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CHAPTER ONE









Families are complicated. Mine, maybe a little extra.

I’m trying to figure out what to wear to my grandmother’s funeral. Step-grandma, I guess she’d be, the old Mrs. Caulter of the very rich side of the family. She died a few days ago of a heart attack. I can’t say I’m sad, even a little, because I barely knew the woman—I only met her once, at my parents’ wedding. 

What a mistake that marriage has turned out to be. But that’s a whole other story. I’ll tell you though? I’m never, ever getting married. It’s like a straight road to hell, is how it looks to me.

I don’t know why getting dressed is taking so long, it’s not like I have a lot to choose from. Well, anything to choose from, actually. If I’m wearing black, I’ve got one dress. It’s an expensive Little Black Dress that my stepfather Randy gave me for Christmas last year. I’ve never worn it, because I don’t go to fancy places where something like this dress would be appropriate. I’m a coffee-shop kind of girl, not a champagne girl, if you see what I mean.

And plus? The dress is really sexy. The fabric is slinky and it sticks to me like a second skin. It’s not low-cut but it’s really short. I mean when I think of how the nuns at Catholic school would react to this dress, I shiver. And laugh a little, I admit. Sweet Mary forgive me.

It’s not a dress that a stepfather should give to his daughter. In my opinion. Or a dress to wear to a funeral, for that matter.

But it’s all I’ve got, so it’s what I’m wearing. Maybe I can find an excuse not to take off my coat through the entire thing.

So I get the dress on and avoid looking in a mirror because I’ve got no time for second thoughts. My mother is waiting downstairs to drive us to the cemetery.

It will be the first time I’ve seen the family in years. I am not looking forward to it.

“I hope you and Scott can patch things up,” my mother says, before she’s even pulled away from the curb. “You used to be so close.”

“Mother? There’s nothing to patch. We were never close. Not for five minutes. I don’t know how you’ve cooked up this fantasy, but just…just stop.”

“Now, Ainsley,” she says, and oh how I hate when she says that, the tone saying you’re always doing the wrong thing.

My mother’s driving a navy-blue BMW. To her, I think becoming Mrs. Caulter has been worth it. She’s gone from dead broke and not being able to pay the rent half the time to driving this late-model indulgence with leather seats and a moonroof. Of course, she has to put up with bullshit of epic proportions from this new family she chose, and there’s other fallout like my leaving home for good—but I guess to her, that moonroof makes it all worthwhile.

Do I sound bitter? I hope not. Because I’ve worked all that shit out long ago. I’ m grateful for the way things turned out, actually, because I learned how to make my own way in the world without any help from jerks. I’m independent and I like it that way.

If only coming home didn’t feel like all the weight of the past was dragging me down into the crazy.

“So Scott’s definitely coming to the funeral? I thought maybe with his business empire and all, he wouldn’t have time.”

“You say ‘business empire’ like the idea makes you want to throw up. Ainsley, there is nothing wrong with financial success. Do you know the stock in his main company has split again? I can’t begin to tell you what he’s done for my stock portfolio.”

“I never pictured a day when my mother would say the words ‘my stock portfolio.’”

“I know,” says my mother with a chuckle. “Those days when the electricity got turned off and we ate cold beans out of a can? Seems like another life.”

Well, it does to me too. But I still wouldn’t make the deal she’s made. Sure, she’s got electricity now, and a beamer, but she’s also married to a class-A asshole. And my stepbrother? He was a prick four years ago and I don’t see why a shitload of money would change that. Make it worse, probably.

The cemetery is green and beautiful. It’s weird, all this beauty in a place full of dead people. It’s not like they’re enjoying it, you know? And how many people visit their loved ones once they’re underground? Maybe that happens in other families, but in mine, the ties are too weak for that kind of thing. I don’t even know where my real father is, or if he’s even alive.

“Look, there’s Scott! And my gracious, who’s that with him?”

“If real life is a TV show, I’d say that looks like a security detail.” I try to get a good look without seeming to stare. Yep, there’s Scott all right, tall and broad-shouldered and looking super fit. I can tell from a hundred feet away that his suit is the best of the best, nothing off the rack for our family tycoon. And there are two guys with him, big fellas, in considerably less expensive suits, and they’re wearing those earpieces like the FBI guys protecting the President wear.

Give me a fucking break.

“Well,” says my mother, hurriedly parking the car. I can tell she’s anxious to get over there to see Scott and listen to some of his crap. “I’m sure with all his money, he must have to be on his guard all the time. When you’re that rich and famous, you’re a target for all the crazies.”

I roll my eyes and get out of the car, trying and failing to pull the short dress down to a respectable length. I’m wishing I’d had a little more selection in the shoe department as well, because my heels aren’t handling the cobblestones of the cemetery walkway very well.

My grandmother apparently did not have a lot of friends, which is no surprise given the personalities of the rest of her family. The group assembled to hear the service is small. When I approach, I look in Scott’s direction, planning at least to nod, to be polite. But when our eyes meet, he looks away coldly.

What a jerk. The man looks good in a suit, and Lord knows he’s made more money than God, but what a fucking jerk.















The funeral service was blessedly short. It was obvious the priest had never met my grandmother, and no one shed any tears, including her son. I was hoping maybe I’d hear some entertaining stories about her once we got to the reception, and keep my trip back home from being a complete waste.

In true Caulter fashion, making even a funeral into a bigger-than-life spectacle, the reception is held at the country club and there’s an ice swan and at least two tables with chocolate fondue. No expense spared even though only about twenty people show up. I’d hoped for a bigger crowd, making it easier to avoid both Caulters, father and son.

My mother goes straight for the Cristal even though it isn’t yet noon. I guess maybe the moonroof isn’t quite enough to make her happy after all.

I sidle over to one of the buffet tables and help myself to an obscene amount of caviar on a little round of toast.

“It is heated in here, you know,” says a deep voice, too close to my ear. I whirl around to face Scott, who’s smirking at me, his hands in his pockets.

“Yeah, whatever, hello to you, too,” I say, pulling my coat higher around me.

We stand there trapped in uncomfortable silence.

I notice his shoes are maybe the best-looking pair of shoes I’ve ever seen in my life. I can tell the leather is so buttery you could put it on an English muffin.

“It must be nice to be rich,” I blurt out, not even remotely what I meant to say. Good Lord, where is my filter?

Scott cocks his head at me. “You didn’t mean to say that,” he says, grinning at me.

“Oh, shut up,” I say. “And I did mean to say that.” I scoop up some more caviar and skedaddle to the ladies’ room, which at the country club is so sumptuous it’s actually embarrassing to be in it. There are chaise longues dressed in ruffled chintz, expensive lotions and hair spray to use for free, and stuff to do your nails. It’s practically like going to a spa, not that I’ve ever set foot in a spa so I’m just guessing.

