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For the wonder and blessings of my brothers in my life.








I


I am lying on a narrow bed, a soft white robe tied loosely at my waist. The room is shadowed; there is another bed, a deep sofa, wooden furniture, a large, strange curved shape like a saddle covered in velvet sitting on the floor. The door opens and he comes in quickly, silently, pulling his own robe open, and he drops to the great pillow cushions on the floor at the side of my bed. With a flick of his hand, my robe is half open, my left breast exposed, the nipple hard. He caresses it, and then bends and takes my breast in his mouth, giving me little bites and tongue-flicks. I am hot for this man, his effect on my body a drowning of the senses, pleasure, and the nip followed by the kiss and passage of his lips over and over along my breast. “I am going to leave your breasts very sore,” he murmurs, a cool voice thick with desire. I do not care.


He said he would use me. This man, who just days ago I thought I could love and desire forever, now hated me and had bought my body in exchange for money, though not in the usual way these things are done. I was not an escort or prostitute – though I may now qualify for these names. He wanted to punish me for rejecting him, and did not know what pain that rejection had cost me, the greater pain I would have had if I had not rejected him.


All these thoughts were flashes of color in a muddle of sexual arousal, his hands moving over my belly, and downward, exploring and finding my quick, working me and then stopping, so that I was ready to faint into unconsciousness of anything but lust, desire, and the pounding of my heart that I could feel tremoring my whole body.


“I am not going to care for your pleasure,” he had said coldly and with a cruel smile. “I intend to have every pleasure from you, though. I’ve never been with a whore, so you’re my first.” The words were intended as blows, but my moral sense was off somewhere else. By giving myself to this man, I could rescue my brother, his investments, his financial career, and most importantly, I could assure his emotional survival. My brother would not take my money. I was rich enough, but he was determined to protect my fortune, even if it meant the loss of his own.


So I lay here with the man who had purchased me, crazed with arousal. I heard him mutter, “I can’t wait, even though I wanted to do all sorts of things to you.” He rose abruptly from the pillows, pushing aside the rest of my robe, and bending swiftly to suck and give darting licks to the firebox between my legs. “Spread them wide apart,” he ordered, his open hands pushing my legs outward from the inside of my thighs. He came over me, his erection quickly glimpsed, and he was pressing into me, I gasping a little, wet enough, the chemistry of us powerful, and his quick thrusts, four or five or six, then stopping and rearranging me, scooping my buttocks, grabbing my hips and moving me upward on the bed, then entering me again.


“I want this to last a long time,” he said in a stern whisper. “I want you to be sore everywhere when this night is over.”


As if I cared. But it was so strange how all this had happened, that what had started as such sweet love, had come to this.





II


I never had an argument with my brother until that fated day that I also met Grenville Rand. That day our three lives became entangled in love and hate, in ways no one could have predicted.


My name is Dray Cooper. Bredon is my older brother and, until this past spring, my legal guardian. He continues to be my self-appointed surrogate father, indulgent, loving, giving me almost everything I want. But our hearts are burdened by sadness, for what he and I want most, only heaven can give. Our parents had been killed three years before on a flight from Paris to New York, their plane exploding from a terrorist’s bomb. I was fifteen when they perished, and Bredon was thirty-five. He had been their “honeymoon baby,” and I was their “change of life surprise.”


Our parents’ estate, bequeathed equally to us, left us very rich. Airline settlements and insurance policies added several more millions to each of our fortunes. Bredon’s goal was to give me a life that I was not even sure I wanted any more after our parents’ violent end. He hired therapists for me, but he was the best help, serving as the anchor for my heart in our now-shaken world. While doctors dealt with my body and psyche under my brother’s watchful eye, he was also shaping my financial security. His goal was to protect my inheritance, maximize my income, limit my risk as much as possible. He was a successful financier involved in many high-risk investments, but only let me invest with him if it was “done before begun,” if the profit was practically jumping to rapid heights as the venture started. That was a rare thing. Mostly, my money remained in extremely conservative accounts and investments. When I turned eighteen during this, my first college year, my money became my own. My parents had not doubted my ability to handle the wealth they left me, nor Bredon’s ability to invest it wisely for me. Bredon had most of my assets hidden behind bland, untraceable corporate names and made sure that all taxes on all my profits were promptly paid. He was not one of the many fools who thought they could evade the IRS forever. He had established two additional trusts that would come to me at twenty-one, “just in case,” he had teased me. Just in case I went wild with spending. I never did. My interests were art, science, nerdy things, organizations that protected animals and the environment.


