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   About This Book:
 
    
 
   Dante and Sash travel back to New York to confront the press about recent revelations concerning their relationship, while investigations continue into Jason Walker's death, and Caulder tidies up his boss's dirty work.
 
    
 
   Faced with a choice between his business and Sash, Dante struggles to decide what to do.
 
    
 
   In a world of secrets and lies, Sash knows only one truth... 
 
    
 
   She's going to have his baby. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Dante taps the microphone. 
 
   "Hello", he begins, his voice hooked up to a huge stack of speakers that spread it all over New York and almost as far away as where Sash is sat watching. "Thank you for coming."
 
   The crowd erupts in a wave of noise. From where Dante is stood he can't tell what is a cheer and what is a boo, and he couldn't care less either way. Up on his podium, he looks like a newly elected president giving his first national address, although Dante feels way more important than that. Sash stares at the deflated figure of Alex and knows she should be there standing in her place instead. Her stepbrother looks incredible in his suit, but he'd look incredible in anything he decided to wear. If he stood there in Bermuda shorts and tie-dyed vest top he'd still be the best looking and most appealing man in the room, and the room in this instance, at least as far as Sash is concerned, isn't just New York or even America, it's the whole damn world.
 
   When the crowd finally settle down enough to allow him to talk, Dante continues."My name is Dante Hix, and I am the CEO and owner of Hix industries and several other companies across the world. I have investments in gentleman's clubs, casinos, property, technology and telecoms, software, hardware, oil, mining and travel."
 
   There are more outbursts from the crowd, but this time they last less time. 
 
   "My net worth is valued at forty billion dollars. According to Forbes magazine, I'm the tenth richest man in the world, and the youngest of the top thirty five. I began my career with a small inheritance from my father which allowed me to begin my computer programming company at twenty one. At twenty four I was a billionaire."
 
   Sash seethes at the TV, her finger hovering over the standby button on the remote control, ready to turn it off as soon as it gets too much. The crowd murmur while Dante pauses, letting them take his words in. 
 
   "In short", he says. "I'm a big fucking deal, and I've got a hell of a lot to lose."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Previously In This Series...
 
    
 
   In Part 1, Sash is forced to ask for financial help from the one person she vowed she'd keep herself away from, her billionaire stepbrother Dante. Although he hasn't seen his stepsister in three years, Dante is keen to help her out. He offers Sash a dancing job in one of his members only bars, yet fails to mention who it is she'll be required to entertain. 
 
   When he sees her performing through the two way mirror, he knows he won't be able to stop until he gets what he wants. After all, he's definitely not the kind of man to accept no for an answer twice... 
 
   In Part 2, After Dante and Sash sleep together for the first time, he disappears, taking the thousand dollars he promised her to pay her rent. She has no other choice but to move back home, while Dante tries to come to terms with what has just happened. When a week passes and Sash still doesn't hear from him, she decides to send him some provocative pictures to make him jealous. When Dante turns up announced to whip Sash off the street in the middle of the night, take her back home and show her exactly what he wants, she realizes just how much she means to him. 
 
   If they are going to be together, however, Dante has some rules he expects her to follow....
 
   In Part 3, Dante leaves Sash his credit card, tells her she has to demonstrate that she can trust him, and flies across the country to Los Angeles, on what he describes as a business trip he cannot afford to miss. There, he secretly meets Oliver, his two year old son, and investigates the possibility of hymen reconstruction surgery for Sash. 
 
   Two weeks pass and Sash hears nothing from her stepbrother. Tired of waiting, she decides to jump on a plane and confront him. At his hotel, Dante is already waiting for her, the room filled with flowers and presents. 
 
   With the words heavy on her lips, Sash is ready to tell her stepbrother their secret, only for something else to rock her world instead...
 
   In Part 4, Dante convinces Sash to go ahead with the hymen replacement therapy, on the condition that he will allow her to tell her family and her best friend about their affair. Sash wants to tell the whole world, but Dante convinces her not to. After the operation, Dante chaperones her back to the hotel room, and unable to hold himself back any longer, takes her on the bathroom floor. 
 
   Back in New York, Caulder believes he has found the person responsible for the blackmail threat, and upon Dante's orders, takes him hostage. 
 
   Two hours before the ransom deadline, and before Sash can find out what her stepbrother has done, a huge revelation leaves her with serious concerns about Dante's level of commitment....
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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Wet hair lies against the fluffy thread of an expensive hotel gown that Sash wouldn't even be wearing if Dante hadn't put it on her. She watches him pace back and forth, cell phone pressed against his ear while she deliberately avoids her own, tears muddling with bath water and dripping down her chin to explode against the laminate floor. Jason Walker is dead. Not missing. Not injured. Dead. 
 
   She can hear the words as a wall of noise, senseless and foreign. When Dante finally finishes speaking, he looks at Sash as though staring at something he can't understand. 
 
   "You need to get dressed", he says, as though it's the third time he has done so. 
 
   Sash feels numb inside, but Dante's too busy to notice her silence. As soon as he's pulled clothes out of the wardrobe and thrown them on the bed for Sash to put on, he's back on his cell phone organizing the details of their travel. 
 
   When a few moments pass and he notices Sash still hasn't moved, he puts the call on hold and quickly comes over to her. 
 
   "Darling", he says, his finger under her chin. "We need to get back to New York and sort this out."
 
   Sash stares into his eyes. He couldn't have. Not her stepbrother. Not Dante. It has to be a coincidence, a piece of bad luck woven into their story. 
 
   "Sash", Dante says again, "I know it's a shock, baby, but we need to go. I thought this was what you wanted anyway, huh? To tell the whole world?"
 
   Baby. Having him say it sends shivers up and down her spine. On the TV in the background, the news story continues. Crowds collect outside Dante's sleek black office tower and people in the street give opinions. At Sash's family home, Tracy refuses to comment, both on the whereabouts of her husband and the relationship of her son and stepdaughter. 
 
   Sash nods. She braves a smile. She pushes the thoughts to the back of her mind and wipes the tears away from her eyes. Baby. 
 
   "Ok", she says finally. What she feels is nothing like it. 
 
   She takes the toweling robe off and lets it drop to the floor like swept snow. In the mirror she catches a glimpse of her belly, the light hitting it in such a way it seems to be accentuated. There is no stopping what's coming for them both, and soon enough she'll be showing. 
 
   Sash pulls crumpled clothes over sticky skin while Dante waits patiently, fielding calls as they come into him, barking orders and refusing to answer questions. 
 
   In the elevator, they stand side by side, the words burning Sash's lips as they descend. I'm pregnant. I'm pregnant. I'm pregnant.
 
   "Are you ready for this?" Dante asks. 
 
   When she turns to look at him, he's already turned himself, his eyes tilted downwards, sharp and hungry like a hunting wolf. Is he enjoying this? 
 
   Sash doesn't know what to say. When she opens her mouth, the only words she wants to come out of it are the words that seem like they'll never come. Because of that, she wonders for a moment whether it's true. 
 
   Before she even has a chance to form a single sound, the elevator indicates they are at the lobby, and the doors slowly slide open. 
 
   It hits her like a train coming out of a tunnel in the countryside. One moment absolute silence, the next a cacophony of pushing and screaming. Dante takes his hand in hers, fights his way through the collected paparazzi, follows the guided instructions of terrified hotel staff and makes his way through to the private corridor behind the concierge's desk, that will eventually lead them through the kitchens, laundry room and staff's private quarters, and out to a driver at the back of the hotel. 
 
   Sash can hear them thick in behind her. More than once she feels someone pull her arm, only for Dante to pull it back the other way. She feels like one of the fish in the tank in the antechamber to his office. Flash bulbs sting her eyes, while Dante and several other staff members do their best to protect her. 
 
   Outside, a huge crowd have gathered. Here, general public stand shoulder to shoulder with journalists, cell phones primed and ready to upload any salacious content immediately to social media. Dante refuses to answer questions. For Sash, the whole thing is completely bewildering. 
 
   Eventually, they push their way past the gathered throng and force their way inside the waiting car. Surrounded by people, Sash feels less safe here than she did in the lobby. Like this, she feels completely trapped. Some of them have banners, some pound on the car windows with their fists, others smile like lunatics and try to take selfies. 
 
   "Drive", Dante orders. 
 
   As the car revs, jerking forwards threateningly, the crowd begin to part. Up ahead, police officers are beginning to arrive on the scene, already far too late to make a difference. At the window by Sash's side, a woman is screaming fiercely. 
 
   "Sick", is all Sash can't make out. "Fucking sick."
 
   Spit explodes against the windscreen just before the car pulls away. As they make their way out onto the street, a huge crowd trying to be controlled by the police behind them, the driver makes streaks with it in the hands of the wipers. 
 
   Sash's heart is beating much more wildly than she realized. Looking at him, Dante seems to be less affected. Distracted by something else, he stares out of the window, losing himself in the peaks behind the city line. 
 
   How the fuck is he going to deal with this one? 
 
    
 
   In New York, Alex stares blankly at the unfolding news, flicking from time to time to other channels hoping a bigger story will come along to mute it. On her desk is a spread of several of the morning's newspapers, all of which have run with variations of the same headline, ranging from mild surprise to complete disgust. 
 
   There are profiles of Dante and Sash, intimate details of their lives, half of which have clearly been fabricated, and promises of more juicy tidbits to come in subsequent editions. In short, it's a complete fucking shit storm, and one Alex is not happy at all about having to put out, especially since Dante was so convinced that his head of public relations would do it for them.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Caulder sits in a highway dinner, half lens glasses perched on the end of his nose bringing into focus the morning paper he has folded up in his hands. On his plate sit remnants of a large fried breakfast, almost every item of which he saw fit to cover in torrents of salt and ketchup so what remains looks like the miniature crime scene of a chilling murder. Up on the TV in the corner, footage plays of Dante and Sash leaving through the hotel lobby in L.A., eagerly pursued by a swarm of journalists. Watching this are several staff members and almost all of the handful of other customers. 
 
   Someone comes over to refill Caulder's coffee. As she pours the syrupy liquid into his chipped enamel cup, she can't help but look over his shoulder at what he's reading. 
 
   "Can't believe there's space in there for anything else today."
 
   Caulder looks up to her and smiles. He takes off his glasses and sets them on the newspaper. The waitress, a mid forties housewife called Betty, thinks he's either about to say something profound or propose to her. Silence hangs in the air like a winter chill.
 
   "Check, please", Caulder says finally. 
 
   Framed in the concave lens of his glasses is the body of Jason Walker, grayed out even further by newspaper print. Half a column has been dedicated to the apparent death by drowning of the twenty one year old boy, while the news of Dante Hix's improper affair dedicates over eight of the newspaper's front pages. 
 
   Caulder can't help but feel the timing of both plays quite nicely in their favor. 
 
   Outside, he finds the phone booth and places a call to the police. 
 
    
 
   On a cold slab of morgue metal, the autopsy has already begun. Jason Walker is one of six other bodies in the dimly lit room, most of which are still covered with white sheets to preserve what little remains of their dignity. 
 
   Even in this state, it's clear that he looked after himself. His body is toned and his arms are tight with muscle. A tribal tattoo wraps itself around his bicep, while another one, a badly rendered female face, clings to the inside of his upper thigh. 
 
   The mortician closely examines legion marks around his wrists and ankles, making detailed notes as she goes, before doing the same around the underside of his neck. Even without the torch it is clear that his neck is red, and shows marks that wouldn't normally come up if the victim was desperately trying to save themselves from drowning. 
 
   She examines cuts on his upper arm that have long since scarred over, and light puncture marks on the crease between his forearm and upper arm. Here, gray skinned and dead beyond compare, Jason Walker looks like the perfect plastic mold of a juvenile ghost. 
 
   The mortician takes a knife and begins to cut him open. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Special arrangements have been made at LAX airport for Dante and Sash to coordinate all normal security protocols in a more favorable manner, in order for them to avoid unnecessary embarrassment before departure. 
 
   Sash, still utterly bewildered by what's happened already this morning, thinks nothing of their unusual approach to the airport, the clandestine checks conducted in utter silence and the first rate, sovereign style treatment. It is only when she's aboard Dante's private jet does she finally begin to let reality sink in. Their relationship is no longer a secret. Abbey will know. Her dad will know. Hell the pilot probably even knows. 
 
   There are newspapers already aboard the plane. Sash pushes them around carefully, soaking up the in depth coverage. 
 
   "How did they know?" Sash asks. 
 
   Dante is already preparing himself a drink. Normally he'd have someone to do it for him, but getting hold of staff members on such short notice didn't seem as important as ensuring the pilot was able to fly them back home. 
 
   "That was the blackmail threat I told you about", Dante says. "They wanted a hundred million dollars not to print them."
 
   "You didn't pay it?"
 
