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   About This Book:
 
    
 
   "I like risk", he said, his eyes sparkling like rough cut diamonds. "The higher the risk, the greater the reward."
 
    
 
   When she let him in, she should have known better. She knew exactly what he wanted, the problem was, she wanted it too. More than anything else it ached inside her. 
 
    
 
   Like an addiction, she knew she'd never be able to give him up, whatever happened. Even if he destroyed her, it would be worth it. 
 
    
 
   Those arms, those abs. That storm in his eyes. Dangerous Dante. Her curse, her cure. The only man she's ever loved, and the only one she's forbidden to be with. 
 
    
 
   Now he's gone again, and she'll do anything to win him back. 
 
    
 
   She'll even have his baby. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It takes Sash a moment to realize where they are and why they shouldn't be. This is her bedroom, Dante's old one. When he opened the door, lifted her into his strong arms and carried her up the stairs, she was eighteen and innocent again, and she thought nothing of it. Now, as the moment clarifies itself, reality comes thundering back with it. She pushes Dante off her and sits up to look around the room. She feels an immediate need to panic, as though what is expected of her in this situation automatically overrides the residual sensation of what she has always wanted.
 
   "Home", Dante whispers, as though fulfilling a promise. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Previously In This Series...
 
    
 
   In Part 1, Sash is forced to ask for financial help from the one person she vowed she'd keep herself away from, her billionaire stepbrother Dante. Although he hasn't seen his stepsister in three years, Dante is keen to help her out. He offers Sash a dancing job in one of his members only bars, yet fails to mention who it is she'll be required to entertain. 
 
   When he sees her performing through the two way mirror, he knows he won't be able to stop until he gets what he wants. After all, he's definitely not the kind of man to accept no for an answer twice...
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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Sash is sat on the patch of grass at the front of her apartment block when her dad comes to pick her up.  She is surrounded by possessions stuffed hastily into bin bags and suitcases, dragged there over the course of the day. From behind what was once her curtain, Martin watches the sorry scene, more than satisfied to finally see the back of his trouble-ridden tenant. 
 
   "Running away?" Henry asks from the lowered window as he pulls up alongside her. He's a wiry man with Sash's delicate frame, a thin face difficult to age, and a handlebar mustache that makes him look like a cowboy, even though he's never ridden a horse in his life. 
 
   Sash raises her head. "Thinking about it", she says, more pleased than she thought she would be to see him. 
 
   "Hello, Sash."
 
   "Hello, Dad."
 
   It takes them about ten minutes to load everything into the trunk of the car. Her dad makes jokes about the weight of her suitcases, while Sash fights to stop herself from crying. When they are done, and Sash is sat in the front seat of her dad's beaten up Sedan, toying with the broken ashtray nervously, unsure what to say to him, or whether she needs to say anything at all, he takes a moment to roll a cigarette and check to see if she's ok. 
 
   "You should have called earlier", he says eventually, putting the cigarette behind his ear, the act of constructing it enough to satisfy his need. 
 
   "I didn't know I needed to", Sash says. 
 
   "We haven't heard from you kids for a long time", he says. "It's kind of nice to hear once in a while, you know."
 
   "I'm making my own way", Sash says. 
 
   "I can see that."
 
   "I lost my job, that's all. I've been looking for another one. I didn't think it would come to this."
 
   "You seen your brother?"
 
   "He's not my brother. And no, I haven't seen him", Sash lies. 
 
   "If there is anyone who can help you out, it's him", Henry says. "Trace reckons he's making more money than a third world country, not that we see any of it mind. I thought you two got along. You used to."
 
   "Yeah? Well things change", Sash says. 
 
   "Evidently", her dad remarks. 
 
   "I don't need his help", Sash says. 
 
   "Of course you don't. You're independent, just like your mother. As stubborn as an ox."
 
   He turns the key in the ignition, and with a series of coughs and splutters, the car fires up.
 
   "I can't believe this piece of shit is still working", Sash says, happy to change the subject. 
 
   "Hey", Henry complains. "This piece of shit has feelings, I'll have you know. That's no way to treat an old war horse."
 
   He swings the car back out onto the road, turning back the way he came in, rocking Sash about on the near spent suspension, the chassis creaking and groaning as he goes. In the wing mirror that's held onto the housing by a length of electrical tape, she watches her block of apartments get smaller and smaller, until they eventually disappear completely over the falling sky line behind her. The end of yet another era for her. A comprehensive full fucking stop. 
 
   "It's good to see you, Dad", Sash says. 
 
   Her dad looks at her suspiciously and smiles.
 
   "Yeah", he says, grabbing her knee fondly. "You too, honey."
 
   The car putters as it fights to climb a hill, the back end sagging so much with the weight of Sash's belongings, the exhaust scrapes along the tarmac and sends sparks flying up into the sky.
 
   "You still dancing?" he asks, but Sash doesn't answer. Instead she just stares at the city rushing away to the side of her and then down to examine her hands. Henry reaches over and takes them in his. 
 
    "There's no shame in starting again, honey", he says. "We've all got to do that from time to time. Even the most important of us have had to set the clock back to zero and just get on with it. I know I have."
 
   Sash appreciates the sentiment, but still feels like a complete and utter failure. With the sun melting away in the distance, her dad takes the cigarette from behind his ear and sparks it up. "Just to warn you", he says, sucking the acrid smoke down into his lungs, "we've changed things around a little at home."
 
   Sash turns sideways in her seat. "Changed things how?" she asks. 
 
   "You'll see when we get there", her dad says, taking care to avoid her eyes. "It's easier than me explaining it."
 
   The rest of the journey is spent largely in silence. Her dad smokes, or concentrates on the road ahead, or comments on what they are listening to on the radio just to fill in the gaps in conversation, while Sash drifts in and out of everything, happy to let her mind wander to the possible whereabouts of her missing stepbrother, remembering more frequently than is healthy, to check her phone just in case Dante's decided to leave a message. She does it so much that Henry asks her if she's waiting to hear from someone important, not that Sash bothers to answer him. 
 
   When they get home, and the familiar facade of Sash's adolescent house comes into view, sinking her mood even further, night has fallen completely and he still hasn't called. 
 
   At first glance, Sash can't see what might have changed. Tracy comes out to greet her with Ghost, their albino Labrador by her side, gives her a warm hug and heads back inside to finish preparing dinner.  
 
   When the trunk of the car has been unpacked, her belongings stored temporarily inside the front door until she has more energy to shift them further, she heads on up to her room, her father climbing the stairs slowly behind her.
 
   "What the fuck?" Sash says when she sees it. "Are you serious?"
 
   Henry shrugs his shoulders, as though relinquishing himself of any responsibility.  
 
   "I told you there were changes", he says. 
 
   What was once her bedroom, is now an office. Her posters have gone, her bed has been removed, even the book shelves have come down. In their place, a chunky printer stands proudly, a huge flat screen monitor mocks her from the desk on which she used to do her schoolwork, the remnants of her stickers still clinging desperately to the surface the only indication it has lived another life. An office chair that looks like it doubles as a lazy boy spins easily as she turns it, while the door ripped off her walk-in wardrobe to house folders and files of someone else's information feels like a sword in her side. 
 
   This was where she danced for him, where they first kissed. Seeing it like this, makes her feel like the memory is being pulled away from her again, obliterated into nothingness. As though it didn't happen at all. 
 
   This day couldn't get any worse. First that ass-hole Dante leaves, then she gets kicked out of her apartment, and now this, a home office where her bedroom should be. 
 
   "Dad?" Sash complains, stunned by what they've done. "These are not changes. These are-. This was my room."
 
   "It's been a while, Sash", her dad says, defending himself. "We didn't think you were coming back."
 
   "Where am I meant to go?"
 
   "We've put you in your brother's room. You can have that for as long as you need it. Or until he needs it back. Or whatever. You'll work it out."
 
   He turns and heads back down the stairs. 
 
   "Dante's room?" Sash says. "You turn my bedroom into an office, and you leave his alone?"
 
   "You get yourself comfortable", Henry says, keen not to continue the conversation. "Come down when you're ready."
 
   Dante's room is almost completely untouched. It is exactly as she remembers it. Clean, ordered, precise. She dumps her rucksack on the floor, and collapses into the bed. The sheets even smell of him. She twists over and screams into the pillow, suddenly overwhelmed by the result of what's just happened. Her fucking stepbrother. This is why she wanted to stay away from him in the first place. She knew this would happen, even if she didn't believe it. This was low even for him, however. To trick her into fucking him finally, getting exactly what she denied him all those years ago, only to run at the very first chance of freedom. She wasn't going to let him get away with that. 
 
   "Coward", she says aloud. "Fucking coward."
 
   Dinner is depressingly bland. She manages to eat half and then has to give up. She's neither hungry nor in the mood to be with other people. Despite having grown up in this house, Sash doesn't feel like she belongs to it. Looking around now, she has trouble finding anything that might indicate she was once a resident. There are no pictures of her or her brothers, none of her artwork from school or any of her awards from the various different dance competitions she dominated in her youth. All she can see is a picture of Dante and a collection of crap that must be her stepmothers. Ghost curls up at her feet. Henry chews his meat. Tracy stares at her over the top of her wine glass. 
 
   "It's good to have you back home", she says eventually, and with that, her food already cold and forgotten on her plate, Sash can do nothing else but excuse herself quickly, rush upstairs two steps at a time, curl up on Dante's bed in a fetal ball, on sheets that have the temerity to still smell of him and breakdown into an explosion of deep, guttural tears.
 
   She cannot escape him, wherever she goes. She is destined to be forever reminded of the man she can't help but love, and hope desperately that one day he might show her that he feels the same way too. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   In 2006, when Sash was eleven, her father and mother sat her down, and told her they were getting a divorce. Sash remembers the day as though it were yesterday. It's one of several defining moments in her life, which she can picture with crystal clear, almost high-definition clarity. If she closes her eyes, she's there again, sandwiched between her two brothers on the worn leather sofa, her favourite blue dress on, and a glass of water held tightly to her chest as though the thing might run away if she let it.
 
   Sash knew things had been difficult between them, but didn't stop to think for a single moment they'd ever fall out of love. She had school friends whose parents had divorced. She had her older brother telling her exactly what was going to happen, the pair of them sat up night after night listening to the arguments below. Every single sign was pointing to it, but still she didn't want to believe it. 
 
   Her mother moved to a new house, and then a new city, and then eventually she moved out of state. Her older brother blamed her father, hated him for what he imagined he'd done, and went wherever she did, until he was old enough to find his own way. Her younger brother was too young to be too far away from his mother, and because of that, his mind was made up for him. Sash was torn between the two. She was closer to her father, but she didn't want to have to choose. She didn't blame either of them for what had happened, and neither of them tried to make her take sides. 
 
   Her mother took a temporary apartment up the road, while her dad stayed at home and the house went on the market. Sash decided to stay with him, simply because her brothers didn't. Half a year later the house was sold, her mother and brothers had gone, and Sash and her dad moved to where she would would eventually spend the rest of her childhood. Almost ten years later, she's still only seen them a handful of times since. Her younger brother is at University in Chicago, her older brother an engineer and her mother remarried and spending her time traveling the world. Somewhere, on another side of someone else's life, she apparently has more stepbrothers. The thought sends a chill down her spine. 
 