While he guarded the safety of my money, risks were the stuff of Bredon’s wealth. It had made him rich in his own right, as a venture capitalist. After his Ivy League college days, with start-up money from our parents, Bredon launched an investment group whose bold financial moves and successes had impressed even the so-called Wall Street wizards. High-powered, energetic, his special talent lay in creating profitable new companies. He was unafraid to do testing and product offerings that often seemed too risky and over-the-top to other investors. In the face of skeptics, he would create companies that in turn created new “needs,” and dominated brand new markets. Our parents had been surprised, happy, proud that he used his own trust funds and their gifts to continue the tradition of wealth in our family.


I was not ignorant of the ways in which my family had become rich a couple of generations ago, and how it had remained that way. In our private dinner discussions, our parents told us stories of their businesses and investments, and their own parents’ and grandparents’ financial coups. None of this went beyond the family. We had learned early that no family business or financial planning was ever to be discussed in public.


Bredon’s ongoing tutelage gave me a deep understanding of the modern financial world. And after our parents’ deaths he also made sure I knew all the details of his investments and projects. I had full access to his accounts, and he would update me on all their passwords. The world saw me as a young girl, which indeed I was, but age disappeared into necessity and my youth hardly mattered. I was smart, and if I could learn the advanced sciences of my high school classes, I could learn the art and science of making and keeping money. After all, men had entered Yale at fourteen years old in the early days of our country. The very young have more possibilities than people believe today. They are legal adults at eighteen, but are often still treated as dependent children. It makes them feel helpless, prolonging their dependency, expecting their parents to solve every problem.


My parents had no patience for that. They expected understanding, and got it. They praised resourcefulness and problem solving, and we responded to that praise. They had also impressed upon us the importance of family in investing and holding our wealth, and using our skills to maintain our fortunes. My brother and I were the family that mattered now, for although we had cousins and great-aunts, we were all that directly remained of our parents.


Privacy was an over-arching concern of my family, as it typically was of the long-time wealthy rich. But privacy is difficult in a media-driven world. It was public knowledge, for instance, that Bredon was our parents’ executor and my legal guardian. In the days after the bombing, the media was wild with rumors, reports, commentary, official statements from several governments; the reporters kept stirring up interest with new angles on the story. They sought every detail online and by gossip, about the famous passengers who had died, and the identities of their rich and newly-rich heirs. Our parents were the only American notables on that flight, but several other well-known society “names” from Europe had been on board. Their families too were hounded by their countries’ news media.


Most of our friends sympathized as we avoided reporters and hid from them when necessary. We would look straight ahead, ignoring questions asked or shouted at us when we appeared on the street. Endless newspaper articles, television shows and digital news feeds, discussed the tragedy. Public and commercial radio and television aired programs with panel after panel, on terrorism, flying safety, legal issues, possible military retaliation. Bredon and I avoided reading, looking, listening. We did not attend nor watch the press conferences held by government officials about the bombing, where they tried to explain why our parents’ plane had been targeted. It was a commercial flight, middle-class families and poorer families also on board, their loved ones suffering and grieving as much as we were.


The evidence was scanty, and pointed to the relentless malice and spite of a small cult of religious extremists, evil men of bitter ignorance, using guns and bombs to defend Almighty God. The blasphemy of such presumption could not penetrate their distorted mental processes. Were it not such a travesty of religious ardor, it would have been the ultimate cosmic joke. All the media talk was really an attempt to deal with fear, to gain reassurance that we were not going to experience another September eleventh. The pictures of various terrorists that appeared in all the visual media made me want to be sick, to empty my body and mind of the images of such murderous, treacherous psychopaths.


