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Chapter 1
 
   CANDY
 
   "Oh, Candace," he moans in my ear, his hands groping every part of my body he has access to. "Fuck, you're so hot."
 
   In terms of sweet talking, it's definitely not the best I've heard. Though I can't say I've had much experience ... Most of it stems from romance novels and chick flicks. Not that I would admit that to anyone.
 
   Still, I manage to moan a little in response as he pushes me against our front door, my body freezing when I think of the noise we must be making. I can only pray it won't attract my Daddy downstairs, because if he sees me kissing a guy, he'll probably rip his tongue out through his teeth.
 
   "Touch me here," Louis begs me, grabbing my hand and pushing it between his legs where his erection is pressing hard against my hand. And I immediately freeze.
 
   I may have over exaggerated my experience. Maybe I should have clarified just how knowledgeable I am of these things ... Which is to say, I have no fucking clue.
 
   I've always been the good girl. Stayed at home, listened to Daddy, never had a friend who was a bad influence on me. I did what I was told and I never got into trouble.
 
   So touching a man's hard cock for the first time ... It's not what I thought it would be, mostly because the guy is nothing like the one I want in his place.
 
   I think of Hunter and my whole body goes on fire. It's been years since I've seen him, but I never forgot about him ... not for one second.
 
   Tall, covered with ink and bad in more ways than you can imagine. I hate myself for still being under his influence ... hate the fact I wish these were his hands roaming my body, exploring every inch of exposed, chilly skin.
 
   Louis is nothing like Hunter. He's preppy, a bookish type, the kind of guy my Dad might let me go out to dinner with. Now holding my hand against his cock? That might be a problem.
 
   I'm frozen to the spot, unable to move, and I'm starting to feel more than a little uncomfortable. I want Louis to stop, but I'm too embarrassed to say anything. The rumors going around school calling me an inexperienced virgin are too bad to handle as it is.
 
   I'm about to speak up, asking Louis to stop groping me, when my wish comes true all by itself. Or rather, in the shape of a tall, sculpted body, covered in black ink, who is, at this very moment, dragging my date across the lawn.
 
   "Fuck!" I curse softly, still worried about waking up my parents. I watch in silent terror as the figure smashes my date's face in and then as Louis limps away as fast as his legs can carry him.
 
   Then, the intruder makes his way towards me and I freeze in terror. He reaches me, smirking at me and I feel my body throbbing.
 
   I choose to ignore another throbbing part of me right between my legs ...
 
   Tipping my chin back with his fingers, he looks me right in the eye. "Good to see you, little sister," he growls in my face, his grin never leaving his face. "What you been up to?"
 
   I snarl in my stepbrother's face, my hands shooting out to attack him, but he grabs my wrists with ease and holds them away from his body. "Get away from me, you jerk! I was on a date, which you apparently failed to notice."
 
   He leans in closer and my heart speeds up at the prospect of his lips being so close to mine. "Oh, I noticed," he says darkly. "I can't say I liked that prick's hands on you."
 
   He smirks at me like I'm some play thing of his, like things are still the same, even though it's been four years since I've seen the man.
 
   And fuck, time hasn't changed a thing, because he still does that crazy racing thing to my heart ... It feels like it's about to burst out of my chest.
 
   "Next time you need someone to play with," he says softly, his voice barely above a whisper. "I'll be right next door to your room, sis."
 
   With that, he lets go of my face and opens the front door, walking inside.
 
   I crumple to the floor, panting for air, my hand flying up to my chest where my heart is still beating wildly like it's the end of the world.
 
   Did that really just happen? I gasp lightly as I pick myself up, dusting my dress off on the floor. My hand comes away damp and I look at it in horror.
 
   And am I really dripping wet right now, when he barely even touched me?
 
   Blushing, I run into the house and lock my bedroom door twice before climbing into bed. It's a stupid thing to do, because I keep hoping he'll come barging into my room and find me ...
 
   Fuck, I'm screwed! 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 2
 
   HUNTER
 
   As soon as I see her again, I know I'm in trouble. Some prick's hands are all over her, groping her in a dirty, needy way, and an impulse to kick him in the groin overtakes me immediately. But more than that, I can't stop staring at her ... Little Candace is all grown up, and fuck me if that doesn't make her harder to resist than ever.
 
   I know she's still a kid. Damn, last time I saw her she was 15, and four years doesn't make that much of a difference. She can't even have a drink legally. And I'm 22 for God's sake. I'm not supposed to care about some brat who has taken permanent residence in my house.
 
   But seeing innocent little Candy all grown up, her dress tight, her heels too high ... That did something to me I'd rather not admit to. She still looks similar, but it's like she fucking blossomed over the past few years or something.
 
   There was always something about her. That long mass of blonde hair, her perfect baby blues and pouty lips. Damn, I love when she puts her bottom lip out when I tease her. Makes me want to bite her over and over again.
 
   Don't get me started on her body, because I might lose my mind. Her ass is perky, her tits huge ... And just the thought of that gets me harder than ever, my hardness swelling against my jeans.
 
   Kicking the prick feels damn good, and I have to hold myself back so I don't hurt him any more than I already have. But then he looks me right in the eye and spits something in my face.
 
   "You're sick, man," he hisses, and I'm so surprised I actually let him speak.
 
   Big mistake.
 
   "You think no one knows how obsessed you are with Candace? We're all aware of how sick you are, you fuck," he adds, and that's when I see red.
 
   I kick him again, and again and again, making sure to face away from Candy so she can't see what's going on. When I'm finally satisfied and feel a little better, I let him scramble to his feet and run off.
 
   My blood is boiling but fuck, I can't deny what he said.
 
   Sweet, innocent Candy is becoming a thorn in my side, and one I'm desperate to pull out any moment now.
 
   Heading over to her, I feel my cock stiffening at the mere sight of her. She gets me harder than ever and even though I know I shouldn't, I imagine her under me, pounding into that lithe body with all my weight.
 
   "Get away from me, you jerk!" she hisses, and it's that moment that lands me back in reality with a crash and burn.
 
   Because that's what I'll always be to her.
 
   The bad guy, tall, tattooed and dark. The one who taunts her and ruins her date by smashing her date's face in. A bad seed.
 
   Her fucking stepbrother.
 
   I do what I do best, taunting her, because I know it drives her crazy. Then I leave, slamming the door behind me, not caring whether her Daddy comes down. I'll have to face him eventually, anyhow.
 
   I go straight to bed, and my hardness is harder to ignore than ever. Rubbing my cock lightly under my boxers, I can feel the bead of pre come on my tip.
 
   Fuck, this is going to drive me insane ... Candy's all grown up, and I want to play.
 
   I groan, turning around in my bed and trying to forget all about my little stepsister, though it seems like that's going to be nothing short of impossible.
 
   I rub my eyes tiredly, thinking of the next day when I'll have to face the facts. I'm home, a dropout from college. I'm well aware of the fact that Candy's Dad will give me shit about it, and I am not looking forward to it. 
 
   I have my reasons for leaving college, and I know I can make it on my own - not that it's a problem in a family as loaded as this one ... But Daddy Dearest would sooner shoot his brains out than allow me to have any of his riches.
 
   Falling into a fitful sleep, I don't even fight the images of Candy in my mind ... And I don't ignore my swelled cock, instead rubbing it lightly, her name a  whisper on my lips.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3
 
   CANDY
 
   I storm into my room, but it's a hard task since I have to be as quiet as possible. The last thing I want to do is wake up Daddy, who'll go crazy if he sees me sneaking home at such a late hour. And let's just say Hunter isn't his favorite person in the whole world, so seeing him here might set him off even more.
 
   Furiously, I change into my silk nightie and crawl under the sheets, but I can tell it'll be a long time before I manage to fall asleep. And somehow, my hand seems to be finding its way under my panties, which makes me blush like crazy as soon as I realize what I'm doing.
 
   I haven't ever ... 
 
   I always felt too embarrassed, like I was ashamed of my own body.
 
   But thinking of Hunter makes me feel things I haven't felt since the last time I saw him. It's this weird mix of pure anger mixed with an intense desire, and it's like my hand has a will of its own, pushing the fabric of my lace panties aside and outlining my swollen lips.
 
   My body is a mystery to me. Changing so quickly, I never quite came to terms with it. My breasts grew over the course of a single summer, and now it seems like everyone's eyes are glued to that spot whenever I talk to a guy. I've always been told I was pretty, but I don't see it.
 
   Maybe if you like Little Bo Peep.
 
   I hope Hunter does.
 
   The thought strikes me so quickly I shiver under the covers, immediately embarrassed by my mind. He's my stepbrother, for God's sake. It would be more than inappropriate, and even thinking about it - despite the fact I'm not doing it on purpose - feels so wrong and dirty ...
 
   Slowly, my finger slides over my swollen center and my eyes widen when it comes away damp. I know I shouldn't, know I should stop myself ... But I allow a single thought to enter my mind.
 
   Hunter. He's so tall, his shoulders broad, his whole body covered in ink. I know it pisses my Dad off, but I think it's insanely hot, the tattoos covering his body like an intricate web of stories.
 
   I wish I could trace every one with my finger ... and then my tongue.
 
   Shivering, I slip a finger between my folds, toying with places I've never felt before. Heat rushes through my body as I find a particularly swollen spot, flicking it between my fingers, his body still on my mind.
 
   I have to bite my bottom lip to keep quiet, grab my sheets to stop myself from running into his room at this exact moment. I can feel the heat building up in my body, threatening to spill over the edges and scalding me.
 
   "Fuck," I curse softly, massaging the swollen button with my fingers.
 
   I feel something happening inside me, and suddenly, I feel scared. I pull my hand away, my cheeks reddening with the thought of what I just did.
 
   I turn over on my hip and close my eyes tightly, trying to block everything out of my mind. Knowing I won't be able to sleep, I try to clear my mind at the very least, but a sentence keeps replaying in my mind.
 
   "Next time you need someone to play with, I'll be right next door to your room, sis."
 
   Moaning softly, I wish I could take him up on his offer ... I wanna play.
 
   ***
 
   Even though I'd never admit it, I take some extra time getting ready in the morning.
 
   Usually, I would just brush my hair and stroll downstairs in my PJs, but today, I go the extra mile. My hair is fluffy, big blonde waves falling down my back. I put on an off-the shoulder top, choosing not to go for a bra since it's still so early. I add a pair of denim shorts and pinch my cheeks.
 
   Breakfasts in our household are a big thing.
 
   Daddy wants us to be together for the first meal of the day, and usually, all three of us have breakfast together. It's a tradition that started with my Mom, but we decided to keep it after she passed away.
 
   I think lovingly of my mother. I'm past the stage of anger and sadness, because she died when I was only 6, but I remember her fondly. I wish cancer hadn't taken her from us so soon.
 
   But thankfully, my stepmom isn't the kind you see in fairytales. She's sweet, loving and always has my back. My Dad couldn't have made a better choice, and I know my Momma would approve.
 
   Hunter, though ... He's like the wicked prince with a curse on him.
 
   Finally coming into the dining room, I can immediately feel the tension in the air. Everyone's sitting at the table already and three glares turn to face me as I walk inside the room.
 
   "Am I late?" I ask worriedly, tucking a strand of hair behind my ears, and quickly sitting down next to Kate, my stepmom.
 
   "Don't worry, honey," she say quickly, patting my hand. "Look who came home yesterday!"
 