Why do I have to have a stepbrother? I know I’m whining, it is what is it and all that. But being back home is making me feel like I’m sixteen again, reliving the horrible year when every minute I was in that house, my stepbrother was bugging me. He was like glued to me, and spewing a steady stream of sarcasm, barbed remarks, and just plain meanness in my direction.

When I first met him, I thought he was kinda sorta cute, in a puppy dog way. Turned out he is just mean as a snake. So mean that finally I got pushed too far and I left. Ran away. I was too young to be on my own and that first year was a bitch, but I made it. I’ve got my own place now in another city, and a good job. I don’t need any of these people. I only came back for this fucking funeral because my mother begged me, and I felt guilty for not seeing her for so long. It’s been over a year since I’ve been back.

That’s one thing Catholic school will do—it’s like I had a guilt implant or something, and my mother can activate it long-distance. And then once I got here, I realized that the grandmother, the funeral—that has nothing to do with anything. Mom just wanted me back thinking after all this time I would smooth over things with the Scott.

Which, really now, why would I want to do that? What could I possibly gain from making nice to that champion dirtbag? I want my mother to be happy, I really do. But there are limits. And any sane person will tell you, there should be limits.

I pee, run a brush through my hair, re-do my lipstick. Then I head out for more caviar, and what the hell, maybe I’ll have a glass of Cristal too. It may be the last taste of that I get in…forever.

I see my mother and stepfather deep in conversation over by the floor-to ceiling window, which is draped in thick chintz curtains. He looks angry, so what else is new. I go to the bar and get my glass of champagne, and try to figure out a place to hide, planning only to emerge on forays for more caviar.

“I want to talk to you,” says that deep voice again, and I jump, almost spilling my drink.

I sigh. I pull up my defensive shield, which is practically impenetrable, having been crafted during the year our families were first shoved together. “What in the world do you want to talk to me about?”

“The past,” Scott says. For once he’s not smirking. But I don’t trust him. His eyes are sparkling at me and it’s disconcerting, I’m remembering how they used to do that, during that horrible year. I’m remembering how confusing it was to be so attracted to the guy who was making me so miserable.

There, I said it. I was attracted to him.

Am attracted to him.

But let’s be perfectly clear: it doesn’t mean anything. Anybody alive would be attracted to him, male or female. Just speaking objectively, his physique is breathtaking, like cover of a men’s mag level of breathtaking. His features are chiseled, his eyes intelligent and lively. But I think his mouth might be cruel. And I don’t want cruel, I’ve had enough of cruel. 

I’m fucking done with cruel.

I take a deep breath. “I’ll tell you, brother tycoon, I don’t see the point of raking up old shit from ages ago. It’s over, it’s done, move on.”

“It’s not that simple,” he says. “There are…there are things that I want to explain.”

“But that would require me to care about your explanations, dear brother. And…” I scooped a ridiculous amount of caviar onto another piece of toast—hey, nobody else was eating it and you don’t want this good shit wasted—“…and I do not care about your explanations. Actions are character, ever heard that one?”

“That’s from English class, not real life.”

“Well, watch me give exactly zero fucks about where it’s from.” I looked past him, trying to get out from under his gaze and those damn sparkly eyes. We were inside, after all, and there was no reason why his blue eyes should be like that, almost hypnotic in their intensity.

“Come on,” he says, taking my hand and pulling me along, and I don’t know, maybe I was drunk on fish eggs, but I let him pull me. Down a parquet hallway of the country club are smaller rooms, rooms for playing bridge or having a tea or something like that, and Scott keeps pulling until we get to an empty one, and then he takes me inside and closes the door. I’m feeling uncomfortable being alone with him. All those mixed-up feelings from that year—the hurt, frustration, and yes, excitement…it’s all tumbling right back, and it’s like my apartment and job, the whole life I’ve put together, belongs to someone else.

“What?” I say, and I find I’m looking at his mouth, trying to decide if it really is cruel, and my breath starts to get a little short.

“You always think you understand everything, but you don’t,” he says, and then someone is turning the knob on the door and he pushes me back behind it and puts a finger to his lips. We’re standing so close I can smell him, and it’s making me feel all wobbly inside. The person who opened the door walks in, calls out, “Mr. Caulter? You in here?” Probably his security detail. 

My coat falls open and I see Scott look down. Then up, then down my body again. I’m almost panting. And then he brings his face right up close to mine, he looks with those damn sparkly eyes right into mine, and he kisses me. He crushes his lips on mine, and wraps his arms around me, pressing me into him.

I soften, I allow myself to melt against his taut body. I feel his hard-on pressing right against my mound and I—

“What the fuck,” I growl, pulling back and then stepping out from behind the door. 

Whoever opened it has gone. Scott is standing behind the door shaking his head. “I didn’t mean…”

“Whatever,” I say, and walk fast down the hall, pulling my coat tight around me.























CHAPTER TWO









I end up sticking around for a few more days just to appease my mother. Next time I’m going to come home sooner so the guilt can’t build up so much. And also, I figured it’s been so many years since I stayed in this house—maybe it would put some of those nasty old demons to rest if I stopped avoiding it so hard. If I came back and spent a few nights, because I know nothing here can hurt me anymore.

But it doesn’t turn out to be that easy. Memories lurk everywhere and seem to pop up when I least expect them. I played lacrosse back when I was sixteen, the only scholarship girl on the team. I end up behind the house throwing a ball against the garage and catching it with my crosse, just like I did back then. It’s a total nostalgia thing but it calms me down just like it used to. It centers me, the whap-whap-whap of the ball against the garage, and the taunts of my stepbrother get quieter in my mind, until finally I can’t hear them anymore.

When I finish I turn to see Scott standing on the deck, a level up from where I am.

“Just like old times,” he calls down.

I shake my head. Best not to remind me of those, I think. But just that flash of him, two seconds at most, has my face flushed. I can feel heat going all over my body as I remember that kiss from yesterday. I don’t want to remember it. I don’t want to be attracted to him. I mean, what does it mean to be attracted to someone who was horrible to me? Who spent years thinking up the most insane and hurtful ways to torment me? I think it makes me really screwed up, is what I think.

Okay, I see you’re skeptical. You’re thinking look, the guy is gorgeous, he’s dragging you into empty rooms to kiss you, and hey by the way he has so much money it’s not even funny—what’s your fucking problem? Get over yourself!

Okay, maybe it’s me thinking those things.

But let me explain. Let me tell you some of the shit he pulled, and you decide whether we’re talking about a person it makes any sense to hook up with.

Not that I’m thinking about hooking up with anyone at any time, ever.

Just so you know.