Bredon’s friends were very careful to respect our privacy and stoic grief. They avoided asking or saying anything indelicate, except for one, who made an appalling blunder. Head of his own investment group, maybe envious of us as two rich siblings, completely ignoring the gut-deep hurt we still carried, this supposed friend made a too-hearty, sarcastic joke that infuriated my brother. A greedy smirk on his face, he told Bredon that even an heiress’s brother was entitled to legal fees as the administrator of her estate. Bredon went cold, dead silent.


The jokester was too stupid to see the startled looks of warning and retreat on the faces around them, the palpable silence. In other times a tasteless comment might simply have been ignored or shrugged off, but this one had unleashed my brother’s anger, quiet and lethal. Bredon became distant, dismissive when the man was around, disappearing from his life, no calls returned, no requested meetings agreed to. Even as the truth dawned, he did not really understand his blunder. Everyone in their circle was mystified at his tedious stupidity.


At last, prompted by exasperated friends, he offered reluctant apologies, which Bredon civilly accepted. Still, the friendship was finished. As word spread that Bredon wanted nothing to do with someone so crass, investors also backed away from the man, because he was now perceived as having shaky judgment.


Again with their friends’ intervention, Bredon relented somewhat, and endorsed an investment offering the fellow was making. Though it helped, his full range of clients and the power had yet to be regained. I was relieved that Bredon had shown mercy, and told him so. But the incident was clear warning to stay away from “advising” Bredon on anything concerning me. It was a social firewall, like the one he had set on his businesses so that none of his venture liabilities could ever touch me.


Following our parents’ long-ago instructions (it seemed so very long ago), Bredon and I never publicly said anything about each other. I lived my New York life, attending college, sharing my love of the city and its culture with my friends and my brother and his inner circle. Those in my own circles had learned, from my angry eyes and cold exit, not to question me about my brother or my family. The women at my college knew Bredon to be a socialite, a “catch,” unmarried. They did not know that my brother’s heart was spoken for, that his marriage announcement would have been made on the day after our parents’ return. Hardly anyone knew, for he and his fiancée had kept clear of gossip columnists and social reporters. At least a few of the more eager social climbers at my college had looked for an introduction to Bredon, frustrated at my unresponsiveness to their overtures and invitations. Only my closest friends had met my brother before the bombing, and now only Robin had met him beyond a quick introduction.


When Bredon and I spent time together and had the strength for it, we would talk about our parents, recounting familiar stories, laughing, tearful. Bredon had told me more than once that our parents had always asked him to look after me if anything happened to them. “Take care of your sister.” They only said it a hundred times, maybe, Bredon kidded me, warming me. Only when we were totally alone would we openly cry with each other. The nights when I had screamed myself awake from my nightmares finally seemed to be over. I think they also died, of exhaustion. I do not know if Bredon had such nights. His focus was on getting me through it. He had doctors on call for me as I went through the daily motions mechanically, my heart feeling dead within me. I had slowly come back to life, but of course it was a different life for both of us now.


I still had occasional nightmares over our parents’ deaths, and though I tried to hide them from Bredon, I did slip once. I had a private dorm suite at my college in upper Manhattan, so that my brother’s early morning calls wakened only me. That morning my guard was down. I was sleepy, having been up late studying for mid-terms, then had fallen asleep to dreams so horrific, they had left me shaken. I must have sounded wild in my sorrow as Bredon asked his usual “How are you, how is everything?” As he pressed me, I told him I had dreamt of our parents’ death. Saying it aloud led me to break down, unable to control the tears that sobbed through as I spoke.


My brother waited for a pause, then said very calmly, “Get dressed and wait for me in front of the college gates.” He had hung up before I could protest. I scrambled into my clothes, running to Broadway, few people on the streets at that hour. Bredon had canceled his appointments, ordered his private car, and picked me up within twenty minutes of our call.


After a strong hug, all in silence, we drove up the Henry Hudson Parkway to Fort Tryon Park. We spent the morning in the privacy of trees and back trails, walking, talking, with tears, with remembrances, with another hug now and then. Composed at last, we visited the park’s jewel, The Cloisters, to contemplate the incredible sculptures and paintings and tapestries born of faith and hope, and to pity the poor hunted unicorns. Thus did we cope. On special days, their birthdays, their wedding anniversary, and the overwhelming anniversary of their deaths, we visited the Columbarium where our parents’ names were inscribed as memorials, though even their ashes had been lost at sea.