   Sash's dad took the divorce badly. He was always a bigger than average drinker, but in the years that came after Sash's mother left, he took it to a completely new level. For a long time, Sash was too young to realize what was going on. She just didn't have anything else to compare it to. When she was old enough to know that not everyone had a bottle stashed away in the car, to drink every day at work, she knew she had to do something. She tried to get them back together, but her mom had already moved on. Even though she told her about the extent of her dad's drinking, her mother decided it was nothing new and certainly nothing to worry about. She tried to talk to him about it, but he just pushed her away. She phoned helplines anonymously, cutting the calls as soon as they asked for more information, worried they'd send her dad away, and she'd have to go and live with her mother. She even threw away the bottle one time, but he just bought another and hid it in a different place. She waited, and it didn't go away. 
 
   Eventually, left with very few other options, she decided to take another approach. It wasn't getting worse. He wasn't violent with her. He still had his job, still had the house, still managed to cook food every night, pick her up from dance class and keep the house relatively clean. He may have been drinking way more than he should have, and he may have been depressed, but he never drank in front of her, never forgot his duties as a father and never once let his responsibilities slip.  Sash lost herself in dance class, carried on as usual, forget about her father and let the rest take care of itself. 
 
   It took him a long time to get over it and move on, but eventually, four years after they'd decided to split up, when Sash was an awkward fifteen year old girl, more grown up then many of her friends, he met and married Dante's mother, Tracy. 
 
   Tracy had been widowed two years earlier when her husband died in a helicopter crash, coming back from a business meeting in Boston. 
 
   By all accounts, he was a womanizer and generally a nasty piece of work. Upon hearing the sad news, the only thing that Tracy was upset to hear was that his life insurance was destined not for her, but for their only son. A bountiful payout to be gifted to him as soon as he turned twenty one. Tracy had stood by him through thick and thin, despite the fact she knew he was cheating on her, not because she loved him, but because he had a well paid job and a company credit card, which had provided for a life she was happy to grow accustomed to. 
 
   When she met Sash's father, it was like seeing a completely different side of the coin. She didn't care that he didn't have piles of cash, because for the first time in her life, she realized what it was like to be in love. 
 
   With little left after debts were cleared, state taxes were paid, and accounts were added up, Tracy, and her then eighteen year old son, Dante, already well on the way to becoming a man, with the astute business knowledge of his father, moved into their home. 
 
   From the first moment she clapped eyes on him, Sash was blown away. Another one of the moments she remembers with absolute, crystal clear clarity. That smile. That rough jawline dotted with stubble. The blue eyes that looked at her like he wanted to devour her. The tousled hair, cropped carefully and left to style itself naturally. He looked like he'd floated out of a dream, or walked somehow from the pages of one of her magazines. Already, she was thinking about him in a way that she knew she shouldn't. 
 
   Of course, in the first few years, he never paid attention to her. He was hardly at home anyway, either with one of his many girlfriends or working on some kind of business project, but whenever he was, Sash made the most of it, melting just to be in the same room as him. 
 
   She was pretty and athletic, but awkward and gawky with it, and small compared to the full chested woman she saw him with constantly, those that from time to time he'd bring home, and Sash would have to hear through the thin walls that divided their rooms, squealing in orgasmic delight like pigs rolling in sun baked mud. He didn't even care about them either, happy to change from one to the next as though pulling on a different pair of socks. 
 
   She hated him because of that, jealous that those woman got to spend time with the man she had to call her stepbrother and not just hers, and just in general because he wanted nothing to do with her anyway. She knew he was out of bounds, but it didn't stop her dreaming. She knew it was taboo, but she couldn't help wanting it. 
 
   Every day that passed she fell more strongly in love with the man she knew she could never have, and despite that, or perhaps because of it, he seemed to be more and more determined to show her that he wasn't interested. Sash wasn't stupid, but she couldn't help the way that she felt, no matter how taboo or forbidden it was, or how unlikely it would be to ever happen. She grew up spending half of her time wishing her dad had never met Tracy at all, so she could avoid all of this and get on with her life, and the rest fantasizing about Dante, just once for one amazing night, turning his attention to her instead of all of the other girls he decided were temporarily meant for him, only to cast off in the morning like a snake shedding its skin. 
 
   The night it happened, she wasn't prepared for it at all. Not only that, she had no idea how to react when it did happen. 
 
   Leading up to it, Dante had started to act weirdly protective and completely out of character. He'd begun to show much more interest in her than he ever had, wanting to know where she was going, who she was hanging out with, and offering to give her lifts to places instead of letting her take the bus. 
 
   She'd started pole dancing classes a few months before, and felt much more confident with herself because of it. She'd noticed guys showing much more interest in her than before, and she was getting sick of fobbing them off with lame excuses, while she maintained her fantasy about her impossible stepbrother. Her friends were beginning to tease her too, keen to know whether she planned to lose her virginity at all, or whether she was saving herself for a life of celibacy. 
 
   The classes, and the confidence paid off, because a few weeks before it happened, Kevin, one of the line backers on the college football team asked her out. Dante had an athletic body, but he hated team sport. He ran and cycled to keep in shape, but he always looked down on football, describing it as 'a waste of time game played by a bunch of meat-heads.'
 
   Sash thought it was because of this that Dante seemed upset that she had said yes to Kevin, as though in doing so she was personally offending him. She'd grown out of her fantasy with Dante, or at least she'd come to terms with the fact that nothing was ever going to happen between them, and had to start thinking about moving on. Kevin wasn't exactly Sash's type, but he represented a good enough stop gap, and anyway, Sash liked making her stepbrother feel jealous for once. Dante was only a month away from his twenty first birthday. In just over four weeks, he'd get his hands on the money he desperately needed to start his business and secure his ticket out of the his step-family's home. Sash needed some way of filling the gap. 
 
   The night it happened, when Sash danced for him and he pulled her close to steal a kiss, they both went to the same party. 
 
   In the car on the way, Dante turned to his little stepsister and said,
 
   "Are you going to fuck him tonight?"
 
   Sash was surprised by the tone of his voice. What did he care if she fucked him? She wasn't going to, but there was no way she was going to let Dante know that.
 
   "I might", she said, "depends how I feel. You going to fuck Alicia?"
 
   "What do you care?", Dante said, saying the words Sash hadn't dared to. 
 
   At the party, Kevin got drunk. He took Sash into a room upstairs, pushed her onto the bed and tried to fuck her. When she said no, he held her down and put his hand over her mouth. He was fucking around, too drunk to realize he was scaring her, but Sash had no idea of that. She bit his hand and then screamed as loud as she could to make him stop. 
 
   Dante was the first to get to them, practically ripping the door out of its frame to get through it. He pulled Kevin off his stepsister and threw him into a corner of the room, and she'd never seen him so angry. In that moment, when Dante held out his arm to pull her off the bed, she saw something in the way he looked at her, that made her realize that the way she felt had a chance of being reciprocated. She saw in his look her own feelings reflected. 
 
   Sash spent the next two hours getting drunk, refusing to give up on a good party and go home just because Kevin had been a dick, partly because she was scared of what might happen if she did, and partly because she was scared that it might not, and the sexual tension she felt between them like electricity was something else entirely. During that time, from the moment he rescued her from Kevin, until the moment she decided it was time to go home, Dante never let her out of his sight. 
 
   In the car home, Sash rested her head on Dante's shoulder. She could have left it there for a lifetime and been happy. 
 
   At home, Sash invited him into her room. She told him she was drunk, he'd be gone by the end of the month, and she wanted to give him a going away present. That was all true, but what she really wanted was to know what the look he had given her really meant. The invitation was enough for Dante. With their parents asleep in the room at the end of the corridor, with no idea what either of them were doing, he let his stepsister take him by the arm and lead him there. 
 
   Dante took a moment to examine the room, while Sash put on some music softly, careful not to wake their parents. When Dante had investigated to his satisfaction, picking up things only for Sash to grab them from him quickly and put them down again, he sat on the edge of the bed.
 
   With her audience in place, Sash took her shoes off and tiptoed to the floor in front of him, ready to perform the most important dance of her life. She wasn't the only one who felt like they were doing something they shouldn't. 
 
   With her stepbrother's eyes moving rapidly across her body, and before she changed her mind, ignored the mounting tension and stopped it altogether, she began to dance for him. She worked her hips rhythmically, smoothed her hands over her body, pushed her tits up and stuck her ass out. What started as a bit of a joke, quickly turned into a tight, sensual performance, designed to please him, and the more she threw herself into it, the more turned on she got. 
 
   For a long while, Dante just watched her in silence, twisting through the moves she'd learned in class, his eyes scanning the contours of her body greedily, his hardened cock hidden by his folded arm. When he realized the time was right, he stood, pulled his stepsister into him, pressed his hot lips against hers, and stole a kiss. 
 
   She lost herself momentarily in him, his hardness swollen against the space between her belly button and her pussy, until she broke away, scared suddenly by what had happened, only to falter backwards and almost tumble to the ground. Her heart beat wildly in her chest, and she could feel the back of her neck burning up, butterflies swarming in the base of her belly. Did that really happen?
 
   "Sash", he whispered, but  Sash was shaking her head. He closed the gap anyway and took her again, one hand on the back of her neck to pull her into him and make sure she couldn't escape. This time she didn't try, and they fell together onto the bed, a mess of hot skin and short, peaking breaths. Dante wrestled her T-shirt off quickly and Sash fought his belt buckle, desperate to undo his trousers and release what she'd already felt was inside. 
 
   What they wanted to do was too urgent to discuss it. They could decide at a later date whether it was something sensible or not. He practically tore off her bra to get to her perfect, perky little tits. A moment later, he was sharing them in his mouth, biting them gently and tonguing the mottled skin of her hardening nipples. His belt undone and his trousers lose enough at the top, she slid her hand in and groped for his cock. Dante moaned as she gripped the base and squeezed, his cock rock hard already. 
 
   He was ready to pull them down and expose himself completely, and she was ready to let him take her, when they heard the footsteps in the corridor and the knock on Sash's door. 
 
   Sash froze. Quickly, she pulled her hand out of her stepbrother's boxer-shorts as though she'd suddenly realized his cock was on fire. She folded herself into him and Dante pulled her close, as though in doing so they'd both be hidden. He put his fingers to his lips and told her to be quiet. 
 
   "Sash?" 
 
   It was her dad. 
 
   "Fuck", Sash mouthed, suddenly aware of what she was doing. "Fuck."
 
   "Are you awake in there?"
 
   She rolled away from Dante and sat on the edge of the bed. Her heart was beating so much she could hear it. Quickly, she snatched up her T-shirt and pulled it on. Dante was shaking his head. "Don't."
 
   "Dad?", Sash said eventually, coiling the words to pretend she had just been asleep.  "Is that you? I was sleeping."
 
   Dante rolled his eyes. Already his cock was beginning to soften. 
 
   "I saw the light", her dad said. "Then I heard the stereo was on. Are you alright?"
 
   "Yeah, sorry, I must have been really tired that's all. Sorry if I woke you."
 
   "That's ok", her dad said. "Just try and get some sleep."
 
   When he finally went back to bed, leaving Sash and Dante in awkward silence, the moment had been emphatically broken. Sash has spent three years wondering what would have happened had her dad not interrupted them. It was that moment, more strongly than any other in the four weeks that followed it, that she was ready to have him take her virginity. 
 
   Dante slept in his own room that night, banished there by Sash, and even though he didn't want to go, the last thing he wanted was their parents finding out what had happened. 
 
   Over the rest of the month, Dante couldn't keep his hands off his stepsister, and the more he insisted, and the closer they got to going all the way, the less comfortable she felt about it in general. It wasn't that she didn't want to, because she wanted to more than anything else in the world, it was because nothing else scared her so much in her life. 
 
   She was scared of losing her virginity in the first place, frightened to death of someone finding out about them and absolutely terrified that if she did let him take it, he wouldn't need her any more, and he'd cast her away just like every single other girl she'd seen come and go in his recent past. 
 
