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   About This Book:
 
    
 
   As soon as she gets him back, Dante disappears again. 
 
    
 
   This time he's on a business trip to California, and although he's left Sash with his credit card, and as much money as she wants to spend, two weeks has passed and he still hasn't called. 
 
    
 
   Sash wants to follow Dante's rules and demonstrate that she can trust him, but the wait is agonizing and she has her limits.
 
    
 
   When she can't take it anymore, she knows what she needs to do. She decides to fly to L.A. and surprise him.
 
    
 
   With her hand held protectively over her belly, she knows it's time to tell him her secret. 
 
    
 
   If she has his baby, he'll have to come back to her.
 
    
 
   Dante has secrets of his own, however, and a surprise in store that will rock Sash's world.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
    
 
   Dante moves over to where she is. The table is the perfect height for Sash to bend over, her ass right up in the air by his waist. Covering it, she has a short skirt in a flowing fabric that Dante guesses is a recent purchase. He kicks her legs out a little wider, while he smooths his hand over her back, a patch of skin exposed below the stretch of her vest-top, the tips of his fingers tingly on her skin.
 
   Sash moans as he dancers them up her spine, overjoyed to have his touch back where it should be. 
 
   "You shouldn't have disobeyed me", he says...
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   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 realises just how much she means to him. 
 
   If they are going to be together, however, Dante has some rules he expects her to follow....
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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Sometimes you can tell how expensive the clothes are in a store by how few they've decided to hang up on the rails. One end of a fat straw buried deeply in her frappuccino, and the other caught helplessly between perfect teeth, Sash sweeps her hand idly through the half a dozen thousand dollar dresses, as though more interested by the way they feel than the way they look. 
 
   Waiting anxiously at the supermarket check-out to see if her card was going to work, seems like a distant memory from someone else's life. Not only does she have the power to buy anything that her heart desires, she's finally got the one thing that money could never get her. Dante.
 
   A sour faced assistant observes her closely, suspicious she's just another one of these women that come in here to dream. Sash smiles at her, but the gesture isn't returned. Instead the woman says, "You might find those a little out of your price range, I'm afraid. We're a boutique shop."
 
   Sash doesn't feel the need to rise to the bait. She's happy today. She's dancing again. She's staying in one of the most expensive hotels in the city. Ok, Dante still hasn't called, but after what happened last week, she knows exactly how he feels about her. She can still feel her pussy throb, her skin tingle with electricity just to think his name. Almost absentmindedly, she puts her hand on her belly and wonders whether it'll be a boy or a girl. 
 
   Dante. If she plays by his rules, he'll be hers. She just has to wait for him to come back to her. Like a queen waiting for her king to come back from a distant adventure and claim her once and for all. 
 
   "Do you have this in a size two?" Sash asks, picking one of the dresses out at random. She's not even sure if she likes the design, but that wouldn't really be the point of buying it anyway. 
 
   "That dress is six thousand dollars", the woman says. 
 
   "Oh", Sash says, letting it go quickly, a disgusted look on her face.  
 
   The assistant smiles smugly, her hands behind her back, while she rocks forward onto the balls of her feet. It's an action that says "I knew it. I saw you a mile off. Your type, coming in here, thinking you can afford these clothes." 
 
   "Don't you have anything more expensive?" Sash says, as seriously as she can manage, delighted to see the color drain quickly from the woman's stone-like face. 
 
   A little flustered now, the assistant says, "I hope you don't think I'm being rude, but it's important for me to check, especially with first time customers. Are you sure you are able-"
 
   Even before the woman has finished her sentence, Sash pulls a huge wad of money out of her purse. There must be over ten thousand dollars there. 
 
   "Wait, maybe that's not enough", Sash says, and roots around again in her handbag, even though the assistant now has her hands up defensively and is telling her not to worry.
 
   "No wait", Sash says, making a point. "Here, hold this."
 
   She gives the woman her now empty frappuccino cup. The woman wrinkles her nose up at the chewed straw, before putting the container carefully on the counter with the very tips of her fake-nailed fingers, should Sash request it back again. 
 
   Sash pulls out two more wads of cash. "Here you go", she says, waving them excitedly in the air to show the lady. "I thought I had some change in here. Of course I can pay by card if it's not enough. I only got it out because some places don't accept plastic."
 
   The woman is crimson with embarrassment. 
 
   "I'm sorry", she says. "We have to check. We get all sorts of people in here pretending to be able to afford it, you know."
 
   "That's ok", Sash says with a smile, "I would have done exactly the same with you. I mean look at  the dress you're wearing for a start. That's definitely not from here is it? I'm surprised they let you work in here looking like that."
 
   The assistant's mouth hangs open long enough for Sash to count her fillings. 
 
   "Did you have it in a size two?" Sash asks jovially. 
 
   "We make adjustments to every dress to ensure that they fit", the assistant says evenly.
 
   "Perfect", Sash says. 
 
   "Which one was it that you wanted again?"
 
   Sash flops into the large leather armchair usually reserved for well-heeled men, while they wait for their women to finish getting ready. 
 
   "Oh I don't care", Sash says with a big smile and a dismissive wave of her hand. "You choose."
 
    
 
   She does the same in several other boutique shops along the high street until she's spent nearly fifty thousand dollars and is literally weighed down with armfuls of shopping bags. Dresses she hasn't even bothered to try on. Jewelry she doesn't know if she likes. Scarves, belts , accessories and shoes for occasions that might never roll around. It's more money than Sash has earned in her short life so far, and perhaps more than she'll ever earn in a lifetime, but it's less than a dent in Dante's finances. In the time she's taken to spend it, Dante's earned double the amount back. Sash feels like she deserves it too. She's always been prudent with her cash, and never asked anyone for anything before. Even when she went to Dante in the first place, it was to ask for work and not a handout, so spending it so frivolously now feels like freedom and extravagance on an epic scale. A pair of sunglasses for leaving her in the lurch, a ten thousand dollar evening dress for making her move back home, a four thousand pound pair of hand made, jewel encrusted shoes, because, fuck you, Dante, that's why. He owes her this for the way that he's behaved, for the fact he's been away for over a week and still not returned her messages, and most of all, because after finally dropping her guard, showing she was still in love with him and letting him back in, he went and slammed the door right in her face. 
 
   She'd often see women in Gucci sunglasses and Jimmy Choo shoes walking down the high street with arms loaded down by boutique bags on the way back from yet another failure of a job interview, but she never thought she'd ever be one of them. Sometimes those women would have an army of men with them, dressed in black suits like federal agents, only to carry their bags.  As Sash meanders back to her hotel room now, eyeing herself in the mirrored glass of the shop windows she passes, she wonders whether that should be something for her to think about. She'd need a dog, of course, as well. A tiny little chihuahua with styled hair and diamond encrusted collar. It would fit perfectly in her Louis Vuitton handbag. Bodyguards, pet accessories, what else could she buy with Dante's billions? She knew it would get boring after a while, that instead of his credit card she'd prefer the real thing a billion times over, but until he felt he could trust her, and came back home from California, this would have to act as a compromise. 
 
   The hotel receptionist greets her enthusiastically. He trips over his words to compliment her, keen, in a purely professional sense to see what his new best customer has spent her day buying.  Sash humors him, happy to be the center of attention for a while, before passing the bags to a bell-boy and making her way with him into the elevator. 
 
   Her suite is palatial. Two bedrooms for little other reason than to give one of them the illusion of superiority, a huge living space, a vast bathroom with sauna and walk in shower room, and views over Manhattan from the landscaped terrace that Donald Trump would kill for. 
 