Okay, so one thing I remember, just as an example. That first Halloween. Our parents had gotten hitched that September, so I’d only been living in the mansion for about a month. I felt out of place and so awkward—Mom and I really had been eating beans out of cans, we dressed completely in Salvation Army, you get the picture—and suddenly I’m living in a mansion and there are servants and even though I’m trying to be grateful and I am grateful that the TV always works and we’ve got a real hot dinner on the table every night…it was a lot to process, you understand?

And I guess I thought at first that having a cute stepbrother my own age would make the whole thing actually fun. He was lanky at that age, all arms and legs, and like I’ve been saying, those sparkly blue eyes, full of mischief. But the mischief didn’t turn out to be him and me against the parents—it was just him against me, all the way, 100%.

He wanted me to run away, is how it was. And eventually, I did what he wanted. I packed up some of the new clothes my stepfather had paid for, I saved up babysitting money and my brand new allowance money, and I got the hell out of there. I took a bus and went south because the cold was something else I was sick of. And you know what? I managed. I had to live in shelters sometimes at first, and I slept outside some, but I made it. No drugs, no selling myself, just hard work and not giving up.

So wait, let me get back to Halloween. When we moved to the mansion, I had to switch schools since we were in a different district. It was a really wealthy district and I didn’t know anyone, didn’t fit in…but I’d been invited to a Halloween party and I was really excited and wanted to make a good impression. I got all the stuff for my costume including some really expensive makeup, but when it was time to get ready, the bags of stuff were gone. Totally disappeared.

Then Scott tells his dad that I went shopping and spent all this money and then lost the stuff, and Randy gets really pissed off and grounds me for being irresponsible. And then, that night as I’m moping in my room, missing the party I was sure would be the most fun thing ever, Scott comes in and tells me he took my stuff and threw it away. And his face was like stone when he told me. Like he had no feelings at all. Not playing a prank that went wrong, but I’m talking cold like a freaking sociopath or something.

That was just one thing, and maybe it sounds childish and not like a big deal, just one stupid party. Okay, fair enough. But what if shit like that was happening all the time, every single day? And you felt literally persecuted in your own house, which doesn’t feel like your own house anyway? And your mother is all taken up with her new husband so she’s not following what’s going on, and your stepbrother…your stepbrother is your enemy, not your ally.

Your arch-fucking-enemy.















I’m dreading dinner tonight. I can’t get out of it, since the whole point of my being here is to spend some time with my mom. But the dinner table here in the mansion is definitely one of the places where I have the biggest backload of crappy memories, where Randy used to explode over god knows what while my stepbrother needled me to the point of insanity. And also, my stepfather has this thing about dinners being sort of formal. Even on a weekday, you have to dress up and look nice. No pants. Makeup required. It’s totally fake and stupid and it makes me resentful as all hell.

But surely I can keep it together just for a few more days, and then it’s back to my real life, where I’m the one making decisions. I may not have caviar on my table but I can eat dinner in a bra and panties if I feel like it. 

Tonight, I pick out a short swirly skirt and a pair of Louboutins my mom just bought me. I know how her mind works. She’s still feeling so guilty about the years we were poor, and she tries to make up for it by buying me fancy stuff now.

But the thing is, I don’t hold being poor against her. She was doing the best she could after my father disappeared. And while I admit I do love these shoes (because they are awesome), buying me fancy stuff now has nothing to do with the past. In my opinion. So yeah, I’ll wear the Louboutins tonight and I’ll enjoy the fuck out of them, but Mom, don’t get it in your head that they make up for subjecting me to the Caulters. 

Because nothing can do that.

I clip-clop down the over-the-top marble staircase and go into the living room, where a maid is passing hors d’oeuvres and getting everyone cocktails. This is on a weekday, mind you, and we’re not celebrating anything. Except maybe old Granny pushing up daisies, I don’t really know. Maybe there’s inheritance money coming—I’m not in the information loop to know one way or the other.

I take a glass of Cristal, which apparently flows like water in this house. Scott’s not there yet, and my mother and stepfather are arguing in a corner of the room so I have the hors d’oeuvres all to myself.

Tuna sushi. Yum.

I’m chomping on a too-large mouthful when Scott shows up. His suit is impeccable, his hair still damp from the shower. I know he smells amazing, that dizzying mixture of expensive cologne and manly aroma, and I vow to keep my distance, out of smelling range.

But to get out of sparkly-eye range, I’d have to leave the house.

He’s doing it again, looking at me with amusement, his eyes all…inviting. He must be up to something.

“Hey Ainsley,” he says, smiling at me. “You’re a sushi fan?”

My mouth’s still full so all I can do is nod. Also I’m backing up to try to maintain distance but he just keeps coming closer.

“I go to Japan on business at least once a month,” he says. “I should take you sometime. There’s this place right on the water, where you see them catch the fish—wild fish, not farmed—”

Luckily this is one huge room because I’m still backing up, trying to get out from under his spell. But if I thought staying ten feet away would keep me safe, I was apparently wrong.

Because oh my fucking god. He may be my stepbro, the guy who drove me crazy as a gangly teen—but now he’s a man. And I mean…a hunky, panty-drenching man. If you know what I’m saying.

Ainsley, get a hold of yourself this instant. (I know things are bad when I start talking to myself like I’m my mother.)

“Stop backing off,” says Scott, his voice stern.

“Oh, like you’re my boss?” I answer. But I’ve run out of room and I feel the wall behind me.

He comes up to me, close. As expected, my knees get all wobbly.

Dammit.

“Ainsley,” he says, his voice softening just a little. “We really do need to talk. I’m not leaving until we do.”

“Suit yourself,” I say. “I’m going home tomorrow, and sorry Mr. Tycoon, but I’m not sure I can squeeze you in before then.”

Um, squeeze him in? Oh lord, would I like to, would I ever like to. I’d like to squeeze his rod right in my wet pussy, is what I’d like.

Ainsley! Get a grip!

Scott grins at me. “You still like picnics?”

“Huh? Uh, sure, who doesn’t?”

“I remember how when we were kids you used to eat outside whenever you could. You used to drag me out to eat lunch under the apple tree, remember that?”

“No. No apple tree,” I say weakly, because now that he mentions it, I get this flash of pulling him through the backyard with a basket over one arm like I was Little Red Freaking Riding Hood, and then smoothing out a blanket under the apple tree, loaded with blossoms….

Our parents are completely wrapped up in their argument. Scott and I glance over at them, and then we look at each other. He’s standing so close we’re almost touching. The sexual tension between us is so intense I swear we’re about to spontaneously combust or something. His lips—they don’t look cruel now. They look beautiful, sculptural, delicious. I feel myself falling towards him….

“So, everyone!” says Scott, suddenly loud. Then he claps his hands to get the attention of the ’rents. “I’ve got something planned for tonight, something a little different. If you would come this way….” And he goes to the front door and opens it. Like in the blink of an eye, he turned into a cruise director.