   She'd dreamt about being with him ever since she first saw him, and the snatches of time they found together, either in the dead of the night when their parents were already in bed, out in his car, parked up in the middle of nowhere, or once in a motel room at the edge of town, were so earth shatteringly incredible, that the more she lost herself inside him, the greater the risk if it was all pulled away. He made her feel like nothing else on earth and she was desperate not to lose that happiness, only she did anyway by deciding to deny him the one thing he so desperately wanted. 
 
   Even though she promised him that the day she was no longer living under her dad's roof, and they could find a place secretly together, would be the day she'd finally let him take her virginity, it clearly wasn't enough. When his twenty first birthday rolled around, and the money got credited to his account, he was out of her life so quickly she didn't even have time to say goodbye. That was the last time she saw him, before she chose to walk back into his life, and let him take her finally. 
 
    
 
   Sash rolls over onto her side, feeling a little sick at what has happened.  Three years ago, she denied him her virginity and it's clear he never forgave her for doing it. As she catches herself rubbing her belly again, caressing the skin there in smooth loving circles, she wonders whether she'll ever forgive herself either. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   The dust, the tacky memorabilia that hasn't been changed in over half a century, the quirky comedic sign that says 'you don't have to be crazy to work here, but it helps', the jukebox, the worn leather booths, and most of all, the general bust up nature of the place, doesn't make it look like a bar a billionaire businessman would usually drink in. 
 
   Much of the room is cast in shadow, preserving the anonymity of the handful or so patrons. This is a place people come to be anonymous. Where they come to think, to forget and, most importantly, to drink. Dante is here to do all three. 
 
   Nursing a poor imitation of an Old Fashioned, Dante sits at the bar, his suit alone worth more than most of the rest of the people in here have ever earned in their whole lifetime. 
 
   At twenty one, Dante made his first million. The small amount of money left to him from his father's company was all he needed to get started. A year later he'd bought the huge tower block in the city for his head quarters  in cash, and expanded his interests, from computer software into clubs and commercial property. Just before his twenty fourth birthday, Dante turned over a billion. Not many people could say that. Not many people had such an exceptionally quick rise to the top nor the capacity to know how to stay there. Dante had a knack for it. He made more money in a day than ninety nine percent of Americans. Men fought each other to line up alongside him, hoping somehow his infectious charm would rub off on them, and women, drawn by his natural magnetism and rugged good looks, went crazy just to throw themselves at his feet. He had everything that he had ever wanted, apart from just one thing. The one thing he had always been denied.
 
   Another bar sign catches his eye. 'There are no regrets in life, just lessons.'
 
   He snarls at it, curses under his breath, raises his glass to his mouth and downs the rest of his drink. When he places the glass back on the counter, a quarter turn out of habit, to set the embossed company logo into a more favorable place, someone has already sat down next to him. 
 
   A raise of the glass is enough to get the attention of the bartender. 
 
   "You buying?" the girl asks him. 
 
   Dante shifts sideways in his seat to look at her. She's prettier than he expects, and much younger than her voice led him to believe. A quick glance reveals an athletic body she's not shy to show off, healthy, peach-colored skin, and innocent, chocolate brown fuck-me eyes. She's not a whore either. She doesn't have the distant, detached look, nor the beaten up air the requirements of that job instills. That doesn't mean she's not dangerous, but when has that ever stopped him before? Besides which, she might help him make a decision. At least if she can't, she'll help him take his mind of making it for a while. 
 
   "Sure", Dante says, impressed by her confidence, his broad smile spreading across his face to make the girl feel comfortable. It's a smile that you can't help but fail to warm to. "What would you like?"
 
   "What are you drinking?"
 
   "Old fashioned", Dante says. "Apparently it's their specialty"
 
   The bar tender puts a glass down on the counter top and fills it with bourbon and ice. There is a warmth between him and the girl that suggests they already know each other. 
 
   "You always drink alone-?" she asks. 
 
   "Dante", Dante says, filling in the gap for her. 
 
   "You always drink alone, Dante?" she asks again, this time the sentence complete.
 
   "Do you-?" Dante asks her, flipping the question. 
 
   "Katy", she says. "And yeah, I do if I'm looking for conversation."
 
   Dante ignores the irony. Drinking alone and looking for conversation aren't the kind of things that usually go together, but he's sharp enough to know what she really means.
 
   "This doesn't look like the kind of bar where you'd usually go to get it", he says. 
 
   "You'd be surprised, the kind of people that come in here", Katy says, her eyes wide as though she's sharing a secret.  
 
   "You always dress like that for conversation?" Dante asks, his eyes catching the hem of her dress, where the fullness of her thighs emerge. 
 
   "I find it flows better", Katy says. Because he's looking, she uncrosses and recrosses her legs, pulling her dress down carefully to cover herself. 
 
   The bar tender finishes mixing the drinks. He slides them over before retreating again back into the shadows, to concentrate on the football game on the TV up in the corner. 
 
   "So who's the girl that's done this to you?" Katy guesses, her voice rough-edged but luxurious, like it belongs to a soul singer with a thousand different stories to tell. 
 
   Dante smiles again. He hangs his head and fiddles with the stirrer in his glass. Again, he regards her. What's her story? Who is she? University kid from a rich family? A lost soul looking for another?
 
   "What are you doing here, Katy?" he asks, flatly ignoring the question. 
 
   For a moment, Dante wonders whether she's a high class escort, sent here by Alex or Isabella. He pushes the thought away. No-one knows he's here apart from his driver, and if he wanted to, he could have arranged that himself. Perhaps she's not meant for him at all, but someone else. Someone that's stood her up, and now she's seen him and zeroed in just to make up the difference. It'd make sense if it was that part of town. She doesn't look like she belongs here, but then neither does he. 
 
   "Making conversation", she says. "I thought we'd already covered that."
 
   Dante watches her turn the glass around. Twisting it clockwise, a quarter turn at a time. Suddenly he feels the urge to impress her. To show her his worth. 
 
   "You want to go somewhere, Katy?" he asks. 
 
   She lets the question hang for a moment while she composes herself. 
 
   "You want to take me somewhere?" she says finally. 
 
   "Yeah", Dante says, that hungry look in his eyes again. "I do."
 
    
 
   When Sash came back to him, after three years of leaving him out in the wilderness, to sit there in his office in floods of tears, and admit that she needed his money and not just him, he knew she was giving him the perfect opportunity to finally get what he wanted, and deserve what ever she got as a result of that too. He exploited her completely, it's true. He played her, but only because she let her guard down and allowed him to do it. 
 
   He wanted to finally take what she had denied him, and put a big, fat, full stop on the feelings he'd carried with him for over three years. The feelings she had made him carry in the first place. After that night, after that amazing, incredible, earth shattering fuck, the plan was to never see her again. The plan was to fuck her and disappear, to wipe her completely from his life, much like she had to him all those years ago. To forget about her completely. The problem was, it just didn't work that way, and as much as Dante hated himself for it, he didn't seem able to stop thinking about her.  He hated that. He hated the hold she still had over him. 
 
   She'd got into him again, she'd brought memories of their time together flooding back to the surface of his mind, and the more he tried to push them away, the stronger they came back at him. 
 
   Needing her made Dante feel weak, and there was absolutely no way he'd let his guard down and show Sash he felt that way. It was why he'd let a week slip past already without contacting her. It was too long a time based on the way he felt, but not long enough to make a decision either way. It was why he'd buried himself in work, why he was getting drunk more and more often, and why now, as he headed to one of his clubs, he wasn't doing it alone. 
 
   She'd be mad at him for leaving in the first place. Enraged he hadn't returned her calls. He'd have to figure something out. She'd forgive him, whatever he did, as long as he went back to her. He knew that. He knew where she was after all, there was only one place she had left to turn, and it was exactly the place where Dante had wanted her to go. It had started there, so if it was going to continue at all, it seemed fitting that at least once, it should be there. Dante was impressed by how he was able to control her, but what he wasn't impressed with, was how little he was able to control his own feelings. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Sash watches Abbey snoop around Dante's room, as though looking for clues to a murder mystery. 
 
   "Dante's bedroom", she says. "I thought I'd never make it in here."
 
   "Knock yourself out." Sash says. 
 
   She's sat up on the bed, her knees pulled protectively up to her chest. She looks worn out, like she's spent the whole week crying. "You know everyone was in love with your bother."
 
   "He's an ass-hole", Sash says. "And he's my stepbrother anyway."
 
   "Yeah but he's hot", Abbey says, opening a drawer and finding the picture of Dante that Sash had purposely hidden. "And he's loaded."
 
   "So what?"
 
   "So, duh, he's totally Mr eligible bachelor 2015. Look." she says, holding the photo up for Sash to see, as though she hasn't spent hours and hours pouring over it already. "You've got to admit he's cute."
 
   "You have a boyfriend already", Sash says, standing up to grab the photo from Abbey's clutches and hide it away again in the back of the drawer. "And I didn't bring you over here to perv over my stepbrother."
 
   She gets behind Abbey and pushes her to the bed. "Seriously, Sash, you don't know how long I spent idolizing your brother."
 
   "Stepbrother", Sash confirms. "And I do, remember, you told me about it every day for about two years."
 
   Abbey flops onto the bed and Sash sits alongside her. 
 
   "He never looked at me", Abbey complains. "He was always too interested in other girls. I was never popular enough."
 
   "Your not missing out on much", Sash says. 
 
   "No, of course not. Only private jets, penthouse suites, fantastic abs, perfect ass, that smile, those arms-." She counts them out on her fingers. 
 
   "It isn't everything", Sash says.
 
   "Duh, Sash, what else is there?"
 
   "Love", Sash says. 
 
   "Please", Abbey laughs. "It's overrated."
 
   "Why are you with Shaun then?" Sash wants to know. 
 
   "Because Shaun's got a big dick, baby, and he knows how to use it."
 
   Sash laughs. It's the first time for a week she's felt able to do that. Abbey twists on the bed so the two girls are facing each other. 
 
   At one point growing up, Sash and Abbey were inseparable. Born only a few months apart, they played together as little girls, moving through elementary and high school together as best friends, eventually separating out into different social circles when they were old enough to realize their interests were taking them on vastly different paths. While Sash moved into the city, desperate to grow up and find a life of her own, Abbey decided to stay put.  
 
   Although they spent less time together through college, they still maintained contact, treating each other like sisters, each with their own separate lives. If there was anyone she felt she was close enough to, to confess how she felt about Dante, Abbey would be the girl. The fact that they'd known each other so long and she still hadn't done it, went some way to explaining just how important a secret it was to keep.  
 
   "So who is he?" Abbey asks. 
 
   "Just some douche-bag", Sash says. 
 
   "They're all just some douche-bag", Abbey agrees. "This one really hurt you though, huh?"
 
   Sash can feel herself welling up again. "It's not just that", Sash says. "It's this, all of this, having to be back here again."
 
   "Oh, fuck that", Abbey says dismissively. "At least you get your washing done for you and your meals cooked."
 
   "Tracy has the unique ability to suck flavor out of anything she prepares, and she won't let me into the kitchen to help her."
 
   "What I mean is it could be worse."
 
   "I have no money, Abbey. Zero, zilch, zip, nada de nada."
 
   "That's why I'm here", Abbey says proudly, with a smile that beams across her face. "I'm going to take you out."
 
   "No, Abbey", Sash says, shaking her head. "That's not a good idea."
 
   Abbey wriggles herself closer to Sash. "I know you didn't call me up to sit here and 
 
   be miserable all night.", she says. 
 
   "That's exactly what I called you here for", Sash says. "To look after me in my time of need. To stop me from going crazy."
 
   "When was the last time you went out?"
 
   "I went running today."
 