   The day after Dante left, Sash announced proudly to her father and stepmother over breakfast that she would be moving out again, having finally got in contact with her errant stepbrother, who much to her surprise, seemed more than happy to lend her a helping hand after all. Henry nodded quietly to the news as he sipped his coffee, congratulating Sash for finally getting through to him, while Tracy smiled in a kind of distracted way, jealous perhaps that her stepdaughter had succeeded where she had always failed. 
 
   She moved out that afternoon, this time in a taxi and not in her father's beaten up, junkyard-bound Sedan. At first she had no idea how much she would be able to spend, or where she planned to go. Stopping in a hotel seemed like the most sensible thing to do, especially because she had no idea how long Dante would take to come back to get her. The taxi driver brought her to this one, and when she flashed the credit card and inquired at the desk, they seemed more than happy to accommodate her. 
 
   Sash dumps her shopping bags  next to the grand piano. There are others there already from previous day's outings that Sash still hasn't had time to open. She gets herself a bottle of water from the mini-bar and then heads  to the terrace to look out over the city. As  the sun sets over the skyline, Dante's tower seemingly always there in front of her, she wonders which direction Los Angles is in, and what Dante might be doing right this minute. 
 
   If he was here or she were there, they'd fuck. She'd make him hold her throat like last time and fuck her hard. She'd make him come inside her deeply, pull out and do it all over again. She'd suck his cock, indulge herself completely in his body, massage that perfect skin and run her hands through his tousled hair and over his bulging muscles. She'd make him show her he owned her. That she belonged to him. Again, she rubs her belly. A boy like him or a girl like me?
 
   Before she heads back inside, she checks her phone for the fiftieth time today. There are messages from Abbey asking her where she's gone, a reminder of an upcoming time-change to her dance class, an invitation to a friend's party, a whole host of spam and junk-mail, but nothing at all from Dante.  Not a single message to say where he is, what he's doing or when he's likely to be home. 
 
   Sash heads back inside. She flops down on the sofa and clicks on the oversized flat-screen TV. She's been to local cinemas with viewing screens that haven't been quite as big as this, and after a while the vibrancy of the image begins to give her a head ache. She flicks from channel to channel, each one seemingly more of the same. Holidays, soap romances, bad news and drug commercials. Eventually she turns it off, already bored and unable to be distracted. She turns over, stretches out legs that don't even reach the arm of the sofa, and looks up towards the ceiling.  
 
   A million new dresses are just not the same, and three years has already been long enough. She needs her stepbrother back. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Shopping bags cover almost every available space below the table and on it. Half of them have been opened, while the other half have been looked at briefly and pushed to the side.  There is wrapping paper bundled up carelessly, some of which still litters the floor by their feet. 
 
   Oliver lies on the ground, absorbed in one of several new and very expensive toys. From time to time he goes to Dante either to gain approval or to ask him to explain how something works. 
 
   Dante is affectionate with the boy. He tries to lift him up and put him on his lap, but Oliver prefers to maintain his distance. He's deferential but cautious, as though Dante hasn't quite gained his trust yet. It's a sentiment the boy shares with his mother. Tess looks from Oliver up to Dante. She can see so much of Dante in their boy it almost worries her. Aside from the dark skin he's inherited from his mother, this is Dante's child through and through. She wonders whether he'll grow up with the cold and calculating attitude of his father, or inherit her own fiery, but fiercely protective nature. In short, she wonders whether he'll ever find himself in this situation, twenty years from now, looking across the table at the mother of a child he hardly ever sees. She hopes not. She's going to do everything in her power to ensure he doesn't too. 
 
   "You know his birthday was two months ago, right?" Tess says. 
 
   "I saw your message", Dante says. 
 
   "I thought you might have called. I tried to get hold of you then, but, you know-."
 
   Tess cuts her own sentence short, tired of sounding like a broken record. "He wanted to see you." she says instead. 
 
   "I've been busy, Tess", Dante offers. "I couldn't get away from work."
 
   "You never could", she says. "That was part of the problem."
 
   "I didn't come here to talk about that, Tess", Dante says. "I came here to see you, to see Oliver. He looks good. He's growing up."
 
   They both take a moment to regard him. He's a gorgeous little boy and happy too. Dante feels inordinately proud of him, although has no desire to see him any more than he already does. Just knowing he exists seems to be sufficient enough for him.
 
   "That's what they do", Tess says, as though Dante had never taken a moment to even consider it. "They grow up. Most parents notice it on a daily basis, you know."
 
   "Let's not start that again, please", Dante says. "I'm here Tess. I'm giving you my time."
 
   "He needs his father, Dante."
 
   "I did alright without one", Dante says. 
 
   Tess is shocked to hear him say it. She pauses a moment before she composes an answer. 
 
   "Are you punishing your own child because of what happened to you?"
 
   "That's not what I meant", Dante says. 
 
   Tess shakes her head. "You're something else, you know that?"
 
   "You and I have moved on."
 
   "You and I never-", Tess reminds him.  "We never were."
 
   "What do you want from me, Tess?" Dante asks. 
 
   "I want you to give this boy a proper life", she says, pointing at him. 
 
   "I'm giving him as much of a proper life as I can", Dante says. "He's got everything he needs. I pay for the house, his education, your health care. He's got toys, clothes, safety and security. You wouldn't be able to provide any of that for him on your own."
 
   "He doesn't have a father", Tess says, as though the point is so obvious she shouldn't have to mention it to him. 
 
   "That's not my role anymore", Dante says. 
 
   Tess is shocked. "Not your role? That's your two year old boy lying there on the ground in front of you and you're telling me that's not your role. Please."
 
   "It's not my role", Dante says again.
 
   "Why are you here then?" Tess asks. "To say goodbye?"
 
   "No", Dante says. "I don't want that."
 
   "Then what. You can't have your cake and eat it, Dante."
 
   "I've moved on Tess, I think you should too."
 
   "This is a goodbye isn't it?"
 
   "It's not a goodbye", Dante says.
 
   "Six months ago, when I last saw you, you said things were going to change. You said you'd make more time. You said, you'd be here for him."
 
   "I am here for him."
 
   "Here, Dante", Tess says, raising her voice now. "Here in LA. Here by his side. Here like a father should be."
 
   Dante takes a moment to sip his coffee. Tess hasn't carried motherhood well and in the harsh artificial light of the coffee shop, he notices it now. She's still beautiful, of course, but she looks tired, as though exhausted just by her daily life requirements. Dante finds himself thinking about Sash. He knows what she is doing, because he's paid someone to watch her. He knows how much she's spending, and what she's spending it on, because every evening in his hotel room, he double checks the account. Everything is under control, and that pleases him greatly. She's passing the test. She's proving she's capable of fulfilling her role. If Oliver had her genes, he'd be even more handsome than he is now. He'd be theirs.
 
   "Are you dating?" Dante asks. 
 
   "Dating? Are you serious?"
 
   "I can't be the person you want me to be, Tess. I love Oliver and I want to be part of his life, but I can't be here with you, not in the way you want me to."
 
   "I'm giving you a chance, Dante. I'm giving you an opportunity to make amends, before he gets too old and before you regret it."
 
   Dante sighs, "And you and me?"
 
   "We had something, we still can", Tess says. 
 
   "We had a month together", Dante says. "Not even that. You said it yourself, we were never together properly."
 
   "I still have feelings for you", Tess confesses. "We can make it work."
 
   "I've moved on, Tess", Dante says. "I thought you knew that."
 