Life went on, as it always does. Bredon had arranged the purchase of my apartment in one of buildings his corporation owned, which was just being renovated and reoccupied. Pretending he was looking for a hideaway or extra investment, asking for my opinion, I fell in love with the place that now was mine. It was in a charming old building that extended back onto a quiet side street. The small corner apartment gathered light through its wonderful great windows. Bredon had wanted me to take one of the larger apartments, but this one-bedroom place was my true nest. Over the school year, I would take some time to choose among the treasured pieces from our parents’ and grandparents’ loved antiques, but I kept the furnishings to a minimum, preferring air and light.


Bredon commissioned the shaping of the apartment to suit me. There was a curving niche off my bedroom that extended along one wall facing the park, which would be my study area. A full bath was next to my bedroom, a little powder room near the front door for guests. A hall led from my bedroom to the long living room where one side, near the small kitchen, served as a dining area. On the other side was a baby grand piano, one of the smallest models. After two years had passed I could finally play music again, though it was a halting return to something I had greatly loved.


When I asked for the small piano, my brother proposed that he convert two adjoining apartments into one, to have room for an enormous Steinway B, a concert grand that would match the one in his penthouse. I declined, telling him that I would use his piano if I wanted to play some great thundering piece with full keyboard echoing in a large space.


“I’m still waiting,” he would say occasionally, although I had in fact used his piano several times when he was traveling. When he was home I preferred listening to him, gifted jazz man that he was. I favored the classics, but Bredon would improvise a jazz line woven around lines from Chopin, just as my teacher used to do. My piano teacher had also taught my brother many years before, and he was an old man when I took lessons from him. His Juilliard training shone through in his command of theory and his beautiful ways of explaining it. I loved learning the many devices a skilled pianist could use, as well as the classical and text-perfect ways of playing the music on the page. But I learned a few standard songs just to hear our parents sing. They had loved music and had sweet, graceful voices. When they sang together it was like love in musical form. They always held hands and sat so close together, each pressed against the other. It was so beautiful, it would leave me in wonder. Such love. Amazing to behold.


Bredon sent me to the Steinway store to pick a piano that suited, and I also had to get some things for the apartment on my own. I haunted the antiques galleries, alone and with my friend Robin, to find the exactly perfect desk that now sat in the niche facing the gorgeous park view. The arc of the desk matched the curve of the wall, its ancient cherry patina and clever drawers inviting to the student and the writer. A comfortable chair, low bookshelves at either end of the niche, cushions for the window seats, and I had my perfect little study. Its open arched doorway adjoined my bedroom which held a queen-size bed for my restless sleep. A huge closet built into one wall held the drawers and shelves that made extra furniture unnecessary.


There was another advantage in the elegant old buildings Bredon had selected for the search: the apartments had back entrances. Years ago, and sometimes even now, these were service entrances leading to freight elevators, back stairways, incinerators, places to store mops and pails. These back doors dated from the old days of live-in servants, when only they would deal with cleaning, laundry, and trash. But those back doors served also as an escape route that Bredon wanted me to have. He had paid for the same advantages in his building. Our parents’ death and the publicity aftermath had left us feral, like wild creatures who make sure that their lairs always have a way out if an intruder managed to get inside. We were known, yet we avoided being photographed when at all possible. Even the gentler editors from some of the magazine and websites, who requested interviews with great delicacy and tact, were sweetly thanked by Bredon’s assistant, who firmly closed the conversation with, “Perhaps at some future date. We will let you know.” That future date, as far as we were concerned, would be never.


Right after the semester ended I moved permanently from my dorm suite and the guest bedroom in Bredon’s apartment, to what was now my own home. Bredon had offered me the choice to remain with him, but I wanted the quiet and solace of a space where I could re-make my place in the world. He gave me his reluctant, loving, sad agreement, and my move was done. We were anyway both uptown, near enough to reach each other quickly.