   "That's not what I meant. Out out", Abbey says. "Drunk, dancing, flirting with boys out."
 
   "I don't feel like it."
 
   "Yes you do", Abbey says, taking her by the hand. "It's exactly what you need, and tonight is on me."
 
   She guides her to the full length mirror, standing behind so Sash can see herself. 
 
   "Don't let yourself get down, Sash. See how beautiful you are?"
 
   Sash looks at herself briefly, before looking away again. 
 
   "I don't feel it." 
 
   "That's part of the problem", Abbey says. "You need to get your confidence back, and do you know what the best way is to do that?"
 
   "Going out?" Sash guesses. 
 
   "Duh, attentions", Abbey says, pluralizing the word. Sash doesn't know whether it's for effect or because she just doesn't know that it can't be. 
 
   "You want to feel good abut yourself", Abbey insists, "You need to let people tell you. Agreed?"
 
   "No", Sash says. She's turning now, looking at herself again, her eyes going to her chest and down towards her belly. In a week she's done nothing about it. If she is pregnant, the baby will already be growing. How long before I show? she thinks to herself. 
 
   "Wrong answer", Abbey says. 
 
   "I don't want to drink", Sash says. 
 
   Abbey smiles. She can already tell she's changing her mind. "Then I'll do the drinking and you do the dancing."
 
   Sash doesn't answer, she's too busy admiring herself, her hands back over her belly, smoothing the skin above the line of her trousers. 
 
   "You're not fat", Abbey says, watching her. "Don't even begin to think you are."
 
   Sash pulls herself back to reality. "Ok", she says. 
 
   "Ok, what?"
 
   "Ok to going out."
 
   "It wasn't up for discussion", Abbey points out, already on the way to the wardrobe, keen to find something sexy for Sash to wear. 
 
   "Whoever he is", Abbey says, rifling through Sash's clothes. "He's made a very big mistake."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   On the drive into town, Abbey drops the hood and pumps the music up as loud as it will go. Sash watches her squirming along to the high tempo beats, dancing away in her seat without shame, and she can't help but be pulled along by it. Fuck it she thinks. Forget about Dante. Forget about that useless, lying, good for nothing, ass-hole. 
 
   She made a mistake going back to him, but it's over now. She's got to move on.  She's got to think about her own life. She's back to square one, but everything else is up from here on in, and it's people like Abbey who are going to help her get there. Abbey smiles as she watches Sash loosen up and get her groove on. Together they sing along to the chorus, the words both catchy, and laughably ironic. 
 
   "My love has got no money, he's got his strong beliefs, my love has got no power, he's got his strong beliefs-."
 
   Up ahead, the lights are about to turn red. As though they've thought exactly the same thing at exactly the same moment, the two girls look at each other briefly to confirm it. With a mischievous glint of solidarity in her eye, Abbey slams her high heel down on the accelerator purposefully. The engine revs and the car picks up speed. 
 
   "We're not going to make it", Sash says, her body tense. 
 
   "We're going to make it", Abbey confirms. 
 
   Up ahead, cars are already slowing.
 
   "Slow down Abbey, we're not going to make it."
 
   Abbey presses as hard as she can on the accelerator. 
 
   "Come on", she says, willing it to go faster. 
 
   "Abbey."
 
   Several meters before they get to the junction, the lights turn red. It's too late to stop. Flashing past a line of parked cars, they rocket through the intersection just in front of the approaching traffic. Sash grips the door tightly, a burst of adrenaline running through her, as Abbey twists the wheel and spins the car violently to the left. The tires screech wildly below them, clinging desperately to the road, while stunned drivers angrily beep horns in their wake. As Sash catches her breath, Abbey can't stop laughing. 
 
   "Fuck, that was close", she says. 
 
   "What the fuck, Abbey?" Sash complains, before she too finds she can't stop laughing. 
 
   "I told you we'd have fun", Abbey says. "And this is just the start. You wait until we get to the bars and clubs."
 
   Sash turns in her seat to look behind her. In the distance, too far to see more clearly than in silhouette, her stepbrother's office tower dominates the skyline.
 
    
 
   In a mirrored private booth at the other end of the city, a semi-naked dancer swings around a table top pole, gyrating sensually to the downbeat music only a meter away from where they are sat. She's got long hair that falls around her shoulders as she moves, dark, glittered skin and firm, surgically enhanced tits. The way she moves is making Katy horny. 
 
   "Is this where you bring all the girls you pick up?" she asks, her eyes roving carefully over the dancer's contoured body, feeling her own not quite adequate enough in comparison. At times, when the girl leans out or stretches an arm or a leg, she's that close, that if she wanted to, she could reach out and touch her. Dante could too, but Dante always can if he wants to. 
 
   In the bar, she wasn't sure what to expect. She knew he had money, that was why she went over in the first place - the expensive suit, the chunky gold watch, he hardly attempted to hide it - but she didn't know who he was, or that they'd end up here. For Katy, a girl who considers gold-digging to be a career choice, and the conquering of a billionaire the pinnacle of that ambition, this feels like an interview for the top paying position, she wouldn't forgive herself for fucking up.  
 
   Dante takes a sip of his drink, the ice cold champagne tingling pleasurably as it creeps down to his belly.  Unfortunately for Katy, he can already feel himself getting bored of her. 
 
   "I don't remember picking you up", he says, just to get a reaction. "I thought it was the other way round"
 
   "Hey", Katy says lightly. "I told you all I wanted was conversation. The rest was up to you. You invited me here, after all. We could have had the conversation in the bar across town."
 
   Dante regards her carefully. His look is intense, almost debilitating. Katy can't help but feel herself weakening, as though the longer she looks the harder it is to resist him. 
 
   "It helps me think", Dante says. He doesn't need to specify for Katy to know what he is referring to.  
 
   "What does it help you think about?" she pries.
 
   "Getting what I want", Dante says firmly, as though that should have been obvious.  
 
   "That doesn't look like something you have trouble with", she observes. 
 
   "You'd be surprised", Dante says. 
 
   The dancer lowers herself to gyrate the stage, her legs open now, inviting. Dante's cock stirs as he watches. 
 
   "You like dancers?" Katy asks, her eyes going to where he looks. 
 
   Dante doesn't take his eyes off the dancing girl's crotch, mesmerized by how the thin fabric of her near see-through panties clings to what he knows is a perfectly shaved pussy. He can't help but think of Sash, how she danced for him so perfectly, how this girl is a poor imitation even of that memory and how Katy, who's doing a terrible job of hiding how much she wants to fuck him, will pale so much in comparison if he ever lets her get the chance. Every single girl has, of course, but Dante always knew they would. Sash was one of a kind. She was absolutely irreplaceable. 
 
   "I like risk", he says, his eyes sparkling like rough cut diamonds. "The higher the risk, the greater the reward."  
 
   He reaches for the bottle, filling up his own glass before he fills up Katy's. The dancer has finished her set. Without looking at either of them, she disappears off stage, only to be replaced quickly by another girl. Dante watches her curiously for a while. She has a vacant look that suggests a long time in the industry, and a young face that indicates the opposite. 
 
   "I like dancers", Katy says. "I like the way they move. It's sexy and confident."
 
   This one regards her from her elevated position. She runs her hands over her small tits, taking her nipples briefly between her fingers. She gives the impression that somehow they are permanently erect. Dante watches the two girls regard each other. 
 
   After a moment, he turns his attention to Katy.
 
   "So let's talk", he says. "I'm listening."
 
   Katy's face softens. He knows that look. He's seen it a million times from a million different woman. It's a look of confidence that says, "See, I knew you wouldn't be able to resist me. I knew you'd give in eventually."
 
   Dante can feel his cock harden at the thought of it. 
 
   There is a gap between them and Katy closes it. As she folds herself into him, sliding  her hand carefully over his thigh towards the swelling bulge in his trousers, Dante stops her. She looks up to him, confused. 
 
   "Not like that", he says, nodding towards the stage. "I want to see you dance." 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Empty shot glasses litter the faux modern, plastic table. Abbey and Sash are wedged into the booth, surrounded on both sides by a double helping of hot men keen to impress them. 
 
   There is nowhere you can go in this city as a woman, without a man attempting to latch himself onto you, whether with noble intentions or not. These four men, fresh from the University rowing team, certainly fall into the latter category. Sash is drunk despite her intentions not to touch alcohol, and Abbey's not far behind her. The men watch the women like lions waiting for the right moment to bring down a gazelle. Glances are exchanged between them, that speak of a special code of shared experience and thorough, licentious knowledge. This isn't the first time they've done this, and it won't be the last.
 
   Abbey stands up. 
 
   "I have never", she says, pausing briefly to create anticipation. "had anal sex."
 
   "You liar!" Sash calls out. 
 
   "Cross my heart", Abbey swears, making an X across her chest. "I'm a nun, I swear to God."
 
   "Jeez", Lanton says with a smirk. "I thought everybody did that in freshman year."
 
   "Giving or receiving?" Abbey jokes.
 
   "Yeah, whatever", he says. "Just tell me when you're ready." He stands up and drinks. Cole joins him, and then Parker too. All eyes go to Sash. 
 
   "What?", she says. With a giggle she stands up and downs her drink. 
 
   "You slut!" Abbey says, her face dropping in disbelief. 
 
   Lanton and Parker look impressed. "She's a dark horse, this one", Cole says. 
 
   "I like anal sex", Sash says, "what do you want me to say?"
 
   "Unbelievable", Abbey says, shaking her head. 
 
   "Fill me up, fill me up", Sash says, shaking her glass. 
 
   Jake does the honors, pouring another round for anybody who's glass is empty. 
 
   "Ok, who's turn is it?" Sash says. 
 
   "I got one", Cole says, standing up. "I've never had an orgy."
 
   The two girls look at each other and laugh. 
 
   "I'm serious", he says, repeating it slowly. "I've never had an orgy."
 
   "What is that man?", Jake says. "Like two girls, four guys? What do you reckon Parker?"
 
   "I reckon that sounds like an orgy to me", Parker says. "Two girls, four guys. Of course, with two girls and four guys, that could just be two lots of two threesomes."
 
   "Shut up", Abbey says, catching on. She pushes him on the shoulder, barely able to budge him an inch. 
 
   "No one's had an orgy?" Cole says, looking round at the group. "Well then, always a first time for everything. 
 
   "Ass-hole", Abbey says with a smile, as she watches him down his drink. 
 
   "You just tell me when", Cole says again when he's seated, one hand on Sash's leg to balance himself. When she notices him try and work it slowly under her skirt and further up her thigh, all she does is pull it out and place it back on his own lap, satisfied for now he doesn't need any further indication, that at the moment at least, she's more interested in the game. 
 
   "Next!" Sash says, excitedly. 
 
   "Ok, I got one", Parker says and stands up. He pauses a while to look at the group, as though readying himself to say it. "I've never had a baby", he says eventually. 
 
   Sash feels her stomach turn over. 
 
   "What?" Abbey says, as though she's misheard him. 
 
   "You dick", Lanton says. All eyes go to him. Slowly he stands up and drinks. "Thanks, Parker."
 
   Lanton raises his glass to toast him. "Just looking out for you buddy", he says. 
 
   "What the fuck?" Abbey says, looking at him. "You're a baby daddy? How is that even possible?"
 
   There is no way he looks old enough to have a kid. Lanton sits down and Jake fills his glass. "The very first fucking time we did it", he says, still seemingly in disbelief. "What are the chances of that happening?"
 
   "No way", Abbey says. "That's so cute."
 
   "Yeah that's so cute, Lanton", Cole says, mocking him. 
 
   "Yeah right", Lanton says, keen to forget it. 
 
   "You not going to drink?" Abbey says to Cole. 
 
