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When I woke up, the driver had already untied
me.

I stretched and squinted against the harsh
morning light filtering in through the window. I was alone in the
cabin, the mattress cold under my skin.

Had he really left me alone in here?

Out of curiosity, I got up and tried the
door; it wouldn’t give. He must have barred it from the
outside.



Ah, well. At least I wasn’t tied up
anymore.

Baby steps.

Before long, I heard the door rattle on its
hinges. The driver came in a moment later, laden with bags, and he
favored me with a little smile when he saw me.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I thought I’d be back
before you woke up.”

I shrugged. “Doing a little pre-dawn
shopping?”

He lifted a few of the bags and presented it
them me, looking a little shy. I dug inside, finding new socks,
shoes, jeans, shirts, and even a dress. They looked comfortable and
subdued, absolutely nothing like the flashy, ostentatious clothes
I’d been obligated to wear as my husband’s arm candy.

They were perfect.

“I hope they’re okay,” he said, going back to
the door. “Just gonna fetch some water for a bath.”

While he was at the well, I laid the clothes
out on the bed and smoothed them. The dress was periwinkle blue,
light and summery, more modest and understated than anything I’d
worn since I was a teenager. I wanted to try it on, but I realized
that he was right - I was definitely in need of a bath, my skin
sticky and my hair starting to hang heavy around my face.

I was folding up the clothes as he came in, a
yolk with two buckets resting on his broad shoulders. As he dumped
the water into a huge pot on the stove and lit the burner with a
match, I wondered if he always lived like this, or only when he was
in hiding from a ruthless mobster like my husband.

With the kinds of resources that my husband
had at his disposal, I had a hard time understanding why he hadn’t
already broken down the rough-hewn door and shot the driver in the
heart. I was worried for the driver; did he realize what sort of
man he was dealing with? Then again - did my husband? Obviously, he
hadn’t when he first hired the man as his chauffeur, but ever since
he’d tried to double-cross the driver, he’d become painfully
aware.

I wondered - was he worried about me? Had the
driver contacted him with the ransom demand, or did he trust that
my husband understood the terms? I wanted to ask a thousand
questions, but they all stopped in the back of my throat.

The driver had hauled in several more buckets
of water to partially fill the rusty old bathtub in the corner as
he waited for the pot to boil. I watched him come and go in the
same old ratty tee-shirt and jeans, every muscle in his arm
straining as he lifted and poured the heavy wooden buckets. All I
could think about was those same muscles twitching and undulating
as he’d slipped his fingers into my ass the night before,
stretching me, readying me for his thick cock.

I squirmed.

He was just dumping the hot water into the
tub, mixing it with his hand, testing the temperature. Then, he
stood and stripped off his shirt.

I hadn’t really had the chance to study his
body before. I let my eyes rove over his freely, and he didn’t even
seem to notice as I drank him in; his smooth, tanned skin, the
tight muscles of his chest, the little trail of dark, curly hair
leading down from his navel and disappearing under the waistband of
his jeans.

When he shed those, I was treated to a view
of his cock - long and full, looking a little bit stiff already,
like he was already anticipating asking me to join him in the
steaming water. I smiled and sat back, waiting for him to make the
first move.

He slipped into the tub, eyes closing and
head tipping back with pleasure. After a few moments, he opened his
eyes again and fixed them on me.

“Come on,” he said, tapping the surface of
the water with his hand.

I thought you’d never ask, I wanted to
say, cheekily, but it died in my throat as I walked towards him and
saw his eyes grow dark with want. I stopped at the edge of the tub,
lifting up my nightgown slowly, treating him to a little show as I
lifted it over my head and tossed it into a heap on the floor. My
husband had bought it for me. I never wanted to see the fucking
thing again.
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