   I gulp and look at Hunter. He's wearing a V-neck and some sweatpants, his tattoos peeking out from under his sleeves. "Hello," I say softly.
 
   All he does is smirk at me and my father shoots him an angry look. The whole atmosphere is incredibly awkward, so I just tuck into the scrambled eggs which Kate ladled onto my plate.
 
   "So, Hunter," my Dad begins, and I sigh mentally, getting ready for the grilling. "Finally gave up on college, did you?"
 
   I look at my stepbrother out of the corner of my eye and I can see his hands forming fists at his side. Gulping my eggs down, I get ready for the show.
 
   "Think I'll do okay," he responds, his voice calm, but on edge at the same time.
 
   "Oh yeah?" This time, it's my Dad's turn to smirk. "Have you seen the news? There are no jobs, least of all for a college drop out."
 
   Hunter eats his breakfast, slowly raising a fork to his lips. I see his muscles flexing and I have to fake a cough to hide my cheeks reddening into a shade of beetroot.
 
   My stepbrother's silence seems to set my Dad off even more, and it appears like he's not done at all. "You think you can mooch off my earnings?" he asks sternly. "I'm not giving you money for sitting around the house, doing shit all."
 
   Hunter looks him right in the face when he replies.
 
   "Worked for you," he responds calmly, and the whole world stops.
 
   Here's the thing. My dad used to be a police officer, but he's now head of the precinct. Even though it's a great, important job, he doesn't earn all that much ... But Hunter's Mom is an heiress. She inherited her late husband's company when he passed, and she and Hunter are both loaded ... Except somehow, that money has now somehow become 'ours'. And to be honest, Daddy is being a jerk to Hunter. My stepbrother has more of a right to that trust fund than my father ever did.
 
   Daddy stares at my stepbrother incredulously before slamming a fist on the table, making all of our plates jump into the air. The air is so thick you could cut it with a knife.
 
   "Daddy," I say, trying to calm him down since I'm pretty sure he's about to explode on Hunter. "Aren't you glad we're having breakfast like a normal family? It's nice to finally have some time together."
 
   I give him my sweetest look, fluttering my lashes and he seems to swallow down his comment along with the bacon omelet he's now cutting into like it's the end of days.
 
   That's when I feel someone rubbing a leg against mine under the table. A foot parts my legs, teasing them, and I look at Hunter with horror in my eyes. Of course, I'm met with that perpetual smirk of his, his crooked smile taunting me, his eyes mischievous.
 
   "Yeah," Hunter snaps, his eyes fixed on mine as his expression hardens. "Let's talk about what's happened since the last time we were together. Mother, you look beautiful."
 
   Kate looks pleasantly surprised, though I do have to agree - each year, she only gets more beautiful. It's like age doesn't affect her at all. "Thanks, Hunter," she replies sweetly.
 
   His eyes are on my Dad now. "You've put on a few pounds, old man," he teases, but softens the blow with his next words. "Good to see you, though."
 
   And now it's my turn. "And Candace." 
 
   He looks at me, his eyes cold and unrelenting, his foot rubbing mine so I'm blushing like crazy already. "Now Mark, did you know," Hunter begins, his smile devilish as he leans towards me. "Your daughter snuck in with some prick's hands all over her yesterday?"
 
   A horrified silence surrounds the table, but he's not done yet.
 
   "I always thought sweet little Candy was so innocent, turns out she's quite the little vixen. Might have to try just how sweet that body is for myself."
 
   My mouth forms an o-shape of shock as I stare at him in horror, but in the next second, he expertly dodges my Dad's punch as a collection of curse words spills from his lips.
 
   He walks to the door calmly as we all stare at him in shock.
 
   "See you later, family," he says sarcastically before slamming the door on his way out.
 
   Fuck.
 
   Me.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 4
 
   HUNTER
 
   I split before things get even more awkward. I don't need to be a part of this family when I can see I'm not wanted. I don't even let myself feel guilty for making fun of Candy.
 
   Though my mind keeps telling me she doesn't deserve what I did to her ... But I can't get her image out of my head, it's like she's on replay in my mind - never stopping. I feel like I have to punish her, even though she did nothing wrong.
 
   But what I feel for her ... that's definitely not right for a big brother.
 
   For fuck's sake though, who doesn't wear a bra to breakfast?
 
   My mind still hasn't recovered from that fact, her nipples hard and pebbled against that almost transparent top, which should be illegal, by the way. I can just imagine some teenager getting nasty ideas when she strolls in dressed like that.
 
   I know I got them.
 
   I spend the whole day outside and come back in the late afternoon. Hearing my Mom and Mark in the living room downstairs, I avoid that area like the plague, instead heading upstairs.
 
   I spent all day making plans and looking up some old connections for my new business venture, and I'm dead beat. I head straight into the bathroom, stripping my clothes and running myself an ice cold shower.
 
   I let the water beat down on me, my eyes enjoying the coolness. My muscles are sore from the workout I did after I left, and I can't wait to get to bed. I've just turned the water off and started drying myself in the shower when I hear the door opening.
 
   Well, this is about to get awkward.
 
   I can hear someone murmuring and humming a song under their breath, and it's pretty obvious it's my little stepsister. She's singing Like A Virgin, for fuck's sake.
 
   I fight the smile making its way on my lips, covering my mouth with my hand. That's when her hand sneaks behind the shower curtain and reaches for the handle. I move out of the way quickly as she turns the shower on and scalding water hits my shoulders.
 
   Stifling back a curse, I stand in the water, waiting for a moment.
 
   She sings softly as she gets ready for the shower, and I can just picture her perky tits as she lifts up her top. Fuck me.
 
   Hearing her coming closer, I make sure to move my hands from my front until I'm completely exposed. And that's when she moves the shower curtain aside, standing before me in all her glory.
 
   But for fuck's sake, little Candace Winters is not a little girl any more.
 
   My little sis has tits that should be forbidden for anyone who's not a freaking porn star. They're huge but perky, her nipples pebbled but softening with the steam coming from the shower. 
 
   And that's when my eyes travel down her body.
 
   Perfect, toned belly ... Legs for days. And in between, her pussy.
 
   She's shaved bare, and it makes me clench my fists thinking she did that for some asshole she's dating. But the rest of my body doesn't react the same way, because my cock twitches at the sight of her, growing immediately like I'm getting ready for Candy.
 
   And that's when she realizes what's going on. Her eyes widen and immediately lower as I run a hand through my dripping wet hair, and she's fixated on my hard cock.
 
   I don't think.
 
   I should tease her and walk away.
 
    But fuck, that seems impossible at this very moment.
 
   Instead, I reach for her lithe body and I lift her like she weighs nothing, placing her next to me in the shower. She's frozen to the spot, water running down her face and body, her glorious tits glistening with the moisture. I don't even dare look down ...
 
   I can't resist. I pull her closer.
 
   Her body crashes against mine, cold but warming up with my touch. My hand finds the small of her back and I crush her against me. Her eyes fly up and I move away her wet hair, looking into her eyes.
 
   She looks like some deer in headlights, so scared ... Vulnerable.
 
   So fucking innocent.
 
   And I have to ruin her.
 
   I press my lips against hers and she doesn't fight me. She just stands next to me, shivering lightly in my arms as I claim her mouth, my cock stirring between us.
 
   She squirms when she feels my hardness against her body, but then melts in my arms, pressing herself closer, her tits pushing up against my chest until I think I'm going to drag her into my bedroom right away.
 
   I move away for a second, the kiss still innocent and without tongue. She desperately reaches for me, trying to pull me back in, her eyes glued to my lips.
 
   "Fuck, baby," I groan against her mouth. "How am I supposed to resist this?"
 
   She whimpers, desperate for me to kiss her again, but that's when reality hits me. I gently take my hands off her and she just stares at me, hard.
 
   And I see the recognition settling in her eyes before she realizes what we've done. 
 
   With a soft cry, she grabs a towel from the rack and steps out of the shower, covering her body with the fabric. She doesn't look at me again, rushing out of our shared bathroom immediately.
 
   And I'm left under the hot shower with a raging erection.
 
   This won't end well.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5
 
   CANDY
 
   I can't believe that happened.
 
   Maybe if I shut my eyes tight enough, it will all disappear.
 
   But I can't forget a single moment of it, and what scares me more ... I don't want to.
 
   His body is insane. You can tell he has muscles when he's wearing clothes, but without them ... He's all hard muscle, toned and lean. His abdomen is the only part of him that doesn't have some kind of ink on it, and there's another thing ...
 
   His nipple is pierced.
 
   Just thinking about it sends shivers down my spine and I'm going insane thinking about it.
 
   Tossing and turning in my bed, I'm well aware I won't be getting much sleep tonight. The thought of his hands on my naked body is too fresh in my mind to let go ... And I want more.
 
   ***
 
   It must be hours later and I've dozed off into a fitful sleep. I'm woken up by some noise in the hallway and my blood freezes in my veins. We had a burglary about a year ago and installed alarms, but right now I'm so freaked out I can barely breathe.
 
   So I don't know what I'm thinking when I crawl out of bed quietly and open my door, peeking outside.
 
   What I see shouldn't surprise me, but what happens next does.
 
   It's Hunter, and he appears to be going out. He's old enough to do what he wants, I'm well aware of that. I guess he just didn't want to wake up our parents and answer any unnecessary questions.
 
   "Hunter!" I call out, my instincts getting the better of me. Immediately, my hand flies up to cover my mouth and I blush furiously. Thankfully it's already pitch black, so he won't be able to see.
 
   He turns around slowly, spotting me standing behind him, my door ajar and separating us. Before I have time to react, he slips into my room and closes the door quietly behind us.
 
   My heart begins to pound steadily, but quickly, and I swear I feel the temperature rising in my room. That is until I see Hunter's face.
 
   "Don't you go prattling to your Daddy," he says with a frown on his face. "I'm allowed to go whenever, wherever."
 
   I don't know what hurts more - the fact that he's got that expression on his face when he's speaking to me or not acknowledging what happened in the bathroom only hours before this.
 
   I guess it makes sense though. He probably has a slew of girls tailing him. He doesn't need me ... What on Earth could I offer Hunter Parker?
 
   I cross my hands in front of my body and give him a defiant look. "I don't care what you do or don't do," I snap at him. "But I'd appreciate if you didn't wake me up, being noisy in the middle of the night."
 
   "Oh yeah?" Hunter steps closer to me and I nearly topple over, I get that excited by his closeness. "So Daddy dearest won't have a clue about this tomorrow?"
 
   I smirk weakly. "I hope you're not doing drugs," I say, not knowing what on earth to add. He looks confused for a moment, but soon amusement crosses his face.
 
   "I'm going to a party, Candy," he explains. "I'll do what I fucking what."
 
   I look at him, my chin raised defiantly. "Whatever!"
 
   He leans against my closet casually, his arms crossed in front of him nonchalantly, the tattoos taunting me to touch his flexed muscles. "You wanna come?" he asks, that ever present smirk still on his face.
 
   My eyes widen. "To ... a party?" I ask cautiously.
 
   Hunter just stares at me incredulously. "Yes, Ma'am," he says formally. "We'll be gallivanting and playing chess into the early hours of the morning."
 
   I flush deeply and then, before I can stop it, I'm already nodding, my smile braver than my true feelings at the moment. "Yeah, I wanna come."
 