   "I wasn't that stupid", he says. "Were you?"
 
   "You mean you weren't that unlucky?" Abbey counters, picking up a beer mat to toss it in his direction. 
 
   Once again his hand is back on Sash's thigh, and once again Sash removes it without comment. The bottle is nearly empty. Jake holds it up to the light to check how much remains. "One more", he says. 
 
   "Sash, looks like you're up", Cole says. 
 
   "Alright", Sash says, excited to get a turn. As she stands up, she falters a little, drunker than she thought. Cole looks at Parker, and Abbey sees it. She's wise enough to know what these guys want, strong enough too to tell them where to get off. Cole has his hands around her waist, holding her up straight, having caught her quickly as she stumbled. Sash pushes herself away from Cole and rights herself, keen to show him she's capable. 
 
   She holds up her glass. "I have never ", she says, stalling theatrically. "I have never." All eyes go to her, waiting patiently for what she is about to say. "I have never been this drunk."
 
   "Pffff", Cole says, unimpressed. "Seriously?"
 
   They exchange glances, just to see if she's joking. Sash giggles and downs her glass. 
 
   "Alright then", Abbey says, shaking her head. 
 
   "That can't be it", Landon complains. 
 
   Sash puts her hand on Cole's shoulder to balance herself. "Alright, alright", Sash says. "Let me do another."
 
   Jake fills her glass, topping up all the other glasses with the little that remains in the bottle. 
 
   "I have never said 'I love you' and lied about it."
 
   "Fucking hell", Cole says. He's the first to stand up and drink. Instead of sitting back down again, he puts his arm around Sash's waist, and she rests her head on his shoulder. Jake is the next to stand up, so the three of them are in a line. 
 
   "Fuck it", he says knocking his drink back. "Isn't it the greatest lie of all?"
 
   As if she's set off a chain, Landon is the next to get to his feet. "Amen", he says, and slugs his shot bellyward.  A moment before he is done, Parker is up too. 
 
   "The greatest lie in the history of the world", he says, opens his mouth and throws his drink down his gullet. 
 
   "Don't tell me you're sweeter than sugar", Cole says, leveling his eyes at Abbey. 
 
   Abbey shakes her head. She stands up, puts the glass to her lips and pours the contents down. All eyes go to Sash. For the last few moments, she's had her eyes closed, enjoying the comfort that Cole's chest allows her. 
 
   "Sash", Cole says, shaking her awake. "You haven't drunk."
 
   He holds out his empty glass and everyone else does the same. Sash smiles. 
 
   "I didn't lie", she says. 
 
   "Yeah right", Cole says. Everybody who's ever said those words has lied at one point when doing it. 
 
   "Not me", Sash says. "I've only ever said it to one guy, and every time I did, I really meant it."
 
   "Then tell me it, so we can finish up here and go and dance", Cole says, keen to push her along and get his filthy hands closer to her cute little body. 
 
   Sash seems to like the sentiment. "Ok", she says. "I love you."
 
   "Now drink your fucking drink", Cole says. 
 
   Sash pours it down and smashes the glass so hard on the table it nearly explodes into a million pieces. 
 
    
 
   The music courses through her veins like a drug. This is what she was born to do, and pretty soon after they've all taken to the dance floor, it's clear she's head and shoulders above everyone else in terms of technique, poise and raw sexuality. Every single one of them is so impressed that at moments, they have to just stop, watch and let her do her thing, mouths open and cocks threatening to swell hard. 
 
   Abbey can't help but feel proud of her friend, especially seeing her like this, and knowing what she's going through. It's been a while since she's seen her dance, and if anything she's just got even better. 
 
   They are both sexy girls, but like this, bumping and grinding sensually to the beat, Sash is absolutely irresistible. From time to time, Cole moves in to try and groove with her, but Sash is more comfortable going alone, and in his arms she finds her rhythm completely fucked up anyway. He's insistent, put she pushes him away. Eventually he realizes it's just as good watching her.
 
   She likes to have an audience. She gets off on having people give her their undivided attention. It makes her want to perform, and performing makes her both happy, and very, very horny. She can feel that now. As she smooths her hand over the edge of her breast, down her belly and towards her pussy, a movement almost too raunchy to be seen in public, she thinks of him. She craves him so much her whole body aches with desire. If he were here, he'd fuck her on the dance-floor and she wouldn't care. 
 
   Cole takes a moment to appreciate her. He stands at the side of the dance floor with Jake. He puts his arm around his friends shoulders and leans it to whisper something conspiratorially into his ear. 
 
   "Fucking unbelievable", he says. 
 
   "You going to fuck her first or am I?" Jake asks.
 
   Cole digs a quarter out of his pocket. He tosses it into the air, catches it and presses it to the back of his hand. "Don't ever say I'm not democratic", he says. 
 
   "Heads", Jake calls. 
 
   Cole reveals the coin. It's heads up. "Congratulations", Cole says. "You get to go second ahead of Parker and Landon."
 
   Jake laughs. 
 
   "The other one is all yours", he says, as though offering Jake his blessing to move in on his land. 
 
   Abbey sidles up to Sash. Together the two girls bump asses. Cole is quick to get in front and take a photo and it gives Abbey an idea. 
 
   "This douche-bag", she says to Sash. "The one you're in love with."
 
   "What about him?" Sash says. "I don't care anymore."
 
   "Want to make him jealous?" she says. 
 
   "How?" Sash asks, turning on the beat to face her.
 
   "Show him what he's missing out on."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Dante observes the two girls with a look of detached interest, as though watching the strange mating ritual of a recently discovered species, entirely unsure how he should feel about it. 
 
   Once again, he's been able to manipulate a situation to his liking with ease, a fact that pleases him more than the result of it.  
 
   On stage, and under his command, Elena, the diminutive Russian girl with the long golden hair, the perky tits and the young experienced face has undressed Katy, and is now pushing the girl slowly towards an orgasm. Katy lies on her back, with her knees up and her legs open. Her pussy is swollen and already slick with her juices. 
 
   Elena has opened her up with the thickness of a dildo, and is now pushing the bobbled plastic stick in slow twisting thrusts, deep towards her cervix.
 
   Katy looks at Dante with longing eyes, desperate to please him. His approval the only thing she wants to secure. Like a dog, Dante cocks his head to the side, transfixed by the way her pussy moves when the dildo slides in and out of her. Her pink internal skin clinging to the plastic like a latex glove, the white ring of cum building up around the base, the way her ass-hole opens and closes, puckering under each contraction.
 
   Her breathing is shallow and lilts in peaking gasps. Short and raspy and difficult to control. Each girl has a different way of doing it, and Katy seems keen not to let herself go, as though showing Dante she's enjoying it would be a sign of weakness as serious as a refusal to perform. Dante's cock hardens a little more, and bulges against the expensive fabric of his tailor-made trousers. He shifts in his seat and leans forward, keen to get a clear view as soon as she explodes in orgasm. Elena watches her work, her other hand on her own pussy, moving in circles around her swollen clit. 
 
   Katy moans a little at the end of each breath. It's a strange, intimate sound that she can't seem to control, and it turns Dante on more than anything else he's seen. It's coming, and she knows she can't do anything to stop it. She can feel it climbing through her body in pulses, bleeding out across her skin. She's about to lose control. She's about to let her guard down completely, and show Dante just how fragile she is. What she's really made of inside, when everything else is stripped away, and she's pushed all the way to her absolute limit. Her basest point. Dante loves seeing this moment of orgasm in others because he knows it's when they're at their most vulnerable, and consequently most honest. It's the only time, with absolute certainty, that someone loses complete control of their mind, body and soul, and you can see them for who they really are. He leans forward. Elena can sense it too, her clitoris tumescent and more sensitive with each gorgeous glance she gives it. Sash was the prettiest he has ever seen, the moment she exploded with him. It was then that he knew for certain, she would be his whenever he wanted her. 
 
   Katy doesn't want to look away. The muscles in her neck taut, she's fighting it all the way. Dante can see how much her pussy is already convulsing. As it spreads out across her athletic frame, through her upper torso and into her legs, his eyes sparkle with childish delight. 
 
   Katy opens and closes her hand, gripping the nothingness of the air tightly. Finally, driven there by a sensation impossible to reign in, she shuts her eyes and lets it take hold. 
 
   Dante is on the edge of his seat. His cock is rock hard but he hasn't thought once to touch it. That's not why he's doing this, nor would it satisfy him if he did. Elena drops forward onto her knees, her legs made weak by her own orgasm, controlled bursts of air leaving her thin lipped mouth in staggered, augmenting moans. 
 
   Together, the two girls fold up in an orgasm too strong to hold at bay. United by a common goal and now forever inseparable, Elena slides towards Katy, her hands soft on Katy's still trembling skin. Katy pulls the Russian girl into her, and together they stay like that, a mess of hot skin and heightened sensitivity, their breathing heavy and awkward, and their hearts showing no signs of wanting to ever slow down. 
 
   Dante claps condescendingly. Katy looks at him and smiles. She has the distant, confused look of someone who's just woken from a dream, only to realize they are not in the bed they feel asleep in. "Bravo", Dante says. 
 
   He slides back into his seat to observe the aftermath of his orchestrated performance, while the two girls look on, happy to continue to lose themselves in each other.
 
   When Dante feels his phone buzz, he's thinking about what to get them to do for an encore. 
 
   He isn't at all surprised that the message is from Sash, nor the fact that it tells him to fuck off. What does surprise him, and what gets him out of his seat and absolutely furious, is the series of photos she has decided to attach. 
 
   There are six in total, each one a little more suggestive than the last. Each one with its own little message. "If you don't want to fuck me, then I'll have to find someone else to do it." "This is right before I let him fuck me." "I knew I'd find someone with a bigger cock." Dante only needs to read some of them before he knows what he has to do. 
 
   "Fuck", he shouts, as he scrolls through the photos. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."
 
   "Are you ok, honey?-", Katy begins, but the look he gives her is more than enough for her to know to shut up and leave him to it. 
 
   Dante scrolls through the images. There is a photo of all six of them, before several of Sash in different states of undress, and separate ones of Cole and Jake doing exactly the same. Ripped abs and flexed muscles glare offensively at him from the screen.  The last one is of Cole and Sash together on the dance floor, a snapshot of the moment before two people kiss. 
 
   He tries to call her but the call doesn't connect. He tries again, but this time it goes to answer phone. A moment later, he's out of the door. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   The Maybach Exelero tears through the empty streets of the night darkened city. Inside, furious that she's sent the images in the first place and even more annoyed she's managed to provoke such a reaction in him, Dante tries to call Sash again. 
 
   "This is Sash, leave a message." comes the light-hearted, absolutely inappropriate response.
 
   Dante snarls. He cycles through the photos again, looking for clues as to where she might be. In the corner of one, he sees something that looks like a logo, only to realize it's nothing but a reflection of someone else's T-shirt, when he goes to zoom in. It's five minutes before he sees it. In the very edge of the last photo, the one he can't bear to look anywhere else in, apart from directly at his step-sister and the stolen moment before an adulterous kiss, he sees it. A wedge of unmistakable design, and the first three letters of a name. 
 
   "Kalypso", he shouts to the driver. "Get me there now."
 
   There is a queue outside that snakes around the block when he arrives at it twenty six minutes later, the car barely having time to stop before he rushes out of it. A one hundred dollar bill in the fat hand of the bouncer is enough to ensure he gets immediate access. Inside it's rammed and difficult to see. As he makes his way through the tight crowd to the dance-floor, flocks of girls herd towards him as though attracted there magnetically. 
 