   "From your boy? From your own flesh and blood?"
 
   They pause while a waiter picks an inappropriate moment to clear the empty cups and saucers from the table, taking a ridiculously long time to do so. When he has finally finished, taking specific care to ask if they might care for anything else while they are here, listing today's specials as per the requirement of his job, Tess sits back in her seat, exhausted by the conversation. 
 
   When she looks over to the floor again, Oliver is no longer lying there. She panics, her heart leaping in her chest, as she twists in her seat to scan the cafe, desperate to find him. Unable to see him, she rising quickly and calls out. 
 
   "Oliver." 
 
   "Tess", Dante says, but she's already on her feet. 
 
   "Oliver!"
 
   Bemused dinners watch her with suspicious concern. She goes to the counter to look behind it. She drops to her knees to check under the tables. She rushes to the restrooms and pushes the cubicle doors and finally, when she still hasn't located him, she runs outside and stands in the middle of the pavement, looking hurriedly left and right. 
 
   When she gets back to her table, ready to phone the police, Oliver is there and in Dante's arms. She breathes a huge sigh of relief, and then can't help but break down into tears. She sweeps the boys hair from his eyes and kisses his forehead. Oliver has no idea what's just happened. In his hands, he plays with an expensive toy car, trying to open the doors and get inside it. 
 
   "Where was he?" Tess says, as though accusing Dante of hiding him in the first place.
 
   "Behind my chair apparently", Dante says calmly. "I guess he was playing a game."
 
   Tess sits down with the boy and hugs him tightly. "Losing a child is not a game", Tess says angrily. 
 
   "Tess, calm down. He's here now. There's nothing to worry about."
 
   "Never hide from Mommy", Tess says to the boy. "Do you understand?" Mommy was worried, she didn't know where you were."
 
   Oliver nods, the look on his face an indication he knows he's done something wrong. 
 
   Dante wants to say something but he thinks better of it. When Tess's pulse has slowed sufficiently, she regards Dante again.
 
   "I'll fight you Dante", she says, "you know I will. You turn your back on him now, don't expect to be able to come back whenever you feel like it."
 
   "You think that's necessary, Tess?" Dante asks. 
 
   "I'm not the one doing it, you are", she says. "I'm giving you a chance to be part of this boy's life. It's all or nothing."
 
   "All or nothing?" Dante repeats. 
 
   "He deserves better", Tess says, "And you don't deserve him at all."
 
   "That's not for you to decide", Dante says. 
 
   "No?", Tess says bitterly. "I guess we'll see won't we, when someone else comes along and that person fits so perfectly into our lives that Oliver forgets about who his real father is. What are you going to do then, huh? Because there is no way I'm letting you sweep in like this and expect to see him at a moment's notice. Over my dead body."
 
   "Let's hope it doesn't come to that", Dante says, and it's unclear what he's referring to. 
 
   Tess shakes her head. "I should never have come."
 
   "Why did you?"
 
   "For Oliver, why do you think?"
 
   "Yeah, right", Tess says. "This isn't a goodbye for you? Well maybe it is for me."
 
   "You think that's what Oliver wants?"
 
   "Don't emotionally blackmail me", Tess says. "I've had enough of it."
 
   "The clothes, the presents, the house, the car, the insurance, the medical bills, the holidays."
 
   "I never asked for any of that", Tess points out. "The only thing I ever did ask for, was something you've still failed to give me."
 
   She's already gathering up her things. Dante sighs. There is nothing more he can do here. Tess is powerless to cut him out of Oliver's life and they both know it. If it went to the courts she'd lose, simply because she doesn't have enough money to win. This is just a desperate stance to make him feel guilty about something that happened as a reaction to Sash's inability to satisfy him sexually, all those years ago. He was just unlucky that it ended up like this. A two year old boy and a clingy, unsatisfied mother. 
 
   With Oliver in her arms, and the stroller unfolded and ready to go, Tess makes a last ditch attempt to win him over. 
 
   "You could be happy with us, Dante", she says. "We could make a family together. Isn't that what you've always wanted?"
 
   "Tess", Dante says, trying to reason with her. 
 
   The tone of his voice tells her everything she needs to know. Enough is enough. Even though Oliver explodes in a fit of ear-splitting wailing when he realizes that they are leaving his brand new toys behind, she has no intention of letting Dante get his way by taking them along with her. She also has no intention of letting Dante say goodbye to the boy she now considers solely her own.
 
   "If you thought for once about someone else but yourself, none of us would be in this mess", she says, and with that, and the attention of all the other diners, who first watch her leave and then look over to the man she's left behind, sat there alone amongst a stack of bags and toys, she turns the stroller, holds her wailing boy to her chest and storms off with no intention of ever looking back. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   In a derelict warehouse in a forgotten part of the city, a young man sits on a chair, his legs and arms bound, and his head covered by a brown, hessian sack. He is watched by someone else, who regards him in the same way a fisherman might a recently landed catch, while it gasps at the air pointlessly, clinging desperately onto the final seconds of life. 
 
   From his jacket pocket the man takes out a cell phone, speed dials an already inputted number and waits for the call to connect. 
 
   Still in the cafe surrounded by bags of toys, sipping at a recently ordered latte, Dante takes the ringing phone out of his pocket. 
 
   "Dante Hix", he says, smiling at a pretty young girl sat alone at a table near him, who catches his eye and then looks away quickly again as though she's been caught doing something she shouldn't. Dante watches crimson flush to her cheeks, a tingle of pleasure cascading through his body. 
 
   "We have him", the man from the warehouse says. 
 
   "Well that's only taken you a week, hasn't it?" Dante says. "Are you sure it's him?"
 
   "Jason Walker", the man says, reading his hostage's driving license. "It's him."
 
   "Can I talk to him?" Dante asks. 
 
   In all this time, he hasn't taken his eyes off the girl in front of him. She knows he's looking too, it's the reason she's still flushed with embarrassment.
 
   "Sure", the man says. "Hold on a  minute."
 
   He puts the phone on his seat while he removes the sack from Jason's head. There is electrical tape sealing his mouth shut, which he removes with a skin tearing rip. 
 
   "What the fuck?", Jason complains, as soon as he's able to. "Who are you? What do you want?"
 
   Dante waits patiently while his colleague holds the phone to Jason's ear. 
 
   "Jason Walker?" Dante asks. 
 
   "Hello? What's this about? Who are you?"
 
   "Jason my name is Dante Hix, do you know who I am?" Dante asks.
 
   "Dante who?"
 
   "Dante Hix", Dante repeats. 
 
   "No", Jason says, shaking his head for emphasis. "I have no idea who you are."
 
   "Do you know who Sash Cooper is?"
 
   "Sash who?"
 
   Dante passes the phone from one ear to the other. He plays leisurely with Oliver's toy car and winks at the girl on the table in front of him when she looks up. "Sash Cooper", Dante says again. "About five three, a hundred and fifteen pounds, big, beautiful eyes. She has a scar about five centimeters long, just below her hip bone. She might have shown you that."
 
   He words are slow and carefully measured, as though ordering necessary but uninteresting items. 
 
   "I've met a lot of girls", Jason says. "She doesn't ring a bell."
 
   "Oh, you'd remember this one", Dante says calmly. "Lived on Mapleforth Avenue. Drove an old sky blue Toyota Corolla. Loved to dance.
 
   "What did you say her name was again?" 
 
   "Sash Cooper", Dante repeats, just the words alone making his cock tingle. 
 
   "Sash the dancer?" Jason guesses. "Oh man, I remember her. I haven't seen her for like , I don't know, three years. We were in dance class together. We maybe hung out once or twice."
 