The rest of us follow along wondering what he’s up to. There’s a limo out front, a ridiculous stretch, white, with two attendants holding open doors.

“Get in, I’m taking us to dinner tonight,” says Scott, and he seems terribly pleased with himself about the whole thing.

Show-off. Stupid, annoying, horrible, sexy show-off.























CHAPTER THREE









The parents aren’t saying anything and neither am I, so the only conversation in the limo is between Scott and the driver. I notice how he treats the guy—he’s respectful but not pally, you know? He’s the boss and no one forgets it, but he’s not shoving it up in their faces either, being a dirtbag just because he can, the way I bet a lot of super rich dudes behave.

Which, all right, I’m vaguely surprised. But I guess just because he was a dirtbag to me doesn’t mean that’s his management style. Although I was sort of under the impression that you don’t get to be a billionaire without getting your asshole card stamped pretty much daily.

I do give Scott credit in one way—he could have just coasted on his dad’s money and never done much of anything but lie around a pool or something. But instead he left home not all that long after I did, skipped college, and started his own business—make that plural, I think he’s up to seven different ones now. All tech, all super successful. And he did it on his own, apart from probably getting some starter money from some of his dad’s contacts, but I don’t even know that for sure.

He’s self-made, just like me. Even if my version is considerably less…upmarket.

So anyway, the limo is gliding through the streets and I admit I’m enjoying watching people stare. It’s fun to be on the other side of the smoked glass for once. Then we’re zipping out of town and onto a narrow country road. I can’t imagine what restaurant he could possibly be taking us to way out here. It’s just farms as far as the eye can see, with maybe an old gas station here and there, long out of business.

I can tell my stepfather is not liking any of this. Randy’s lips are pressed together and his eyes are cloudy and dull the way they get when a storm is brewing. I don’t really give two shits because he’s not my problem anymore, but I hope his anger doesn’t rain down too hard on my mom. He likes to be in control and you can see a mile away that being in Scott’s limo being taken on Scott’s surprise…it’s not sitting well at all.

Okay, yes, I’m enjoying it, just a tiny little bit. Is that so wrong?

Finally the limo turns down a long dirt road. We go past a farmhouse and then a barn, and finally stop at the end of the road, parking next to an old tractor that looks like it hasn’t done any tractoring in about twenty years.

The attendants hop out and open the doors, and the three of us climb out and look around. The farm is stunningly beautiful—it’s the peak of spring and everything is this vibrant, amazing color green. Everything, that is, except the apple blossoms. There’s a whole orchard here, long rows of apple trees covered in the most heavenly, wonderful-smelling pink blossoms.

I can’t help myself, I shriek like a little kid. Scott grins at me.

“We’re having a picnic,” he says, and I can see in his face that he knows our parents won’t understand at all. They’re, you know, more valet parking types than picnic types.

“I don’t see the point,” says Randy. His hands are on his hips and he’s looking around with a sour expression. “My suit’s going to be ruined with dust.”

Even my mother rolls her eyes at that one.

“Oh come on,” she says to him, trying to jolly him up, “it sounds like fun! Scott, you are always so creative!”

My eyes may get stuck up in my head, I roll them so hard. Creative my ass. But…much as I try to find some way to get pissy, I’m touched. I know he’s arranged this picnic for me. And how sweet is that?

But what is he up to? I want to jump into his arms—but I’m wary of something blowing up in my face.

The attendants are taking coolers and boxes of food out of the limo’s trunk and then going to get everything arranged on blankets under an apple tree. My stepfather is clenching his jaw so hard I think he might crack some teeth. 

“Come on,” says Scott, reaching for my hand. And I let him take it. We walk to the orchard and down between rows of trees, blossoms falling around us like snow. The scent of them is intoxicating, and the feel of Scott’s strong hand in mine is dreamy. It might be the most magical moment of my entire life.

“I probably should have left them at home,” he says, nodding his head back at the parents. His father is complaining to the driver about something and we can hear his angry voice though thankfully we’re far enough away not to hear what he’s saying.

“I’m used to ignoring them,” I shrug.

“Ainsley,” says Scott, pulling me close, and I swear I hear something in his voice.

Something like…yearning.

I’m all melty again. I can’t be this close to him without my body responding, getting flooded with desire, wanting to press against him, let him do anything….I’m pretty inexperienced, and—

—okay, almost completely inexperienced. Pretty much everything I know about sex is from watching R-rated movies, all right? Just never met the right guy, is all.

Well, actually, the right guy is enfolding me in his arms right now. We look into each other’s eyes for a long moment, and so much of what I want to say seems suddenly unimportant. His lips come closer, then graze mine deliciously.

“SCOTT!” his father screams.

“What the—” says Scott, taking his scrumptious lips away. “I guess we’d better….”

So, yeah, way to go parents. At least that’s my first thought. My second thought is: did I just barely avoid doing something stupid? Because Ainsley, have you forgotten how he treated you during that horrible year?

There I go, talking to myself in my mother’s voice again.

We’re running back to the limo to see what the hell is the matter. I’m guessing my stepfather has manufactured some reason we have to leave—pretended to get stung by a bee or something. No, wait—he’ll blame it on my mother, that’s more his style.

“What’s the problem, Pop?” says Scott. I’d never noticed before how cold his tone is when he talks to his dad.

“At least I’m able to get cell reception out here,” Randy says, “so we found out early. You’re going to have to gat back to town and deal with this right away, son.” He holds his phone out so Scott can see it.

“Oh, who cares,” Scott says, shrugging. “And hey, maybe any publicity is good publicity, right?”

“Absolutely not and you know better,” my stepfather says. “Ainsley, how about you quit dragging Scott off to give him a blowjob or whatever it was you were doing so he can get his head straight and get back on track.”

“What did you say?” Scott’s face is doing something I’ve never seen before. He is furious, his eyes dark, his shoulders flexing. I think he might hit his father, I mean really hit him.

But my mother steps in between them. Always the peacemaker, and you know what? Sometimes peace is not the best thing. Sometimes stuff needs to get fought over.












We end up getting right back in the limo and going home. No point trying to have the picnic, not with my stepfather practically foaming at the mouth and yammering on about whatever is on his phone, and not with Scott on the verge of killing him for what he said about me.

It’s weird. Okay, yes, I admit there’s plenty of attraction between me and Scotty. But we haven’t actually done anything, so I don’t know where my stepfather is getting his ideas. And who says things like that anyway about his children—and right to their faces? Nobody who isn’t one click off of crazy, that’s who. 

Boundaries, people.

And ironically, I don’t have the faintest idea about how to give a blowjob. Not that I’m going to be volunteering that nugget of info.

And yes, I called him Scotty. Because he’s adorable, so there.