   Sash wants to believe he didn't do it for them, but she knows the truth wouldn't be quite that romantic. 
 
   "I didn't pay it", Dante says. "Perhaps I should have done."
 
   Sash concentrates on the New York Times. Without even reading the content, she turns the pages just to take the photos in. Intimate, personal, theirs. 
 
   "How did they even get these?"
 
   Something about it makes her mad. If she was able to allow herself to be so, she might scream, but too much nothingness all over her body won't let it come out. If he'd done it her way, they wouldn't have something that should only belong to them. It feels like they are taking everything they have between them away from her. At least there is one secret they don't know yet. One secret Dante doesn't know either. 
 
   Dante comes over. He's made a drink for them both, and the one for Sash he places in front of her. Ice cracks against the treacle brown liquid. 
 
   "You might need that for the shock", Dante says. 
 
   Sash turns the glass in her hands. One secret they can never take away. 
 
   "Dante", she says. "I have something I need to tell you."
 
   Dante sits forwards on the edge of his seat. He's sat away from Sash, distracted perhaps by what's going on, to feel the need in this moment to be close to her. His concentration has shifted in the last couple of hours. He has to set this right, and he still has no idea what he's going to do. Not only that, he's clearly made a mistake with Henry, and for that, he's going to have to take responsibility. For a brief moment, Dante wonders whether what Sash wants to tell him is something he should have seen already. After all, it was Sash that wanted to let the whole world know about their affair. He cocks his head, tastes the possibility of it, works it around his lips and over his tongue. Surely, she couldn't. Surely Sash didn't have the balls to do that. 
 
   "Go on", he says, more curious now than ever to hear her confession. 
 
   Was this her plan all along? Coming back to him and forcing him to stay by making the whole world know about them? She didn't have to, not like this. Oh, Sash, you didn't have to. 
 
   Sash bites her lip. She puts her hand on her belly without thinking about it, but Dante doesn't pick up on the gesture. He's too busy framing her for something she didn't do. 
 
   She looks to the ground and then back up to her stepbrother, her skin already flushing red. She can feel two hearts beating inside her. The words on the tip of her tongue. Her mouth open, ready to say them. One simple sentence. Dante, I'm pregnant. 
 
   The photos in the back of Henry's car. He didn't put them there, Sash did, it's obvious now. The intimate way they were shot. Who else could have known, but her? How did he not see it before?
 
   Dante stands, and before the words can come out of her mouth, he's clapping. 
 
   Sash looks at her stepbrother like he's gone mad. 
 
   "Brilliant, Sash, absolutely brilliant."
 
   He can't work out whether he's mad she's deceived him or impressed she's been able to.
 
   "I had no idea", he continues. 
 
   Sash wonders whether he's guessed. They regard each other a moment, Sash utterly confused about what's going on. She doesn't know whether she needs to tell him, or whether she needs to worry about how he's reacting. In the end she doesn't say anything at all, and just sits there in her seat, her shoulders and cheeks going crimson red, which only serves to reinforce Dante's misguided beliefs even further. 
 
   "Why did you do it, Sash?" Dante asks, dark storms brewing in his eyes. 
 
   Her secret. And without her telling him, he knows. 
 
   "Did you think I didn't love you, was that it? You didn't trust me?"
 
   "I'm sorry, Dante", Sash blurts out. "I did it for us."
 
   "There might not be an us", Dante says. "Did you ever think about that?"
 
   "No", Sash says, shaking her head.
 
   For Dante, it's unclear whether she says it as a response to his question or for the real reason, which is as a denial to the prospect of them not being together.
 
   "This is the last thing that we need if you want us to be together", Dante says. "I thought I was clear on that." 
 
   "Please, don't say that. I love you, Dante. We can make this work."
 
   Dante swirls the dark liquid around in his glass, clattering the ice against the edges. Sash can tell he's pissed off. Maybe she's made a huge mistake. Maybe she should have aborted it. 
 
   "That wasn't your decision to make alone", Dante says. 
 
   "I'm sorry", Sash says. "I was going to tell you before, it's just, I never got the chance."
 
   "Yeah, right. You would have gone through with it anyway, wouldn't you, no matter what I did? That was your plan from the very start wasn't it? Your plan to make sure you got me."
 
   Sash shakes her head. She's up on her feet now, in front of Dante, trying to placate him. Dante shakes off her touch.
 
   "No, I promise", Sash says. "It wasn't like that."
 
   "I've done everything for you, Sash. I've been open and honest, and more than generous with my affection and my money. I don't know why you continue to distrust me, and which parts of "I love you", you don't seem to understand. This will ruin us, although it's too late to go back now, I suppose. You'll see what you've done when we get to New York and we have to deal with the shit storm. You saw it already this morning."
 
   Sash is confused again. She has no idea what the events of this morning have to do with their baby, unless he's talking about what happens after people find out.
 
   "Please, Dante", Sash says. "I thought you'd want this. Don't you think it's perfect?"
 
   "How is jeopardizing my career perfect?" Dante says. 
 
   "People will understand."
 
   "You have too much faith in people."
 
   "Yeah? And maybe you have too little."
 
   Dante finishes his drink and stares at the semi melted ice cubes, sat in the bottom of the glass like snowmen's bollocks. Sash uses the moment to close the distance between them again. She takes Dante's glass away, and he lets her do so, only because he thinks she might fill it up again for him. 
 
   "It'll be fine", Sash says, taking his hand in hers. 
 
   This is the father of her unborn child. This is Dante, her one true love. She has to know, she can't hold it in any longer. Sash takes his hand and places it against her belly, spreading out his fingers in a gesture that can mean only one thing. Dante's eyes go wide as it finally dawns on him.
 
   Sash looks up. 
 
   "Jason Walker is dead", she says. 
 
   "You're pregnant", Dante says, pulling his hand away. "Fuck, Sash, you're pregnant."
 
   He can see it now, he can see it so clearly he can't believe he didn't before. Her glow, her smile, everything about her. Dante stumbles back to his seat, overwhelmed by this new information. Sash watches him, keen to try and pick out sense in his reaction.
 
   "Did you hear what I said?"
 
   Dante is shaking his head, trying to come to terms with it. "You're pregnant. I can't believe you're pregnant. Do they know about this?"
 
   "Jason Walker is dead", Sash says again, ignoring his question.
 
   "Who is Jason Walker?" Dante asks angrily, trying his best to pretend not to know the name. 
 
   "Did you kill him?" Sash asks, exploding uncontrollably into fitful tears as she does so.
 
   It's the question that has been going around her head ever since she heard the news. One minute Dante has no idea who he is and the next minute he's dead. Is taking her virginity for the first time going to be responsible for ending his life? 
 
   Dante looks over to her like she's lost her mind. "Sash, what the hell are you talking about? Who is Jason Walker?"
 
   "Did you kill him because he took my virginity?"
 
   Dante is up now, trying to comfort his stepsister. Sash pushes him away, refusing to let him get in close until she's absolutely sure.
 
   "Is that why you asked me his name?"
 
   "Slow down a second, Sash", Dante says. "Jason Walker is the guy who took your virginity, and now he's dead?"
 
   Sash nods her head. Tears babble out of her eyes like water running through a fast flowing stream. She looks completely overwhelmed. 
 
   "And you think I had something to do with it?"
 
   "Did you?" Sash asks.
 
   "why would I do that?"
 
   "I don't know", Sash says. "Because I let him do something I didn't let you do."
 
   "Jesus Christ, Sash, I'm not a monster. You're talking about killing someone. Do you even realize what you are saying to me."
 
   "Please, Dante", Sash says. "Swear to me you had nothing to do with it."
 
   "Sash, look at me. Come here and look at me."
 
   Reluctantly Sash lets Dante get close enough to be able to hold her initially by the shoulders and then firmly under the chin. He tilts her head so she's looking up to him, directly into those magic, storm-filled eyes. 
 
   "I would never do anything like that."
 
   A long moment passes while Sash holds his gaze. Finally, she looks away and sighs heavily, the weight of her accusation already bearing back down on her. "Jesus, Dante, I'm sorry."
 
   Dante can't help but laugh. "Why would you think that?" he says. "Of all the crazy things."
 
   Now Sash lets him take her in his arms. "I don't know", she says, resting her head against his chest. "It's just, I told you his name two weeks ago, and now he's dead. Why did you even ask me his name?"
 
   Dante kisses the top of her head. "To know, Sash, that's all. To know."
 
   "I'm sorry", Sash says again.
 
   Dante smooths the hair over her ear. "I can't believe you are pregnant", he says.
 
   Now Sash giggles. She can't believe she thought her Dante was a killer. Just thinking it now makes it all seem so stupid.
 
   "Are you mad?" Sash asks. 
 
   "Yes", Dante says. "You should have told me earlier."
 
   "I know", Sash says, "I just couldn't ever find the right time."
 
   "You didn't have to tell the whole world, you know", Dante says, pulling away from her momentarily.
 
   Sash doesn't know initially what he's referring to. "This?" she says finally, putting her hand up to demonstrate it. "That wasn't me. I'm as shocked as you are."
 
   "That ransom note wasn't you?" Now Dante is confused. "If it wasn't you, who was it?"
 
   "I have no idea", Sash says, "but we should probably work out what we are going to say."
 
   Dante breaks away from Sash to refill his glass. If it wasn't Sash, and it wasn't Henry, who the fuck was it? 
 
   "You know I'm going to have to punish you", Dante says. "For telling me you were on the pill."
 
   Just the thought of it makes Sash's knees weak. For Dante, he can hardly believe his stepsister has deceived him. 
 
   "You took what wasn't yours", Dante continues, his back still to her. 
 
   She stole his seed and is carrying his baby. He'd never tell her, but the idea makes his cock tingle so much he might have to punish her right here on his private plane. She's even more devious than he is. The perfect couple. Whiskey fizzes over the ice cubes while Sash can't wait for her stepbrother to turn round to her. "That makes me very angry", he says.
 
   Now he turns around. Leaning up against the bar, he casually brings the glass to his mouth. The whiskey tastes peaty and warm as it slides down to his stomach. Sash holds her hands protectively over her belly. She feels weak in his presence, embarrassed by the way he knows she's looking at him. Her secret is out, and she's not sure if it's more dangerous now that it's in his hands or not. It's certainly more real.
 
   "Will you let me have it?" Sash says, unsure where the question has come from. 
 
   Dante lets a long moment pass before he answers. 
 
   "Let's see what happens in New York."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   They have no idea what they expect to find in the trunk of the car, or indeed whether they'll find anything there at all. However convincing the call that came in was, they get a handful of these every month that lead to nothing, so Officer Lopez, the senior of the two men tasked with finding out, is skeptical at best. 
 
   The newish model Ford is parked in the lower section of a central underground car parking site, half disguised by shadow. From the outside it just looks like any other car, but despite that, the two men approach slowly, with guns drawn, in the event that the whole thing is a ruse.
 
   There is just enough light to see through the windows, and a quick glance reveals nothing out of the ordinary. A coffee cup in the drinks holster, manuals stuffed in the glove compartment, a hi-vis jacket on the back seat. What would the car of a construction worker be doing with a hostage tied up in the back?
 
   Lopez nods to his partner and then nods to the trunk. Jones walks forward to try the catch, stepping back when he finds it locked. Lopez makes another signal. He balls his hand up into a fist and twists it silently against the air. Jones understands immediately. He heads back to the car, makes a strong fist and thumps twice on the metal. 
 
   The sound echoes around the concrete carport, spinning against the walls and disappearing up towards street level. The two officers wait for a response, but nothing comes. Jones places his ear to the metal lid to see if he can hear anything beyond it. If there is someone trapped inside, there is a chance he could already be dead.
 
   Jones shakes his head. Lopez shrugs his shoulders. The two men stand side by side, looking at the back end of the car, as if trying to work out how best to proceed. 
 
   They have no tools to open it up. When they caught the call they were the closest patrol car to the spot. The request was to check it out. As far as Lopez is concerned, he's done that. If there is someone in the back of the car, and they didn't respond to the pounding on the metal, which anyone within a hundred meters will have heard, he figures they must already be dead, and if they are already dead, it's not his problem. While he thinks about this, ready to pack his gun away and send it up the line, Jones has approached the car again, and found the front door to be unlocked. 
 
   He clicks it open and looks at Lopez. Lopez gives him a shake of the head that means the last thing he wants to do is open the trunk up and find a body cut into minute little pieces. He'd prefer to wait for someone else to do that so it doesn't spoil his lunch. Jones ignores his partner and proceeds instead. There is a catch to the right of the accelerator pedal that opens the trunk up when pressed. Jones makes sure his partner is prepared, which means he's stood at least five meters away from the trunk with his gun pointed directly at what might jump out of it, dead or alive, gets himself into a position from which he can quickly remove himself from and presses the release catch.
 