   "Did you fuck her?" Dante asks.
 
   The girl sat on the table in front of him desperately wants to look up, but knows he'll see her if she does. Instead she just lets her eyes go wide and continues to read. 
 
   "Look, who is this?" Jason asks. "What's this all about?"
 
   "Just answer the question", Dante says calmly. 
 
   "Are you going to let me go if I do?" Jason asks, his voice heavy with fear at what the response might be.
 
   "If you answer the question I will."
 
   "Yes", Jason says. "I fucked her. Like a handful of times, nothing more. I dropped out of dance class and we fell out of touch."
 
   Dante passes the phone back to the other ear. He sips his coffee, licking the latte foam off his lips when he's done. 
 
   "Was she a virgin?" Dante asks.
 
   Now the girl from the other table does look up at him. Dante smiles at her and she quickly looks away. She doesn't know why but this man is turning her on. She can feel her pussy tingle just listening to the lilt of his voice. He's course and arrogant and full of himself, but she can't help but be drawn to him, as though he's got some kind of incredible, magnetic power. 
 
   "What?" Jason says, unsure if he's heard the question correctly. 
 
   "Was she a virgin?", Dante asks. "Answer the question."
 
   "Yes", Jason says. "She was a virgin. We both were. Fuck man, what is this all about?"
 
   "Thank you, Jason, you've been most helpful."
 
   Dante's colleague takes the phone away again. He takes two paces into the shadows of the warehouse, far enough away to be out of earshot. 
 
   "Take care of it", Dante says and ends the call. 
 
   When the girl looks up again, unable to avoid it, Dante decides it's the perfect time to go over. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   As soon as she's half way into the room, Abbey drops her bag in shock, only to stare goggle-eyed and open mouthed while she tries to touch everything as quickly as possible. 
 
   "Get the fuck out of here!" she says. "Dante is paying for this?"
 
   Sash giggles as she watches from the sofa. "He said he wanted to apologize for what happened last week."
 
   "No shit he does", Abbey says. 
 
   She moves from room to room shocked at the sheer size and elegance of it. She goes to the terrace, kicks her feet in the warm swimming pool water and then leans over the balcony to scream at the city. 
 
   "I need a stepbrother like yours", she says, coming back into the room again to join Sash on the sofa. "Does he not have the word subtle in his vocabulary?"
 
   "I told you didn't I?"
 
   "Yeah but this is like", Abbey searches for the word, only to get distracted by some of Sash's shopping bags. "Oh my fucking god are those Manolo Blahnik shoes?"
 
   Sash giggles at her enthusiasm. This was exactly what she was like a week and a half ago. It's amazing how quickly people adapt to new situations. 
 
   "I'll buy you a pair if you want?" Sash says. 
 
   "Shut up", Abbey says, already trying them on. 
 
   "I'm serious", Sash says. "Dante gave me some money to spend too."
 
   "I can see", Sash says, rifling through the shopping bags. "How much have you spent already?"
 
   "I don't know", Sash says. 
 
   "Jesus, Sash, this is a Gucci dress", Abbey says, lifting it out of the bag to press against herself while she looks in the mirror. "So what's the deal with you two anyway, I thought you didn't get along."
 
   "We don't really", Sash says, spinning around on the couch so she's looking at the ceiling again, her hand underneath her T-shirt, on the soft patch of skin below her belly. To a casual observer it's a relaxing and natural pose, to an expectant mother it means something else entirely. 
 
   "Thousand dollars hotel rooms and as much money as you can spend aren't really signs of a bad relationship", Abbey says. 
 
   "He felt bad", Sash says. 
 
   "If this is how he apologizes, what does he get you for your birthday?" Abbey says, pressing a different dress against herself now, happy to root through the bags. 
 
   "He's a billionaire, Abbey, it's a completely different world. This is like you and I going to Starbucks and staying in a crummy motel."
 
   "I still don't get why he's doing it", Abbey says. "You don't hear from him for three years and suddenly, completely out of the blue he turns up in the middle of the night and wrestles you into his car. I mean, what the fuck is all that about anyway? And now all of this. I mean he was always a bit weird, but this is way off the radar, even for Dante."
 
   "Beats me", Sash says. "I gave up asking questions a long time ago. If Dante's going to throw money at me for not being around when I needed him, I'm not going to turn around and say no. If he wants to buy me shoes and dresses and pay for me to live here, that's fine too."
 
   "If he wants to buy dresses and shoes for your best friend, that's fine too", Abbey agrees. "This one is absolutely beautiful."
 
   Sash turns to look at her. "That was four thousand dollars that one. I think I bought shoes with it too. You can have it if you like." 
 
   "Get the fuck out of here!" Abbey says, her eyes going wide in astonishment. 
 
   Sash giggles again. "I wanted to thank you for what you did for me last week, and also apologize for leaving you on your own in the middle of the night."
 
   "This is too much", Abbey says, already looking for the shoes.
 
   "Dante was a dick for doing that", Sash says, almost to herself. 
 
   "If this is what happens afterwards, you can leave me in the middle of fucking nowhere as many times as you like. I love these shoes!"
 
   "That's not all", Sash says. 
 
   "What's not all?" Abbey asks.
 
   "You know we sent those pictures from my phone?"
 
   "Cole and his rowing team?" 
 
   "It worked", Sash says, unable to keep the smile on her face. 
 
   "Wait, you got back together with the douche?"
 
   Sash nods. 
 
   "You slut!" Abbey jokes. "I knew there was something going on with you, you've got this kind of glow."
 
   "I have huh?" 
 
   "Uh-huh", Abbey says. "All over you. You're glowing. From head to toe. I can almost feel the heat from here."
 
   "He said he made a mistake."
 
   "Go on."
 
   "He said he wanted us to get back together."
 
   "Go on."
 
   "He said he wanted to be serious."
 
   "Unbelievable", Abbey says, shaking her head. "Isn't that what he said last time?"
 
   "He means it this time", Sash says, "I can tell."
 
   "So that's what you've been doing all week", Abbey says. "Testing the facilities."
 
   "I wish", Sash says. "He's away on a business trip."
 
   "A business trip?"
 
   Abbey comes over to the sofa now, the dress still in her hands. Sash sits up to give her space, and the two girls sit side by side. 
 
   "He's got a tech conference in California", Sash says. 
 
   "For how long?" Abbey asks.
 
   Sash shrugs her shoulders. "I don't know", she says. "As long as it takes."
 
   "I thought you said he was serious."
 
   "He is", Sash says, quick to defend him.
 
   "Come on, Sash, seriously. I know you like him, but he's playing you again. Don't let him do that."
 
   "He's not playing me", Sash says. "He's working. And when he comes back, we'll be together."
 
   Abbey is concerned for her friend. "How is this any different to what happened last time?" she asks.
 
   "It's totally different", Sash says. "I know where he is for one."
 
   Abbey isn't convinced. "Don't get hurt, Sash", she says. "I saw you last week. I saw what he did to you and I know what kind of a hold he seems to have on you."
 
   "I can't help it Abbey, I'm in love."
 
   "Yeah but that doesn't mean you can let him walk all over you."
 
   "I'm not."
 
   "And what happens if he's lying?"
 
   "He's not."
 
   "How do you know that?"
 
   "Because I trust him. Because I saw it in his eyes when we made love."
 
   "See", Abbey says quickly, "I knew you were a slut!"
 
   "It was incredible, Abbey", Sash says, melting away into the memory. "Even better than the first time."
 