   Hunter actually has the decency to look surprised, but his eyes shoot up questioningly. Finally, he just shrugs and puts his hands in the pockets of his jeans. "Whatever, princess. Hurry up though, I ain't waiting up."
 
   I don't need to be told twice, and I have no idea, but I'm getting more and more excited about the whole thing. I'm not going to admit it to Hunter of all people, but I've always been kind of a recluse and not social at all. I could count all the parties I've gone to on one hand.
 
   I rummage through my closet as he watches me with amusement, yawning every so often. My hands settle on a bandage dress I bought on a whim, but I tell myself I can't possibly wear that, it's way too tight.
 
   But maybe ...
 
   Hunter can mess with me all he wants, but now it's time to bring out the big guns.
 
   I pull out the clothes I've picked out and he looks at me expectantly.
 
   "Well?" I ask impatiently and he gives me a confused look. "Can you leave so I can change?"
 
   This seems to amuse him, because he steps closer and grins in my face. "Nothing I haven't seen before, little sis," he says sweetly into my face and I'm pretty sure I discover a new shade of red with the intensity of my blushing.
 
   I punch him in the shoulder but he just keep laughing, unaffected by my outburst. Finally, he raises his hands in defeat and turns towards the closet so he's not facing me.
 
   Hesitantly, I move towards the bed and strip out of my PJs, sliding the dress over my head. I don't wear a bra, and I decide to be daring and go for a red lacy thong. Then, I put on some strappy black heels and some perfume.
 
   "Don't drown," Hunter remarks behind me and I stick my tongue out at his back, which is followed by his chuckle. Confused, I run a hairbrush through my tangled waves and finally announce I'm ready, my heart still beating like crazy at the thought of changing clothes in the same room as my stepbrother.
 
   It isn't until we're halfway down the stairs that I remember there's a mirror in the door of my closet ...
 
   Meaning I just gave Hunter the show of his life.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6
 
   HUNTER
 
   As soon as I see Candy all ready in the mirror she apparently forgot about, I'm reminded just how bad of a idea this is. Swallowing the lump in my throat, I try not to show it, though pretending the kiss in the bathroom didn't happen is hard enough.
 
   We go downstairs quietly, tiptoeing on the staircase, and head into the garage. Candy stops expectantly in front of one of our cars, but I walk straight to my motorcycle.
 
   "Hunter?" she asks hesitantly, coming over, wobbly in her too-high heels.
 
   Don't look. Never look.
 
   I'll have to keep telling myself that, because her tits are spilling out of her dress and I'm going to lose my mind if I so much as take a peek.
 
   "Here you go," I groan, pushing a helmet in her hands, which she just stares at with disgust, like I just handed her a live cockroach. 
 
   "Problem?" I add impatiently, glaring at her as I put on my own helmet and straddle the bike.
 
   She raises her eyes at me, looking completely horrified. "I can't ride that!" she exclaims, her shock so genuine it makes me want to laugh my ass off. "I'm wearing a dress ... and heels!"
 
   "Oh, okay," I say with mock surprise. "I had no idea!"
 
   I roll my eyes and take my helmet away, putting it in the storage area of the bike in the back. "Shouldn't have expected a good girl like you to do something adventurous in her life, for once."
 
   She looks embarrassed and it feels a little bad to mock her, but I know it has to be done. I never should have invited her, anyway.
 
   I start the bike as she stares at me sadly. "Have fun home alone," I throw a remark her way. "I'm sure you're an expert on ... handling yourself by now."
 
   Her cheeks flush in horror, as I get ready to leave, probably waking up the whole neighborhood in the process. But before I can start driving, a weight appears on the back of the bike and I turn my head to the side just as Candy wraps her hands around my waist defiantly.
 
   Not saying another word, I drive off, trying to ignore my raging hard on just from having her arms around me, her perky tits pressed against me in that too tight dress ...
 
   ***
 
   The party we're going to is about a ten minutes' drive away. One of my old friends from home invited me, and I thought it beat sitting in a room by myself. I know they used to do pot, and some cocaine, too, but I have no intent on picking up that habit.
 
   The drives goes by quickly and we stop in front of a frat house soon, Candy's hands unfortunately leaving my body. We climb off the bike and head for the house without saying a word.
 
   Walking in, I'm immediately slapped on the back by several friends and acquaintances, but I notice Candy looking pretty lost in the corner, her arms wrapped protectively around her own body.
 
   Seems strange - this is her hometown now, and she's just at the age where people start going out. Not legal at 19, but probably wild enough to have some fun.
 
   A voice in my head insists I just leave her there.
 
   I took her with me and that's enough, she's good on her own.
 
   I go with my friends, laughing loudly, leaving Candy alone in the corner. I don't even introduce her to anyone, which makes me feel a bit like a shit, but the feeling is gone with the first beer I down.
 
   In a few minutes, a gorgeous brunette is wrapped around me, intent on dragging me upstairs. She's definitely pretty, button nose, green eyes and a tight ass. I wouldn't mind having her take care of me ...
 
   Downing beer after beer, a pleasant buzz builds up in my body. The brunette, Amber, hangs on to my every word and it feels damn good to finally have someone listening to me again.
 
   She's all over me, her hands trailing the tattoos on my arms, her lips whispering things no good girl would ever say. She's promising a night I'll never forget ... And I might just take her up on that offer.
 
   It's been a long time since I've had some pussy.
 
   I grab Amber's ass as she shrieks in delight, pushing her against the wall, my mouth hot on her neck as I bite into her tender skin. She moans and groans as I twist her hands behind her back, my cock getting ready to give her what she wants so badly.
 
   "Hey, bro," a voice calls out from behind me. "Hate to interrupt, but isn't that yours?"
 
   My hands form fists at my side and Amber protests as I turn around. My friend is pointing at the coffee table in the living room, where several people are doing lines of coke.
 
   And wouldn't you know it, one of them is my stepsister.
 
   With a guy's tongue down her throat, and her hand on the table, a line waiting for her.
 
   I feel the rage building up into my body, finally reaching its boiling point.
 
   I forget about Amber, whose taste is still on my lips. I head right into the living room, grab the guy who's kissing Candace by the throat and lift him off the ground.
 
   Several cheers explode around us and Candy looks around, looking more than a little confused. But I'm too focused on the prick in my grip.
 
   I'll be damned, if it isn't the same guy whom I caught her with the day I came back home.
 
   "You her boyfriend or something?" I ask him calmly, gripping his throat just a little bit tighter. The guy chokes pathetically, but I don't loosen my grip.
 
   He doesn't answer, which is a good idea, because either Yes or No might send me into a rage. Instead, I let him go and he crashes on the floor, trying to catch his breath. He gives me a death glare before running off like the dog he is.
 
   I turn towards Candy, my gaze cold and unrelenting. 
 
   "Would appreciate it if you whored around on your own time," I tell her before turning around abruptly and heading back to gorgeous Amber, who's motioning for me to come with her finger, all games and seduction.
 
   Just how I like it.
 
   Before I can make it to her, though, a scuffle erupts behind me and I quickly look over my shoulder to see what's going on.
 
   It's Candy, because apparently, I won't be able to catch a minute of peace now that she's here. A bunch of girls are standing around her, and though I'm not an expert, I don't think the way they're standing around her means anything good.
 
   And then a sexy redhead steps forward, a girl I vaguely remember from school around here. She hisses something at Candy before smiling sweetly and spilling her glass all over Candy's dress.
 
   The rest of the girls giggle right along with her and then walk away, leaving Candy in the middle of the living room, drenched in liquor.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 7
 
   CANDY
 
   This isn't happening, it can't be. Now I know why I don't go out, especially to parties like this one - I don't have friends, people only want to use me. With guys, it's all about my body, and with girls, it's about using my money.
 
   I stay frozen to the spot for a split second as the girls giggle at me, feeling everyone's eyes glued to my face, waiting for my reaction.
 
   Finally, I turn on my heels and run outside, needing the fresh air to make me feel like I haven't left my body right there in the living room of some unknown house.
 
   When I'm outside, I hide behind the thick trunk of a tree and take deep breaths, trying to calm myself down. The fresh air feels good when it hits my lungs, thick and refreshing.
 
   Then, I hear footsteps behind me and step further into the shadows, trying to distance myself from what's happening at the party.
 
   "Candace?" A voice calls out my name, and I know it's Hunter.
 
   Great - he's probably here to make fun of me some more. Like I don't get enough of that shit at school already.
 
   I hear his steps in the grass and next thing I know, he's standing in front of me. I look down quickly, knowing I can't take another pounding. My heart is breaking as it is, knowing I have no one on my side.
 
   "Candy," Hunter says softly, stepping even closer to me. I recoil from his touch as he reaches out with his hand, and he lets it drop to his side.
 
   "What happened back there?" he wants to know. His voice is low, almost a growl.
 
   I finally raise my eyes to his, not hiding my anger in the slightest. You want to know, Mr. Popularity? Let me tell you what life is like for me.
 
   "That was my life," I spit out angrily. "That's what happens when I go to parties. In case you haven't realized, I'm a loner. I don't have anyone. The reason behind which is currently covering my dress."
 
   I point to the huge stain on my clothes and Hunter's eyes follow me, lingering too long on my breasts instead of the stain, until I sigh heavily and he finally looks back into my eyes.
 
   "You tried to do coke," he accuses me next, and I shoot daggers at him with my eyes.
 
   "I didn't," I deny it immediately. "Others were doing it. I was just there with Louis."
 
   His eyes widen at the mention of another guy. "He the one I caught you with when I came back home?" he wants to know.
 
   I refuse to answer, instead crossing my arms in front of me, the wetness of my dress cold against my shivering skin.
 
   It's Hunter's time to sigh this time, and he rubs his eyes wearily. "Come on, we're going home."
 
   It's not a question so much as an instruction, and what pisses me off even more is the fact that he turns his back on me and just starts to walk away, not even waiting to see if I'll follow.
 
   I do though, because what other option do I have? I could stand around the party, hoping to catch a ride with someone else, but after everything that's happened, I doubt that would happen. Plus, I don't want Louis' hands all over me today. It made me feel dirty, I realize with a heavy dose of surprise.
 
   We walk to the bike and I ignore the filthy looks people are throwing at me the whole way there. Without saying a single word, Hunter hands me a helmet and we get on the motorcycle, starting the ride home.
 
   I try to touch him as little as possible, not wanting to get him wet, too, but secretly enjoying the closeness of our bodies. Not that I would ever let him know, of course.
 
   The drive is over too fast for my liking and we park on a street close to ours, not wanting to wake up our parents. Sneaking through the bushes, I can't help but fight a smile when we finally get into the house.
 
   We sneak upstairs, with me pointing the creaky ones to Hunter. Finally, we stop in front of my room, and Hunter grabs my arm. I look up at him with surprise, my heart pounding.
 
   "Can I come in?" he asks softly, his voice almost too quiet to hear in the semi-darkness, our silhouettes enveloped in shadows.
 
   I hesitate only for a moment, thinking my answer over. But I can't stop nodding slowly a moment later. I open the door softly and we creep into my room.
 
   I reach for the light, but Hunter stops me, making me put my hand down. I raise my eyes slowly until they meet his, and even though it's so dark, I can feel his gaze burning into mine, see his bright irises. 
 
   I know this is bad, and know I shouldn't let him get to me ... But I make a move to step just a little bit closer, closing in the distance between us until we're almost touching.
 