   The lid pops and the trunk yawns open a handful of inches. Jones quickly joins his partner, and the two men stand there for a moment guns held high. When they are sure the lid isn't going to lift itself any further on its own, and they've made absolutely sure that nothing is going to jump out of it, the look at each other, nod gravely and go to the car. Jones is a little more confident in matters like this, and here he is the man that begins to take charge. At the edge of the car, and with one hand on his gun, Jones lifts the lid. 
 
   Inside the trunk, amongst paint cans and assorted items of an industrial nature, curled up in a fetal ball, hands behind his back, legs bound and tape wrapped twice across his mouth is Henry. His skin is gray, his eyes are closed and there is absolutely no sign of movement. 
 
   "Fuck", Jones says.
 
   The two partners look at each other and then back to the stranger curled up in the back of the car. 
 
   "Do you think he's dead?" Lopez says.
 
   Jones holsters his gun and reaches out to touch the bare skin of Henry's arm. 
 
   "He's cold", Jones says. "Really cold."
 
   "I didn't ask you whether he was cold, I asked you whether he was dead", Lopez says. "Check his pulse."
 
   Lopez still has his gun pointed at Henry as though bound up and unresponsive is still cause to believe he's a threat. 
 
   Jones moves his hand up to Henry's neck, pushing insistently against the soft tissue to try to find a pulse. Lopez waits patiently, his own heart rate increasing so much both officers can hear it. 
 
   Jones looks at his partner gravelly and shakes his head. 
 
   "Nothing", he says. 
 
   Just then, Henry's eyes flash open, and he begins to wriggle about in the trunk violently, like a fish just pulled out of water. Lopez shits himself so much from the surprise, he drops his gun and a round fires off accidentally, ricocheting against a nearby column. 
 
   Lopez hurries after his pistol, ready to stick it in Henry's belly for causing him such a shock. Jones pulls away too, his gun gripped firmly in his hands. 
 
   When both of them realize that not only is Henry not dead, but that he doesn't pose either of them a threat, they holster their guns again and go to him. 
 
   Jones cuts the rope away from his arms and legs, and pulls him upright. With his hands free, Henry rips at the tape that has been covering his mouth, before gulping down large intakes of air and composing himself.
 
   "Am I pleased to see you fellas", Henry says, his arm rested casually on Lopez's shoulder. "I thought I was going to die without getting a final smoke."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Even though he wants to, Dante makes a point of denying Sash sex on the plane back to New York. She has deceived him and he wants to punish her, even if in doing so he ends up punishing himself. There is nothing more he would like to do then fuck her hard at ten thousand feet in the air, but Dante knows how powerful anticipation is, and besides which, he can't show he stepsister that she can get away with what she has done. He'll wait, and both of them will enjoy it more because of it.
 
   There have been so many revelations in the last twenty four hours, Dante can hardly keep up. He's going to be a father again, this time with Sash. It is another perfect element to their incredible story so far, even though he would never tell Sash he felt that way. He always wanted it, of course, even though he could easily have waited for a bit longer as well. If she's carrying his child, there is no way she'll want to fool around with anyone else. Just knowing that makes Dante's cock so rock hard it could pierce through lead. And it'll be their child together. A child with the only girl he has ever wanted to be with. Oliver will always be special, but the baby that Sash is carrying takes them to another level of commitment entirely. Not only has he taken her virginity, he's also impregnated her. If there was anything better in the world, Dante didn't know of it. 
 
   The revelation to the world about their affair is something much less appealing, that leaves a bad taste in his mouth. Dante still has no idea who is responsible, nor what to do about it. Judging by the strength of the images, it already seems too late to deny it. His only hope might be to create a larger story to act as an attention deflector, or embrace it, and hope for the best. Dante isn't the kind of person that usually hopes for the best, but in this situation he might have to. 
 
   The other more pressing matters are the death of Jason Walker, which Sash seems to have taken particularly to heart, and the abduction of her father, which she might see as a little excessive in order to maintain their privacy. He'll deal with that, of course, when they come to it. 
 
   The transfer through the airport is smooth enough. Through Alex, Dante has promised to give a press conference and answer all questions put to him by a selection of invited journalists, knowing the longer he leaves it to answer, demonstrates a much greater chance of guilt, but there are still a huge number who want to force the story out of him. They are there on the concourse, inside the terminal and surrounding his private car when he gets to it. Alex had suggested putting on a fleet to confuse them, but Dante didn't see the point, considering they knew exactly where he was going to end up anyway. 
 
   During all of this, Sash keeps one hand on her belly, the other firmly clasped in her stepbrother's hand, keeps her head down away from the camera lenses, and tries her best to do everything her stepbrother has asked of her.
 
   She had no idea it would be like this. Yes he's her stepbrother, but they are both consenting adults, and nothing they are doing is illegal. They are old enough, they love each other, so what exactly is the problem?
 
   Abbey's tried to call her almost a hundred times. She's had so many messages from friends, colleagues and acquaintances, she's had to give up reading them and delete them as soon as they come in. 
 
   Her facebook has exploded with posts, half of which have just been plain offensive, the other half a mixture of positive and negative messages and questions. The one person she hasn't heard from and doesn't know why, is her dad. 
 
   The car cuts quickly through the New York city streets pursued by a swarm of journalists on motorbikes that look like angry wasps. There are hundreds of people gathered outside Dante's obelisk, ready to shout or cheer him as soon as he steps out of the car. Alex watches the pandemonium from her penthouse office several stories above. Police have formed a cordon and are working hard to keep people under control. Journalists seem to have been given special priority and sit in a separated section to the side, their cameras poised. 
 
   Finally, Dante's private car arrives. Once outside, he ignores the chants that come towards him fiercely, and with his stepsister firmly in his grasp, he makes his way into his office. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   "Shares have plummeted", Alex says. "Actually, they've not just plummeted, they've fallen off the fucking chart completely."
 
   She's pacing up and down the room, high heels digging into the expensively laminated floor. There are pock marks all over from several years of doing the very same.
 
   "Five hundred million wiped off the value of Hix Industries. It's a fucking shit storm, Dante, how did you let this happen?"
 
   Sash can feel Alex eyeball her with a stare that would melt lead. Dante directs his gaze to Caulder, who is sat in a separate part of the office, filing his nails with an expensive looking, monogrammed emery board. 
 
   "I don't know, Caulder?"
 
   He shrugs, and with his arms out, he says, "I did my best."
 
   "You fucked up", Dante says, pointing a finger at him. 
 
   He swipes the air and turns the corners of his mouth up at the edges. It isn't quite a smile, not quite a snarl. It's an emotionless gesture at best. I'm not the one fucking my stepsister is something he'd like to say, and might do, if Sash wasn't present. 
 
   Alex ignores the two of them. "You could have paid a hundred of that and saved yourself this issue", she says. "You might still have to."
 
   "What does that mean exactly?" Dante asks.
 
   Alex pushes through the double doors, retrieves something from her desk and drops it into Dante's lap. Sash doesn't need to look more closely to see where the photos were taken, she recognizes the building immediately. 
 
   "Who sent these?"
 
   "Does it matter who sent them?" Alex snaps at her, before returning her attention to Dante. To her, Sash is nothing more than something rotten they've all trodden in. According to Alex, they wouldn't be in this mess if it wasn't for her. "The damage is done, Dante."
 
   "This is L.A", he says, as though just realizing it. "Who the fuck knew I was in L.A.?"
 
   "Everyone in this room, and everyone else you told about it", Alex says, as though it's obvious. "Does it matter? They want the same, otherwise they are threatening to publish those as well. The first one was a threat, Dante. A warning shot. This could topple you completely. Hymen reconstruction surgery? Fucking hell."
 
   "Careful, Alex", Dante warns, his voice showing the first strains of anger at her approach. "I don't employ you to comment on what I do in my private life."
 
   "No, you employ me to sort it out when everyone else does."
 
   There are so many photos, it's obvious it could be nothing else. Dante feels a sharp snap of irritation cut through him. These photos represent a personal invasion on his private life, and he wants someone to be punished for it. 
 
   "Caulder?" Dante asks.
 
   "Yeah", he says. "I know."
 
   Dante drops the photos on the empty seat to his right and relaxes back into the couch. Sash makes a point of putting her hand on his leg, doing it slowly and deliberately so Alex can see. 
 
   "Anyway, that's only one of the problems we have", Alex says. "The other is what you are going to do about this... problem."
 
   Her arms go up to indicate Sash as the intended recipient of her remark.
 
   "Hey", Sash says, angry she's being directly accusing of doing something wrong, and sick of sitting there and keeping quiet for the sake of her stepbrother.
 
   "It's a fuck up, Sash. Do you even have the slightest idea what you two being together does for Dante's worth?" Alex continues. 
 
   "I don't give a fuck what it does for Dante's worth", Sash says, biting at her. 
 
   "Yeah well he does", Alex bites back. "And I do too."
 
   Sash shakes her head in disbelief. Where does Alex get off talking to her like that, and why isn't her stepbrother defending her already? There is an uncomfortable silence that hangs in the air, the sound of the emery board rasping across Caulder's nails the only semblance of noise, other than Alex and Sash's tense breathing.
 
   "So, what are the options?" Dante asks, finally breaking the funk. 
 
   "Bury it", Alex snaps. "And do it quickly. Deny everything, and continue as normal."
 
   "That's not going to work", Sash says. She looks at her stepbrother. "Dante, tell her that's not going to work."
 
   "Five hundred million, Dante. Say it was a one off affair, that you regret it and you won't do it again."
 
   "Fuck you", Sash spits.
 
   Dante puts a hand on his stepsister's arm, just to cool her down. Sash misreads it as condescending, believing that if anyone should be calmed down it's definitely not her. 
 
   "And what about the images?" Dante says. 
 
   "They are out there now, Dante", Alex responds. "What isn't is you two. You can control that if you tell them there is nothing going on between you. We have investors, shareholders, businesses and projects all over the world. This is everything you own."
 
   "And these?", Dante says, holding up the new images. 
 
   "Pay them off", Alex says. "Pay them off, now. A hundred million dollars is nothing when you are talking about your whole empire, Dante. You should have done it in the first place and I have no idea why you didn't. You and I both know it makes sense. Caulder knows it makes sense."
 
   Caulder nods his head gently. 
 
   "Sash", Alex says, trying to reason with her. "This is bigger than you both."
 
   "Dante, for fuck sake", Sash says, her hand flat out and pointed accusingly at Alex. "Tell her. Tell her we are already in a relationship, and we don't give a fuck about what other people think about us."
 
   "Sash, wait one sec", Dante says. "I told you this would happen if they knew, it's important we make the right decision now to lessen the impact later on."
 
   Sash shakes her head, shocked that Dante of all people wouldn't immediately defend their love for one another, especially now their secret was out. 
 
   "Lessen the impact? Dante, we're not some kind of meteorite from space, threatening other people's lives. It's just you and me." She reaches over to take his hand. "We can't deny we are together, not now it's already out." 
 
   "You have to", Alex butts in. "And if you have any sense, Dante, you will."
 
   "And then what do you expect us to do?" Sash asks, keen to fight her corner. "I can't go back to being secret, not now."
 
   "Then go back to nothing at all", Alex remarks, and Sash's jaw drops open so far it nearly hits the floor. Undeterred, Alex continues. "This is not going to die down immediately, but your relationship, whatever it is beyond what it looks like here, which I have to admit isn't very much at all, will have to. After that, when enough time has elapsed, if that ever happens, I for one don't think it ever will, then you might have a chance again. But, if you ask me, I'd quit before you get anywhere near being serious. That's my personal and professional opinion."
 
   "Huh", Dante says. He regards his personal assistant for a while, his head cocked to the side like a dog. He has never been spoken to before in that way, and when all of this has died down he'll deal with Alex in the way she deserves. How dare she disregard his relationship with Sash and make comments about his private life, even if she feels her own position to be in danger because of it. Whether she is right or not, no one has earned the right to speak to him like that, especially not Alex. Sash can see the storm brewing in Dante's eyes, but she can't see him speaking up for her. She doesn't get it. Alex's increased pulse rate indicates that she knows she might have gone too far with her comments. Stubbornness, however, means she won't retract them, nor change her stance either. 
 
   "Is there no other way?", Dante says, happy to continue to play the passive role, like a predator playing dead, waiting for the propitious moment to strike. 
 
   "What other way?" Alex asks. 
 
   She refuses to sit down. Half of the time she stands in front of Dante and Sash, leering down at them both, the other half propped against his desk, her arms folded angrily. She's the only one of the four of them who has refused to take a seat to deal with the matter calmly. 
 