   Abbey regards her for a moment. Compared to last week, she's a completely different person. Even if she has her reservations, it's not fair for her to burst Sash's bubble. 
 
   "Just be careful", Abbey settles on. 
 
   "Don't worry", Sash says. "It's all under control."
 
   "I'm so happy for you", she says. 
 
   "I know right? I'm so excited. I don't think I've ever loved anyone like this before. I haven't even come anywhere close. He's just, you know, so incredible."
 
   Abbey is already pretending to vomit into a big bucket. Sash reaches over and pushes her playfully on the shoulder. 
 
   "You know what you should totally do", Abbey says, a mischievous glint in her eye.
 
   "What?"
 
   "You should go to California and surprise him."
 
   "What? No. I can't do that", Sash says. 
 
   "Yes you can, you totally can. Go to the airport get a flight, turn up at his hotel, surprise him and fuck his brains out. It's exactly what you should do. It's not like you haven't got the money."
 
   Sash thinks on it for a moment and then pushes the idea away. "He said he wanted me to show him I could trust him. If I turn up at the hotel, it'll look like I don't"
 
   "Yeah but that's not why your going", Abbey insists. "You're going to surprise him, not to catch him out. And if he's not doing anything wrong, then there's nothing for him to get worried about."
 
   "I don't know."
 
   "Think about it, Sash. Your on a boring business conference without the girl you're supposed to be hot for. What's better than having that girl turn up unannounced to fuck your brains out! I'd totally do it. It's so romantic. He'll love you for it too."
 
   "Do you think?"
 
   "Uh-huh, like totally. He'd be so hard for that."
 
   Sash shifts her position again, so she's lying on her back with her head rested on Abbey's thigh. 
 
   "It has been almost too weeks", Sash says. 
 
   "And you don't know when he's coming back?"
 
   "He hasn't called", Sash says. 
 
   "Sash!" Abbey remonstrates.
 
   "I know, it's not normal, I've left messages, but I guess he's busy working."
 
   "Too busy to take a moment to call? You should definitely go", Abbey says. "A weekend is one thing, but two weeks without calling. You need to go claim him and show him who he belongs to."
 
   "Maybe you're right", Sash says. 
 
   "Of course I'm right", Abbey agrees, "I'm always right. If you don't show men who's in control, they'll try and take that control for themselves. Jack and I worked that out a long time ago." 
 
   "I'll think about it", Sash says. 
 
   "You do that", Abbey agrees.
 
   Sash pulls herself upright. "In the meantime, how do you feel about going shopping, and spending some of Dante's hard earned cash?"
 
   Abbey grins, her face splitting into a wide smile. "I thought you'd never ask."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   The private consultation room looks more like a campus study retreat, where a senior lecturer might compose his thesis, rather than the office of a world class surgeon. There is a beautiful, Georgian mahogany writing desk with a red leather inlay at which Dr Chaudrey is sat, wooden paneling across the bottom third of all of the walls, a rectangular cross beamed window, more books than a small library stacked in every available space, half of which look like they have never been read, and the most striking feature of all, a huge, splay fronted open fire that can't help but dominate the room. 
 
   "We have two options", Dr Chaudrey explains. "We can offer an artificial solution, which some couples prefer, or we can operate. The operation itself is a relatively non -invasive procedure that in most cases can be done with a local anesthetic. The artificial solution is a little less complicated, although doesn't offer quite the same effect. It is a special cellulose pouch that requires insertion into the vagina a short time before intercourse, to create the required effect."
 
   "We're not interested in an artificial solution", Dante says. "This is very important to us. My partner's virginity was stolen, and we need it back for her to feel whole again. We need you to make her as perfect as she was. Money, of course, is no object." 
 
   "Yes", Dr Chaudrey agrees. "I understand completely. An operation is always my preferred course of action too. It is the only way we can be certain of returning the body to its initial stage."
 
   "Can you guarantee that the operation will work?"
 
   "Yes", Dr Chaudrey says confidently. "Absolutely, one hundred percent. I have been performing this operation for most of career. It's a very simple procedure that takes less than two hours to complete. Afterwards the vagina is as good as new."
 
   He smiles when he says this, aware than the phrase when used in this context seems a little out of place. 
 
   "I must warn you, however, that penetrative sex immediately after the operation is not advised."
 
   "Isn't that precisely what the operation is for?" Dante asks. 
 
   "Absolutely", Dr Chaudrey says, shaking his head somewhat contradictorily from side to side. "But in this case, general consensus in this industry is three months, personal advise directly from me, the surgeon, is to wait at least three weeks to a month for the skin to heal and strengthen."
 
   "And if someone decided not to follow your advise?" Dante asks. 
 
   "Then the experience might not be as authentic as it should be", Dr Chaudrey says. 
 
   "How different would the experience be?" Dante asks. 
 
   "It's impossible to say."
 
   "Are you telling me that every woman that comes in here to have the operation done, waits at least three weeks before she has penetrative sex?"
 
   "It's a recuperation period, Mr Hix, that's what we advise the body needs as an absolute mimimum in order to provide an authentic experience. Once our patients leave the clinic, we have no control over what they do."
 
   Dante looks away briefly to the fireplace. The charred remains of two large logs still sit in the grate, from the last time it was lit, over fifteen years ago. 
 
   "What would you need to do, for penetrative sex to be possible on the very same day of the operation?" he asks, turning back to face the doctor. 
 
   "That is a question I cannot answer", Dr Chaudrey says.
 
   "In that case", Dante says, already on the way to standing up. "Thank you for your time."
 
   "Wait", Dr Chaudrey says, his hand up to stop him. "Please sit down."
 
   "I don't believe there is anything we can do to help each other", Dante says. 
 
   "There is something we can do", Dr Chaudrey says. "It's not how I would perform the operation, but I understand different clients have different requirements. Please, sit down."
 
   "Go on", Dante says, retaking his seat.
 
   "I can make the new area thicker", he says. "But it would mean that you would have to have sex on the same day, otherwise you might not be able to penetrate the area at all once it fully heals. It might hurt a little bit as well, for both of you, at least to begin with. The area will be tender and much more sensitive."
 
   "But it will mean that we will be able to have sex immediately, and the sensation will be the same? It will be just as authentic?"
 
   Dr Chaudrey nods. "That I can confirm absolutely to you. I don't advise it, but I can confirm it and I will perform the operation for you."
 
   "Then I think we can help each other out after all", Dante says, smiling. 
 
   "When would you like the operation to be performed?"
 
   "I believe we might be ready at some point this weekend. I need to confirm it with my partner first."
 
   "Good. I will need to meet your partner of course, receive her written consent and perform a series of tests before we begin."
 
   "Tests?" Dante inquires.
 
   "Procedural", Dr Chaudrey says quickly, the look on Dante's face one of suspicious concern. "Nothing serious at all. We just need to confirm that she's fit enough for the operation to be performed."
 
   "You have her medical records already", Dante points out.
 
   "Yes", Dr Chaudrey agrees. 
 
   "You just need to check the boxes." 
 
   Dr Chaudrey is aware that it's not a question.  "Exactly", he says. 
 
   "I want you to make yourself available for whenever we need you", Dante says. 
 
   "If you let me know as soon as you know, I can usually get you in within seventy two hours."
 
   Dante shakes his head. From the moment I leave this office, until the moment we leave the surgery, you are available at a moment's notice", Dante says. "Do you understand me when I say that money is no object."
 
   "Mr Hix, I have several patients waiting for operations."
 
   "Not anymore", Dante says. 
 