Remarkably I’m not feeling that disappointed about missing the picnic. Having the ’rents there sort of got in the way anyhow, and it’s just the fact that Scotty thought of it that’s so wonderful. When I think about him going to all the trouble and expense of planning it, a kind of warmth spreads through my body like I haven’t ever felt before. 

And I’m having such dirty thoughts! Like where in the mansion could we go for a little privacy, where my stepfather won’t come barging in?

So I spend the ride back looking out at the farms whizzing by, not paying any attention to what anyone is saying, lost in my daydreams of seeing Scotty with his shirt off. With his pants off.

…fanning myself here…holy fuck, I want him bad.

When we get back to the mansion, Scotty and his father disappear. He doesn’t say anything to me before going off, and I start to feel a little slighted before I remember that he’s apparently got a lot of shit to deal with right now.

But then Mom has to stick her nose in. “I’m sorry about the picnic, Ainsley,” she says, scrolling on her phone. “But I do think Randy has a point. Look….” And she holds her phone out for me to see.

There, in living color, is an image of Scott with his arm around a dude.

They’re both naked.

And there’s another dude with his head in Scott’s lap. Like, not resting there. But doing something.

The headline says: TECH TYCOON ENJOYS GAY ROMP.

The whaa—?

Now, let me be clear. Gay, straight, in between—I don’t give two shits one way or the other. Unless you’re my man. And if you are, I don’t want you hound-doggin’ around with anyone else, period.

Now I do know somewhere inside my scrambled-up head that Scott is not my man. Not yet. We’ve shared a couple of kisses is all. But do you hear the sound of those brakes squealing? Yep, that’s me, throwing my booty into reverse and getting the hell out of this mansion of insanity. 

I told you I was inexperienced, and that’s true, but something I haven’t explained is that I have some pretty old-fashioned ideas when it comes to getting close, getting intimate. Like, it’s not just playing around. Not just for fun, just to get off. Maybe my potty-mouth is misleading, and because I sprinkle the f-bomb around I seem like the kind of chick who’s into sex play. And please understand, there’s not a thing wrong with it, I’m not judging anyone who’s into that.

Not even Scott.

But it’s not my thing. It’s not for me, and the last thing I want to do is cross that line with Scott, to hook up with my stepbrother only for a night, only for some quick physical pleasure.

Nuh unh. Not gonna happen.

I want so much more than that. Maybe you’ll say it’s corny—but I want a big whopping serving of love along with my cock. In that photo—he does look all kinds of awesome with his shirt off. And I wish it were me his arms were wrapped around, and not that hunky blond with the narrow waist and ripped six-pack. 

But that’s life.

Next I feel a kind of chill coming over me, like my feelings are getting iced over. That’s what happens when I get hurt. But it works for me. The hurt is all bundled up and out of sight, and now I’m able to move on and do what needs doing, which right now? 

Packing my fucking suitcase and getting the hell out of here.























CHAPTER FOUR









I so relieved to get back to my own place. Left without goodbyes to anybody. I’ll make it up to Mom later, but honestly, I’d be glad to never see Randy or Scott ever again. I don’t need that kind of drama in my life. I do much, much better here in my own city, with my own apartment, own job, friends, my own life. They can take their billions and shove ’em. Which I guess might take quite a while and be somewhat painful, which frankly I’m okay with right now.

It’s sort of like getting out from under a hangover, coming home after a trip back to the mansion. What with the funeral, making out with my step, and accusations of giving public bjs, I’d say this last visit rated about a 7 on the drama scale.

Oh wait. See, when stuff hurts my feelings, I tend to box it up and forget about it. Much less painful that way. Except, like just now, it tends to jump out of the box and escape when I’m not suspecting it: I forgot all about the GAY ROMP. All about how Scott was pretending to be so into me, when obviously he only wanted get his rocks off close to home. Or who knows, maybe kissing me was just another prank in a long line of unfunny pranks.

I toss and turn, not getting any decent sleep, with strange dreams of orchards and Randy undressing and Scott yelling. When I get up for work it feels like I barely closed my eyes. And then the calls start coming. I swear it’s buzzing every few minutes—work, my mom, even Randy.

Randy? He never calls, and thank god for that. So what the hell does he want? Maybe Scott is forcing him to apologize. Watch me give zero fucks.

I notice Scott hasn’t called to apologize. I guess billionaires are better at ordering other people around than taking care of their own business. Or maybe he’s not even sorry. Maybe he’s busy arranging another GAY ROMP and I’m out of sight, out of mind.

It’s not until my lunch hour that I decide to drop my barricade. I listen to my messages, and first up is Mom, telling me she’s sorry I left so quickly and that she hopes I didn’t believe that story she showed me about Scott. Just lies, nothing but clickbait, she says.

Second is Randy, and—I turn my phone off. Zero fucks, as I said.

Now hold on a sec, Ainsley.

I’ve gotten a sandwich to eat in the park because the weather is so pleasant. But instead of ravenously gobbling it up like I usually do, I sort of sink down onto a bench, my knees wobbly.

I’m um, a total idiot? Once it sinks in, what my mom said, I realize that of course that photo must have been faked. Do I not live in the age of runaway crazy celeb made-up gossip, plus Photoshop? And by the way, since when does my mom know what clickbait even is?

Am I going to keep letting the past control my reactions to everything? The gorgeous, thoughtful man who arranged that picnic for me, who walked me down that astonishing aisle of apple blossoms—he wouldn’t have bothered with any of that if he was just playing around. And his kiss…well, what do I know. Nothing, obviously. But his kiss—that felt as real as things get.

As full of feeling. As loving.

Okay then.

I don’t waste any time. I put my ass in gear and you know me well enough to know that when I get busy, I really get busy.

First I call my boss and tell her I’m not coming back this afternoon, family emergency. Then I call Mom and get the address of Scott’s office, where she thinks he’s in meetings all afternoon. And then I go shopping. I buy the best little suit my credit card can afford—it’s decently made, it’s super sexy but not trashy, and it looks perfect with the Louboutins my mom gave me. (Don’t think for one second in my hurry to pack I left those behind. You think I’m crazy?)

And then I drive like a banshee back across half the state to the city where Scotty’s offices are. I hope the place isn’t packed with security because I don’t have a plan for getting past anyone more threatening than an admin in her seventies. I’m remembering those beefy guys with the earpieces that were at our grandmother’s funeral, and that worries me a little.

Even though I’m scared as hell, and racked with all my anxieties—what if the kisses were still just being friendly or just for fun? What if the beefy dudes throw me out of the building on my ass? What if—”

Despite all that, I manage to find a decent station on my crappy car radio and start rocking out to a run of really great tunes. And you know how that can change your attitude just like that. It makes the miles fly by, and lifts my spirits to where I’m mostly just looking forward to seeing Scotty again.

I leave my car in a spot so illegal, they may put me in jail if they catch me. I don’t care. All I can think about is telling Scott that I misunderstood, telling him I am sorry, and leaping into his arms at last.