   Sash doesn't know why her stepbrother is deferring to this woman. It's almost as if he likes making her angry, or just likes the game of trying to work out how to solve the problem they've both been handed. Whatever it is, she doesn't like it. This morning her stepbrother was stressed out and distant, now he seems completely relaxed and almost in his element. It's almost as if he's already made up his mind what to do, and this is just the game that's necessary to play in order to get them there. A fucking detective in the sum up, leading his suspects into the frame.
 
   "Make a bigger story", Dante says, his arms up and his eyes sparkling.
 
   "Bigger than this? Impossible. You need a natural disaster, and even that's not going to help you. You are one of the richest people in America. People know you. People want to be you, and a lot of people want to hurt you. This is huge. Aliens would have to take over and reduce everything to dust to make this even think about going away. The pope would have to fuck the Queen of England for you to get out of this fucking hole."
 
   Dante regards her again. He likes her passion, it was one of the reasons he employed her in the first place. He'll miss that. Even on her dark skin he can she a hint of red where her collar meets her shirt. Out of her depth, like a Yorkshire terrier yapping at a great Dane. 
 
   "And if we admit it. If I stand there and admit that Sash and I are in a relationship, and we're not doing anything wrong, what then?" Dante says. 
 
   Finally he's defending us, Sash thinks. She reaches over and grabs his hand again, but although he lets her sit it in her lap and stroke it affectionately, he won't take his gaze off Alex. 
 
   "Are you fucking serious?" she says, one hand on her hip, the other hanging loosely by her side.
 
   "Stop being so dramatic and answer the question, Alex. What is the worst case scenario?"
 
   Her eyes go wide. She cannot believe that Dante is being this stupid. To her, the answer is obvious. "Career suicide", she says finally. "You say that, what you've just said right now, you are fucked for the rest of your life. Bye bye private jets and thousand dollar lunches, bye bye credit cards and holidays to California at a moments notice. Bye Bye Hix industries forever. And if you are seriously considering that, you are not the Dante Hix I know."
 
   Silence spreads throughout the office again. You could hear a pin drop as Alex and Dante regard each other. Sash wants her stepbrother to look at her but he's quite deliberately choosing not to. Even Caulder has stopped filing his nails to look, for a rare occasion, directly at his boss and his colleague.
 
   Dante is the first to look away. He takes his hand away from Sash and adjusts himself in his seat.
 
   "Well that's that then, isn't it?" he says, his palms up defensively. "I guess that leaves me with no choice."
 
   Sash turns to him, just to make sure she's heard him right. 
 
   "Are you serious?" she says, her blood about to boil over. "You're going to do what she says, you're going to deny that we're together? That we ever were?"
 
   Now Dante turns to her. 
 
   "Sash", he says, pinching her chin. "I'm going to do the only thing I can."
 
   Sash shakes herself away from him, swatting his hand away when he puts it up again. 
 
   "You're going to put your fucking business ahead of our relationship? I can't believe I'm hearing this, Dante. After everything that we've been through, after everything that I've done for you." Her hands go back to her belly. "After this? I thought I knew you."
 
   Alex towers over them with her arms folded smugly. As far as she is concerned, she's won. "I'll notify the press", she says confidently, before striding back out to her desk. 
 
   Tears are running freely from Sash's swelling eyes, rolling and tumbling across her cheeks.
 
   "Sash, please", Dante says. "It's going to be ok."
 
   He tries to touch her, but she pulls herself away quickly. A moment later, she's up on her feet. 
 
   "Sash, where are you going?"
 
   "I don't know you", she says, shaking her head. "I don't know you at all." 
 
   A second later, she's flashed past Alex, who isn't even bothered enough to look up to her, and is halfway down the stairs before Dante is even out of his seat. In Alex's office, he stares at the main door, yawning at his stepsister's absence. 
 
   "Don't", he says to Alex, when he sees her about to say something. 
 
   Back in his office, he closes the double doors, flops back down into the sofa, sighs heavily and begins to pull his tie off. 
 
   "What the fuck are you looking at?", he says angrily to Caulder. 
 
   "Can you book me a flight to L.A.?", Caulder asks. "I have a feeling I know who did it."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Sash has no idea where she is going. All she knows is she needs to get away. She takes the stairs two at a time, falling into a rhythm that helps her send everything that has happened in the last few hours, to the very back of her mind. If she doesn't think about it, she can't let it affect her. Jason Walker, her pregnancy, the stepbrother she thought she knew. None of it matters if she's just Sash, dancing down the stairs, running to get away.
 
   There is a moment of silence as she bursts through the double doors to Dante's granite black office tower, when the stationed security guards, the row of police and the half a dozen camera wielding journalists collected outside look at her with a shared expression of confusion. This is not at all what they expected to see.
 
   In her haste to leave, Sash had forgotten completely that they would be there. With everything else going on, it hadn't even crossed her mind. Outside now, faced with an impenetrable wall of people trapping her exit, she feels like she has no where left to turn. She can't go back inside, and the crowd in front of her looks like the last thing it wants to do is part and let her through. 
 
   Finally, a snap second after the penny drops, they realize it's her. It's Sash, the woman at the center of all of this. Cameras flash and journalist barge each other out of the way to try and get as close to her as possible. 
 
   "Is it true? Look at me. Is it about money? Are you in love? Where is Dante?" The questions mash together and form an incoherent reticulation of noise that leaves Sash hollow and desperate. Everywhere she turns there is a camera pointed at her, or a finger of accusation, or a placard registering disgust. The security guards don't know what to do, the police either. One of them radios up to the office above, just to see if this is some kind of publicity stunt they haven't yet been advised of. They all wonder if Dante will burst out of the still swinging doors behind her, as though the building itself is giving birth to its celebrity owner, and save her. Sash doesn't know where to turn. Everything is a whirling chaos of lights and noise she can't even begin to imagine how to take control of. She's on the edge of being consumed by it, ready to sit down and let it swallow her and her baby up, until there is nothing left but a pair of footprints slowly dissolving in the post cataclysmic wind, when out of the blurred confusion that sounds her, comes a distinct and familiar voice.
 
   "Sash."
 
   Before she can see who it is, a hand goes under her arm, while the other stays extended out in front of her, both to clear the path in front and force back overeager cameramen. Sash no longer has control of her body, but when she finally sees who does, she is both surprised, and extremely happy to see her. 
 
   Abbey glares at the police officers who stand and watch as though observing a curious example of contemporary street theater. None of them seem to know how to deal with what's going on. Eventually they understand that Abbey isn't so much as stealing Sash away, but doing everything to save the poor girl from a mauling at the hands of both journalists and fervent members of the general public, and finally step in to help, forming a protective barrier either side to push people back to where they belong, and chaperone the two girls back to Abbey's car. 
 
   Sash is so overwhelmed by what's going on, she can barely form words necessary to describe or control her situation. Instead, with heart racing and eyes wide, she just lets Abbey take control - like she has done before on a number of occasions - and save her from a situation she would otherwise have let completely debilitate her. 
 
   Once in the car, the hood up and the windows sealed, Abbey slams her Manolo Blahnik down on the accelerator. In another moment, and if she wasn't looking up past the crowd outside to the office on the top of the tallest building in New York, where she knows Dante will be sat, planning the demise of their relationship the moment after taking her virginity, she might have recognized the shoes. 
 
   With the back wheels spinning noisily against the tarmac, they zoom off as quickly as the car will allow them, several members of the general public left on the floor in their wake, having had to dive quickly out of the way to avoid them.
 
   Behind, some journalists decide to take to motorbikes, in order to follow Abbey's car, while others decide to wait, hoping Dante will be the next to burst unexpectedly through the doors. 
 
   Sash has her hands held protectively over her belly, while Abbey weaves expertly in and out of traffic, one eye on her best friend, the other on the road ahead. She can see the journalists swarming in behind her, but she's a better driver and her car is a lot faster. Two of them she loses by jumping through traffic lights, another she sends in a different direction by turning late at an intersection, and the six or so others she leaves for dust as they exit the city and take to the freeway. 
 
   In all that time, Sash still hasn't moved her hands away from her belly, she hasn't stopped weeping silently, and she hasn't spoken. With a little bit more time to concentrate on her now the chaos has been left behind, and more than concerned by her best friend's appearance, Abbey decides to break the silence.
 
   "Are you ok, Sash?"
 
   Sash struggles to find the words to respond. Instead, all she seems like she can do at the moment is cry, communicate in little nods or shakes of the head and try to control her breathing. Abbey sweeps her hand through Sash's hair, tucking the waviness behind one ear. She's seen her friend hurt a number of times before, but nothing on this scale. 
 
   "I'm going to take you home, ok?"
 
   Sash nods and looks away. She's ashamed that her best friend is seeing her like this again. She's embarrassed that Abbey knows about her and Dante, and that what she knows is what the papers have decided to publish and not the truth. If she had enough energy to tell her the real story she would, and she's angry with herself that she can't even bring herself to begin to think about how to start. Abbey is the first person she wanted to know, but definitely not in this way. Like this it feels like the worst kind of deception. 
 
   She's staring at it for a long while, not even knowing what it is until it angrily dawns on her. Fifteen minutes from the city and there it still is like a thorn in her side, Dante's long black tower piercing the sky above like a poisonous needle from earth. 
 
   "He's a fucking liar", Sash says finally. "A fucking worthless piece of shit liar."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   There are journalists as close to the house as they can get. 
 
   "Fucking animals", Abbey comments. When they get close enough, she leans out of the window to berate them within ear shot. "Go and get a real job. Go on, fuck off and find another story, there isn't one here."
 
   Henry's on the doorstep drinking a cup of coffee, and as Abbey pulls the car alongside the house, he waves at Sash. If Sash was looking at his waving hand and not the comforting familiarity of his face, she'd notice the lightly tarnished rope bind marks on his wrists.
 
   Just to have him look at her, his sweet smile, his caring eyes, she feels a hollow in her stomach like someone's carved out her soul. She doesn't know why, but she feels like she's done something wrong, like she's just confessed to a heinous crime or admitted a catalog of wrongdoing, even though neither Abbey on the car journey over, nor the look her dad is still giving her would make her feel that way. 
 
   If anything, what she should feel is acceptance, and the horrible thing is that because they are giving it to her, it almost makes her feel worse. They know about her and Dante, everyone does. That news has negatively affected their lives and now she needs to explain both what happened in the first instance, and why now she's on her own and not by his side. More than the sense of feeling like she's just confessed to a heinous crime, she feels like she is about to, and everyone else is happy because they already know what's coming, ready to point the accusatory finger and say, "I told you so."
 
   "Moving back home?" Henry says when Sash is up alongside him. 
 
   "Thinking about it", she says back, her eyes jammed up with tears. 
 
   "Hello, Sash."
 
   "Hello, Dad."
 
   There is nothing like the feeling of coming back home. Her bedroom may be an office, the other one may remind her so much of her stepbrother it hurts just to think about it, but her dad is here, Tracy is here, Ghost is here and so are all of her memories. 
 
   There is a tense silence while Henry observes his daughter, while he rubs the tears away from her cheek with a tobacco stained thumb, while Tracy stands in shadow by the sink unsure how to begin, and Abbey wonders whether now she's brought their daughter home, whether she should be here at all.
 
   "I didn't know you were in California?" Tracy says, when too much time has passed and she can't cope with the discomfort.
 
   "I wanted to call-", Sash begins, welling up again in the process and unable to finish her sentence. 
 
   Henry puts his hand on her shoulder. "Hey", he says. "There's no need for that. You're home now. Listen, you don't need to explain anything to us, seriously. If you want to talk about what's going on, that's absolutely fine, but if you don't, that's fine with us too. This is your house as much as it is ours and there are no judgments here. You're our daughter and we love you, whatever you do."
 
   Sash feels completely useless. She feels like she's spent the last hour doing nothing but crying. 
 
   "If you need us, any of us, we are here to listen. Ghost too." Ghost's ears prick up. "He may not look it, but he's the best listener of all." Now Henry leans in to whisper into Sash's ear. "Just don't tell my wife."
 
   Sash can't help but laugh a little at that. Her dad always has the capacity to make her feel better. 
 
   "How long have they been out there?" Sash asks, already feeling a little better. 
 
   "All day so far", Tracy says. "I've called the police but the said they can't do anything if they're not on our property."
 
   "Fucking animals", Abbey says again.
 
   "Thank you, Abigail", Tracy comments. 
 
   Abbey shrugs. "It's what they are", she says. "you should have seen them at Dante's office tower."
 
   Sash turns to her. "Thank you, by the way. I didn't say it before, you know, for being there."
 
   "Sure", Abbey says with a smile. "You looked like you needed rescuing."
 
   "How did you know where to find me?"
 
   "Didn't I tell you I've always got your back? That and I've been glued to the TV since the story broke. This is better than Game of Thrones. Where else was I going to be?!"
 
   "Abbey", Henry warns her, unsure how sensitive his daughter will be to the mention of her stepbrother.
 