   He reaches for my cheek with his rough hands, gently grazing my skin as he looks into my eyes. Our gazes are locked on one another and I can't quite look away ...
 
   "Sweet Candy," he says softly, his voice barely above a whisper. "I bet you taste just as good as you smell."
 
   I think that's what does me in, because next thing I know, I'm reaching for him, pulling him closer. Our bodies crash together with a burning need and I keep my eyes locked on his as his arms wrap around my body possessively.
 
   I'm yearning for his kiss and my lips part slowly, inviting him in ... wanting him to invade my mind, body and soul.
 
   He groans like he's in pain and then his mouth comes down on mine. His kiss is demanding, trying to take all of me in one swift motion as his tongue swirls in my mouth, sucking all my resolve out of me.
 
   I'm moaning, he's groaning, and we topple on the bed with me on top of him.
 
   Hunter moves away just for a moment to give me a wicked grin, then makes me straddle him. "I know you can be a bad girl, too," he tells me devilishly, and I blush from top to toe hearing those words come out of my lips.
 
   I want to look away, but he takes my chin in his hands and makes me kiss him. "Come on, baby," he urges me. "Show me how bad you can be ..."
 
   It's like someone else has control of my body, because I straddle him with resolve and rub myself against his hardening cock. He groans, grabbing a fistful of my long hair and using it as a lever to pull me closer.
 
   His other hands roams under my dress, pushing it up impatiently until his hands are on my breasts, and I can barely breathe. He takes a hard nipple between two fingers and twists it until I'm softly moaning, begging for more pain and pleasure combined.
 
   I'm a woman possessed, almost tearing his shirt as I take it off. Then, I just stare at his beautiful body. All those tattoos, the rock hard abdomen, his boxers peeking out from his jeans. 
 
   "Come on," he begs me to continue. "Need you right now."
 
   I pull down his jeans and boxers slowly, and his cock springs free. My eyes widen, even though it's the second time I'm seeing him like this, but I can't stop looking ...
 
   He's so big I wonder how he even fits ... in there. It's throbbing with need for me, long and thick, velvety to the touch as my rub my fingers along his length hesitantly. And right there, on the tip, there's a piercing I didn't notice before.
 
   And before I can stop myself, I wonder how that piece of metal would feel on my tongue ... and later, inside me.
 
   I blush furiously, but Hunter can't wait anymore. He groans as he rips my dress off of me, throwing it on the floor and stripping my thong off, too.
 
   My heart is beating wildly as he stares me down, feeling vulnerable under his touch. I try to cover myself up, but he won't let me, grabbing me by the wrists and holding them on each side of my body.
 
   "Look at you," he groans needily. "Fuck, you're beautiful ... Gotta make you mine."
 
   I'm shivering as he grabs his cock and aims it at my entrance, my body aching with the need for him, arching as soon as his silky tip touches my swollen lips. But Hunter looks confused when he's met with resistance. He looks at me with confusion. 
 
   "Don't you want me, baby?" he asks in hushed tones.
 
   I'm quick to nod, but immediately, I see his eyes widen in the dark with the realization of why he can't push inside me as easily as he should.
 
   "Candace, are you a virgin?" he groans, and I smile innocently in answer to his question.
 
   Time freezes for a split second, but right after that, a selection of juicy cusswords spills out of Hunter's mouth. He's off of me in a second, my body throbbing, asking for more.
 
   "Don't go," I say softly as he starts pulling on his jeans. 
 
   He doesn't even look at me, doesn't offer another glance or word. He just gets dressed as quickly as possible, his brows knitted together in worry, his mouth in a tense line.
 
   As soon as he's done, he throws my dress at me.
 
   "Get decent," he growls in my direction, still not looking at me. He heads outside and I scramble to my feet, feeling more confused than ever.
 
   "I'm sorry," I say desperately. "I'm sorry if that bothers you ... I was just waiting for the right guy, I wanted ... I needed my first time to be special."
 
   He looks at me with softness in his eyes, but it is soon replaced by a hard glare. "Yeah?" he asks viciously. "Maybe you should hold off a while longer. I have no interest in silly little girls. I only fuck women, Candace."
 
   With those words, he heads out of the room, never looking back, and I fall on my bed, my body still throbbing, needing him inside.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 8
 
   HUNTER
 
   I fall onto my bed, feeling the weight of the world on my shoulders, pushing me down until I can't breathe with the pressure on my chest.
 
   My little stepsister, sweet Candace Winters ... a virgin.
 
   Of course she is - what the hell was I thinking? She isn't even legal yet.
 
   I just got carried away with her appearance - she looks so grown up, beautiful with legs for days and lips that are begging to be wrapped around my thick cock.
 
   But in the end, she's nothing but a kid, and my stepsister at that. She's forbidden fruit, and if I knew what was good for me, I'd keep my hands off of her.
 
   But here's the thing about me. Tell me I can't have something, and I'll kill myself trying to get it. And right now, I want nothing more than to plunge my cock into the wetness between my stepsister's legs, have her screaming my name as she comes on my tip pushing inside her.
 
   I shudder, groaning and rubbing my weary eyes with my hands. I can feel my cock stirring and I know I'm still hard just from seeing her naked. Her body is a wonder, but as much as I try to tell myself this is all physical, I can't help but feel attracted to her ... Candy, the sweetheart, the one with the kindest smile, the sexiest laugh, the trusting eyes.
 
   I want all of her, and it scares me because she's getting harder and harder to resist.
 
   My hand roams down my body until I'm touching my swollen cock and I rub it hesitantly, running my fingers over the length of it until I'm touching my piercing. It was a stupid, impulsive idea I had when I turned eighteen, but I don't regret it at all. The feeling when I plunge into a pussy and the woman's face twists with surprise and pleasure from those little metal balls on my tip is priceless.
 
   If only I could see that expression on my stepsister's face.
 
   Rubbing my length, I play with the silver metal balls of the piercing, pulling until I grow even bigger and thicker. But it's no use, and I keep thinking how much better it would be if only I'd fucked sweet little Candy.
 
   I fall asleep with her name on my lips.
 
   Candy ...
 
   ***
 
   Thankfully, I wake up early, so I have the chance to get out of the house before anyone else gets up. I gather my stuff and dress accordingly for the day I have planned - a nice, perfectly fitted suit, dress shoes and a briefcase. I need to look the part today, and for once I'm thankful my clothes cover all of my piercings and tattoos.
 
   I don't drive my bike, instead choosing to call a cab to take me to my destination. Arriving downtown, I have to admit the business district intimidates me a little, and standing in front of the large skyscraper I'm supposed to go in sends chills down my spine.
 
   At least if helps to keep my mind off a certain someone who I most definitely shouldn't be fantasizing about, I think bitterly.
 
   Finally heading inside, I give my name to the receptionist and she gives me a visitor's badge with instructions to head to the 43rd floor. I'm waiting for the elevator when I hear the click-clack of heels behind me, and I turn my head to the side ever so slightly, never being one to resist a woman in high heels.
 
   And I'm not disappointed.
 
   My eyes land on a gorgeous redhead, her hair bobbed and curly, her eyes fiercely green. She's wearing sky high heels which more than make up for her petite figure. But even her business clothes cannot hide the voluptuous body she's hiding underneath.
 
   She's fucking beautiful, and were it another occasion, I wouldn't think twice about approaching her. This time though, I don't say a thing. But as she passes me, her eyes connect with mine and she smiles slowly, her grin crooked and promising dirty, nasty little things.
 
   Well, fuck me.
 
   The elevator pings in front of me and I go inside, heading up to the 43rd floor, my mind switching between Candy and the gorgeous redhead from downstairs. I'm too preoccupied with women these days, but what's a guy to do?
 
   I finally arrive at my destination and another receptionist escorts me to a conference hall. Several people are already waiting for me, and one of them - because I can't seem to catch a break - is of course the redhead from the lobby.
 
   "Mr. Parker?" a man asks me and I shake his hand in affirmation. "Please, sit down. We'll begin in just a moment."
 
   I do as I'm told, feeling hot shivers running down my spine as I look at the redhead out of the corner of my eye. No idea who she is, but I'm intrigued.
 
   The receptionist sets a coffee in front of me, and then it's show time.
 
   First of all, I'm introduced to several people, forgetting all of their names as soon as they say them since I'm so nervous. But when it's the redhead's turn, her name burns into my mind with flames as red as her perfectly coiffed hair.
 
   "Allura Prescott," she says with a clipped, throaty voice that might just make me go crazy. I offer a polite smile, realizing she's the wife of the owner of the company, who is currently sitting to the size. He's some old guy, wrinkled and grey, and I'm immediately convinced she's a trophy wife.
 
   However, her sharp gaze tells me she might just be a clever business woman, too.
 
   Before I know it, it's my turn to speak. Realizing this is the moment, I swallow the lump in my throat before presenting my case.
 
   I explain everything, from A to Z. I know my idea is solid, and I believe we can make it work. I've developed a concept of an app which can be used for all kinds of entertainment - from music to books and TV as well as concerts and restaurants. Basically, you input stuff you like and it gives you recommendations based on that. You can also purchase all of the things within the app, which is how it earns money along with advertising.
 
   I know my idea is solid, but I've faced so much doubt lately - mainly from Candy's Dad - I've begun to think it really is a shit idea. But as I'm explaining it and I see the faces of the businessmen (and woman) in front of me, I become more confident, realizing it really is something that can be profitable.
 
   When I finish, a silence descends on the room and everyone is looking at me intently. I offer a nervous smile, which is followed by Allura's laughter - throaty, low and sexy as fuck.
 
   "I like you, Mr. Parker," she tells me. I noticed, I reply in my mind.
 
   "You have a good idea, and you're passionate." She  closes her laptop and offers me a smile. "I think we'll work well together."
 
   After that, everything goes off and I realize it's her word that matters the most in this room. I'm congratulated, patted on the back and promised insane amounts of money for my idea.
 
   When I leave the room, my smile is wide, my mind swimming with ideas for this project. I finally did it - proved myself, let everyone know I'm not just some fuck-up, a tattooed prick with no promise of a future.
 
   I can't wait to tell Candy's Dad.
 
   I'm just about to head out when a voice calls my name and I turn around slowly to see a man rushing towards me. He reaches me in a few quick steps and offers me a shy smile before handing me a padded envelope.
 
   "For you," he says. "Some further instructions from Mrs. Prescott."
 
   I nod politely and say my goodbyes, getting a cab back home.
 
   It is only when I'm sitting in the back of the car that I open the envelope, finding enclosed a key card for a hotel and a small note with a lipstick print. I read the handwriting, almost illegible with long swirls.
 
   "Let me show you how much I really like your idea ... -A"
 
   Instead of grinning widely, which any man in my position would do, my forehead creases with worry. This woman is my boss now, and she's married. It would be wrong to take her up on that offer.
 
   I try to convince myself that's the reason why I won't be paying a visit to her hotel room, but the truth is, if this were a few weeks ago, I would've taken her up on that offer in a split second.
 
   But now, my mind is too preoccupied with a certain type of Candy ...


 
   
  
 

Chapter 9
 
   CANDY
 
   He's gone all day long and I feel his absence deep in the pit of my belly. After last night, I'm feeling confused and angry, but despite all that, I want him more than ever ... My mind is swimming with memories of his long, thick cock, my fingers keep escaping between my legs and my body is burning up with the need for him.
 