A pretty young receptionist is the only guard I see so far. “I’m here to see Mr. Caulter,” I tell her. “Tell him it’s Ainsley.” Perkily she hits a button and speaks into a mouthpiece. I’m looking around, goggle-eyed at the building, which is some kind of architectural marvel with vast windows and behind the receptionist, a stunning reception room all in black and white.

Well, wait a minute. Hold on a sec, Ainsley.

Maybe I’ll apologize for being an idiot, and then see if he will apologize for being a dirtbag when we were sixteen. And I’ll leap or not leap, depending. 

I’m so damn torn. I want to put the past behind me, I want to make excuses for him, but I know that’s not the right thing to do. That won’t lead anywhere worth going.

So now I’m slowing down. Way, way down. To a stop, actually. Why the hell am I so impulsive? Did I really think that a new suit would make everything turn out like a fairy tale? The hurt of those years hits me right in the face and makes me falter. He was so mean, so cold to me. 

This is never going to work.

Shaking my head, I turn around to leave, praying my car hasn’t been towed already. Because what do I think I’m doing? Letting a few apple blossoms make me forget a year of torture?

Leopards don’t change their spots: you know it, and I know it. And don’t go saying that’s only a cliché—clichés only get to be clichés because they’re true so much of the time. So with a big sigh, I’m on my way back to my car, thinking at least I have a hot-looking suit to keep as a memento of the day I went certifiably insane for a few hours.















“Ainsley!”

Uh oh.

“Ainsley, get back here!” 

I turn to see Scott running towards me, flying down the sidewalk, dodging people like a running back.

“You’re not the boss of me,” I say, but I’m smiling because I just feel happy to see him and hear his voice, despite four seconds ago planning to never see him again.

“Dammit Ainsley, I’ve been wanting to talk to you for days! Come on up to my office, now that you’re here.”

“I thought you were in meetings all afternoon.”

Scott laughs. “I am, Ainsley. But I’m also the boss. They’ll wait.” We get in an elevator and there are just enough people in it that I have to stand close to him, close enough that I can smell that potent combo of his outrageous cologne and his man-smell.

I am way too susceptible to scent. I wonder if anything can be done about that.

Scott takes my hand and pulls me down a corridor. People fall back, staring. Then we’re in a conference room with a beautiful mahogany table and paneled walls and a stunning view.

“Nice,” I whisper.

“Okay, first, that stupid photograph? Ainsley, you’ve got to be kidding me.”

I hang my head just a tiny bit. “Yeah, well. You have to admit it was very well done.”

“No, I do not admit that! It was a joke, ridiculous, typical of the stuff that websites like that come up with. And you know how it is, when you have a certain amount of wealth…you become a target. It’s no big deal, it just amuses me. Honestly, I couldn’t possibly care any less and my father was just using it to cause trouble. He wanted to get out of the picnic, and ruin things for us.”

The way he says that—the us. It’s making my knees wobbly. Dammit.

“But the thing I’ve been wanting to talk to you about since, well forever, but especially since we were just home again together…I want to explain why I behaved so terribly to you years ago.”

I’m listening. I cannot imagine what he’s going to say.

“I wanted you to leave home.”

The whaa—?

“I did everything I could to make your life miserable so you would leave. Because I knew you could make it on your own, Ainsley. You are incredible, you’ve always been incredible, even at sixteen. You can do anything. And I couldn’t just stand by and watch while….”

“While what?” I say, completely confused about what he’s telling me.

“Listen. My father is a complete shit,” he says, his voice low and dark and angry. “The way he was looking at you…I could tell, Ainsley, that if somebody didn’t do something, he was going to come after you.”

I just stand there with my eyes as wide open as they will go. Because the instant I hear the words come out of his mouth, I know it’s the truth. I know it, and I knew it back then, but I stuck it in a box and ignored it, because it hurt and I didn’t want to think about it.

“Scott—”

“I know for a fact he molested a girl next door, when she was sixteen,” he says. “She was a friend of mine. We weren’t close, but you know, we were neighbors and went to the same school and gave each other rides and stuff like that. And she broke down one day and told me what my father had done. Not just one time, either.

“The family was too scared of Randy to go to the cops. They ended up moving across town and nobody ever heard a word about it. And you know Randy—elbowing old ladies out of his way as he goes into church, wanting to show everyone what high morals he has, not to mention money to hire the very best lawyers and PR people. It would be a battle, getting anyone to believe he did something like that. Anyway, the point is, Ains, I saw how he looked at you. You’re so beautiful, so sexy—and he doesn’t care about who he hurts if he wants something. You, your mother—everyone’s expendable to him.

“So what I’ve wanted to say is…I’m so sorry. I was only sixteen and I couldn’t come up with any plan except to drive you out of the house. Please accept my deepest apologies for that.”

“Scotty,” I manage to croak, because my throat has tightened and tears are threatening to overflow and spread mascara from here to New Jersey. And then his arms are around me just like I’ve been dreaming about, and we both let loose a gigantic sigh because it’s like we’re finally, finally home where we belong.

In each other’s arms. Together.

After a long, deeply close moment, I let go and stand up straight, smoothing out my skirt. “I’m really glad you told me. I guess I wish you’d told me back then what you were worried about, because you know…all this time, I thought you hated my guts.”

Scotty laughs. “Are you kidding me? I thought it was so obvious I worshipped you. Sure, I was acting like a pest. But a pest who thought you were the most exciting, challenging, hilarious, beautiful, hot girl in the whole world.” He reaches a hand up and strokes my cheek. “Which is exactly what you are.”

I just stand there gaping, unable to believe what I’m hearing.

“Okay, listen, I’ve got to go back in now,” he says, “I’m trying to close a deal and I shouldn’t keep them waiting much longer. Please—don’t go back today. Stay at least for the night. I’m going to a gala this evening, I can’t skip it, and it wold be sixty million times more fun if you come with me.”

“A gala?” I manage to say, nonsensically.

“I’ll talk to my assistant and he’ll take you to my apartment and make sure you have everything you need, including something to wear tonight. You’re staying. I’m not letting you leave, not now.”

I nod, still overwhelmed. He gathers me in his arms again and holds me tight. “We’re going to have more fun than you’ve ever had in your life,” he murmurs into my ear.

And…I believe him.























CHAPTER FIVE









You won’t be surprised to hear that Scott’s apartment is totally magnificent. It’s a penthouse apartment in one of the tallest, fanciest buildings in the city, with a wraparound terrace and 360 degree views. You can see boats on the river, the bridges, the parks, the sunset. The sunrise too, I guess, for that matter. And the inside is just unbelievable—everything sleek and modern and beautiful, without any piles of junk anywhere.  Not that I know anything about that.