   Abbey continues undeterred. "I had no idea you'd come flying out of those doors, but when I saw you in the middle of all that chaos, you know, swamped by those people with placards and banners and, by the way, did you see some of the sizes of those lenses, I mean talk about compensating, well I had to rescue you. Super Abbey to the rescue! So, it was like that, I guess."
 
   "Thank you", Sash says, more happy than she thought she would be to see her best friend. 
 
   "No problem", Abbey says. Sash knows the look she is giving her means "you better tell me more though, otherwise I'm disowning you."
 
   Sash has her father's hand in hers. Against her soft skin his fingers feel rough, and shredded. She doesn't remember them being this coarse, but then it may have been a while since she's held them. 
 
   "Are you hungry?" Tracy asks. 
 
   "No, thank you", Sash responds. "I think I'm going to rest for a while. It's been quite a busy day already."
 
   There is another awkward silence while the four of them stand about like marionettes who have just become self aware. 
 
   "Well I guess that's it", Henry says after a while. "Welcome back home sweetie, you know, again. Come down when you are ready to eat."
 
   "Thanks Dad", Sash says, and this time, when he lifts the coffee cup to his mouth, she sees the red lines that mark the skin by his wrist. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Upstairs, back in Dante's room, simply because there is nowhere else she can go, she flops on the bed like a complete and utter failure, while Abbey lies down alongside her. This isn't the first time they've done this together, and Sash is more appreciative than she is able to demonstrate that it is clear that despite what has happened they are likely to do it again. Abbey has always been there for her, and in the light of this recent revelation, a declaration that has already lost her a handful of her less open minded friends, it is an incredible feeling not only to have her support, but feel like she doesn't owe her anything. 
 
   Her father and Tracy are the same. They could easily have freaked out about it, but neither one have given her any impression that what they have done is wrong. Not only that, it seems as though neither of them are all that surprised by the news. Even though she's not asking, Sash feels like she owes Abbey. She owes her parents too, but talking to them is much more difficult, and she knows it will come only when it needs to, at another time in the future. Abbey is her best friend and she deserves to know the truth. The secrets, the lies and everything else in between.
 
   While Sash does just that, the words flowing out of her as easily as the tears as soon as she gets going, and Abbey sits alongside her or opposite, or cross legged or reenacts the dance and the very first kiss until Sash pulls her back to the bed and the two girls giggle conspiratorially, Sash finally able to feel the weight lifting of carrying around a secret with her for so long, Tracy looks at her husband sat down at the long pine table he's had for longer than either of their children have been alive, a chaos of intricate metal pieces spread out on an old newspaper in front of him, of a mechanical jigsaw that refuses to come together, and can't keep it in any longer.
 
   "Are you going to tell them?", Tracy asks, the first time she's had a chance to do so in the chaos of the day, wet hands from the sink wrapped briefly in a tea towel to the side, mostly to just do something with them. 
 
   Henry sighs. "I'm fine", he says. "You can see I'm fine. That's the main thing."
 
   "That's not the point", Tracy insists. "She should know. She has to know."
 
   Henry turns in his chair to face his wife. "We don't even know-" he begins and then hangs his head, cutting the sentence short. "It's none of our business."
 
   "Don't let me see you regret it", Tracy says. "I mean it Henry, that boy is dangerous."
 
    
 
   Abbey can't believe what she's hearing. Six years and she had no idea. How could she be Sash's best friend and not know such a huge secret. Dante was the douche that ran away, which kind of figures really, with the very latest twist to the story. The billionaire that wants to put the business before everything else. Her very own stepbrother. 
 
   "You could have told me, you know?" Abbey's not angry, she's just gutted to have missed out on something for so long, like being the last person to find out about a TV series everyone else has been watching. 
 
   "I wanted to tell you", Sash says, holding Abbey's hand now. Finally the tears have stopped. Finally she's cried herself numb. "I just couldn't. I didn't know how you would react, and then it came and went and we were over. This. Dante and I, it's just so recent, and now it's over again. I can't believe it."
 
   "I can't believe it either", Abbey agrees. "You know, doing all of that for you, and then doing what he did to you, and now this. It fucking sucks. I mean what a douche. He's hot as hell, and I'm so jealous right now over what you two lovebirds have done together, right here in this fricking bed, but seriously, what a douche ball."
 
   "He just wanted to take my virginity, that was all", Sash says, the words so ridiculous she almost has to laugh. "It was all about that. Giving me my virginity so he could take it back. Nothing else mattered to him."
 
   "That's fucked up", Abbey says. "I mean, I knew Dante was weird, but that's fucked up."
 
   "That's Dante for you", Sash says. "That's the guy I want to spend the rest of my life with. That's the father of my unborn child, the man I can't stop thinking about, even now."
 
   "And Jason Walker?"
 
   Sash looks away from Abbey for a moment. When she looks back, Abbey is still wearing the same face of mock horror.
 
   "Dante had nothing to do with that", Sash says. "Jason Walker drowned. I saw it on the news this morning. He was drunk, went skinny dipping and got swept out with the tide. It was an accident."
 
   "It's a hell of a coincidence."
 
   "It's a coincidence, Abbey. Dante may be a class A jerk-hole, but he's not a murderer."
 
   "I can't work him out", Abbey says. "He tells you he loves you, and then he does all of this shit that clearly means that he doesn't."
 
   "I know. I can't work him out either. I guess I never will. I mean I've been trying for so long. I thought it was me."
 
   "It isn't you. Your stepbrother is a freak."
 
   Sash can feel herself welling up again. 
 
   "I love him, Abbey. He may be a freak and he may treat me like shit, but I love him. I can't stop loving him. I'm broken."
 
   "Oh, Sash. You're not broken, don't say that."
 
   "It's not fair", Sash complains. "It's not fair for him to do this to me. This fucking bullshit."
 
   "I know."
 
   "What am I going to do? I don't even know if I've done the right thing. I mean, he has a point. We can't go outside because of this, you've seen them hanging around out there like a pack of wolves. If it wasn't for you, I wouldn't have even made it here."
 
   "He's putting his business before you", Abbey argues. "That should tell you all you need to know about his priorities. Look, Sash, I know you love him, but he needs to demonstrate to you that he loves you too, and that means showing you that you are the most important thing in the world to him."
 
   "Dante will never do anything that will destroy his reputation and jeopardize his career."
 
   "Then maybe you need to do it on his behalf", Abbey says. "If you talk to the press and give them your side of the story, then Dante won't have a choice."
 
   "It'll ruin him", Sash says. 
 
   "So what. If he truly loves you, it won't matter."
 
   "And what if he doesn't?"
 
   "Then at least you'll know, you'll be able to move on and you'll have given him what he deserves for what he's done to you. You can't help the way you feel about him Sash, but if he doesn't truly feel the same way, then you need to cut him loose as quickly as possible no matter how much it hurts so to do it. If he doesn't love you, and he refuses to be there for you and your baby, then all he amounts to is dead weight."
 
   Abbey puts her hand on Sash's belly while she lets the weight of her comments sink in. After a while and to shift the subject to something more positive she says. "I knew there was something different about you, even before you went to L.A."
 
   Sash closes her hand around her best friends, happy too that the subject has been changed. Could she go to the press, do an interview and hope to win him back like that? Or would it only serve to push him further away. If Dante denies what they have together, where does that leave the three of them? What good is a relationship if it has to be so secret they have to virtually lock themselves inside for fear of the repercussions? That would be like living in a prison. Living in denial. Does she really want that? And anyway, now that they know, the press will be stuck to both of them like glue. 
 
   As far as she can see it, it's either a complete and total declaration of acceptance of their relationship, regardless of the consequences, or nothing at all. And nothing at all means no Dante and Sash together, no happy families and a world full of tears and broken dreams that will never be able to be put back together again. It's a fucking shit choice. Either she speaks up and risks losing Dante, or she doesn't and she risks never being able to see him again. That's if he wants to anyway, of course. For all she knows, Dante has completely used her. Now that he's got what he wants, he's decided to get rid of her. It was Abbey's arm under hers at the tower block to rescue her, not Dante, and if she means so much to him, where is he now? She doesn't want to think about it anymore. Once again, her stepbrother has made her feel like running away and the earth swallowing her up are the only two viable options.
 
   "You won't be able to feel it kick you know", Sash says. "They don't do that for another few months at least."
 
   Abbey takes her hand away. Really, Sash doesn't even look pregnant. If she hadn't been told, she wouldn't know. Sure she has a glow, but people have glows for a number of different reasons. It could be that she's just in love. 
 
   "You know, I can't believe you are pregnant. I mean, I totally wasn't expecting that. Ok, so I suppose I wasn't expecting the hymen reconstruction, nor the fact that Dante already has another kid as well, but this is, like, way out there. I mean, you've got a little thing growing inside you!"
 
   "I know", Sash says, suddenly feeling immensely proud, a tiny little bit embarrassed and very scared all at the same time. "Nobody knows that either", she adds. "Only me, you and Dante."
 
   "My lips are sealed", Abbey says, performing the corresponding action to indicate that fact. "Your dad is going to freak when he finds out though. I mean, I'm still freaking out. About everything."
 
   Sash lowers her eyes. "I know, me too."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Dante stands by the window in a brand new suit, the last swallow of a limited edition Skye island whiskey in his hand, looking at the enormous crowd that has gathered below. When Alex comes into his office to cough nervously and tell him what he already knows, he takes a deep breath, sinks the golden liquid and turns towards her. 
 
   "Lets go", he says, the corner of his lips turned up into a smile and a storm already brewing in eyes that a thousand women have fought to lose themselves in. 
 
   This is a God about to greet his people. This is a movie star about to come face to face with a million adoring fans. This is Dante Hix, the billionaire owner of Hix Industries, who will do anything to keep things that way. 
 
   The elevator journey to the lower floor is taken in silence. This press conference could have been conducted anywhere, but Dante didn't see the reason for having it anywhere else but the ground on which he has built his empire. If Alex had her way, she would have insisted on a script, several pre-agreed questions and a time limit. Dante being Dante, cocky and confident, what they are actually about to involve themselves in is nothing like that. He's refused a scriptwriter, has indicated that he will answer any question that are put to him, by journalists or civilians, and will not leave until he is satisfied that his message has been communicated and understood. They are both of the agreement that Sash not being by his side is a perfect way to demonstrate what he is about to say. 
 
   News channels from across the state have gathered, and the press conference is going to be broadcast in over a hundred and sixty countries across the world by over thirty network stations. Almost a million people have gathered outside Hix tower, and a thousand times that amount, including Sash, her father and Tracy, are sat watching at home, waiting for the controversial billionaire to appear. If Sash was going to get dumped on live TV, three times the population of America watching, she wanted to be in the audience to hear it. Like that, at least, she could start to get on with her life. 
 
   Dante straightens his tie. He checks his hair in the wall mirror. The numbers count down. Finally the doors whoosh open, and immediately, even through the thick glass of a double layer of entrance doors, the crowd can be heard screaming for him. 
 
   As the two of them walk towards the wall of noise, and just before they leave the office tower and throw themselves into it, Dante leans over to Alex. She can feel him there even before he speaks, and expects him to utter words of encouragement, or perhaps even tell her to cancel the whole thing completely. Instead, his mouth so close to her ear he could bite her earlobe if he wanted to, he says - his voice firm and filled with menace - "After this is over, you're fucking fired."
 
   Alex feels like someone has just kicked a hole through her chest. She looks up to him to see if he's joking, but he doesn't look back to her. Instead, his head held high and his arm raised to wave at the crowd, he pushes through the entrance doors alone, and moves confidently to the pre-constructed lectern. 
 
   A moment later, a flustered Alex is by his side. Even though she's just as tall as her former boss, next to him she looks like she's wilting. The crowd don't care who she is, they've come to see Dante, and hear the story from the horse's mouth. The crowd bays, hungry for information. Some hold placards of support, others hold placards of hatred. There are boos and insults and words thrown from the crowd that mash together and lose their sense completely. Dante smiles at them as though he's about to make an Oscar's acceptance speech and this is a standing ovation for his winning role. Cameras flash and journalists jostle each other for the best position. Alex tries her best to look confident, even though she feels like dying inside. The world waits with baited breath. Sash sits on the edge of her stepbrother's bed, her hands hugged tightly around her. Eventually, after what seems like an eternity, the crowd finally settle down. 
 
   Dante taps the microphone. 
 
   "Hello", he begins, his voice hooked up to a huge stack of speakers that spread it all over New York and almost as far away as where Sash is sat watching. "Thank you for coming."
 