   It's almost midday when my computer starts playing a well-known tune, and as soon as I check the screen, a huge smile lights up my face. I sit down on my chair and answer the Skype call.
 
   "Hey, pretty face," a rowdy voice greets me, immediately elevating my mood.
 
   "Hey, bitch face," I reply with a wide grin and we both laugh.
 
   Leigh-Ann is my best friend of all time. We were thick as thieves for a long time, being neighbors for most of my childhood. Then, she moved away our freshman year of high school, since her family relocated to Australia.
 
   At the time, it broke my heart and I always thought our promises of staying in touch would fizzle out to nothing. But somehow, Leigh-Ann and I kept up with the e-mails, the Skype calls and even a visit or two over the years.
 
   I've watched her grow from a sweet brunette with pigtails to a femme fatale with cotton candy pink hair and a cult following on her cosplay website. She's awesome, but it gets tough knowing she has it easy, while I'm wasting away at school, left all by myself.
 
   But still, every day I'm thankful that I have Leigh-Ann on my side. She's a fierce girl, one that would kick ass to protect her friends. I'm lucky to have her.
 
   She starts chattering about some new crush or other and I stare enviously at the screen, admiring her appearance. She's so confident, she doesn't give a fuck about anyone, and I love the fact that her Mom lets her get away with it. They're on their own since her Dad left, but I've never known a stronger person than Leigh-Ann.
 
   "So, what's new with you?" she finally asks, and I can tell she's trying to read me with her eyes, which have electric blue contacts in today. I blush immediately.
 
   "You little minx!" Leigh-Ann gasps, laughing right away. "I knew you were hiding something from me. Tell me right now before I board a plane and kick your butt for keeping secrets!"
 
   I sigh heavily, realizing I'll have to admit all of it to her someday. Plus, I'd be lying if I said it didn't feel good to finally be able to confide in somebody.
 
   "Hunter came home," I admit hesitantly and she curses out loud which makes me grin.
 
   "You still got the hots for your big brother?" she asks teasingly, and I guess I blush again, because she curses again. "Fuck, you do, don't you?"
 
   My silence serves as an answer.
 
   "What did you do about it?" Leigh-Ann immediately wants to know.
 
   "Nothing!" I exclaim too loudly, and I know she's aware of the fact that I'm lying.
 
   "Does he know you have feelings for him?" she finally asks in hushed tones.
 
   I hesitate for a moment, then finally shrug. "I ... sometimes I think he feels something, too. At least a physical attraction."
 
   I look up into the screen, looking for Leigh-Ann's confirmation, and I see her eyes sparkling with mischief from so many miles away. 
 
   "Tell you what," she says devilishly. "Why don't you put him to the test? Sneak into his room at night ... no man could resist a piece of that."
 
   She winks lewdly and I blush again. "I guess I could do that ..." I say hesitantly, not wanting to admit I'm not really that innocent and Hunter and I have done some stuff without her prompting us.
 
   "You better!" she exclaims, then waves wildly to the camera. "In fact, I'm leaving now, and you'll report back tomorrow, right?"
 
   I nod slowly and she does what she promised, disconnecting the call. I walk over to my bed, falling backwards on it as I sigh heavily with the thought of what Leigh-Ann wants me to do. 
 
   But deep down, I know I'm looking forward to it.
 
   ***
 
   I hear him come home in the late afternoon, but he doesn't come down for dinner so Daddy, Kate and I eat alone. I'm finding it hard to swallow, and I excuse myself as soon as I can, feigning a stomach ache.
 
   I lay on my bed until the clock tells me it's past midnight. It is only then that I get up, my whole body shivering with anticipation. I walk out of my room as quietly as possible and stand for a few long moments in front of Hunter's door, unsure of what to do.
 
   Finally, before I can stop myself, I raise my hand and knock lightly on his door.
 
   He opens it so fast it's almost as if he's been waiting for me.
 
   He's also shirtless and my eyes stay glued to his well-defined chest.
 
   "Eyes up here, sweetness," he says, the amusement plain to hear in his voice. I blush, but do as he suggests and smile slowly.
 
   "Can we go for a ride?" I ask impulsively, suddenly realizing that if anything were to happen between us, I don't want it to be in the house where we live with our parents.
 
   Hunter stares at me for a long moment and I'm pretty sure he'll shoot me down within a second, but to my surprise, he nods, dipping back into his room to grab a shirt. He takes my hand and immediately, I feel butterflies fluttering in my stomach as we walk down the stairs, exchanging smiling glances.
 
   I love the way his eyes light up ... I like to imagine it's just for me.
 
   We head into the garage, still not speaking. He hands me the helmet and I climb on the back of his bike, wrapping my arms around him as he joins me. I'm only dressed in denim cutoffs and a tank top, but the night is balmy and I'm not feeling cold.
 
   He starts the bike and we start driving.
 
   It's different than last time, when I was petrified for most of the time, clutching on to him for dear life. Today, I'm learning to enjoy the wind in my hair, the bursts of cold and the feel of his rock hard body under my palms.
 
   We drive for a long time, but I don't mind at all. Finally, I realize where we're going and my face immediately lights up as I figure out we're going to the beach.
 
   Only a few moments longer and Hunter pulls up in an empty parking lot. We both get off the bike, and I hand him my helmet, feeling giddy with excitement. Before he can stop me, I've taken off my Converse and am running towards the sea, the sand cold between my toes.
 
   I hear Hunter's laughter behind me as I crash into the waves, the water lapping at my ankles. I let myself go in that moment, laughing wildly as I tread the water, getting wetter and wetter by the moment.
 
   This night has magic in it - I don't know how or why, but I feel like I can finally be myself right here on the beach, with the moon and stars shining down on me and the man I can never be with.
 
   One moment, he's smiling fondly at me, but the next, he treads into the water himself and pulls me into his arms. I'm still laughing, but then I raise my eyes to his and see such intensity there, my smile falters ...
 
   He lifts me up in the air, my feet dangling above the water. Slowly, slowly, he lowers me down until I'm so close to his mouth I could taste him. Impulsively, I wrap my legs around his waist and he grips my ass, looking for answers in my eyes.
 
   "I want you," he admits brokenly, the first words we've spoken since we left the house. In those three words, there's so much longing, yearning, promises and questions ... I don't know how to deal, so I do the only thing I think might help.
 
   I crash my lips against his, my mouth burning with need as our tongues find one another. I kiss him hard and demanding, like he used to kiss me, but he keeps me at bay. Walking backwards, he stumbles on the beach still holding on to me, and he slowly drops me on the sand.
 
   I pull him down with me and we end up on the wet sand. I can feel the grains in my hair, on my skin, my wet clothes. But none of it matters as I let Hunter take all of me.
 
   He kisses me deep and long, so much hidden passion in his movements I wonder how he's able to hold back when I cannot at all. I tug at his shirt and he silently obeys, pulling it over his head so I come face to face with his chiseled body. Running my hands down his tattoos, I moan with the wetness growing between my legs.
 
   I try to take my clothes off, but his hand stops me when I'm shirtless and reaching for the button on my cut-offs.
 
   "I can't," he admits softly. "I can't take that from you ... It would be ... wrong."
 
   My heart breaks for Hunter, and all I want to do is scream that I want it to be him, always wanted only him. But he won't let me, putting his pointer finger on my lips. I whimper, writhing under his heavy body, but he makes me calmer with his reassuring kisses - long, delicious and forbidden.
 
   I can't help myself, I still pull down his jeans until he springs free and my eyes widen once more at the sight of his perfect cock. I reach for him, and he stops me immediately.
 
   "Don't, Candace," he says and I can feel the tension in his voice. 
 
   I don't know what's happening, but I've never wanted to break his resolve more.
 
   He rolls away from me until he's lying on his back, exposed to the moonlight, the waves lapping at his feet. He groans, running a hand through his hair.
 
   If I were the good girl he thinks I am, I would stop right about now.
 
   But I don't.
 
   Instead, I move over to him, my hands shaking as I position myself between his legs and finally grip his cock. He looks down with shock and our eyes connect, his warning me, mine asking for more.
 
   "Candace," he groans. "Don't tempt me, doll."
 
   I move my hand over his thick shaft slowly, hesitantly, and I love the groans I get from him in response. He reaches for me hesitantly, half-heartedly attempting to push me away.
 
   "Don't," he says softly, his voice darker than before. "Don't break me."
 
   But can't you see you're breaking me? I ask him silently in my mind.
 
   And for once in my life, I don't do what I'm told. I move my hands all over his body, slowly moving my lips closer to his most tip. Hesitantly, my tongue darts out between my lips and I taste him for the first time.
 
   He curses out loud and I feel tingling all over my body, knowing I won't be able to stop now. I lick slowly at first, but then start to lap him up, needing more and more of him in my mouth.
 
   His hands find my hair and he tries to push me away, but ends up pulling me closer. I take him in my mouth, his thickness barely fitting, the balls of his piercing hitting my throat with a delicious sound.
 
   I start slowly, but I can't resist for long and I take him as deep as I can, his velvet skin grazing the insides of my mouth.
 
   "Fuck, baby," he moans, and I can tell it's driving him crazy. Know that he won't be able to stop me, because even though it's not right, it feels so damn good.
 
   I suck his whole length inside my mouth, running my tongue along the underside of his cock, the silken skin the most delicious thing I've ever tasted. He groans and hesitantly pushes deeper, thrusting his hips into my mouth. I almost choke, but take all of him in his mouth until he's gasping for air.
 
   "Don't stop," he begs now. "Don't, please, I need more."
 
   I obey, licking and lapping up his moist tip, moving my mouth along his length until a slew of curse words escapes his lips.
 
   "Can't," he gasps. "Can't hold on anymore ... I'm sorry, baby."
 
   His voice breaks and I feel my mouth filling up as warm liquid starts squirting out of his tip. I look him right in the eyes and lap up every last drop, loving his taste in my mouth. Our eyes connect and he caresses my cheek, groaning as he comes on my tongue.
 
   No going back now.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 10
 
   HUNTER
 
   I have no idea how we make it home after everything that happens on the beach. I want to be quiet and pensive, but I can't help but stare at Candy, my mind swimming with thoughts of her sucking on my cock.
 
   Fuck, she drives me crazy.
 
   I drive her home and make her stay in her room though she desperately wants to stay in mine. Then I go to bed, and I lie awake for an hour pondering everything that has happened.
 
   I should have never, ever let her do that.
 
   But a stupid grin lights up my face and even though I know what I did was wrong, I can't stop smiling like a fool. 
 
   I fall asleep with the corners of my mouth turned upwards, my dreams filled with sweet, sweet Candy ...
 
   ***
 
   I wake up early and head down for breakfast, fidgeting to get dressed as quickly as possible, already excited about seeing her again. I pull on a sweatshirt and some jeans after jumping in the shower, then head downstairs where everyone's milling around the kitchen and dining room.
 
   Candy has apparently decided she wants to kill me, because she's wearing cutoffs even shorter than those from yesterday, as well as an oversized top I'm pretty sure she found in my closet and - yep - no bra.
 
   Fuck, I want her.
 
   Her eyes meet mine and she grins at me mischievously, sending my heart into overdrive. I smile back and pile eggs and bacon on my plate before joining everyone at the table.
 