   Disinterested, he pushes through them, which only serves to pique their interest in him further. She's not on the dance floor. He checks every corner of the club, every possible hiding place, shadow or secluded seat, but she's nowhere to be seen. Standing to think, he finds himself facing the far wall, the diamond design and the Kalypso logo. This is where the last photo was taken. 
 
   He goes to the restrooms. Inside the mens the doors to the two stalls stand open, a guy in each one taking a piss. She's not there. He pushes his way past a queue of waiting girls and into the small room beyond. 
 
   "What the fuck?-", one of the girls at the sink says. 
 
   "Get the fuck out of here", someone else says. 
 
   "Sash", he calls, ignoring them. "Where the fuck are you?"
 
   A third girl, her lipstick in her hand, just watches him in disbelief. 
 
   The stalls are all busy. He bangs on the door of each one in turn. "Sash", he calls again.
 
   "Are you fucking serious?" comes the response from within one. It's not her. He bangs on the other door. 
 
   "She's not in there, dick-weed", the girl at the mirror says. 
 
   Dante bangs again. The terrified girl in the stall won't answer. "Sash. I'm not fucking around."
 
   A fat hand goes to his arm, pushing it up behind his back. Behind the bouncer ,with her arms folded, is the girl that's gone to alert him. Outside again, Dante wrestles free. With another bribe pocketed, the bouncer lets Dante show him his phone. 
 
   "They left about fifteen minutes ago", he says recognizing the group straight away. "Right before you got here." He moves his digit to the screen. "That one so drunk she could hardly walk."
 
   "Where?" Dante asks. 
 
   "Beats me", the bouncer says. "You could try Luxor or-"
 
   "Left or right?" Dante asks with barely concealed irritation, ready to throttle the information out of him. 
 
   "Left", he says, and Dante is out of the door and back in his car, before the fat man has even had a chance to pronounce the t.
 
   On the wide sidewalk of Cass Avenue, shoes off and slung over her shoulder, arm in arm with Abbey and stumbling together in sweeping, stuttering arcs, he sees her. As the car pulls up alongside, tires wailing to an abrupt halt, the two girls get an incredible fright. 
 
   "What the fuck?" Abbey says, cowering as though she's about to be hit. 
 
   Dante is on the sidewalk in front of them before either of them know what's going on. 
 
   "Get the fuck in the car now", he says, grabbing his stepsister by the arm. Sash is too slow to pull it away in time. 
 
   "What the fuck?" Abbey says again. "Dante?"
 
   Sash tries to fight him off, but he's got a grip on her arm he's not willing to let go of. 
 
   "What the fuck is your brother doing here?"
 
   "Stepbrother", Sash says, feeling inclined to correct her. 
 
   "Whatever", Abbey says, watching Dante wrestle Sash towards the car, unsure what she should do about it. 
 
   "Let go of me", Sash cries out. 
 
   "Get the fuck off her", Abbey finally says. 
 
   "You stay out of this", Dante warns her. 
 
   The commotion has got the attention of a passing car. It stops a little further on and reverses up towards them. Back level, the window comes down. 
 
   "Is there a problem here?"
 
   "Yes there's a fucking problem", Abbey says dramatically, "he's kidnapping her. Look!"
 
   "My stepsister is drunk", Dante says evenly. "Her father is worried. He asked me to come and get her."
 
   "That his sister?", the guy from the car asks Abbey. 
 
   "Stepsister", Sash shouts. 
 
   "You want to go with him?" the man from the car says to Sash.
 
   "Of course she doesn't want to go with him, look at her", Abbey says. "I mean what the fuck?"
 
   The guy from the car regards Sash a moment. She's gone weak in Dante's arms, almost timid. She feels like there is no point in struggling any more, because it's not going to achieve anything. She's got his attention now, isn't that what she wanted to do?
 
   "Leave", Sash says to them after a while. "It's fine."
 
   "Sash?" Abbey asks. 
 
   "It's fine, Abbey", Sash says firmly. "Go on. We can take care of ourselves."
 
   "Alright", the guy says and pulls back out onto the road.
 
   "Sash?" Abbey asks again, completely confused by what's going on. 
 
   Dante has loosened his grip, and Sash stands to the side of him now, head down like a scolded child. 
 
   "Just leave it, Abbey", she says. "I'm drunk, I want to go home."
 
   "What about The Palace, and dancing the night away? What about forgetting that fucking douche, that for whatever reason you're still hung up on, and finding someone who deserves you? You're twenty one for Christ-sake, you don't need your brother turning up like you're still in junior high, telling you what you are and you aren't allowed to do. Jeez, talk about a buzz kill. I mean, Jesus Dante, why don't you fucking come with us? The night's still young after all. When did you turn into such a fucking square?"
 
   "You finished?" Dante asks. 
 
   "Fucking hell", Abbey says, looking to the sky and then spinning around. "Lets get into the car and go and party. Guys? Jesus, this is New York!"
 
   Sash is still quiet. She's stood there wobbling a little bit from side to side unsure what she can say now. Dante has had enough. 
 
   "Go home", he tells Abbey and with Sash firmly in his grasp, he makes for the car. 
 
   As it pulls away, Sash and Dante inside it, Abbey stares in disbelief. She can't believe what's just happened. 
 
   Sash folds herself into the seat. She's too drunk and too tired to care about how she should even begin to think about handling this situation. 
 
   "Did you fuck him?" Dante asks. 
 
   "What do you think?" Sash says. 
 
   Dante pulls her upright. "Did you fuck him?" he asks again. 
 
   "No", Sash says. For the first time in a week she fixes her eyes on him. "No", she says again, softer this time. He's scared, and she can see it. She's given him a fright.
 
   She rubs his leg affectionately, noticing with a bit of a shock that he's hard. She pulls away again, remembering herself.  
 
   "What do you want, Dante?" she says.
 
   "You, Sash", Dante says. "I want you."
 
   Sash regards him as though she's misheard. "Yeah? You've got a funny fucking way of showing it."
 
   Dante pulls her towards him. Urgently, he kisses her. Hot lips swelling and bites on sensitive skin. Sash fights herself away, and eventually Dante lets her go. His cock is throbbing so much it's almost broken through the fabric of his trousers. No one else makes him feel like this. No one else has ever done anything quite like it to her either. 
 
   "Take me home", Sash says, looking away at the city blurring past out of the window. She knows that if she lets him in, she'll fall again. She knows she hasn't got a choice either. 
 
   There is a silence while Dante regards her. In it, he knows things have already changed between them again. He can feel the power shift. The photos weren't a warning, they were a come-and-get-me rescue call. 
 
   "You owe me a thousand dollars", Sash says, still unable to look at him. 
 
   "We can talk about that tomorrow", Dante says, his hungry eyes all over his stepsister, and the shadow where her legs disappear under the hem of her dress. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   It takes Sash a moment to realize where they are and why they shouldn't be. This is her bedroom, Dante's old one. When he opened the door, lifted her into his strong arms and carried her up the stairs, she was eighteen and innocent again, and she thought nothing of it. Now, as the moment clarifies itself, reality comes thundering back with it. She pushes Dante off her and sits up to look around the room. She feels an immediate need to panic as though what is expected of her in this situation automatically overrides the residual sensation of what she has always wanted.
 
   "Home", Dante whispers, as though fulfilling a promise. 
 
   Sash looks around the room. She goes to the curtain to look out onto the street. She goes to the door to make sure it's shut and the light outside in the corridor is off. Finally she goes back to the bed and looks at her stepbrother.
 
   "What are you doing?" she asks. 
 
   "Showing you how much I want you", he says. "Proving to you that I mean it."
 
   His shirt is already unbuttoned. Now he takes it off and drops it casually to the floor. Sash watches him closely. His upper body is so perfect, he could have been carved out of stone to display at the entrance to a gated city. 
 
   "They'll hear", Sash says, shaking her head. "Stop, Dante. Not here."
 
   "Not if you don't let them", Dante says. 
 
   He begins to undo his trousers. The buckle of the belt first, the buttons next. Already she can see his bulge fighting to get out. She's transfixed by it for a moment, unable to look anywhere else. 
 
   "We could go to yours", Sash says.
 
   Dante shakes his head. Pop goes the last button. 
 
   "It has to be here", Dante says. "This is where it always should have been."
 
   He pulls his trousers down, holds them out theatrically and drops those casually onto the floor too. 
 
   "Fucking hell", Sash says. 
 
   "Take off your clothes", Dante commands. 
 
   Sash shakes her head. She does it not because she doesn't want to, but because she knows it will be better if she resists. 
 
   "Take off your clothes", Dante says again. He hasn't raised his voice and nor does he need to. They both know Sash will comply. She wouldn't have got into the car in the first place if she wasn't going to. Hell, she wouldn't have even sent the photos. 
 
   Sash takes a moment to look to the side, and then back to Dante as though she's used the moment to think. She smiles a you've-caught-me smile. 
 
   "What will you do to me if I do?" she asks, the question phrased in such a way to indicate the answer is something she's keen on hearing, the look she gives him when she does so, smoldering. 
 
   She likes this. It's wrong, but she can't help but admit that she likes it. Her fucking stepbrother. She leans over sideways to prop herself up on her outstretched arm and watch her stepbrother lazily undress himself. She can't stop him anyway, she knows that. If he wants to let the whole house know about it, so be it. He has much more to lose than she does after all. She might as well enjoy this while she can. Fuck it, let the whole world know. 
 
   "You going to leave again, soon as you've fucked me?" Sash asks him. She doesn't know whether the question is rhetorical, nor whether she's got enough energy to be bothered if it is or not.
 
   "I came to set things straight", Dante says. 
 
   "Is that a yes or a no?" Sash asks him. She rolls over so her head is hanging off the bed and she's looking at him upside down, legs lifted up into the air and pushed out straight. The flexibility of a dancer. "It's just, I need to know if I should make plans. Bake a cake, go for a run, do the-"
 
   Dante pulls down his boxer-shorts. 
 
   "Fuck", Sash says, melting at the sight of him. She spins over again so she can see him properly. 
 
   "Take off your clothes", Dante commands again. "I won't ask you again."
 
   "You take them off for me", Sash says, teasingly. 
 
   Dante closes in on her. He pulls her into the position he wants her in, sat on the edge of the bed. Sash lets herself be manipulated, thrusting her upper body towards him and pushing her arms out behind her to let her head hang. Open to him, ready to be taken. 
 
   Wasting no time in showing her what he wants, his hand goes underneath her skirt and grabs hold of her panties. A moment later he has wrestled them down and tossed them deliberately into the corner of the room. 
 
   He pulls at her T-shirt, fighting the fabric down beneath her bra, so he can push his hands inside and scoop out her breasts. He massages her tits, runs his fingers over her swelling nipples and teases them erect. Her skin buzzes with desire and need, and she can't help but moan.
 
   He presses his finger to her lips to still her. With his knee between her legs, he widens them. He covers her upper body with teasing kisses and soft, stimulating bites. Like this, first. He runs his teeth along her clavicle, and once again he finds himself kissing those dark holes that swallow the darkness and drive his passion wild. Delicate, loving, caressing touches. His hand goes up to her neck, the form slender, the skin supple, storm clouds darkening his eyes. 
 
   "There are rules, Sash", he says, his grip tightening, playful still but firm. He moves his other leg in between hers and Sash moans under his commanding touch. 
 
   He pulls her further towards him, the height perfect to enter her. With his other hand he pushes her skirt up higher, so she carries it around her waist like a belt. 
 
   Dante doesn't even need to touch his cock to guide it into her. As if attracted there magnetically, it seems to work it's way to the entrance of her pussy alone. Hungry for it, Sash rocks forward to claim it, desperate to have his hot, swollen crown up inside her.
 