   The crowd erupts in a wave of noise. From where Dante is stood he can't tell what is a cheer and what is a boo, and he couldn't care less either way. Up on his podium, he looks like a newly elected president giving his first national address, although Dante feels way more important than that. Sash stares at the deflated figure of Alex and knows she should be there standing in her place instead. Her stepbrother looks incredible in his suit, but he'd look incredible in anything he decided to wear. If he stood there in Bermuda shorts and tie-dyed vest top he'd still be the best looking and most appealing man in the room, and the room in this instance, at least as far as Sash is concerned, isn't just New York or even America, it's the whole damn world.
 
   When the crowd finally settle down enough to allow him to talk, Dante continues."My name is Dante Hix, and I am the CEO and owner of Hix industries and several other companies across the world. I have investments in gentleman's clubs, casinos, property, technology and telecoms, software, hardware, oil, mining and travel."
 
   There are more outbursts from the crowd, but this time they last less time. 
 
   "My net worth is valued at forty billion dollars. According to Forbes magazine, I'm the tenth richest man in the world, and the youngest of the top thirty five. I began my career with a small inheritance from my father which allowed me to begin my computer programming company at twenty one. At twenty four I was a billionaire."
 
   Sash seethes at the TV, her finger hovering over the standby button on the remote control, ready to turn it off as soon as it gets too much. The crowd murmur while Dante pauses, letting them take his words in. 
 
   "In short", he says. "I'm a big fucking deal, and I've got a hell of a lot to lose."
 
   He sees it almost as soon as it is thrown, deciding to duck at the very last minute to make his escape look all that more spectacular, so the lanced egg breezes past and explodes impressively against the glass doors behind him. Undeterred, Dante continues, while the police work hard to settle down the crowd. 
 
   "Sash", Dante says, looking directly down the barrel of one of the cameras in front of him and instantly he appears on the huge screens that have been hung either side of the stage against the enormity of the black tower behind him. Across town, in the house that they both grew up in, his stepsister's heart stops dead as soon as she hears her name. 
 
   There is a silence that descends on the group now, a general sensation that they have reached the climax of the story and will either hear the confession in full from the main suspect, or an out and out denial. Cameras flash like crazy. Police push people back from the metal cordon, and at the center of it all, the eye of the storm, the corner of Dante's lips curl up into a smile. "I hope you are listening to this, Sash, because you of everyone here needs to know what this has done to me."
 
   The whole world waits, on the very edge of their seat. 
 
   "What this will do to me." he continues. "What this means to me, and what I'm going to lose trying to keep it."
 
   "Fucking ass-hole", Sash shouts at the TV, loud enough that Henry and Tracy, also watching Dante's address, can hear her from downstairs. 
 
   "Sash", Dante says again, addressing her directly. "All of this. The billions of dollars, the several businesses, the clubs, the companies, my whole life, it means nothing at all if it doesn't have you in it."
 
   There is a collected intake of air that sounds like a rocket ship firing up. What starts as a murmur ends up as a rolling wall of noise directed straight at Dante. Did they hear him right? Did they misunderstand? Is it a trick or a double bluff?
 
   "I love you, Sash", Dante continues. "I always have. Fuck this. Fuck all of this."
 
   Sash watches him step away from the podium. She can't believe what she's hearing. She's stood in front of the TV now, trying to get as close to Dante as she can, the remote control long since thrown to the side, one of the batteries still spinning, yet to come to a rest. 
 
   "I don't care who knows about us. I don't care who we upset or what we lose. If people want to hate us for being in love, so what. So fucking what. Sash and I are bigger than all of this."
 
   Dante is walking off the stage and towards the crowd, and Alex is just looking at him with her mouth open, wondering whether she's heard him right. The cameramen struggle to keep with him, and when one trips, another one takes his place so anyone watching at home has to quickly shift channel. The noise from the crowd is insane, it's almost impossible to hear him. Sash doesn't need the volume though. She's stared long enough at those lips to be able to read what he's saying, just from the movement. 
 
   "I almost lost her once, I'm not prepared to do it again", Dante says, and then just before he drops the microphone, climbs the barrier and loses himself in the crowd, he shouts, loud enough for anyone across the world to hear, "Sash, I'm coming for you and our baby."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
    
 
   Somehow he fights his way through the crowd and finds his way to his car. Somehow, by some incredible miracle, that car is then led away from downtown New York by an escort of camera trucks and network broadcast vans all intent on filming the continuing story. In front of him, carving through the gathered crowd lead six of the city's best mobile news reporters, six more behind to sandwich him in and close the road up again like a zip as they escape. 
 
   They take him out to the freeway in a chain, where Dante pushes his way to the front, all the power under the bonnet of his car to leave them for dust, but happy to have them trail him. He wants the whole world to see this and there is absolutely nothing he would do to stop that. It was always going to be Sash, and the narcissist in Dante wanted it to be done this way. Fuck his business, he'd make another. There was nothing about what he had that was indispensable, except for Sash. The camera trucks hog the two lanes behind Dante with three helicopters in the air above them, recording footage that looks like a bunch of undercover cops trailing a suspect. 
 
   Sash can hardly move for nervous excitement. On her screen, Dante is driving the route she has taken hundreds of times, out from the city and towards her house. Towards the house they grew up in together, and the one she stands in now, like a nervous wreck. Half of her can't believe what's going on. The other half doesn't want to, just in case it's another cruel trick. It isn't though, and she knows it. Dante has chosen. He's given up his business so they can be together. He's chosen her. 
 
   When the car pulls into the drive, Sash is still watching it on the TV in Dante's room, trapped in a weird bubble where fantasy meets reality. She can hear the roar of engines behind her like Dolby surround sound. When Dante gets out of the car, and she sees him, first on the TV screen and later through the window, she finally feels a whole world awaken inside her, and she can't wait to go to him. 
 
   Dante waits patiently, three rows of camera lenses behind him all clamoring for space, while his stepsister bounds down the stairs, two steps at a time. She moves so quickly, she doesn't even notice her dad and Tracy, who have risen from their seats in shock, nor Ghost, who she almost trips over as she speeds through the kitchen. With the cord of her dressing gown trailing behind her, Sash hurries to him, throwing the front door open so quickly the glass almost smashes out of the frame as she powers through it.
 
   Her heart stops when she sees him, stood there casually waiting, sixteen cameras in behind him, broadcasting the story across the world to almost a billion viewers. 
 
   She's crying and she can't help it. Crying and laughing, completely overwhelmed by emotion. She's about to say something but it just won't come out. She doesn't even know how to begin. It was here, six years ago that she first saw him. Dante Hix, the most beautiful, most complicated man in the world. 
 
   "Hello, Sash", Dante says, and just to hear him say her name breaks her. She runs to him, and while a whole world watches, not a single person with a dry eye, he gathers her into him. 
 
   "I said all along you could trust me", Dante says, his arms around her tightly. "I love you, Sash. I always will."
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   After Dante broadcasts news of their relationship and their forthcoming baby across the world and answers as many questions as he considers to be acceptable, he asks the journalists to respect their privacy, takes Sash by the hand and leads her back inside the house. There, still in shock at the news of their pregnancy, stand Tracy and Henry, who look at their progeny with barely concealed concern.
 
   "Pregnant?" Tracy says finally, the word too hot to keep inside. "With a baby?"
 
   A silence descends on them. Until now, Sash had forgotten they didn't know. She looks to Tracy, over to her father and finally up to Dante. Dante squeezes her hand to tell her it's ok.
 
   "We'll speak about this later", he says firmly. "Sash and I need to talk in private first. We have a few things we need to catch up on, and iron out. Believe me, we are just as shocked as you are."
 
   "But-" Tracy begins to say, her head still shaking in disbelief, before Henry grabs her wrist to cut her off.
 
   "Take as long as you need", he says. "Congratulations, the both of you, we are very proud of you two."
 
   "Thank you, Henry", Dante says. "Thank you for being so understanding."
 
   As Dante advances towards the stairs, keen to get on with what he came here to do, Henry and Tracy take a step back to let them through. 
 
   "Don't wait up", Dante advises, just before they climb the stairs. "We may be some time."
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   As soon as they are back in Dante's room, the door closed tight and the curtains pulled across to shut the whole world out, Sash can't keep her hands off him. She's angry with him for the way he made her feel today, but she knows there will be plenty of time for him to make it up to her. The most important thing is that he came back to her, and that he's here now to stay. He finally put her first and demonstrated his love, and nothing else turns her on more. 
 
   Dante smiles as he pulls Sash into him and spreads kisses across her shoulders and neck. 
 
   "A few things to catch up on?" Sash asks, losing herself in him. 
 
   Dante pushes the dressing gown off her shoulders insistently, so it gathers up around her feet like a sleeping cat. "I told you I was going to punish you", Dante says. 
 
   Sash squirms in his arms. She can already feel her skin begin to twist and tickle with pleasure. Dante goes for her pajama top, keen to pull that off her too, but Sash wriggles away from him before he can get a good hold on it.
 
   "You know I can't let you do that here", she says sarcastically, already beginning to step away from him teasingly. "What if mommy and daddy were to hear us?"
 
   Dante pulls off his tie instead, happy to let her get her way for now. He does it in one casual movement, o it looks like the coolest thing she's ever seen. Sash skips to the bed to watch him continue to get undressed, her eyes filled with desire. 
 
   "You didn't tell me", Dante says, letting his jacket slide off his shoulders. 
 
   "I know", Sash says, "I've been a bad girl."
 
   "Do you know what happens to bad girls?" Dante asks, unbuttoning his shirt. 
 
   Sash shakes her head. There are a million and one things she could say in response, but this feels like the best option. That, and the fact that Dante's body is so perfect, there is little else she can do but watch him. 
 
   "Bad girls", Dante says, closing the distance towards her. "Bad girls get what's coming to them."
 
   He has his shirt off, his belt undone and his tie in his hand. Sash can see his bulge forcing the front of his trousers out and it seems to be swelling even further in size the more time that passes. As he nears closer, Sash feels a swell of anticipation rise in her that makes her want to glide her hands across her chest and down towards her pussy. She's wet just to have this incredible man beside her. Her whole body is tingling just at the anticipation of what she knows will come. 
 
   Dante takes her hands in his, and without a word to explain what he's doing, he pulls them above her head and places them next to the bed head. With his tie, he forms a tight knot around each of her wrists that dig the silk into her skin, and then attaches it around the bed head in a series of loops that will only come apart with a pair of scissors. When he is finished, Sash squirms from side to side to try and see if she can escape, but can't free herself, and the more she wriggles the more the silk of the tie cuts into her skin. The bed head clatters noisily against the wall. Sash kicks her legs against the bed and whines theatrically, pretending to have a tantrum. 
 
   "I told you, Sash", Dante says, running his hand along her leg to calm it. "I told you I'd show you how to behave."
 
   Sash wants to reach up and run her hands along the taut muscles of Dante's chest. She wants to hold onto his bicep and trace the lines that cut across the edge of his belly and down towards his trousers, but she knows now, bound in place like this, she is at his whim. Dante will take whatever he wants from her, and if Sash is to have her way, she'll have to obey him. 
 
   Dante pulls at his belt, teasing the leather out of the loop holes agonizingly slowly, all the while his eyes fixed on his stepsister's perfect little body. When he is done, and the cold leather sits in his hand like a dead snake, he places himself at the end of the bed, puts Sash's legs in his lap and begins to bind the belt around her ankles, forcing it as tight as he can against her skin. With her feet in place, and a length of leather almost a half meter long to spare, Dante takes hold of it, walks to the head of the bed so he's stood alongside her and begins to pull her legs towards him and up over her body. 
 
   Sash has never been bound up before, and it's exciting her much more than she ever thought it would. The fact that Dante is doing it, in the bedroom they've already shared so much in, makes her body feel even more electrified. If she could touch herself like she is desperate for Dante to do to her, she'd see just how wet the whole thing was making her. 
 
   When Dante is finished, and Sash's legs aren't just bound together, they are tied to the headboard of the bed, Sash is folded up almost completely in half, her ass is raised into the air, and she can nearly kiss her own legs. 
 
   Dante tickles his fingers down her calf muscles towards the soft, sensitive skin of her inner thigh and Sash can't help but moan for real this time, the pleasure pulsating out across her body in fiery beats. 
 
   "I thought you were going to punish me?" Sash asks, happy to tease her stepbrother, and keen for him to get on with what he seems to be promising to do. 
 
   As if in response, Dante lifts his hand into the air, and smacks her ass just to the edge of her pussy. Sash wants him to do it again, but this time only after he's removed her pajamas first. She can feel her pussy aching to be seen to. 
 
   "Take them off, Dante", she begs, but Dante is happy to let his stepsister wait. Once again he smacks her ass, only this time he leaves his hand in place when it comes in contact with her flesh, his fingers agonizingly close to her throbbing sex. 
 
   "No more secrets", Dante says, standing up to further undress himself. 
 
   "I promise", Sash moans, her head twisted to the side to take in her stepbrother's perfection. 
 