   Dr Chaudrey laughs nervously. "What is your daily rate?" Dante asks. 
 
   "It depends on the amount of operations."
 
   "Choose a figure."
 
   Dr Chaudrey takes a moment to regard the billionaire. He's deadly serious about this. 
 
   "Five thousand a day."
 
   "Congratulations, Dr Chaudrey, you've just got a pay rise", Dante says. 
 
   "Ok", Dr Chaudrey agrees, nodding enthusiastically. 
 
   "Keep your phone on, I'll call you", Dante says. A moment later he's out of his seat and by the door. "Oh", he says, turning back to face the doctor, "if you fuck this up, I won't be happy."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Sixteen days after she last saw him and five days after she left her last message, her patience worn completely through yet again, Sash decides that there is only one course of action left to her. Abbey is right. She needs to go and claim her itinerant stepbrother and show him who he really belongs to. She wants to trust him, but enough is enough. Sixteen days without a single call, and still no indication of when he's going to come home again is enough for any girl. She's upset, disappointed in him, and back to square one yet again. 
 
   She has the name of his hotel. She'll get on the earliest flight they can give her, track him down and let him know how she feels. He can't treat her like this, hanging on to his every word, hoping that each time her cell phone rings it's going to be him. Spending weeks apart in two different cities isn't the kind of relationship that she had in mind. She needs him with her and if he can't even do that, she's going to have to rethink her plan all over again. Yeah it's great having his money, but it means nothing at the end of the day if he's not here to share the experiences with her. What's the point of that?
 
   She packs a small bag with expensive clothes, things she feels like Dante will love to see her in, and takes a taxi out to the airport. Jutting out of the skyline proudly like a huge steel cock stands that symbol of power and wealth she can't seem to stop looking at. Dante's office tower. 
 
   At the airport, she asks for the next available flight to Los Angeles, buying a ticket in business class, because the extra luxury seems like exactly the kind of thing she deserves. With a couple of hours before her flight leaves, she relaxes in the first class lounge sipping sparkling water and eating canapés of exotic and unusual flavors, taking care to find out first of all if any of them contain ingredients that an expectant mother might wish to avoid. 
 
   Once again, she's reminded how easily she could adapt to this lifestyle, but only with someone else by her side. There are several moments she would love to share, only to find herself unable to comment to anyone but herself. In the absence of company, and tired of looking around at the other passengers, most of whom are traveling with loved ones or entire families, she loses herself in her cell, messaging Abbey constantly to give her a blow by blow account of her experience. 
 
   On the plane, she finds herself sharing the business class section with only two other passengers. She's never experienced anything like this before. The last time she flew was for a dance trip to Toronto, and she barely had any space in front of her to stretch her legs. This time her seat flattens completely into a bed. This time she has a mini-bar, a flat screen TV, an Egyptian cotton, goose down filled pillow, a three course meal and a personal in-flight attendant. She flattens the seat not because she wants to go to sleep, but just because she can. She smiles at the other two passengers, who nod at her and share knowing glances, of their own, very first business class flight, when they spent the whole journey doing exactly the same. 
 
   Sash is easily pleased, but her excitement at having something so luxurious, ten thousand feet in the air, seem like a treat better than all of the other ones put together. 
 
   The food is good too. She's had better, but for something that has been cooked in the aviatic equivalent of an industrial microwave, she's more than impressed. It's a three hour hop to L.A. It's enough time for Sash to gather her thoughts and think about how she wants to proceed. Turning a magazine over in her hands, far too distracted to read it, she finds herself thinking less about what Dante will say, and more about what he'll do. 
 
   Those rippled muscles flexing as he enters her. That stormy look in his eyes of absolute, undivided attention. His thick, swollen cock thumping gloriously against her G-spot as he takes her and makes her his own. His need. His greed. His desire. Just the hint of the memory is enough to make her panties wet. She can't wait to see what he's got in store for her. Yeah, he might be mad that she's disobeyed him, but look what happened last time, when she sent him those provocative pictures. A mad, jealous Dante she can handle. An absent one is a different prospect entirely. 
 
   She tries to take her mind of it by watching TV, but she can't concentrate for long enough to make it worth while. 
 
   Instead she finds herself idly flicking through the selection of magazines they have on offer, losing herself for long periods of time with one called "Baby and Mother."
 
   The flight attendant smiles as she passes. When she comes back to replenish Sash's mineral water, she can't resist asking. 
 
   "You must be very recent", she says, nodding at the magazine and the fact Sash isn't showing. "Usually it takes about three months to see the bump."
 
   Sash's hand instinctively goes to her belly. 
 
   "Is it your first?"
 
   Sash nods, unsure how to react. Just talking about it makes it sound real. "How did you know?" she says eventually. 
 
   "A mother can always tell. I've got two already, two months into the third. It's less scary than you think."
 
   "I hope so", Sash says. 
 
   "You'll be fine. As soon as it comes along, you'll want another, you'll see."
 
   "I guess that depends on the dad."
 
   "Men go crazy around babies, haven't you seen them? They're worse than women. You think he's protective of you, wait 'til the little one comes along. It's worse with a girl too. I've got one of each, so I hope to God this next one is another boy."
 
   "I haven't decided what I'd prefer", Sash says. "I think I'd be happy with either."
 
   "Well you've got a good chance of that", the flight attendant says with a smile, before work takes her off in a different direction and Sash is left feeling warm and gooey inside. 
 
   The flight lands at LAX airport just before 6pm. Sash is chaperoned through the terminal to the taxi rank, a porter by her side to carry her bag and make sure she doesn't get lost. She has never been to California before, let alone L.A. The first thing she notices is the accent, the second how big everything is. The roads are wider, the cars larger, the woman taller and fuller-chested. 
 
   It takes an hour to get from the airport to the city, and a further fifteen minutes to crawl through the traffic to Dante's hotel. The driver is good natured but talkative, and even though it takes her mind slightly off what is about to come, his direct questions make her flush with embarrassment. She giggles nervously and doesn't give too much away. She's here on vacation, her boyfriend is already at their hotel, and this is her first time on the west coast.
 
   By the time she arrives, her heart is thumping away, and she's got a cold sweat of anxiety clinging to the back of her neck. Once again she's gone against his wishes and decided to take matters into her own hands. She has no idea whether he is here. For all she knows, he might already be back in New York, preparing himself to call her. It's a possibility, however unlikely. What she hopes, more than anything else, is that he's not here with another girl. Sash pushes the thought away. She can't help but think it, but being pessimistic is not going to help her. If he is, she'll have to cross that bridge when she comes to it. 
 
   The doorman smiles a greeting and holds open the door for her. Inside, she stares a moment at the double fronted sweeping staircase, the ornate marble detailing and the huge chandelier, before she makes her way to the reception desk. It's an incredible place, in some ways even more elegant than her own temporary residence in New York. This is typical Dante. Even before asking, she knows he's staying here. At least he hasn't lied to her about that. 
 
   The gentleman on reception is more than happy to help. He knows Dante well, having been a regular customer of theirs for over two years. He is, Sash is reliably informed, staying in the most expensive suite in the hotel, the aptly named Emperor's Chamber, and, more importantly, he is currently up in his room.
 
   He is about to call Dante to inform him a guest has arrived, but Sash is quick to stop him. 
 
   "It's a secret", she says, nerves straining her voice. "He doesn't know I'm coming and I want to surprise him."
 
   The receptionist knows the value of the game immediately. He's seen many pretty girls come and go over his years here, some of whom have required complete anonymity. 
 
   "The bell-boy will take you to his door", he says with a smile. 
 