   My mother is her sweet, placating self, but I can feel Candy's Dad's eyes on me as I eat. He's burning into my skin with his gaze. The old man hates me, and I never did a thing to set him off - well, let's forget about all the teasing and the fact that I let his little girl suck me off yesterday. But what he doesn't know can't hurt him, right?
 
   Mom makes pleasant conversation and we chat about life through breakfast. I keep stealing glances at Candy, beautiful in her natural skin. She's not wearing makeup, her skin glowing, her hair silky soft. I want to run my fingers through it so badly it hurts, but the stolen looks we share are enough for now.
 
   We're finishing up with breakfast when Mom says something that catches my attention.
 
   "So we'll leave you some cash and the fridge and pantry are both stocked," she says and I start paying attention instead of staring at my stepsister. Mom notices my look and sighs, but the corners of her lips are turned upwards.
 
   "We're leaving today," she explains, for what I bet is the billionth time. "We're going to stay with some friends in their cabin for a week."
 
   "Oh," I say innocently, but my mind is swimming with ideas on how to use that time, and all of them involve a certain princess who is currently sitting to my right.
 
   "Don't you get any funny ideas," my stepfather says sternly and I give him a blank look.
 
   Oh, they're not funny. They just involve your daughter with my cock in her various holes, old man, I think silently.
 
   He keeps staring at me as we finally finish breakfast, after which Mom disappears into the kitchen and Candy heads upstairs, gently grazing my hand as she leaves, which I take as an invitation. I'm about to rush after her when I hear my name being called.
 
   "Hunter, would you get over here," my stepfather commands sternly.
 
   My mood immediately sours, but I don't want to deal with the consequences of leaving now, so I purse my lips and slowly turn towards the old man.
 
   "Yes?" I ask through gritted teeth.
 
   "Come here."
 
   His voice doesn't allow me to object, but I take my sweet time walking back to the table and plopping down on the chair in front of the man. "Yes?" I ask in a clipped tone.
 
   He looks at me like he hates me, which is a sentiment we share.
 
   "You're slacking," he accuses me, and I stay quiet, because I'm sure that's not all he has to tell me. "You're useless. You sit around the house and expect us to cover your ass?"
 
   "I have job prospects," I explain plainly, which is followed by a sarcastic laugh from him.
 
   "Oh, I'm sure," he says darkly, pointing to my exposed biceps. "Who's gonna hire you with that shit all over your arms? You think you'll get a normal job looking like that?"
 
   I stare him down hard. He has no idea. No fucking clue.
 
   "Is that all?" I ask harshly.
 
   He stares at me coldly for a long time, but then pushes his chair forward and grips the fabric of my shirt between his fingers, pulling me closer.
 
   "Yeah, one more thing," he growls in my face. "You so much as touch my daughter and I'll rip your tongue out through your teeth."
 
   I get up abruptly from my seat, ripping his hands from my body. He stares at me, his gaze challenging, but I won't let him have the satisfaction of knowing he got to me.
 
   "Take care, old man," I say bitterly, then turn on my heels and walk out of that room which is dripping with venom and hatred he harbors for me.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 11
 
   CANDY
 
   Hunter and I wave my parents off sometime in the afternoon, standing in the doorway like the perfect pair of stepsiblings we're supposed to be.
 
   They load everything in the car and we stand in the yard until they drive off, waving as they round the corner.
 
   As soon as they're gone, Hunter grabs me and loads me on his shoulder as I shriek with delight.
 
   "Stop it, you!" I yell delightedly, pumping my fists against his chest, but all he does is turn me upside down so I'm dangling over his shoulder. I can't help the stupid grin that makes its way on my face as he carries me inside.
 
   He doesn't speak a word, but carries me straight to my room and sets me down on my bed. My heart pounding, I look at him expectantly, his eyes burning with happiness. But today, I sense darkness in them, too, like something happened since those beautiful moments on the beach ...
 
   Before I get the chance to ask why that is, he speaks up.
 
   "Why don't you get ready for me," he suggests, grinning devilishly. "I have something special planned downstairs. Come down in an hour and a half, okay?"
 
   I nod like a good girl, though to say I'm disappointed is an understatement. I want him right here right now, and I'm not sure I'm willing to wait an hour and a half ... But it's better than nothing, so I just stare at his back with disappointment as he shuts the door and leaves me alone in my room.
 
   I try to read a book for a while, but deem it a futile effort, so I finally decide to get ready like he asked me. I take a nice hot shower, steaming my skin with the scalding water. I massage peach scented body butter into my skin and blow dry my hair until it falls down my shoulders in perfect voluminous waves.
 
   My makeup is minimal, but I change my mind at the last moment and apply a swipe of red lipstick on my full lips. I love the effect it gives me, making me look more grown-up and sophisticated. Just what I need tonight.
 
   When it's time for the outfit, I go through my clothes in a frenzy, not sure what to pick. My fingers come to rest on a dress Leigh-Ann sent over from Australia, claiming I absolutely needed to have it.
 
   It's a sweetheart neckline, a dress that has an incredibly tight bodice and pleats from the hips down. It's a pretty deep pink color and it's the perfect mix of prim and proper with naughty and daring.
 
   I put the dress on and choose a pair of heels from my vast collection. I may not be an adventurous dresser, but shoes are where I let myself go wild. Putting on a classic pair of pumps with bows on them, I feel more confident than ever.
 
   I finish the look with a spray of my signature scent and finally head downstairs.
 
   As soon as I open the door, I'm mesmerized by the sight in front of me.
 
   The hallway is enveloped in darkness, but fairy lights adorn the way leading to the staircase. I follow them slowly, my hand coming to rest on the railing, the place beautifully illuminated by the light.
 
   "You look stunning," a voice interrupts me, and my eyes float down until they find Hunter, standing at the base of the stairs. He has a bouquet of red roses in his hands, and even though it's silly, it breaks my heart and mends it at the same time, knowing he did this for me.
 
   In all the time I've known him, Hunter never once did something romantic. And to know I'm worth the trouble to him makes my heart speed up and my eyes water with pure love for him.
 
   Love?
 
   I gulp realizing what I just realized, but the thought is pushed backwards as I descend the stairs into his arms. He welcomes me in his embrace, his hand gently circling the small of my back, his lips whispering my name into my hair. I can feel goose bumps forming on my skin.
 
   We put the flowers in a vase and walk into the dining room, which is transformed.
 
   It's illuminated with candlelight and looking out to the backyard, where the water in the pool is sparkling like it's made of magic. 
 
   Hunter makes me sit down and I'm faced with a dinner made for Gods.
 
   "I didn't know you could cook!" I exclaim in surprise as he reveals one mouthwatering dish after another. He grins at me.
 
   "Lots of things you don't know about me, Candy," he says, and even though it's meant to tease me, it cuts deep. He is still such a stranger ... But why do I feel like this when he's around, then?
 
   We dig into the food and I savor every bite. It is only halfway through the meal that I notice he's drinking champagne while my glass is filled with orange juice.
 
   "I don't deserve a glass of alcohol?" I ask innocently.
 
   He looks at me sternly. "You're nineteen," he says matter-of-factly. "You're not drinking on my watch, baby."
 
   I don't know whether it's the term of endearment or the fact he's taking care of me like this, but my insides melt all over again as he says those words.
 
   When we finish, he takes me by the hand and leads me outside.
 
   The night is warm and breezy, a perfect combination. And on the lawn, there's a lounging area which was most definitely not there this morning. It's a huge mattress-like thing, stuffed to perfection with plenty of pillows and blankets. It looks like a fairytale.
 
   "How did you ...?" I ask with wonder, but he just gives me a mysterious smile and leads me to the soft cushions. I kick off my heels and fall down on the soft fabric, looking at the stars.
 
   They seem to be especially bright tonight ...
 
   I feel him lie down next to me, his mere presence sending shivers down my spine. I look up into his eyes, and I realize this is the perfect day, the most beautiful moment in my life.
 
   Not only because he went to such great lengths to take care of me.
 
   It's because it's Hunter, and he has been the object of every daydream and fantasy I've had since I was about 14 years old.
 
   His lips part slowly and I breathe him in, our closeness tying us closer together than any kiss could.
 
   "It's a special night," he says softly against my lips, his breath warm on my mouth. I want him so badly ... I would do anything, anything in the world for just a taste of those forbidden lips.
 
   "It is," I breathe raggedly, and he smiles down at me, positioning himself over my body until I freeze in anticipation, more than ready for his touch.
 
   "Please," I ask softly.
 
   "Please what?" he wants to know.
 
   "Touch me," I beg. "Kiss me. Show me ..."
 
   He looks for confirmation in my eyes and I know it's there, along with the need I feel for him - and have felt for several years, burning brighter since the moment he walked back into the house.
 
   He lowers his lips against mine, his kiss soft at first, but I'm too impatient. I bring him down on me, crushing our bodies together with desperate need.
 
   And I know tonight I'm more ready than ever ... Ready to become his completely.
 
   His tongue explores my mouth and I moan softly against his mouth, feeling his hardness pressing against my thigh. Slowly, I strip him of his shirt and work on his jeans until he's only left in boxers. My dress takes more work and I giggle as he struggles to get it off, messing up my hair in the process. But it's all worth it for the look I get when I'm in front of him in nothing but a lacy pink thong.
 
   "Fuck," he groans under his breath, pulling me into his lap.
 
   I straddle him and lower my lips to his while his hands roam over my sensitive skin, coming to rest on my full breasts, pinching the nipples until I yelp as the sharp sensation takes over.
 
   I'm too caught up in our kiss, but then I run my hands over his arms and open my eyes for only a moment. I look at him, so beautiful, so damaged to an unknowing eye.
 
   And I finally see Hunter Parker for who he is.
 
   Ever since he got tatted, I've wanted to ask him why he did it. Why he chose to cover his beautiful, muscular, strong body with black and white images that mean nothing to me.
 
   But sitting there in the moonlight, his eyes mirroring mine, I see it all ...
 
   I see the pain of losing his father, the yearning to find someone who would love him. The consequences of being separated from his mother, of my Daddy not being supportive.
 
   I see that his scars are in his ink.
 
   Every image, a cry for help. Every word, a way to hurt himself, to punish his body for things he had no control over. It's his self-inflicted pain, but today, he bears the signs with pride.
 
   My eyes fill with tears, but I'm not sad. I'm proud of Hunter.
 
   Stepbrother.
 
   Son.
 
   Student.
 
   Lover ...
 
   He sees my expression and I can see the worry in his eyes, but I smile through my tears, desperate to show this man love like no one else has before. I'll be the one to make it all better, and it starts right now.
 
   "Okay?" he asks me softly, his voice rough with the feelings he's trying to hide.
 
   "Okay," I reply with a slow nod, lowering my face to his as he kisses my tears away.
 
   And then, I let him have me - all of me. Body, mind and soul ...
 
   From this moment on, I belong to Hunter Parker.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 12
 
   HUNTER
 
   I slowly strip Candy of her thong, and my boxers follow, my eyes glue to hers for the whole time. I can't believe this is happening, and for once in my life, I don't feel like the fuck-up everyone's making me up to be. Right here, with her in my arms, I feel ... complete.
 
   I lower her gently on the mattress and her eyes mirror mine. Fear, anticipation and pure lust. This is my last moment to stop what's happening, though even as I think about it, I know it's been too late since the moment I stepped back into this house.
 