   "I mean it, Sash", Dante says, casting his trousers to the side. "No more fucking around."
 
   Sash can see the thickness of his cock pressing insistently against his boxer-shorts. On the crisp white fabric, a circular patch of pre-cum has built up to darken the cotton. She wants him closer so she can feel him against her. She wants him in her hands and mouth and pussy all at once. The yearning is almost too much to bear. "No more lies. No more hiding in the dark or running around in the shadows."
 
   "Uh-huh", Sash says, her body trembling with need. 
 
   Dante pauses for a moment to regard her, collapsed up over herself like a sex doll. She is his to do whatever he likes to, and Sash will always obey him, he'll make sure of that. He can see in her eyes how much he means to her, and that look he knows will be reflected in his own. He can hardly believe how much this one girl drives him crazy, much more than any of the others that have come and go in his life. He can hardly believe how much control she can have over the way he feels. It may look to any casual observer that Dante is in charge in this situation, but really, the only one who has the control is Sash. She always has, even though she's never felt it. 
 
   Down come Dante's boxer-shorts, his cock catching for a moment on the elasticated waistband, bending down momentarily and springing back into place magnificently. Sash can't hide her excitement any more, squealing at the sight of it. She loves seeing her stepbrother hard, proud to be able to turn him on so much. She wants to suck him, run her tongue along the ridges of his crown and drink his delicious taste down, but Dante has other ideas. 
 
   Sash can feel the bed sink a little as he gets onto it. Once again, Dante puts his hand or his stepsister's ass, this time tightening the fabric around the form of her pussy, her wetness noticeable through the thin fabric of her pajamas.
 
   "I want you, Sash", Dante says. "I've always wanted you."
 
   "I want you too," Sash moans back. 
 
   Dante puts his hands underneath her, takes hold of her pajama bottoms and pulls them up and over her ass, so they rest just above her knees. Sash can't see, but she can feel the cool air around her pussy, and knows she's fully exposed to him. Dante is delighted to see how wet she is, thin strands of her cum sticking like glue to her panties and oozing out to the edges of her thighs. Even before he touches her she is palpating, her pussy hole opening and closing rhythmically in synchronization with her shortened breaths. 
 
   Like this, his stepsister bound up and at his behest, Dante feels like a king. Being in control has always turned him on, and being able to dominate Sash like this makes his cock throb and his balls hum. Dante can't think of any other way he'd prefer to take her right now, and Sash couldn't agree more, the idea of being dominated by an angry Dante keen to punish her for behaving badly, enough in itself to push her close to coming. 
 
   Dante stares at her pussy for a while. He stares at her fat lips swollen with desire, the entrance to her pussy hole he himself broke through yesterday, and the cord of skin that separates her delightful little sex with her button tight anus, as though he's working out how best to proceed. He wants to lick her, run his fat tongue up and down her slit until she collapses in orgasm and begs him to stop, but that kind of careful attention he intends to save for another day. Right now he's bound her up to punish her hard, and he's not going to stop until he's got his way, whether she likes it or not.
 
   Dante tests her wetness with the flat edge of his thumb, pushing it between her lips and towards her hole. When he finds it, forcing his way insistently through the sensitive tightness, Sash has to shut her eyes against the sharp stab of pain that echoes out around her body. She's wet, very horny and ready to fuck, but her pussy is still sensitive from the operation, and still much tighter than it was a week ago. Dante is insistent, however. He pushes his thumb into his stepsister slowly, delighted to feel her pussy contract around his extended digit. 
 
   With his other hand, he pushes the skin back around her clit and rubs her delicate little nub directly. Sash complains and tries to twist her body away from him, but each movement cuts the leather of the belt into her ankles and the silk of the tie into her wrists so much that the sensitivity of Dante at her clit is better than the pain she receives in moving away from it. Dante is anything but subtle, and seeing how much she tries to struggle away from it, he pulls his thumb out of her pussy, and concentrates all his efforts on stimulating her tumid bead, keen to watch her pussy froth with excitement.
 
   "Please, Dante, no", Sash complains, the sensation almost too much to bear. 
 
   Dante holds her clitoral hood back and works his finger tips in circles around her clit, sometimes pinching the fat nub and wanking it, other times nudging it so gently she can barely feel it, just to see how far he can push her. 
 
   When her anus is glistening with excreted pussy juice, and there is a patch of darkened fabric below her, that looks like someone has spilled a drink on the bed, and Sash's legs have begun to tremble and quake uncontrollably, and she's finally let it absorb her so much she's one touch away from exploding so loudly in orgasm that the whole of the rest of the street will hear her, Dante pulls away calmly, and lets his stepsister beg to have him put his hands back on her and finish her off.
 
   Dante smacks her ass with the flat of his palm, just to show her he's still in control. The sensation spreads through her pussy and echoes out across her skin threatening to consume her completely. She's on the edge and Dante knows it. 
 
   "Fuck me, Dante", Sash commands. 
 
   Dante teases her pussy hole with the tip of his middle finger, careful not to agitate her too much. He's going to make her come, but only after he's ready to come himself. Sash tries to force her way down on it, keen to have him sink it deep inside her and push her to orgasm, but the little she can move her ass is enough, and as soon as she does so, Dante pulls his finger away. 
 
   "Uh-uh", Dante warns, another smack on her ass cheek to confirm he is serious. 
 
   When Sash has settled again, and only when Dante is convinced she's understood the passive role he expects her to play in all of this, he puts his fingertip back to her pussy hole. Teasing it gently around her entrance in circles, he dips it inside her every so often, just to watch her body shake and hear her moan. When he thinks he's giving her too much, or when he sees that she's enjoying it more than he wants her to, he pulls away quickly, leaving her desperate to have him back.
 
   He could make her come in seconds if he wanted to, but that's not the point. His stepsister has to learn to obey him, especially now they are going to spend the rest of their lives together. There will be times when she'll get her way, of course, but right now, it's Dante's turn to lead. 
 
   With that in mind, and unable to hold himself back any longer, he pulls his finger away from her sopping wet sex and eases himself into position. 
 
   Sash can hardly bear it. The anticipation is killing her. Goosebumps break out across her skin and her body feels like it's about to burst into flames. She's tied up. Her stepbrother is between her legs with his cock in his hand and he's about to take her hard and unprotected. She has a baby growing inside her. They have a future together. Finally they belong to each other. 
 
   Dante guides his cock to her hole, but this time he doesn't direct it to her pussy. He's taken her for the very first time, up against a wall in the apartment she no longer lives in. He's taken her here on the edge of this very bed, his hand around her throat and his cock deep inside her, he's taken her in hotel rooms and different states, in beds and bathrooms and living rooms, and he's even taken away her virginity, but now, now he wants something else. Now he's going to force his way inside her ass-hole and fuck her so hard she never forgets it. 
 
   Sash feels him up against her tightness and thinks for a moment, that in his eagerness to slide his way inside her, he's somehow made a mistake. When he doesn't move, instead directing all of his effort to push against her hole, Sash feels a shiver run down her spine of conspiratorial delight. She's never experimented with anal sex before, and she knows Dante knows it too. In this hole, she's truly a virgin. What he is doing turns her on, but there is a part of her that can't help but be terrified by it as well. Dante's got a big cock, and Sash worries she won't be able to get him inside, especially without lubricant. None of that worries Dante, however. He's going to push his way inside if it's the last thing he does, and the cum streaming from his stepsister's pussy he feels is perfect to facilitate his access. 
 
   Sash tries to pull away when she feels the first sting of pain, and Dante is quick to grab her round the hips, direct him back to her and hold her in place.
 
   "You won't fit", Sash whispers, her voice softened by moans. 
 
   "We'll see", Dante offers.
 
   He can see Sash's hole widen as he forces his way against it, the tip of his cock turning white against the tightness of her entrance. "Relax", Dante insists. "Breathe and it'll hurt less."
 
   Sash tries to do both, but doesn't know whether she ends up doing either of them right. She's on the edge of an orgasm and her body is tense because of it. The angle he's put her in is perfect to enter her like this, but Sash is still closed up to him. 
 
   Dante tries again. He pulls away, puts his middle finger there instead and watches it sink inside her hole without complaint. Sash feels it slide inside her magnificently, the sensation even better than she expected.
 
   Dante doesn't let her get off on it for too long though. As soon as he's widened her, he pulls his finger back out, placing his cock against her hole before it shuts off again completely. With his cock lodged in place, he puts his hands on her ass-cheeks to widen her as much as possible, lifts himself up slightly from the bed so he's digging down into her and then drops his weight and concentrates all of his efforts on forcing his way inside her. 
 
   Sash can't help but moan heavily. The pain is sharp, focused and intense, but it's not entirely unpleasant. What he's doing and what he wants, turns her on more than she is able to explain. Her pussy is on fire and aches to have him attend to it. Shivers run up and down her spine like electrical pulses. Her breathing rises and falls against her rising pulse rate, and her nipples tingle with sensitivity against the cotton thread of her pajama top. Dante is magnificent against her. He's a God claiming his virgin bride, a rock star wrecking a groupie. Sash is his and he is hers. This is their perfection. 
 
   And then, as if she was ready for him all along, but just deciding to wait for the right moment, her body relaxes, her anus expands and Dante slides his way majestically inside her. 
 
   Sash's pupils dilate. Her skin runs hot and cold and breaks out in a thin layer of sweat across raised goosebumps. If his shoulder were near she'd bite it. Instead she feels herself gnawing desperately at the air like a woman possessed. Never has she felt anything like it. The mixture of pleasure and pain as Dante sinks himself up to his swollen balls is so tangible, it feels like it's lying in bed alongside them. Every time he pushes into her, she feels like she won't be able to take any more, and then each time he pulls his way out she feels like he's taking the whole world with him. The more he fucks her like this, the more she wants of it, and the more she feels like she can't. It's going to break her. It's going to split her into a million pieces, but if it makes her feel like this, she doesn't care. 
 
   "Fuck", Sash screams, suddenly waking up to it in all of its palpable glory. "Oh fuck, Dante. Fuck, that's incredible."
 
   Dante can feel it too. He can feel it along his arms and legs, from the tip of his cock to the bottom of his heart and deep within the very core of his being. His cock is tense with energy. Thick with purpose it pushes her apart with each stroke, her anus yawning like a mouth pursed around his rock like shaft. There is nowhere for her to go. Even if she wanted to escape she couldn't. She is under his spell, ready to be driven wherever he wants to take her. Dante grits his teeth. He builds his speed. He connects the palm of his hand with her ass-cheek and he pushes his middle finger once again into her pussy. Sash feels it swim towards her like a rushing wave. 
 
   "You're mine", Dante insists. "Say it."
 
   "I'm yours", Sash squeals, her breathing heavy. 
 
   "Louder", Dante commands, as he fucks her harder, his balls slapping pleasurably against the bone at the base of her spine. 
 
   "I'm yours", Sash moans, circling the edge. "I'm yours."
 
   Dante slides his finger deeper into her pussy, tighter now with his cock deep in her ass. He can feel himself like this and it nearly makes him come. Holding himself back, he slides the yolk of his thumb through her pursed pussy lips and towards her clit. 
 
   "I'm going to come, Sash", Dante says. "I'm going to come inside your ass-hole."
 
   "Yes", Sash insists, just the thought of it enough to unbalance her. "Yes, please."
 
   Dante grazes his thumb over her clitoris, and even though the touch is light, almost innocuous, it is enough to send Sash absolutely wild. He can feel it tear through her, both on his finger and through his cock. Her pussy convulses uncontrollably, sending a wave of spasms out across her leg which are so strong, they nearly result in unbuckling her from the bedhead. Where she doesn't quite set herself free, what she does manage to achieve is to shift the bed into the wall so much that plaster begins to fly off in dusty plumes. 
 
   Sash screams as it works its way out from her clitoris, through her pussy, down into her ass-hole, up her spine and into her brain, exploding like collapsing stars through each one of her nerve endings, every magnificent step of the way. She doesn't care who can hear her and even if she did, it wouldn't matter anyway. What's happening to her is beyond her control. What's happening to her is not something she can step lightly away from. Dante grunts his noise of ownership. Seeing Sash like this is one of the best things in the world. This is something money cannot buy, and something no-one else will ever see again. Dante has won. As far as he is concerned this means more than all of the money in the world. Sash convulsing so much in orgasm at his touch that she looks like she's having a fit. He can take her to another world, and he's the only man that can do so. Looking down at the thickness of his cock, trembling in the final stages of pre-ejaculation, holding back for as long as he can bear the oncoming explosion of lustful orgasm, he's reminded that Sash too, is the only one who can make him feel like this. 
 