Wealth made it all so possible. My brother did love being rich, and of course the temptation was always there to grow even richer if opportunity permitted. This was the New York financial scene, beautiful offices in gleaming mirrored buildings, elegant facades covering the clawing and scheming over money and its global reach. Money was the center of it all, and the dreadful reason for those first tense words with my brother. On that day, as so often happens, one step, one decision, one “yes” or one “no,” and the rest of one’s life is never the same.





III


That Monday I had to go to Bredon’s office at two o’clock to sign a tax form. He had told me that his receptionist and guard-dog assistant, Mrs. Andrews (we never called her by her first name), would be out that day, so the reception area was empty as I arrived. Bredon and I were high profile in this building, so I had known to dress in chic Manhattan fashion. Forgoing my college “uniform” of jeans and sweatshirts, I wore a fashionably swaying skirt and layered top, a very-latest type of light jacket over my arm, a relatively small handbag, exclusive and chic. I hated handbags and loved pockets, to the dismay of “fashionistas,” and never got the point of the handbag obsession. I kept clutching the strap lest I forget it.


All these expensive clothes were gifts from Bredon, thanks to a Bergdorf personal shopper and a designer whose style he liked. But I refused to wear the outrageous five inch high heels that were in fashion. They looked like torture. Why not bind our feet like in old China, and have women hobbling about until their revolution freed them? Despite the protests that many women walked in them easily, and Bredon’s offer to have the shoes handmade so that they would be comfortable, I settled on a moderate heel and sheer hose. My long hair, a kind of gold brown with subtle blonde streaks, was the work of an inspired woman in a quiet east side salon. I had pulled it into a velvet tie at the nape of my neck, not swinging glamorously, but obviously a “coiffure,” and not a basic hairstyle. I did not look like an office worker, nor like a college girl, but like a young woman whose time was her own. I had sprayed and dabbed on perfumes, and misted some cologne on my clothes. It produced a sensation of roses. I could catch the fragrance only occasionally because the sense of smell tires so easily. My brother, though, would grin with approval. His tiny, gentlemanly sniff of appreciation delighted me.


Rose perfume was special. “Mother would have loved this scent on you,” Bredon once – only once – told me. The fragrance brought back the incomparable perfume of the roses we had loved in India, where we had traveled as a family for my thirteenth birthday. Thus today, as on so many other days, the dress and scent were for Bredon, to reassure him that I was all right, that I had survived the tragedy that had stunned us into catatonic disbelief when we had first heard the news.


I was about to walk straight into his office but heard male voices. Bredon and another man were just coming out. Each of them possessed a strong presence like an aura, but I felt a jolt as I looked at Bredon’s visitor. I was used to the power that my brother seemed to exude, the excitement women told me they felt when they saw him. Because I was impervious to his attractiveness, I used to be amused that his effect was so compelling. Obviously my parents had instilled the incest taboo quite strongly in us. Added to that was our age difference and, with our parents’ urging, Bredon’s parental sense of responsibility for my safety and my fate. Other women saw that too, not only at my college. At parties and gatherings many a woman had tried to become friends with me in the hope that Bredon would pay more attention to her as a result of her connection to me.


So I knew about attraction and power, but now I felt it for myself, that air-shimmering effect this man was having on me, that I had seen in other women’s reaction to Bredon. The sensation startled me. I wondered if I looked as amazed as I felt as his magnetism pulled me. It was like a romance novel or a fairy tale, the bolt out of the blue, desire, love, lust, whatever. He caught me with his virility, his presence producing a tiny shock of electrical current that touched me everywhere.


He had the well-tailored look of the super financier he undoubtedly was, slender enough, some substance to him. He looked assured and powerful, but best of all he was handsome without being pretty, his dark blond hair perfect for his regular, serious features. I was startled by his effect on me because I had never before just looked at a man and wanted his attention or his touch. But here I was, smitten.