   I lower my mouth against Candy's ear, kissing her ear lobe softly as she moans in expectation below me. "Are you sure?" I ask, my voice hoarse, needing her answer more desperately than ever.
 
   And if she were unsure, if she so much as gave any indication of not wanting to do this, I would stop immediately. But sweet little Candy does nothing of the sort - she nods vigorously and pulls me down against her body.
 
   I groan as our bodies connect and I can feel the wetness between her legs on the tip of my cock brushing against his. 
 
   "Please," she begs, and that small word might just be my undoing.
 
   I take my cock in my hands and place it at her entrance as she writhes under my body, desperate for me to push inside. I realize this is actually happening, and I reach for my pants, where I have my wallet with condoms.
 
   She stops me halfway and I look into her eyes, confused. "Don't," she asks softly. "I want to feel you ... All of you. I'm on the pill."
 
   I'm conflicted, but those big, gorgeous eyes could make me do anything. And now I can't hold back any longer, so I look right into her eyes when I slowly plunge inside her wetness.
 
   Candace gasps when I enter her, her mouth making the perfect surprised o-shape. She trembles under my touch and I try as hard as I can to be gentle, pushing inside her as softly as I can, even though it's getting harder and harder to hold back.
 
   My little doll is perfect, from her toes to her head. And her pussy ... fuck me, that's another thing altogether. She envelops me, tightening her walls for me like we were made for each other. I feel my piercing grazing her insides and it turns me so much I have to stop myself from pumping harder.
 
   "Does it hurt?" I whisper softly in her ear, and Candy shakes her head. "Do you want more?" I offer with a groan, needing her to answer with a yes.
 
   And she nods, so I stop holding back. Sweet Candy moans and groans as I start pumping deeper inside of her, finally pushing my whole length inside her. "There we go," I groan into her ear. "All in ... you like how that feels?"
 
   "Yes," she gasps. "I love it ..."
 
   Her hands find my back and her nails slide across my skin as I quicken my pace. I'm still looking into her eyes, mesmerized by their beauty, the innocence I now know will be there even after we've done this.
 
   She's sweet and pure and beautiful.
 
   She's all that is good in the world, and I'm darkness, closing in ...
 
   But together, it makes perfect sense.
 
   I can tell by her little whimpers I'm starting to hurt her, so I gently kiss her pouty lips, pulling on her bottom lip with my teeth. "Want me to come?" I ask her hoarsely and she nods so vigorously it makes me smile widely.
 
   "Well, get ready then, sweet Candy ..."
 
   I pump faster, making sure to rub her skin with my piercing, pulling my cock out all the way just so I can slap her pussy with it. She gasps, her eyes staring into mine intently - a silent plea to fill her up.
 
   I finally plunge deep inside her and I feel myself coming undone. "Here you go, baby," I moan in her hair, enveloped in her thick, delicious scent. "Here we go ..."
 
   Only one more push and I groan as I feel myself coming, releasing my hot come inside her. She gasps and says my name, over and over and over again, like it's all that is keeping her grounded.
 
   I can't make myself roll off her, I need her as close as possible. My cock is still throbbing inside her and I can feel the remnants of my orgasm pulling at my body.
 
   I kiss Candy. She tastes sweet and perfect ... And I know I'll never be able to love any other lips than these right here.
 
   Love ... What a strange thing it is.
 
   I pull her into my arms, cradling her like she's a porcelain doll, and she curls up in my embrace. 
 
   "Did you like it?" I ask hesitantly, well aware of the fact that first time aren't usually very good.
 
   But as soon as she looks at me with those perfect round eyes and I see her mischievous, dreamy grin, I know she loved it ...
 
   "I loved it ..." she whispers, cuddling closer. 
 
   We start drifting off to sleep, and my eyes are just starting to close so I can't be sure if I hear right. But I think Candy might have just whispered something in my ear right before I succumbed to my dreams.
 
   "And I love you ..." she tells me her secret.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 13
 
   HUNTER
 
   "What in holy hell is this?"
 
   I wake up to screaming. Lots of it, loud, oppressive and threatening. My first instinct is to protect Candy who's still curled up in my arms, just waking up slowly. I wrap her in a blanket, covering us both up and look at the person who rudely intruded on our little fantasy.
 
   Well, holy fuck.
 
   It's Candy's Dad, and my mother. They're standing three steps away and I am currently holding the man's naked daughter in my arms, both of us barely covered by a blanket.
 
   I just stare at them as Candy stirs in my arms, waking up slowly. "What's going on?" she asks softly, nuzzling my neck.
 
   "You fuck," her father whispers. "You sick fuck."
 
   He walks over to me and takes Candy out of my arms gently, but his muscles are tight and ready to fight me. She's waking up properly and looks up to her Daddy with shock and surprise, struggling to her feet and wrapping the blanket around her. I quickly grab another one and cover myself up. I'm feeling frozen, numb and I know there's no fight left in me.
 
   Why would I fight about something that I now know is so damn right?
 
   Before I can react, Mr. Winters's fist connects with my eye and blood spills down my face immediately. I curse out loud, trying to wipe it away.
 
   "You don't have a word to say to me?" he roars in my face, and I look into the man's eyes defiantly, realizing I will fight him. I'll fight for Candy, because now that I've had her, I won't be satisfied with second best.
 
   "I don't have to defend myself," I spit out angrily. "I don't care what you think, old man. I ..." I look at Candy, whose bottom lip is trembling as she hides behind my shocked mother. Her eyes are filled to the brim with tears just waiting to spill over.
 
   "I love her," I realize, and saying it out loud just cements my feelings.
 
   Mr. Winters lunges for me again but I duck. He roars and screams my name as I stare him down.
 
   "Don't you even fucking look at her," he yells at me. "You're sick, you fuck-up! I knew you would try to take her."
 
   He rubs his eyes, turning towards my mother and Candy who are both trembling on the porch, too scared to even speak up. "I told you we needed to come back, Kate," he spits out, then looks at me. "Your mother tried convincing me you didn't have bad intentions. She's blind when it comes to you, but I see it all ..."
 
   He points at me and I see pure hatred in his eyes. I know this man has seen a lot of evil in his time, and I know it makes him paranoid ... But if he believes I am so bad, is there a chance of it all being true?
 
   Am I really such a sick fuck for taking advantage of this innocent girl?
 
   "You get out of here," he says, his voice shaking with anger. "I don't want you here. You need help. You've ruined enough."
 
   I just stare at him.
 
   "GET THE FUCK OUT!" he yells, more enraged than ever.
 
   "Daddy!" Candy interrupts him, stepping forward and grabbing on to his arm, asking for mercy. "Don't send him away. Don't ... I love him, too."
 
   He curses out loud and pushes Candy back a little too hard. That's the moment I come alive and I jump forward, clutching him by the throat.
 
   Mr. Winters is a big man, but I am an angry one. And no one could stop me right now.
 
   "Don't you dare fucking hurt her," I snarl at him.
 
   He 's choking, but he manages to look straight into my eyes when he says his next words. "You already took care of that for me," he spits out.
 
   I let him drop to the ground and he gets up, looking at me with such pure hatred I wonder how I haven't turned to stone.
 
   "You think you can give her a good life?" he demands to know, laughing like he's just told me a joke. "You're a fuck-up. You're nothing, and she has everything ahead of her. You want the best for Candace? Get the fuck away from her."
 
   "No, Daddy!" she interrupts desperately, but he ain't done yet.
 
   He steps closer to me and I'm frozen to the spot, unable to move an inch. "She can be something," he says hoarsely. "She can become anything she wants. You're holding her back. You're her reigns, and you're pulling. Get away, Hunter. Let her shine on her own ..."
 
   It's quiet enough for Kate and Candy not to hear, but his words are clear to me.
 
   I move away, shaking. I take my clothes to the sound of Candy screaming my name between gasps and sobs. But I don't look at her once, realizing that will break my resolve immediately.
 
   I take my stuff and I get the fuck out of there, ignoring everyone's shouts, cries and pleading.
 
   I get dressed, take my bike and drive to my bleak future.
 
   Candy doesn't need me. Candy needs me gone. And it might be too late for me, but she can still make it ... I haven't ruined her completely.
 
   One thing I do know - she will shine. And if I'm gone, she'll shine brighter than any other star in the universe.
 
   I've been selfish. I only thought of myself. She's just a girl, she doesn't know what love is. Just a silly girl ...
 
   I scream into the wind as I drive away from the girl I love.
 
   ***
 
   Everyone looks at me strangely when I pull up in front of my destination. Luckily, I have my wallet with me, so I shove some money into the wallet's hands as he stares at me, motioning for him to take care of my bike.
 
   I stroll inside and head straight for the elevators. My heart is pounding as I ride to the floor where she's waiting. I have no idea if she'll be here, or if this is a good idea. I could be making the biggest mistake of my life.
 
   But I have nowhere else to go.
 
   I find the room quickly, and think about swiping the card, but instead I knock slowly, hesitantly.
 
   I wait for a long time and nearly lose my nerve, but then the door opens.
 
   And there she is in all her glory, beautiful red hair like a halo around her perfect heart-shaped face, covered only by a fluffy towel. The elusive Allura Prescott.
 
   And she looks more than happy to see me standing on her doorstep sheepishly.
 
   "Knew you would come," she purrs with satisfaction before pulling me into her hotel room, her towel falling down in the process, revealing her perfect curvy body.
 
   I feel like I just stepped into a snake's nest.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 14
 
   CANDY
 
   6 months later
 
   I'm broken.
 
   I smile, I laugh, I pretend I'm perfectly okay. But my insides are all torn up, shredded to pieces, and it has been like that ever since Hunter walked out on me.
 
   I have a boyfriend now. A perfectly respectable guy called David, who takes me out to dinner and brings me flowers on every date. I haven't let him touch me yet, but his kisses are lackluster - nothing compared to the passion I shared with ...
 
   No.
 
   I never let myself say his name, or even think about it. It hurts too much. Plus, my father has pretty much forbidden even thinking about him in our house. When Kate mentioned him once at the dinner table, he slammed his fist down on the wood, making all of the dishes dance.
 
   So I live my life in denial. I spend 6 months pretending it can all be okay, and I can make it on my own. I don't need one man to make me happy, I'm growing up now and that was just an experience I need to forget about as soon as possible.
 
   Easier said than done.
 
   It is on a night out with David that I finally crack. We have a nice enough dinner at our favorite Italian place - and I hate the fact that it's 'our' with a passion - then head back to his place for dessert.
 
   I'm now living in the dorms, attending college. David is a teacher's assistant, making our relationship at least a little forbidden. But the thrill isn't enough for me.
 
   He lives in a nice place a little off campus, a pretty brick house he's told me time and time again needs a woman's touch. I can take a hint, you jerk, I think viciously, immediately scolding myself in my head for being so evil.
 
   As soon as we step into his house, David's lips latch onto mine like he's about to suck the life of me. I return his kisses without a hint of passion. I just let him kiss me, like a half-dead person.
 
   "Baby," he moans in my ear. "I need to have you ... I can't wait any longer."
 
   He takes his blazer off, never moving his lips off of mine. His glasses are bumping against my nose, which annoys me to no end, making the whole experience even more awkward.
 
   And then he takes his shirt off.
 
   He isn't scrawny despite being a bookish type. I guess he hits up the gym pretty often, because his body is broad and muscled. But his skin ...
 
   His skin is tanned and unmarred. Perfect in all aspects.
 
