Marianne


  Master For A Desperate Slave


  Poor Little Rich Slut


  The Humiliation of Hannah


  The Scandalous Demise of Lily Lake


  The Secret Sins of Lizzy Barton


  Pagan Dreams, Lesbian


  Outer Island


  Into the Dark Wilds


  Force Me To Obey


  These titles and many more!


  For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…


  write, email or call:


  Pink Flamingo Publications


  P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051


  E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com


  On-line:


  For Consensual BDSM, Spanking Fiction and General Erotica:


  http://www.pinkflamingo.com


  For our complete BDSM catalog:


  http://www.eroticbooknetwork.com


OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
Lizbeth Dusseau