   There is a palpable silence between them as the elevator climbs almost to the roof, a special key inserted to give them the necessary access. The whole of the top floor of the hotel has been given over to the room Dante is staying in, so only one door looks out to the corridor. The bell-boy carries her bag to the door, waits patiently for a tip and then silently enters the elevator again. 
 
   Sash watches him go. When she is sure he is completely out of earshot, she stands in front of the apartment door and composes herself. She's fifteen again on the first day she saw him. She's eighteen again and in her bedroom dancing. She's in his office, three years later, standing in front of the huge wooden doors, her heart racing. She's hot and cold, and full of anxiety. She's here now and Dante's on the other side of the door. Her stepbrother. Her aching need. Her one true love. With her breath held, Sash raises her fist and knocks on the door. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   The wait is agonizing. Her heart won't stop thumping. Finally, after what seems like a million years, she hears footsteps approaching the door, and then watches as the door slowly swings open. What is she going to say? How is she going to explain her sudden and unexpected arrival? The words are like a jumble of nonsense in her head and she can't think straight for the nerves. 
 
   And then, as though he's not been gone more than a minute, she sees him. Wide smile, stormy eyes, a true representation of perfection. There is a moment that passes. A moment in which neither of them say a thing. A moment in which Sash feels a mix of emotions rushing to her all at once. 
 
   "Sash", Dante says. When she can't hold herself back any longer, she drops her bag and throws herself at him.
 
   "I couldn't wait, I'm sorry", Sash says, hugging herself into him and burying her head into the crook of his neck. "I know you said to wait, but I couldn't. I missed you, Dante, I missed you so much."
 
   Dante brings her into the room and shuts the door behind her. He lifts her head away and plants a firm kiss on her lips. Sash studies the storm in his eyes and then rests her head again on his chest. 
 
   "Are you mad?" she asks.
 
   "Do you trust me?" Dante asks. 
 
   "Yes", Sash says. "I miss you, Dante. I've been going mad without you. Why haven't you come home?"
 
   He ignores the question. "Come on, I want to show you something", he says. 
 
   Sash peels herself away from his chest, and takes his hand. She hadn't noticed it before, but wonders now how she could have missed it. For a while, she just stares open mouthed in sheer and utter amazement.
 
   The whole room is covered in flowers. There aren't just a few dotted around, they are everywhere. It's like the room itself was built around them.
 
   There must be thousands of them, all over the place. The floor, the sofa, the dining table, out on the terrace, in the bedrooms, throughout the bathroom, they are everywhere. Every single corner has been given over, every single available space colonized.
 
   Sash looks at Dante in shock.
 
   When she looks back to the room, she sees them. A huge number of presents wrapped up carefully and hidden amongst the petals. 
 
   "Dante, this is-"
 
   She can't speak for emotion. 
 
   "Do you like it?" Dante asks. 
 
   Sash is choking up. She doesn't know what to say. She's embarrassed she doubted him. She feels awful she questioned his motives. She turns to him, about to say something, then looks back to the flowers. There is no way she can put what she feels into words. She'll just have to show him. She'll show him how much what he's done means to her. 
 
   "How did you know?" Sash says finally. 
 
   "One, I know you, Sash", Dante says, moving in behind her now to hug her tightly against his chest. Like this, Sash can feel Dante growing against her back. With his hands on her bump, Sash feels like her life has just been completed. "You may not think I do, but I know you."
 
   Dante kisses the sensitive skin at the nape of Sash's neck and she closes her eyes and pushes herself into it. 
 
   "And two", Dante says, spinning her around quickly so they are facing each other. "You bought the tickets with my credit card."
 
   Sash's mouth drops open to exaggerate how shocked she is. She should have known he'd know. "You knew all along I'd come out here?" Then it hits her. "That's why you didn't contact me. You were waiting for me to come. That was the test?"
 
   "Welcome to California", Dante says with a wry smile. 
 
   "You ass-hole", Sash says, but she's not mad. She's very far from mad at all.
 
   "You're welcome", Dante says. 
 
   Sash pulls herself away for a moment to explore the room. She picks up some of the flowers to smell them, others she just touches lightly with the tips of her fingers. Underneath her feet, fallen petals crunch. They feel fabulous on her bare toes, against her delicate skin. 
 
   "You know", Dante says. "I'm going to have to punish you for disobeying me."
 
   "Uh-huh", Sash says, sweeping petals dramatically off the table. 
 
   Dante watches her spread herself over it and stick her ass out as though she wants it to be spanked. He can feel his cock hardening. 
 
   "I've been a bad girl", she says. 
 
   "Yes you have", Dante says. 
 
   "Maybe you need to spank me?"
 
   Dante moves over to where she is. The table is the perfect height for Sash to bend over it, and have her ass right up in the air by his waist. Covering it, she has a short skirt in a flowing fabric that Dante guesses is a recent purchase. He kicks her legs out a little wider, while he smooths his hand over her back, a patch of skin exposed below the stretch of her vest-top, the tips of his fingers tingly on her skin.
 
   Sash moans as he dancers them up her spine, overjoyed to have his touch back where it should be. 
 
   "You shouldn't have disobeyed me", Dante says. 
 
   Her ass looks round and firm, impossible to resist. "I know", Sash moans. 
 
   Dante runs his finger along the edge of her skirt, where the fabric meets the skin. It's a precise movement that sends shudders riding out across Sash's back. 
 
   She desperately wants him to lift her skirt, pull down her panties and force his way inside her, but he's in control here, and Sash will get whatever is coming to her. 
 
   "I've missed you, Sash", Dante says. 
 
   He moves his hand down to the swell of her ass now, hovering it above her skirt, so close she can feel the heat burn through her, even though he isn't touching her skin. 
 
   "Me too", Sash moans. 
 
   Dante raises his arm into the air, as though he is about to smack her. Suddenly he brings it down, stopping just before he comes in contact with her ass. She can feel it every step of the way, and even though he doesn't spank her, the sensation is almost as powerful because of the anticipation. She squirms on the desk, her panties already wet, and pushes her ass up even higher as if to suggest it. 
 
   Dante takes hold of the hem of her skirt, teasing himself with lifting it. Instead, he flattens it against her, running his hand between her ass and over the form of her pussy. Sash squeals in delight, melting with his fingers all over her. He's wanted to fuck her for two weeks, each day the sensation getting stronger, but he knows there is no need to rush. Slow, like this, is much more enjoyable. The longer he leaves it, the greater the reward, when he finally makes that thing his own. 
 
   "Get on your knees", Dante orders. 
 
   Sash slides off the table like a liquid, twisting beautifully in the air to land in a crouch by Dante's feet. She pulls herself up to her knees, folds her feet behind her and sits back onto them, her hands flopping freely into her lap. Dante could watch her move all day. She does it with the poise of a cat, the effortless brilliance of a passing cloud. 
 
   She looks up to him innocently, eyes wide. She would have liked him to fuck her over the table, but this works just as well for her too. Dante's bulging, almost separating the fabric of his jeans. Sash would reach up if she were in control, but she knows she has to wait for the order. 
 
   "Take it out", Dante says, and Sash can't help but squirm with delight. 
 
   Her stepbrother's cock. Three years she waited to play with it, only to have it cruelly ripped away from her. A fortnight ago wasn't enough on its own to satisfy her. She bounces up a little so she's kneeling in front of him, her head placed just perfectly to receive it. She touches it through the fabric first, rubbing it slowly just to get the sense of it, before popping his top button and ripping down the zip. 
 