He must have felt something similar, or seen what must have been a blush. Certainly my face felt warm. So did my body. He stopped abruptly and looked at me, and Bredon almost ran into him. He seemed to look disbelieving of his own reaction, which thrilled me. Holy cow, I thought, loving that expression even in my mind, holy cow, what just happened? Was it only lust? I was feeling flutters in my stomach and between my legs, lust yes, and desire, its newness and magnitude thrilling me.


My brother, who had just avoided colliding with him, could see the way we were looking at each other, no words sufficient to describe the obvious attraction between us.


“My sister, Dray,” Bredon told the man quietly.


“Oh.” He was almost flustered, and then, catching himself he said, “I’m Grenville Rand, but everyone just calls me Rand.” He grinned, and I recognized the boy he must have been, and understood the decision to avoid the “Grenville.” I had been christened Andrea Elizabeth Drayman Cooper. Bredon had called me “Dray” affectionately, when I was a baby, and the name had stuck.


Rand repeated my name, not looking at my brother, only looking at me. Then, as though mentally shaking himself, he began the standard “I’m happy to meet you” phrases, which I mechanically echoed. We were beguiled into silence, just looking at each other, each seeming to feel amazement at the other’s existence.


My brother continued to stand quietly beside me, and Rand realized that Bredon was waiting for him to leave. With a lingering look, a soft “Well, good-bye,” and a nod to my brother, he went to the waiting elevator. I stole a last look at him as he turned to face the closing doors, and he looked directly back at me in that moment. I was surprised that my usually observant and protective brother made no comment. Evidently Bredon had much on his mind, and my amazement over Rand left me distracted as well. This was a true first for us. Generally, Bredon and I had each other’s immediate, complete attention when we were together.


In Bredon’s office, after our customary quick hug and a peck on the cheek, we settled into the big armchairs, looking over the city through windows that ran floor to ceiling. I was still thinking of Rand, half in a daydream as I gazed at the familiar scene, listening as my brother started to brief me about his new financial venture. It would be the most exciting deal he had ever put together, and the greatest financial risk of his career.


He had begun in a normal conversational voice, but something he said triggered a buzz of danger and wariness in my unconscious. Thoughts of Rand disappeared as Bredon set out the details of his latest venture. All the years of hearing about the financial world, and all my studies, came together to make me shake my head. I did not like the deal, nor the world regions it involved, nor the overseas partners. It involved enormous investments in countries notorious for their corruption and political instability. The capital partners were mostly men of publicly questionable ethics. The whole project would be dangerous and risky under any circumstances, and conditions now were even less stable. Many observers saw threats of state collapse, coup, revolution, anarchy in the regions that would be part of Bredon’s project. I had just finished two semesters of economics that were filled with cautionary tales about many of these regions.


Bredon knew all that I knew, yet he had gone ahead. He was going to deal with men of duplicity and self-interest, feeding government corruption, shattering many hopes among their countries’ poor. Each day brought more news of unrest, terrorism, religious and secular upheavals. They affected market performances throughout the world, prices fluctuating in roller-coaster rides, way high up, way down, as investors evaluated each new world development.


No wonder, as Bredon described the investment plan, I was feeling an edgy agitation, alarms stirring in me, and my need to warn my brother. My father always encouraged me to trust my instincts, believing ‘instincts’ are things we already know within ourselves. Those instincts were now telling me frantically to ask Bredon to pull out of this deal. The profits would be enormous, yes, if it succeeded, but the deal itself was risky beyond anything he had ever tried.


Saying a little prayer to our father’s spirit to invoke guidance, I tried to open the conversation gently. “I don’t really like this project, Bredon,” I said in a low voice, without urgency, praying he would hear my love and care. My words stopped my brother short, surprise in his questioning look. In the past, I might ask questions, but I never questioned his judgment or genius in matters of money. I tried to elaborate. “The principals in the deal….” I began, but Bredon cut me off, his face stern, almost cold.


“You seem to like Rand, and Rand is one of the principals. He had his doubts too, but he’ll come around.”


“Really? Rand is in it?” I was surprised, and only a bit relieved. “What doubts does he have?”


Bredon shook his head. “Natural caution. But Rand has a major option. He’s almost as heavily committed as I am, but we need a tremendous amount more. We need heavy-investment partners in each country we’re dealing with.”
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