   She moans uncontrollably as she feels the tip bump up against her, threatening to slip inside. Dante stays still, at times even moving slightly away, so he can tease his stepsister and see just how much she wants it.
 
   "Rules", Dante says. 
 
   "Uh-huh", Sash says, licking her lips and thrusting her hips forwards again, agonizingly close to having him penetrate her. Her skin tingling with sensitivity and her pussy aching with need, she is desperate to have him fill her. He tightens his grip a little more. 
 
   "No fucking around", he says. 
 
   Sash shakes her head. "No fucking around", she repeats. 
 
   Her pussy is swollen and slick with her juices. Each time he bumps into her, Dante can feel her tight hole relax a little to welcome him in. He wants nothing more than to take her, pre-cum already oozing out of the tip of his cock and running down his shaft. Each moment more, he swells a little harder. 
 
   "No-one can know", he says. 
 
   "No-one can know", she repeats. 
 
   Now he lets her claim him a little. His throbbing cock gathered magnificently by her trembling pussy hole, she moans long and deep as she finally feels it push its way inside her. 
 
   "Fuck", she says, the word crushed by rising pleasure. 
 
   It's only the crown, but it feels incredible. A moment later, Dante pulls away again, keen not to give her too much too quickly. 
 
   "No", Sash complains. 
 
   "You need to trust me. Whatever I do, you have to trust me."
 
   His cock is tantalizing close. Sash bites her lip and decides to try and reach for it. Dante bats her hand away, tightening the grip he has around her neck to punish her.
 
   Sash moans again, a light escape of air that sounds like the cry of a tiny creature. He shakes his head and waves his finger, and Sash has no choice but to go back to her original position. He can see her pussy hole opening and closing, visibly contracting millimeters away from his throbbing cock-head, as though already affected by a thunderous orgasm. 
 
   "Do you trust me?" Dante asks her. 
 
   He allows himself to penetrate her again, this time pushing his cock further inside her, deep enough to make her body shake.
 
   "Yes", Sash says.
 
   Dante pulls out slightly, not quite all the way, but close, so only the very tip of his cock is inside her. He can feel her muscles contracting down on him, encouraging him to thrust back inside. 
 
   "I can't hear you", he says. 
 
   Sash lets out a guttural whisper of air. "Yes", she says again, her chest rising and falling, her breathing already tight. 
 
   "Good", Dante says. 
 
   "Fuck me, Dante, please", Sash begs. 
 
   Dante lets her body swallow him again, this time disappearing his cock completely inside her, happy to watch as her pussy lips finally touch his pubic bone. 
 
   "Oh my God", Sash says, the words barely coming to her. 
 
   The first time they fucked was animalistic and urgent, the second, sweet and loving, this was just another level all together. He had barely penetrated her, and she was already close to orgasm. Only her stepbrother could do this to her. Only Dante. 
 
   "I want to know-", Dante says, his cock working a rhythm now, thrusting deep and withdrawing almost fully to begin again. She feels it swell her opening. She feels it press against her G-spot. She feels it deep inside her, her skin about to go up in flames. She belongs to him.
 
   "Uh-huh", Sash says again.
 
   "His name", Dante says firmly, finishing the sentence. 
 
   "Dante", Sash reasons, the question unexpected. "Oh, Dante."
 
   "It's important to me, Sash. I need to know."
 
   Each thrust buries him a little deeper. Each second longer makes it all the more intense. Sensitive to the point of explosion. Pleasure like nothing else. Never before has she felt her pussy stimulated so incredibly, neither her body nor her mind. Never before has she wanted something so much. She bites her lip again. 
 
   "Take me", she whispers.
 
   "Tell me", Dante insists. 
 
   She sits up now, ready to distract him, to pull him away from the thought. He won't let her. In his eyes, she sees those storm clouds. The love and the jealousy mixed in as one. Dante pushes her to the bed. He pulls his cock out and folds her leg, one over the other so she's face down now on the bed. 
 
   Quickly, as though part of the same unbroken motion, he's back inside her, fucking her hard. 
 
   The pupils in Sash's eyes dilate. Like this, he can see her ass-hole throbbing. He wraps her long black her around his wrists and pulls. He spanks her ass-cheek, no desire to hold back and be reserved. Immediately, the skin bobbles and a flush of red rises to the surface. 
 
   She's on the edge. Like this, she can feel him against her G-spot, pushing her in directions she's never traveled before. 
 
   "Who?" Dante calls again. 
 
   Sash can barely breath let alone talk. Her breath is peaking towards explosion. Short raspy breaths that lift the air out of the top of her lungs as soon as she's sucked it in. 
 
   "Tell me", Dante commands, his voice loud enough now to slip under the crack in the door and through the paper-thin walls. 
 
   It's coming. His cock magnificent inside her. Swollen hard by purpose and forced forward by urgent desire. He smacks her ass-cheek again, pulling hard to tilt her head and lift her upper body almost completely from the bed. He fucks her so hard his body is almost a blur. His balls smacking against the sensitive skin of her pussy lips, his hips hitting hers hard, the bed jarring against it all, pushing against the far wall. 
 
   Reduced to nothing but a series of whispered moans, Sash stares at it, the edge disappearing beneath her quickly. Finally, when the rest of the world has melted away, she tumbles all the way inside. The moment is unlike any other she has ever experienced. It rattles through her with the force of a train, exploding out of her pussy and sweeping through her skin. She screams into the pillow, her head forced there by Dante, and comes hard, her whole body shaking uncontrollably. The storm swirls in Dante's eyes. He smacks her on the ass again just for good measure. Against his cock, he feels her pussy contract wildly, throbbing and spasming in short, violent bursts. His. Always his. 
 
   If she could fold herself up, she would, but Dante hasn't finished yet. She's almost too sensitive to have him inside her, but the choice isn't hers to make. She wants it. She wants everything he gives her if it makes her feel like this, even if it destroys her.
 
   "Come inside me, Dante", she begs him. "Please fill me up."
 
   The words are spoken in staggered almost disconnected syllables so the meaning is lost along the way. 
 
   "Are you on the pill, Sash", Dante asks. 
 
   A spasm crawls across her belly and even though she can't, she wants to put her hand there. 
 
   "Yes", she lies. "Of course. Come inside me."
 
   Unable to hold himself back any longer, Dante can do nothing else but let himself go. Twisting her body in an attempt to watch him, Dante is quick to place his hand on her head and hold her against the bed. The sensation is almost debilitating. He struggles hard to rise above it. Rocketing through his body from the tip of his swollen cock to his brain, he feels his knees weaken and the muscles in his neck snap tight. He growls to soften his screams, thrusts himself as deep as possible into his stepsister's pussy, so that the mattress bends under his weight, and lets himself go inside her. 
 
   Each magnificent ejaculation is paired with a wild, uncontrolled jerk of his hips and a composed expulsion of air, as though all three things are needed in order for him to balance himself. When his balls are dry and he's got nothing more to give, he folds himself across her back and listens to her beating heart. 
 
   "Jason", Sash says after a long moment has passed. "Jason Walker."
 
   Dante makes a noise, the meaning of which Sash can't quite determine. He lifts himself from her and carefully pulls his still erect cock out of her hole, delighted by the way the tight skin of her pussy clings to it. Pausing momentarily, he watches her pussy hole close lazily, before a single drop of his cum leaks to the surface. Satisfied, he goes to his clothes. 
 
   Sash turns around, her skin still trembling with sensitivity. Even against the cotton of the bed spread, she feels like she might explode again in orgasm just by rubbing it across her body in the right way. 
 
   "Where are you going now?" she complains. 
 
   "You said you'd trust me, Sash", he says. "This won't work any other way."
 
   "Stay with me, please, Dante, don't leave."
 
   Dante already his his boxer-shorts back on. He pulls on his trousers and then gathers up his shirt, righting it ready to be worn.
 
   "I can't stay", he says. "I can't be seen to wake up here."
 
   "Then take me with you", Sash says. "Take me to your house."
 
   She's up on her feet now, helping him with the buttons. 
 
   "I'm going away for a while", he says. "My plane leaves tomorrow."
 
   "Away where?"
 
   "California", he says. "L.A."
 
   "Jesus Dante, what the fuck?"
 
   "It's work", he says. "Don't worry, Sash, I'm coming back."
 
   "When?"
 
   "I don't know", he says. "It's a big project. An expansion."
 
   He reaches for his jacket. 
 
   "Then take me with you."
 
   He pulls it on, and Sash smooths down the front of it. "No", he says, shaking his head. "That's not going to work."
 
   "I thought you wanted me, Dante. I though that was why you came back here."
 
   "It was, and I do, but you can't come with me."
 
   "What am I meant to do then, wait until you come back?"
 
   Dante doesn't need to answer that question. Instead, he collects his shoes and socks, and sits on the edge of the bed, ready to put them on.
 
   "Don't do this to me, Dante", Sash complains. "You can't just come here and fuck me whenever you feel like it, that's not going to work for me."
 
   "I need to know that I can trust you, Sash", he says. 
 
   Sash folds her arms across her chest.
 
   "You know you can trust me", she says. 
 
   "You prove that to me, while I'm away", Dante says. "and I'm all yours."
 
   "All mine? What does that even mean?"
 
   "It means we talk about a proper relationship like before", he says. "It means being together."
 
   "Secretly?" Sash asks. 
 
   "I'm not sure if you've noticed Sash, but we are stepbrother and stepsister."
 
    "So what?" she says, sitting alongside him.
 
   Dante smooths the back of her neck and she tilts herself into his touch. "It's not illegal", she says.
 
   "If anyone found out, I could be ruined", Dante says. "I took a risk coming here, but I wanted to show you what you mean to me. We have to keep this secret, Sash."
 
   "Do you mean it?" Sash asks.
 
   "What?"
 
   "About being together in a proper relationship."
 
   "Show me I can trust you, and you'll see that I do."
 
   Dante stands up. Out of his jacket pocket comes his wallet. 
 
   "Now you're going to pay me?" Sash says. 
 
   Dante takes out a credit card and holds it in the air in front of her. "That place was pathetic", he says. "You deserve much more than that."
 
   "That place was my home", Sash says. "You had no right to take that away from me."
 
   "Find somewhere you like. Treat yourself. Go shopping, start dance classes again. Wait for me", he says finally handing it over. 
 
   Sash takes the card. 
 
   "Do you have to go?" she asks, already sure of the answer.
 
   "Yes", Dante confirms. 
 
   "Will you call me?"
 
   Dante looks at her with his hungry eyes, the storm already passed. 
 
   "Show me I can trust you", he says, ignoring the question completely. 
 
   Sash is quick to her feet. Desperate to show Dante who he belongs to, she wraps herself around him and pulls him into her for a kiss. Finally, she takes his hand and places it on her warm, still tingling pussy. 
 
   "Can I trust you?" she asks. 
 
   "I've never wanted anyone else in my life", Dante says, and what's more, she believes him. 
 
    
 
   As Dante crosses the road to his car, his phone already pressed to his ear, Sash isn't the only one watching him. In the room next door to hers, hidden by a half-drawn curtain and stood in dark, impenetrable shadow, is her father. The uneasy look on his face suggests he's been awake for some time. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   She's there to meet him at the airport. A tall, Latin looking girl with large, almost black eyes, full lips and long, jet-black hair. She's absolutely beautiful. Dressed smartly and holding her hand, is a young boy who can't be more than two years old. Lighter skinned, American features, a crop of rustic, sun bleached hair.
 
   They wait patiently, eyes on the gate, excited to see him come through it. The boy especially. He has a huge smile of anticipation on his face, like he's just understood the meaning of birthday presents, and is expecting a huge one to come through the door at any minute. He can hardly contain himself, eyes wide and hungry, strikingly familiar. 
 