   He has broken her. She's trussed up like a hog and whimpering as though she were about to be taken to market. Her pussy is palpating like a beating heart, viscous and muggy with her own tendrils of cum. This is it. This is the beginning of the rest of their lives together. Dante leans back. He puts his hands on the bed behind him. And then with his head tilted upwards and his eyes closed, his cock lodged deeply in her ass up to the swollen sack of cum in his balls, he finally and categorically lets himself go. 
 
   Each pump pushes Sash even further towards nirvana, as she feels her stepbrother's hot cum dissipate deep inside her body. It's enough to melt her. The world softening at the edges and swimming together in a lake of constant pleasure. Dante has never come for so long or in such a quantity before. He wonders if it's because of the tightness of her ass or the tabooness of the situation, or whether it's because he's fucking her in his own bed, or that he's made her do what he wanted, or simply because the whole world knows and the woman he loves is pregnant with their baby. Whatever it is, he's never felt anything like it. The shivers across his back that make goose-bumps break out across his arms, the sheer sensitivity in the tips of his fingers where each of his nerve endings sing out in chorus, the electricity he feels bristling through his skin, and the fact that even after several minutes have passed, his cock still refuses to go down. 
 
   It takes Sash a long time to gather herself. Her throat is sore from moaning, and her body refuses to stop exploding in mini after-waves of blissful ecstasy. Every time Dante touches her she feels like she's going to come again. Every time she goes to shift herself even slightly, the world around her feels like it's collapsing in. 
 
   Eventually, after what seems like an eternity has passed, Dante pulls himself back upright, grabs his cock by the base, and slowly draws it out of her. He's still erect, and incredibly sensitive, which pleases him greatly. Sash moans as she feels him depart her, the sensation such that she thinks he's taking something of her with him. A moment later Sash's ass-hole puckers up tight, like the closing mouth of a lazy yawner. Dante waits for it, while Sash tries to gather herself together enough to speak. There are words going around her head, but none of them seem like the right thing to say. 
 
   Just as he wonders whether it's going to come at all, the very first drop oozes out of her ass-hole and clings to the puckered skin of her anus. A minute later, half of his cum has dribbled out and melted into the sheets. 
 
   Dante stands up. He goes to the bedhead and begins to undo Sash's bindings. He detaches her legs from the bedhead, unbuckles the belt and pulls it off her. Where it lay tight against her skin now sits a strip of indented red flesh. Sash lets her legs fall to the bed with a bounce, stretches them out and twists her body towards her brother. She's smiling and Dante notices it.
 
   "Is my punishment over?" Sash says provocatively. 
 
   Dante gives her a stormy look, while he undoes the tie that binds her hands. Struggling, he finds a penknife in the bedside cabinet to the side and begins to cut through the corded silk. 
 
   "I'll tell you when your punishment is over", Dante says firmly. 
 
   There are welts around Sash's wrist, that look like the ones her father carries. With her hands free, the first thing Sash does after rubbing life into them, is put them around her stepbrother's body and pull him back towards the bed. 
 
   "That was incredible", Sash says, her body still tingling. She smooths her hand across his chest, down his perfect belly and towards his cock, delighted to see he still hasn't softened. 
 
   Dante folds himself into the bed so he's lying alongside her. 
 
   "So what happens now?" Sash asks, curling herself into him, her eyelids already feeling heavy. 
 
   "Now we rest", Dante says. "Tomorrow we begin again, but this time we do it together."
 
   And like that, Sash nestled up against the thickness of his chest, and Dante with one arm around her shoulder to pull her into him, and the other on her belly, protecting what sits within, the buzz of an incredible series of orgasms bristling inside them still, and the wonders of an incredible future ahead, the world melting away into a blur of darkness and comfortable silence and all of their worries fading away into the ether, sleep, like an old friend leading them home, majestically takes them under. 
 
   Nothing can take him away from me now, Sash think. Nothing on this earth can ruin my happiness. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   On a gray and drizzly morning, the sky heavy with storm-clouds ready to burst, a family gather to watch as Jason Walker's coffin is lowered carefully into the earth. 
 
    
 
   At the same time, ten thousand feet up, on a flight from Los Angeles to New York, Caulder sits reclined in a business class seat, drinking a gin and tonic. Next to him, tucked up in bed and already sound asleep, surrounded by books and toys, is Dante's son, Oliver. Caulder returns the air-hostess's smile as she walks past, her own bump a little more prominent now. 
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   Giving My Billionaire Stepbrother A Baby 1
 
   Giving My Billionaire Stepbrother A Baby 2
 
   Giving My Billionaire Stepbrother A Baby 3
 
   Giving My Billionaire Stepbrother A Baby 4
 
   Giving My Billionaire Stepbrother A Baby 5
 
    
 
    
 
   About Stephanie Brother
 
    
 
   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. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Stepbrother: Alpha Billionaire (Excerpt)
 
    
 
   Stepbrother Alpha Billionaire
 
    
 
   I have dreamt of this moment for most of my adult life. I was never the prettiest or the most popular, or even the cleverest girl at school, I was always just Cass, the one on the outside looking in. Never the Prom Queen or the Fairy Princess, just the one that slipped by without being noticed. I never thought I'd be here doing this. 
 
   There is an urgency that descends upon us like a desperate hunger. I can feel it burning inside me and I don't know how much longer I can resist before it takes me over. I want to claim it before it passes me by. I want him before he changes his mind. Before I change mine.
 
   Fuck the immoral. Fuck the taboo. Felix and I aren't related to each other. If we'd got together before our parents did, nobody would bat an eyelid. 
 
   "Take me to your bedroom", I whisper insistently into his ear. "Now."
 
   This feels wrong, only because we are stepsister and stepbrother. It makes my heart pound in my chest when we ascend the stairwell to the rooms, several eyes upon us. I imagine the conversations people have in our wake. They go like this:
 
   "Such a wonderful family", "taking her to her room, how sweet", "their parents would be so proud."
 
   What they don't see is the erection hardening quickly below Felix's trousers, nor the desire and need I carry for him, exploding out below the surface of my skin. 
 
   In the corridor outside his room, we wait patiently for a couple to pass us by, the hands that only moments before were exploring him, hidden quickly out of sight to the side, now trembling at the thought of what awaits us. 
 
   When we are alone again, the rest of the guests either already in bed or still downstairs, we hurry through the door and into his chamber. Felix shuts the door quickly behind us and leans against it momentarily, his heart pounding.
 
   I'm suddenly afraid. What if someone knows? What if someone catches us? What if I can never give him up?
 
   Felix bites his lip. The corner of his mouth curls up into a smile, he winks at me, and then he comes over. A cat ready to pounce on its prey. 
 
   I back away waving my finger, wanting him to earn me. He knows the game, lets me fight him off a few times and then grabs me round the waist with one of his huge arms and pulls me into him. He wrestles me to the bed, trapping me against the soft cotton duvet. He goes to kiss me, but I don't let him. As he moves in, I twist my head to the side. Undeterred, he tries again, only for me to move to the other side. We're both laughing now, teasing ourselves.
 
   "Fine", he says, mock offended. "If you don't want me to-"
 
   He tries to pull away, but this time I won't let him. I wrap my legs around his waist and pull him down into me so I can feel the heat of his crotch against mine. 
 
   "No, wait", I say. "Kiss me."
 
   He grabs hold of my hair to make sure I don't move, leans in, tilts my lips towards him and kisses me deeply. I run my hands through his hair and pull him towards me, desperate for the moment to last forever. Our tongues fight for a while against one another, until his proves too strong and I take it into my mouth, sucking the thick, sweet tip like a lollipop. He bites my lower lip, and then I bite his, and then he moves away from my mouth altogether to explore the sensitivity of the soft tissue around my neck, and the delicate structure of the bones of my clavicle.
 
   He bites me hard around the muscle that runs along the left hand side of my neck and it turns me on so much I have to pull him back to do it again. My body is tingling, and trembling so much from excitement Felix asks me whether I'm cold. Every time his mouth moves towards the sensitive skin around the bones of my shoulder, or lower, towards the line of my dress and the forbidden skin underneath that forms the beginning of my breasts, I get a shooting wave of pleasure cascading up and down my spine, that turns somersaults in my stomach and makes my pussy tingle. I feel as fragile as glass. I feel like I might explode into a million pieces if he continues, but I know there is no way I want him to stop. 
 
   I let my hand slide along his thigh, tug eagerly at the tucked in shirt, and make a big enough hole through which it can disappear and explore the taut skin on the other side. I run my hand across his belly and then up towards his chest, his muscles perfectly firm and well defined. When I find his nipple, my finger tracing a circle first of all through the thin hair that surrounds it, I can't help but squeal in delight. I tease it and then pull at it and then immediately want him to do the same to me. 
 
   Felix has his hand in the hole on my dress, his fingers exploring the soft tissue of my thigh. The hole is placed in such a way and his fingers are of such a length, that he can just about reach the edge of my panties. As he kisses the exposed skin at the top of my dress, he tries to lift my panties and slide his fingers underneath the fabric. I let him do this for a while just to tease him. I love him having his hand there, but what I like more is knowing that in this way, he'll never quite be able to reach what he wants. I want to make him understand what the last three years have been like for me, reaching in from the outside, desperate to touch something I can't quite get to. When I've had my fun, and the desire to have him actually touching my pussy, holding me open with his slender fingers and pushing one inside me, I fight my way out from underneath him, roll over and put myself on top. 
 
   I pull at his shirt and practically tear it off trying to get it away from him. Felix takes over and a second later it's in a crumpled pile on the floor. For a moment, I have to just appreciate him. He has one of the most incredible bodies I've ever seen. He's muscular and well defined, but his body and muscle tone is more like a swimmers than a body builders. He's naturally strong, with thick arms and a barrel chest and a distribution of hair that makes him look meticulously crafted. There are indents in his lower abdomen that lead towards his trousers, which I can't help but admire much more closely now, with the tips of my fingers. 
 
   "I never thought", I say, the words catching a little in my throat. "That we'd be here, doing this."
 
   I dance my fingers towards his belt buckle, begin to open it. 
 
   "I always wanted you", Felix says. "Jesus Cass, I wanted you from the moment I saw you."
 
   Pop, the first button goes. Loose enough to slide my hand in the top, I do so. Between his boxer shorts and his trousers, I feel his thick cock, hard like tempered steel. He moans lightly as I tickle my fingers across it. I find his balls, and then I work my way up to the tip, squeezing him tightly as I go. I want to bite him. I want to pull him out and and put him inside my mouth. Inside my pussy. 
 
   I rip the rest of the buttons open and then I pull his trousers down to his ankles. Felix kicks them off. 
 
   "Take it off", he says, meaning my dress. 
 
   "I will", I agree, but I want him first. 
 
   I can almost see his crown through the thin cotton fabric. It's pressing against the whiteness, a patch of pre-cum darkening the material. 
 
   "I'm a virgin", I say, my hand hovering. "I waited for you."
 
   I can't wait any longer. I'm done waiting. I've waited so long I'm about to fuck my stepbrother. Of all the forbidden relationships, this is number one. This is the one we can't tell anyone about. This is the one we will have to always keep a secret. And then because of that, not in spite of that, it makes me feel so incredibly turned on. With my hands under the waistband of his boxer shorts, Felix prostrate on the bed before me - a situation I have conjured up in my mind's eye a million times before - I finally reveal him to me. 
 
   Much like the rest of his body, his cock is incredible. It is thick at the base, uncut at the top, perfectly formed, solid, responsive and throbbing so desperately I can do nothing else but descend upon it like a hungry whore. I take him in my hands, wank him a little and then move my mouth towards his tip, eager to have him inside me. I gorge myself on his meat, sucking him both gently and hard adjusting my approach to the moans my different movements generate in him, lick up and down his shaft, take his balls into my mouth and roll my tongue underneath his foreskin. I pull his glans back, dip my tongue into his hole and then take him into my mouth as deeply as I am able. I suck hard, swallow his thickness into me and only break to gulp down air. Felix pulls me into him, hungry to please me while I do the same to him, but I don't let him. This moment is mine, and I'm going to allow myself to enjoy it.
 
    
 
    
 
   Also By Stephanie Brother
 
    
 
   Stepbrother Alpha Billionaire
7 Minutes with my Stepbrother
Stepbrother No More
Billionaire Stepbrother: Burn
Stepbrother Reunion
My Stepbrother, the Billionaire, and the Bargain
Billionaire Stepbrother's Homecoming
Stepbrother Catfish
Billionaire Stepbrother in Paris
Hooked on my Stepbrother
Waking up with my Stepbrother
 
   Stepbrother Tease
 
   Stepbrother Unmasked
 
   Stepbrother's Secrets
 
    
 
    
 
   Please see my Author Central Account on Amazon for a full list of my titles.
 
    
 
   Don't forget to sign up for my mailing list!
 
    
 
    Click here!
 
    
 
   Visit me on the web: www.stephaniebrother.com
 
   Follow me on Facebook & Twitter
 
   


 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