His assistant, Martin, insists on taking my measurements and then going shopping for me, and I think I’ve made his day. He gets to leave the office and go to a bunch of boutiques, and I…well, what am I going to be doing? I can’t just sit in this apartment for hours waiting for Scott to be done making a bajillion dollars. 

After Martin has all the measurements he needs, I decide to go out for a walk. I’ve never spent time in this city and I like walking around to get to know a place. And walking—it helps me think. And I really need some time to think, to let everything that’s happened in the last few days work its way through my head.

I don’t doubt for a second that Scott is right about my stepfather. I realize that I’ve known it all along, really—and probably a lot of the hate that I was dumping on Scott really should have been directed at Randy. So many creepy memories come back to me—times when he would offer to put sunscreen on my back, or come in my room without knocking, sometimes catching me half-dressed. Or when he would buy me sexy clothes, like the dress I wore to the funeral. 

I was making excuses for him, telling myself he was just tone deaf, didn’t understand girls, whatever…when deep down, I knew exactly what he was up to.

And why he’s always in a rage now whenever I come home. Furious with his son and with me, because he never got what he wanted. I feel bad for my mom, but also—free in a way, for the first time since I can remember.

I’m surprised when I get back to the penthouse that Scott is already home, and Martin is back too. 

Scotty grins at me. “She’s gonna look awesome in that,” he says to Martin, and Martin just nods his head off. 

“Okay you two, cheers and have a wonderful night,” he says, and slips out. I see big white boxes stacked behind Scotty, and several shopping bags with gold script on them.

“The gala’s not until 8,” he says, still grinning at me. “I can’t be late, they’re giving me an award,” he sort of mumbles. “So why don’t you try on the dress and make sure it fits, while we still have time to call Martin back if you don’t like it. Also, I’ve got someone coming over to do your hair and makeup.”

I’m…not used to this. I mean…someone to do my hair and makeup? 

“I know it probably seems like overkill,” he says. “But like it or not, you’re going to be in for some scrutiny tonight, there’ll be paparazzi for sure at this thing, so I want you looking your best.”

I nod, feeling sort of in a haze and I stumble into a bedroom and open up the box with the dress. Oh. my. god. I’ve never even seen anything like this before. It’s red silk, it’s gorgeously made, and I peel off my suit and put that thing on so fast it’s not funny. Now where is that box of shoes?

“Ainsley,” says Scott, when I appear. “Come here.”

I walk to him, my face flushing. I feel a little bit like I’m playing dress-up and I get a little shy.

“You,” he says, touching my chin and then letting his fingers caress my neck, “are…” and his fingers trace along the neckline of the dress, which plunges down to expose my cleavage, “so…” and now I’m smelling him, and you know what that leads to, “…hot…” and I’m trembling, it’s like years of pent-up passion are on the verge of release, and I want to leap into his arms so bad but I’m waiting…

“I love you, Ains,” he says into my hair, his arms around me, his smokin’ bod pressed up against me. His lips find mine and we’re kissing and it’s sexier than anything I could believe. I can feel his shaft pushing into my mound and my panties are drenched in an instant, because it’s like proof that he wants me as much as I want him.

Then what I desire more than anything is to feel that shaft with my tongue. I want to take him in my mouth and taste him. I drop down out of his grasp, onto my knees. I look up at him and his eyes bore into me, he’s not smiling but his face is contorted with desire and he rocks his hips forward, towards me, and I know he wants me to suck him as much as I want to do it.

Slowly I unzip his jeans. I make him wait. I have no idea what the hell I’m doing, but how hard could it be, right?

Very hard. His cock I’m talking about.

Hold it, Ainsley, it’s not time for jokes.

Okay then. I’ve never seen a cock up close like this and I’m amazed at the effect it’s having on me and I haven’t even sprung it out of its boxer-brief prison. It’s straining against the fabric and Scotty moans and pushes his hips towards me again.

“Suck me,” he murmurs, and I hear how much he wants it. Wants me.

I pull down his boxer briefs and his cock springs out. There’s a droplet of moisture on the tip and I lick that off. Scotty moans. Then I take his rod in my hand and squeeze it, and move my hand up and down, but it’s too dry so I lick all around to make it slippery. I run my tongue up and down its length, nibbling lightly with my lips folded over my teeth, delighting in every moment, every taste, every sensation. 

When I take him in my mouth, Scotty moves his legs apart for balance, and I love that, love that I could knock him over with how good I’m making him feel. I suck hard, I swirl my tongue over the head, I reach up and pull him towards me, into my throat, until he is making sounds like an animal, and we’re both so into it, it’s so fucking exciting and he’s pumping himself into my mouth, faster and faster until he freezes for a moment. He says my name. And then he explodes and I suck him until he’s dry, loving every salty drop.

Well, I guess no more innocent Ainsley!

After a moment, Scotty pulls me up beside him. “You…” he says, and I grin at him because I think for once he is actually speechless, thanks to me. “That was incredible,” he whispers, and puts my head on his broad shoulder, and all I can think is that I want to be nowhere else, not ever.















Scotty leads me to one of his sofas, this one in black leather so soft it’s ridiculous. He kneels, and gathers up my dress, bringing it up to my hips before telling me to sit down. I have an idea what he’s got in mind, and yeah I’ve never had anyone do it before and I’m feeling a little nerv—

—oh my. Ohh. His tongue…oohh, that’s mmm, really really good…

He’s gotten my soaked panties off and his mouth is right over my center, his tongue flicking, teasing, probing. I’m writhing on the sofa, I’ve never felt anything this amazing, it’s way beyond what I imagined…my hands are on his shoulders then in his hair and I’m calling out his name, my body is shaking as he brings me closer and closer to orgasm. He reaches up and slides a hand down my dress, touching my breast, pinching my nipple, and suddenly I want nothing more but to feel him on top of me, inside me.

I pull on his shoulder and he looks up at me. Our eyes meet, so full of love, and he knows what I want because he wants it too.

“We are going out tonight,” he says with a light laugh, as I stand up and he unzips my dress. “But we’ve got time. Plenty of time,” he murmurs, and then when my dress falls in a puddle of red silk at my feet, he gasps.

That’s maybe the most gratifying gasp I ever heard. I watch his eyes move up and down, taking me in, and his greedy expression of lust makes me so hot I can’t wait another second to feel him inside me.

“Take me,” I say, and he picks me up and carries me into his bedroom, spreads his beautiful body over mine, and kisses my neck, my lips, my shoulder. Then he rises up so he can kiss my breasts and my nipples, and whatever that is he does with his tongue sends bolts of heat through me, my toes are curling and everything in me feels soft and melting. He reaches down with one hand and guides his stiff rod to my opening, but he doesn’t push inside, not yet. He sucks on one nipple, taking it deep into his mouth, then he kisses me again, and I’m spinning, falling into bliss, and the sharp pain when he enters me subsides quickly and is replaced by the exquisite feeling of him sliding in and out of me while I feel the weight on him on top of me.