   When he sees him, his unmistakable figure cutting through the crowd, his arms go up into the air. 
 
   "Daddy!"
 
   Breaking away from his mother, he slips rapidly under the barrier, only to be gathered up mid-approach and carried back the way he came, a kissed greeting planted firmly on his forehead. 
 
   She takes her sunglasses off as he approaches, even better looking than the last time she saw him. 
 
   "Hello, Dante", she says wistfully, taking the pair of them into her arms. 
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   Giving My Billionaire Stepbrother A Baby 3
 
    
 
   Sometimes you can tell how expensive the clothes are in a store by how few they've decided to hang up on the rails. One end of a fat straw buried deeply in her frappuccino, and the other caught helplessly between perfect teeth, Sash sweeps her hand idly through the half a dozen thousand dollar dresses, as though more interested by the way they feel than the way they look. 
 
   Waiting anxiously at the supermarket check-out to see if her card was going to work, seems like a distant memory from someone else's life. Not only does she have the power to buy anything that her heart desires, she's finally got the one thing that money could never get her. Dante.
 
   A sour faced assistant observes her closely, suspicious she's just another one of these women that come in here to dream. Sash smiles at her, but the gesture isn't returned. Instead the woman says, "You might find those a little out of your price range, I'm afraid. We're a boutique shop."
 
   Sash doesn't feel the need to rise to the bait. She's happy today. She's dancing again. She's staying in one of the most expensive hotels in the city. Ok, Dante still hasn't called, but after what happened last week, she knows exactly how he feels about her. She can still feel her pussy throb, her skin tingle with electricity just to think his name. Almost absentmindedly, she puts her hand on her belly, and wonders whether it'll be a boy or a girl. 
 
   Dante. If she plays by his rules, he'll be hers. She just has to wait for him to come back to her. Like a queen waiting for her King to come back from a distant adventure and claim her. 
 
   "Do you have this in a size two?" Sash asks, picking one of the dresses out at random. She's not even sure if she likes the design, but that wouldn't really be the point of buying it anyway. 
 
   "That dress is over six thousand dollars", the woman says. 
 
   "Oh", Sash says, letting it go quickly, a disgusted look on her face.  
 
   The assistant smiles smugly, her hands behind her back, while she rocks forward onto the balls of her feet. It's an action that says "I knew it. I saw you a mile off. Your type, coming in here, thinking you can afford these clothes." 
 
   "Don't you have anything more expensive?" Sash says, as seriously as she can manage, delighted to see the color drain quickly from the woman's stone-like face. 
 
   A little flustered now, she says, "I hope you don't think I'm being rude, but it's important for me to check, especially with first time customers. Are you sure you are able-"
 
   Even before the woman has finished her sentence, Sash pulls a huge wad of money out of her purse. There must be over ten thousand dollars there. 
 
   "Wait, maybe that's not enough", Sash says, and roots around again, even though the assistant now has her hands up defensively and is telling her not to worry.
 
   "No wait", Sash says, making a point. "Here, hold this."
 
   She gives the woman her now empty frappuccino cup. The woman wrinkles her nose up at the chewed straw, before putting the container carefully on the counter with the very tips of her fake-nailed fingers, should Sash request it back again. 
 
   Sash pulls out two more wads of cash. "Here you go", she says, waving them excitedly in the air to show the lady. "I thought I had some change in here. Of course I can pay by card if it's not enough. I only got it out because some places don't accept plastic."
 
   The woman is crimson with embarrassment. 
 
   "I'm sorry", she says. "We have to check. We get all sorts of people in here pretending to be able to afford it, you know."
 
   "That's ok", Sash says with a smile, "I would have done exactly the same with you. I mean look at  the dress you're wearing for a start. That's definitely not from here is it? I'm surprised they let you work in here looking like that."
 
   The assistant's mouth hangs open long enough for Sash to count her fillings. 
 
   "Did you have it in a size two?" Sash asks again. 
 
   "We make adjustments to every dress to ensure that they fit", the assistant says evenly.
 
   "Perfect", Sash says. 
 
   "Which one was it that you wanted again?"
 
   Sash flops into the large leather armchair usually reserved for well-heeled men, while they wait for their women to finish getting ready. 
 
   "Oh I don't care", Sash says with a big smile and a dismissive wave of her hand. "You choose."
 
    
 
    
 
   Stepbrother: Alpha Billionaire (excerpt)
 
    
 
   I have dreamt of this moment for most of my adult life. I was never the prettiest or the most popular, or even the cleverest girl at school, I was always just Cass, the one on the outside looking in. Never the Prom Queen or the Fairy Princess, just the one that slipped by without being noticed. I never thought I'd be here doing this. 
 
   There is an urgency that descends upon us like a desperate hunger. I can feel it burning inside me and I don't know how much longer I can resist before it takes me over. I want to claim it before it passes me by. I want him before he changes his mind. Before I change mine.
 
   Fuck the immoral. Fuck the taboo. Felix and I aren't related to each other. If we'd got together before our parents did, nobody would bat an eyelid. 
 
   "Take me to your bedroom", I whisper insistently into his ear. "Now."
 
   This feels wrong, only because we are stepsister and stepbrother. It makes my heart pound in my chest when we ascend the stairwell to the rooms, several eyes upon us. I imagine the conversations people have in our wake. They go like this:
 
   "Such a wonderful family", "taking her to her room, how sweet", "their parents would be so proud."
 
   What they don't see is the erection hardening quickly below Felix's trousers, nor the desire and need I carry for him, exploding out below the surface of my skin. 
 
   In the corridor outside his room, we wait patiently for a couple to pass us by, the hands that only moments before were exploring him, hidden quickly out of sight to the side, now trembling at the thought of what awaits us. 
 
   When we are alone again, the rest of the guests either already in bed or still downstairs, we hurry through the door and into his chamber. Felix shuts the door quickly behind us and leans against it momentarily, his heart pounding.
 
   I'm suddenly afraid. What if someone knows? What if someone catches us? What if I can never give him up?
 
   Felix bites his lip. The corner of his mouth curls up into a smile, he winks at me, and then he comes over. A cat ready to pounce on its prey. 
 
   I back away waving my finger, wanting him to earn me. He knows the game, lets me fight him off a few times and then grabs me round the waist with one of his huge arms and pulls me into him. He wrestles me to the bed, trapping me against the soft cotton duvet. He goes to kiss me, but I don't let him. As he moves in, I twist my head to the side. Undeterred, he tries again, only for me to move to the other side. We're both laughing now, teasing ourselves.
 
   "Fine", he says, mock offended. "If you don't want me to-"
 
   He tries to pull away, but this time I won't let him. I wrap my legs around his waist and pull him down into me so I can feel the heat of his crotch against mine. 
 
   "No, wait", I say. "Kiss me."
 
   He grabs hold of my hair to make sure I don't move, leans in, tilts my lips towards him and kisses me deeply. I run my hands through his hair and pull him towards me, desperate for the moment to last forever. Our tongues fight for a while against one another, until his proves too strong and I take it into my mouth, sucking the thick, sweet tip like a lollipop. He bites my lower lip, and then I bite his, and then he moves away from my mouth altogether to explore the sensitivity of the soft tissue around my neck, and the delicate structure of the bones of my clavicle.
 
   He bites me hard around the muscle that runs along the left hand side of my neck and it turns me on so much I have to pull him back to do it again. My body is tingling, and trembling so much from excitement Felix asks me whether I'm cold. Every time his mouth moves towards the sensitive skin around the bones of my shoulder, or lower, towards the line of my dress and the forbidden skin underneath that forms the beginning of my breasts, I get a shooting wave of pleasure cascading up and down my spine, that turns somersaults in my stomach and makes my pussy tingle. I feel as fragile as glass. I feel like I might explode into a million pieces if he continues, but I know there is no way I want him to stop. 
 
   I let my hand slide along his thigh, tug eagerly at the tucked in shirt, and make a big enough hole through which it can disappear and explore the taut skin on the other side. I run my hand across his belly and then up towards his chest, his muscles perfectly firm and well defined. When I find his nipple, my finger tracing a circle first of all through the thin hair that surrounds it, I can't help but squeal in delight. I tease it and then pull at it and then immediately want him to do the same to me. 
 
   Felix has his hand in the hole on my dress, his fingers exploring the soft tissue of my thigh. The hole is placed in such a way and his fingers are of such a length, that he can just about reach the edge of my panties. As he kisses the exposed skin at the top of my dress, he tries to lift my panties and slide his fingers underneath the fabric. I let him do this for a while just to tease him. I love him having his hand there, but what I like more is knowing that in this way, he'll never quite be able to reach what he wants. I want to make him understand what the last three years have been like for me, reaching in from the outside, desperate to touch something I can't quite get to. When I've had my fun, and the desire to have him actually touching my pussy, holding me open with his slender fingers and pushing one inside me, I fight my way out from underneath him, roll over and put myself on top. 
 
   I pull at his shirt and practically tear it off trying to get it away from him. Felix takes over and a second later it's in a crumpled pile on the floor. For a moment, I have to just appreciate him. He has one of the most incredible bodies I've ever seen. He's muscular and well defined, but his body and muscle tone is more like a swimmers than a body builders. He's naturally strong, with thick arms and a barrel chest and a distribution of hair that makes him look meticulously crafted. There are indents in his lower abdomen that lead towards his trousers, which I can't help but admire much more closely now, with the tips of my fingers. 
 
   "I never thought", I say, the words catching a little in my throat. "That we'd be here, doing this."
 
   I dance my fingers towards his belt buckle, begin to open it. 
 
   "I always wanted you", Felix says. "Jesus Cass, I wanted you from the moment I saw you."
 
   Pop, the first button goes. Loose enough to slide my hand in the top, I do so. Between his boxer shorts and his trousers, I feel his thick cock, hard like tempered steel. He moans lightly as I tickle my fingers across it. I find his balls, and then I work my way up to the tip, squeezing him tightly as I go. I want to bite him. I want to pull him out and and put him inside my mouth. Inside my pussy. 
 
   I rip the rest of the buttons open and then I pull his trousers down to his ankles. Felix kicks them off. 
 
   "Take it off", he says, meaning my dress. 
 
   "I will", I agree, but I want him first. 
 
   I can almost see his crown through the thin cotton fabric. It's pressing against the whiteness, a patch of pre-cum darkening the material. 
 
   "I'm a virgin", I say, my hand hovering. "I waited for you."
 
   I can't wait any longer. I'm done waiting. I've waited so long I'm about to fuck my stepbrother. Of all the forbidden relationships, this is number one. This is the one we can't tell anyone about. This is the one we will have to always keep a secret. And then because of that, not in spite of that, it makes me feel so incredibly turned on. With my hands under the waistband of his boxer shorts, Felix prostrate on the bed before me - a situation I have conjured up in my mind's eye a million times before - I finally reveal him to me. 
 
   Much like the rest of his body, his cock is incredible. It is thick at the base, uncut at the top, perfectly formed, solid, responsive and throbbing so desperately I can do nothing else but descend upon it like a hungry whore. I take him in my hands, wank him a little and then move my mouth towards his tip, eager to have him inside me. I gorge myself on his meat, sucking him both gently and hard adjusting my approach to the moans my different movements generate in him, lick up and down his shaft, take his balls into my mouth and roll my tongue underneath his foreskin. I pull his glans back, dip my tongue into his hole and then take him into my mouth as deeply as I am able. I suck hard, swallow his thickness into me and only break to gulp down air. Felix pulls me into him, hungry to please me while I do the same to him, but I don't let him. This moment is mine, and I'm going to allow myself to enjoy it.
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