   And suddenly, I have a longing for metal, for images, for black ink.
 
   And I can't fight it any longer. I push David away.
 
   "I can't," I whisper softly and he looks at me with confusion.
 
   "What's wrong, Candace?" he asks worriedly, but I raise my hand, wanting to be left alone. He shoots questions all over the place as I back out of the room, and as soon as I'm outside, I break into a run, hearing his shouts after me.
 
   He doesn't come after me though, which should tell me something.
 
   I run the whole way to campus and to the parking lot, my hands shaking as I stuff a key inside the lock and get in my beaten up car. I bought it with my own money I made working in a coffee shop, not wanting to take a cent from my Dad. He's screwed the only good thing in my life, and I'm not about to forgive him anytime soon.
 
   Despite all that, I find myself driving the twenty miles back home. I don't know why, but like a child needing comfort, I return to the place where I was happy for the last time.
 
   I park the car and head inside the house. It's late, and I collapse on a chair at the kitchen table, too tired to go on.
 
   A few minutes later, I head steps behind me and turn around with a nasty scowl, ready to pick a fight with my Dad. But it's not him.
 
   It's Kate, his mother and my stepmom.
 
   I've always liked Kate, though we aren't especially close. She keeps her distance, and I believe it's because she doesn't want to try and replace my mother. Sometimes, I wish I could tell her I just need some closeness and warmth instead of her polite smiles.
 
   Kate is holding her nightgown closed in front of her and heads into the kitchen without asking a single question. She returns a couple of minutes later and sets a steaming cup in front of me.
 
   "What's this?" I ask, unwilling to look at her.
 
   "Hot chocolate," Kate replies quietly.
 
   I raise the mug to my lips and take a long sip, nearly choking when I realize this isn't just hot chocolate. "And?" I ask with amusement, my brows shooting upwards.
 
   "And a little something to calm you down," Kate replies innocently, giving me a grin. It has that same crooked feature I liked on ... him. It hurts me to see the similarities between the two of them. And I know Kate keeps in touch with him secretly.
 
   I sip my spiked hot chocolate for a while and she keeps me company. Finally, I trust my voice enough to speak up. "I miss him," I admit for the first time.
 
   "I know you do, honey," Kate says, reaching for my hand across the table. I let her stroke me, feeling good under her soothing touch. "Have you tried contacting him?"
 
   I snort. "As if Dad would let me do that. He would kill me if I so much as tried."
 
   Kate's expression stiffens and I look at her with surprise. I've never seen her argue with my father. This is the first time she's expressed displeasure over something that he did.
 
   "I wish your father wouldn't be so stubborn," she murmurs quietly, then looks into my eyes. "I always knew, Candy ... I knew you and my son had something special."
 
   I swallow the lump in my throat, unable to break eye contact with my stepmother.
 
   "You mustn't break that bond," she says. "He needs you just as much as you need him."
 
   I nod slowly, even though it'll be a long time before I believe that.
 
   Kate gets up, getting a piece of paper and a pen, then scribbles something on it. She pushes it towards me and I look at it curiously.
 
   Parker Media, it says. I look at Kate questioningly, and find her face lit up with pride.
 
   "He started his own company," she explains. "He's the head of it. They're doing very well."
 
   "Always knew he would," I admit.
 
   "You should go and see him," Kate suggests, her voice strong.
 
   "But my Dad ..."
 
   "Forget about your Dad," she immediately insists. "Leave me to him. I have some ideas of how to convince him to approve." There's that devilish smile, and somehow, I start to feel a little hopeful. I return her smile.
 
   "Maybe," I say lamely, clutching the piece of paper between my fingers. "But ... What if he's moved on?"
 
   Kate laughs softly, looking away for a moment. She looks beautiful illuminated by moonlight, younger than her age, a true beauty. "I know love," she says softly. "And I know you don't just get over it."
 
   We're both lost in our own thoughts for a while and I finish my chocolate, getting up, suddenly tired to the bone. "Thanks for the chocolate, Kate," I say sincerely.
 
   She gets up too, and before I know it, she grabs me in a tight embrace. "Will you go?" she whispers in my ear.
 
   I think it over for a moment, but the answer is clear in my mind already. 
 
   "Yes," I decide.


 
   
  
 

Chapter 15
 
   HUNTER
 
   I am rich. I am successful. I've achieved all I ever hoped for, and then some.
 
   But deep down, I am so unhappy. I long for the girl I love every day, and I regret the day I walked out on her every minute of every day. 
 
   But I keep my distance, knowing I'm not welcome in that household, well aware of the fact that I need to stay away from the whole family or risk getting everyone involved hurt.
 
   Allura is a distant memory, a mistake I made when I was feeling out of sorts. As soon as I walked into her hotel room and she dropped that towel to the ground, I knew I couldn't do it.
 
   For once in my life, I couldn't just replace one woman with another. I ended up breaking down in front of her, slamming a fist into the wall, plaster falling everywhere.
 
   Allura may be a minx, but she's become a good friend. She's the one who talked me off the ledge, who convinced me I had my business to take care of. She's the one who told me I can still prove myself and maybe, just maybe, things will be different after that.
 
   In only 6 months, I've achieved more than some people do in a lifetime. I've got a company up and running, a social media app that is shooting up the popularity charts, and a load of cash in my bank account with more on the way every day.
 
   But I am deeply unhappy, and my thoughts are plagued with Candy every time I take a breath, a sharp reminded of what I could have had, but ultimately lost.
 
   I am in my office today, tired and in a foul mood. It's one of the bad days, a time when she is on my mind even more than usually. I feel like breaking something when my secretary comes in.
 
   "What?" I bark at her. That poor woman, she has to deal with my tantrums daily.
 
   "You have a visitor," she explains nervously. "He won't leave and didn't introduce himself ... I'm worried-"
 
   "I can introduce myself," a voice grumbles behind her and a man makes his way into my office, out gazes connecting in a game of wits.
 
   It's Mr. Winters, my old nemesis.
 
   As if sensing the change in atmosphere, my secretary quietly excuses herself and heads out of the office, but not before shooting me a worried look. I try to respond calmly with a nod, but truth is, my heart is beating wildly in my chest.
 
   "Can I help you?" I ask coldly as soon as the door shuts.
 
   Mark Winters doesn't even try to acknowledge the fact he's on my turf. Instead, he strolls around, checking out the view - impressive, to say the least - and finally sitting down on a chair in front of my desk. 
 
   His eyes burn into mine and my fists tighten. I'll take him if I have to. I don't care if he's Candace's Dad - he pretty much ruined my life.
 
   "I came to talk," he admits, and there's a certain note of defeat in his voice that piques my interest.
 
   "Then by all means, start speaking," I say bitterly, staring him down.
 
   He returns the venomous gaze and I'm pretty sure a fight will ensue, but in the end, he sighs heavily, rubbing his eyes and my expression becomes one of surprise.
 
   "She's unhappy," he finally says, and that small admission breaks my heart in two. I stare at him in silence, waiting for the man to go on. And so he does, deciding my fate with each word coming out of his mouth.
 
   "She goes to college, gets good grades. She lives in the dorms," he explains. "But when she comes home ... she's empty, like a shell. It's as if a fire went out in her. She's not my daughter any more, just a remnant of what she used to be."
 
   "Why do you think that is?" I ask.
 
   He shoots daggers with his eyes. "You know why," he finally spits out, and I can tell this will be hard for him to admit, but I love seeing him squirm in the seat I paid for.
 
   "She wants you," he admits brokenly, and finally looks up into my eyes. "She always has. You need to ... I think you need to come home, Hunter."
 
   The words hang in the air, heavy with meaning. I can hear my heart beating louder than ever, the pounding resonating in my head and making me go crazy.
 
   I get up abruptly from my seat and walk over to the window, looking at the bustling city beneath me. "It's over," I say brokenly.
 
   Mr. Winters gets up and forcibly makes me face him, which takes me by surprise. "Dammit, don't make this harder than it already is," he groans. "I know my daughter. I can see she's suffering. And if you're the only one who can help ... I need you to come home."
 
   We have a staring contest, and my mind shifts slowly to his side.
 
   Could it really be possible that she misses me like I do her? Could it be that she still wants to be with me ... after all the problems we had, the way I treated her?
 
   Slowly, my face breaks into a hesitant smile, because I honestly don't give a fuck. I just know I have to try to win her back, otherwise I'll never forgive myself.
 
   Suddenly, I can't get out fast enough. I grab my blazer and rush towards the door, my mind swimming with plans to get her back.
 
   "Hunter," Mr. Winters' voice interrupts from behind. I turn back hesitantly, and he's giving me this intense stare. "You hurt her, and I'll come for you," he promises darkly.
 
   I stare back. "Not planning on doing that," I say, and am about to leave, but I just can't help but be a prick for a moment longer. Let's say it's for the sake of the good old days.
 
   "Hey, Mark?" I ask and he immediately looks angry since I used his first name. I grin devilishly at him.
 
   "Don't expect your daughter home for a while. I intend to make up for lost time."
 
   I leave him raging in my office and head out with a huge grin plastered on my face.
 
   ***
 
   I need to go home first to take care of some stuff, but the ride drags and drags. I finally come to my stop and get off the bus, heading towards my apartment building. My hands are shaking as I enter the elevator and press the button for my floor.
 
   The ride takes forever, but I finally walk out into the hallway. Immediately, the image before me makes me worried.
 
   There's someone standing in front of my door, pacing the length of the hallway. I look at the figure as I walk closer, and my heart beats faster and faster as I come closer to her.
 
   And it's her.
 
   My sweetheart, my love, my stepsister, my only one. Sweet little Candy.
 
   I nearly lose it when I see her there, but I decide to play one final game with her, promising myself it will be the last one. 
 
   "Can I help you?" I ask out loud, and she immediately turns around, her eyes latching on to mine. I can almost feel her quickened heartbeat as her eyes dance over my face, drinking me in like she's an addict.
 
   She's more beautiful than ever. Her hair has grown somewhat and is now all the way down her back, the soft curls just begging to be tugged on. Her lips are full and pouty, her dress the perfect mix of sweet and naughty. And I've never wanted her more.
 
   "Hunter," she gasps, her voice raspy with the need I feel mirrored in my own body. I raise my eyebrows at her, enjoying her fidgeting in front of me.
 
   But instead of shy little Candace whom I'm used to, this woman straightens her back and looks me straight in the eye when she speaks. Determined.
 
   I like it.
 
   "I've come to get you back," she claims proudly, and I can't fight the smile that makes its way on to my lips.
 
   "Is that so?" I ask her, raising my eyebrows. "And what makes you think I want you back?"
 
   She doesn't squirm from my teasing, instead she looks even more determined. "This," she whispers, stepping on her tip toes and pulling down.
 
   She kisses me, deeply and passionately, her kiss revealing everything she's been through since I last saw her. She's sweet as fuck, still forbidden, but perfect in every way. her little tongue darts in and out of my mouth, making me go insane.
 
   "OK," I whisper against her lips. "I'll take you."
 
   "Damn right," she groans, biting my bottom lip.
 
   I laugh as she takes my keys from my hand and drags me into my apartment. Sweet little Candy is all grown up, now more so than ever.
 
   She shuts the door behind her and comes after me with a mischievous smile.
 
   "Now, remind me where we left off?" she asks seductively, dropping her dress to the floor.
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE END
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