“Oh Scotty,” I say, over and over. He brings his hand to my nub and rubs it while he strokes himself in and out, and wow, it’s just right, it’s delicious, it’s…

And then I feel him swell inside me and he’s telling me he loves me and we both go over at the same moment, into the bliss, into absolute ecstasy.

“Um,” I say, once the tremors have subsided. “Tell me why we haven’t been doing this ever since we first met?”















And that’s the story of how Scotty and I went from enemies to lovers in the space of a few days. It’ll be a great story to tell our children, although I think I’ll skip the part about the puddle of red silk at my feet, and how once we got to the gala, we had to sneak off for a quick make-out session because it was dragging on so long.

Listen to me, talking about being at this ultra-fancy thing getting my picture taken every few minutes like it was boring me to death. The truth is, I’d marry Scotty even if he was broke. I’ve been poor and while I wouldn’t choose it, it’s way better than being rich and alone.

We don’t have anything to do with Randy Caulter now. My mom visits every once in a while, and I’m always glad to see her, and I hope someday she can get up the courage to leave her dirtbag husband. But I keep my mouth shut, because…boundaries and all.

I’ve got to run—Martin’s got us all packed for a trip to Barbados in Scotty’s private jet. 

Lovers is so much better than enemies….
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Stepbrother Beloved




“I ached for him. And I saw in his eyes that he wanted me too, I was sure of it…”




They were each other’s safe haven during their parents’ drunken rages. As children growing up, they made their own happy world of Monopoly and tree forts, best friends forever. But then Maggie and Tanner were separated. 




On the rare times they saw each other, Maggie couldn’t help her forbidden attraction to his ripped body, his teasing green eyes, his mountain climber strength and confidence. But she wanted a very different life—the safety and security of a corporate job and a fat bank account. 




It would never work. For a thousand reasons, it would never work. So why is untouched Maggie unable to think of anything but seducing her stepbrother? And will Tanner give in to the blazing lust he feels for the girl he's always loved but thought he should never have?




Excerpt:

…..It was still only 8:30 in the morning. What was I gonna do for all the long hours until he gets here? It’s not like we have the kind of parents you want to hang out with. My mom is a jerk, to be honest, and if Tanner wasn’t coming home, I’d have stayed at school and studied through the Thanksgiving holiday. She’s the kind of person who gets angry, I mean really angry, at any little thing. You never know what’s going to set her off. All you can do is try to avoid her as much as you can.

And my stepfather, Tanner’s dad? He’s not much better. He drinks too much and is usually slumped in an armchair sucking down beers and watching sports on TV, not talking to anybody. But he’s like an unexploded bomb ticking away, because at some point—you can never guess when—he’ll explode, raging at someone on TV if we’re lucky, and someone in the house if we’re not.

It’s a miracle those two ever got together—a real testament to the idea that there’s someone for everyone. It’s not like getting a stepfather improved my life, even a little bit…well, except that maybe there was another target for my mother to aim her poison at. The best thing about that marriage was Tanner coming into my life, for sure. On rainy days we played Monopoly for hours, and I even think that’s what got me interested in a business career, trying to win against the unbeatable Tanner. Even as a kid he wasn’t interested in money, but he crushed in Monopoly anyway.

And when it was sunny, he took me outside, patiently teaching me how to shoot an arrow with a bow he made himself, or showing me how to track deer in the woods behind the house. Before Tanner and his Dad came into our lives, I was alone with my crazy mother, since my father disappeared before I can even remember. And while I’ll probably never get over his abandonment, a little part of me understands. If I’d been able to leave my mother, I might done it too, and to hell with the consequences.

These parents of ours are a big reason Tanner and I got so close. We clung to each other during the storms; he was my safe place, my protector. We knew, even when we were arguing fiercely, that we had each other’s back. But then we were separated, and childhood was over, and everything changed. In his absence I wondered all the time who he was turning into, what kind of man was he going to be, but we had no chance to get to know each other again, thanks to school and his endless trips into the wild.

What he doesn’t know, and I’m determined he never will, is that my love for him goes way past stepbrother and stepsister. Way past. I long to run my hands over his sculpted chest, to touch my lips to his tender mouth, even…even wrap my hand around what I imagine must be the most beautiful cock in the universe…these thoughts are practically all-consuming, but I know none of it can happen and I have to get control of myself.

But still, I can’t stop myself from standing at the window, praying his battered old car covered with hideous bumper stickers comes rumbling down our street. Anticipating the moment when I see his friendly familiar face light up when he sees me….

Stepbrother Beloved
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Stepbrother on the Force





“If I haven’t gotten it across to you by now, let me try again: Matthew is a serious, card-carrying hottie. Girls are always after him. He’s got these amazing blue eyes and a body that could be on the cover of magazines. And on top of that, he’s so not a dirtbag.”




Nicolette’s life is a trainwreck, as she’ll be the first to tell you. With an addict boyfriend and on the brink of losing her job, she’s starting to feel desperate, backed into a dead end with no way out. She’s even feeling tempted by her boyfriend’s drugs, because doesn’t everyone deserve a moment of happiness? Just a moment? 




Watching his stepsister spiraling the drain is Matthew. Mr. Good Guy. Built like a Mack truck with twinkling blue eyes, always ready to give people a hand, a cop who’s just been promoted to Detective, the youngest on the force. Will he step in and arrest the boyfriend for possession, in the hopes of freeing Nicolette from a destructive relationship? 




Or will Nic herself find the strength to kick the boyfriend out, and the courage to accept the love her stepbrother wants to give?
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Billionaire Stepbrother in Paris




“I’ve wanted you for six years,” murmured Leo into her neck. “Six long years….”




Leo Amaretti is a nerd who won’t follow directions. His stepsister Ellie Garner secretly loves him and dreams of kissing him on a family trip to Paris. But then tragedy strikes and Leo disappears. As the years go by, Ellie stays in the small beach town, making a narrow life for herself and endlessly grieving. 




Now Leo is back—and no longer a 98-pound weakling. He’s a super successful hunk who wants to drag his stepsister out of her cocoon and back into life. But will she forgive him? Will she have the courage to love again?







Stepbrother Alpha Billionaire

My Stepbrother, the Billionaire, and the Bargain

Stepbrother Rogue


About the Author:

Stephanie Brother writes scintillating stories with step-siblings as their main romantic focus. She's always been curious about the forbidden, and this is her way of exploring such complex relationships that threaten to keep her couples apart. As she writes her way to her dream job, Ms. Brother hopes that her readers will enjoy the full emotional and romantic experience as much as she's enjoyed writing them.




Never miss a moment with Stephanie Brother’s mailing list!
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