   Dante stands there like a God, his arms rested casually by his side, waiting for his stepsister to show him how capable she is of pleasing. As she slowly releases him from his fabric prison, he only seems to swell in size. Down goes the zip, Dante towering over her with admiration. She lowers his trousers and then pauses a moment to regard his bulge behind the cotton of his boxer-shorts, immensely pleased at how it seems to throb and insist upon her. There is a darker patch where pre-cum has oozed out of his tip and tinted the lining, and the cotton is pursed so tightly by the edges because of his size, there is a gap large enough to slip her hand in. She does that now, her fingers tantalizingly close to his cock, before she grips the fabric tightly and glides it gradually down.
 
   Seeing him like this is so magnificent, Sash has to pause a moment just to appreciate him. His cock is even larger than she remembers it, thick, beautiful, and as hard as tempered steel.
 
   "Suck it", Dante insists. 
 
   Sash hardly needs asking. She takes hold of it by the base, shuffles herself forwards slightly and runs her tongue slowly around his crown, just to taste him. She runs the tip of her tongue the full length of his shaft, taking great care to stimulate the sensitive band of skin that connects his meat with his glans and glides a fat lick around his rim. As she goes, she fondles his balls, massaging them carefully with soft, easy strokes. 
 
   Although Dante makes no indication of satisfaction, Sash knows what she is doing is pleasing him, if only by the way his cock reacts to her touch. Her tongue is warm and tickly on his skin, his cock much more sensitive than he expected it to be. Sash opens her mouth, craning her neck to look up to him. She runs his glans around her lips, bangs it a few times against her tongue and then slides it gently inside her. The sensation is out of this world. Sash has full, fat lips and an energetic tongue she's not shy to put to good use. Inside her mouth, he feels even bigger than he looks. Without taking her eyes off his, she feeds as much of his throbbing meat into her mouth as she can manage, pauses to compose herself and open out her throat, and then takes just that little bit more. He's too big to swallow completely, but like this she can almost feel herself choking. Dante seems pleased. His eyes widen and the storm clouds begin to swirl. Sash flattens her tongue against his shaft, and as she draws him out again, she makes sure she rolls it against the sensitive line of his cock. 
 
   "Like that?" Sash asks when she's taken him out again. 
 
   "Uh-huh", Dante confirms. "Like that."
 
   Sash is inordinately happy that she's able to please him. Again, she takes his huge cock into her mouth, closes her lips around it and begins to feed it deeply towards her throat, this time sucking and wanking him into her. Inside, she can feel his foreskin opening and closing around his cock-head, between which she places her tongue. Dante arches his head back to let out a little moan, unable to contain it any longer. He breathes deeply, closes his eyes for a moment and tries to concentrate. At one particularly low point over the barren three years, the sight of his beautiful, innocent-looking stepsister availing herself of his cock, was something he thought he'd never see again. 
 
   Looking at her now, he can't help but feel like everything is finally falling into place. Yes he's a successful businessman, yes he's a billionaire, but had he not had the chance again with Sash, he would have died feeling like an absolute failure. How can he survive without this? How did he even last for so long?
 
   Dante reaches down to place his hand on the back of Sash's head. For a while it is just somewhere to rest it, later it becomes a way to guide her and explain exactly what he needs without words. Being dominated is turning Sash on much more than she ever realized it would. Being commanded, being told what to do, being punished for not doing it, is making her panties absolutely soaking wet. She's hot and horny, and pretty soon she'd need to be seen to. 
 
   Dante holds her firmly and pulls her onto his cock. Sash can barely breath, but the discomfort is worth it. Eventually, she grabs hold of Dante's ass and lets him fuck her mouth as though it were her pussy. Like this, she finally fits him inside her. Like this, she feels his balls banging mercilessly against her chin. 
 
   She has no idea whether he wants to come like this, and it wouldn't concern her if he did. Breaking from time to time to gulp down air like a fish out of water, Sash can't get enough. 
 
   Dante seems happy with her efforts too. At one point he's up on the balls of his feet to thrust himself even deeper, at another his hands away from her head entirely to rest against his hips, content to watch her pursue the motion herself. When he finally feels satisfied he's ready to move on, he's moaning in little controlled bursts of satisfaction and his cock-head has swollen so much it looks like it might burst.
 
   Sash wipes saliva away from her chin and hiccups lightly. It makes her giggle, and smile at the same time and Dante can't help but think it's the sexiest thing he's ever seen. 
 
   "Take your clothes off", he orders. 
 
   "No", Sash says, playing the game.
 
   "Take them off", Dante insists.
 
   "No, uh-uh", Sash says, swinging her legs out from underneath her to sit cross-legged and shake her head. 
 
   "Sash", Dante reasons. "Take your clothes off before I get mad."
 
   "Nope, not going to happen", Sash says smiling up at him.
 
   A millisecond passes before Dante advances. Sash screams and tries to escape, but her stepbrother is much quicker. He gathers her up in his arms and wrestles her back to the table, flattening her out across it at a ninety degree angle. 
 
   "If you're not going to do it", Dante says, raising her skirt quickly. "I'm going to have to do it myself."
 
   Her panties are in his hand briefly and then on the floor before she has a chance to say "No", again. 
 
   Sash giggles, as though she's been caught doing something she shouldn't and the punishment makes the whole thing worth while. Her pussy is tingling even before he gets to it, and she can feel him hot and fat against her skin. 
 
   Dante takes her right leg in his hand. He lifts it up to the table and forces her to stretch it out straight. Like this, she is completely exposed, and not only does she absolutely love it, she can't think of anything else she'd prefer to be doing. Dante wastes no time in taking what he wants.  He drops to his knees, closes his mouth around her pussy and drives his tongue deeply into her hole. No kisses around the edge, no glances up and down, no fuss and foreplay. Sash squeals in delight as he breaks his way inside her, forcing her pussy automatically down onto his tongue. Tingles break out along her back, riding along her spine and up into her brain. Dante darts the fatness of his swollen muscle back and forth inside her, before pulling out completely and moving to her tumescent and sensitive clit. 
 
   He sucks her, her licks her, he strokes her back and forth, and Sash moans under each one of his perfect little movements, her body melting beneath her skin. With her hole vacant, Dante reasons it needs to be filled. Into it he slides his middle finger, working it in slowly until he's satisfied he's found her G-spot. Sash gurgles with barely concealed delight, as he stimulates it in coaxing motions, her pussy already contracting around his extended digit. She needs very little more encouragement. His tongue on her clit would have done it alone, but with his finger inside her as well, she can feel it already bleeding out across her skin like fire, ready to explode magnificently and take her down with it. Dante drives on with a clear goal in mind, no intention to deviate until he's achieved what he wants. Sash is trembling beneath him, her back spasming against the rose petal covered desk like electricity is ripping through her. He can feel her pussy cling desperately to his finger, her clit thrum against his tongue. 
 
   She moans, her hands splayed across the table, her fingers twitching. Dante holds her wide. He finds a rhythm that seems to excite her the best and sticks to it rigidly. He laps at her clitoris and teases the swollen skin of her G-spot, the rest of his fingers closed into a fist and nudging her tumid lips with sweet kisses that make her tremble from head to toe. 
 
   He can feel her climbing, gorging herself on his touch, the world melting at the edges. Sash has never felt like this. She has never felt so wanted by him, so spoiled. The flowers, the presents, the tongue on her clit about to make her come, she has never felt so idolized, so important. It's coming, and she can feel it. It's coming strong and hard. It's coming and she can't control it. 
 
   When her breathing begins to peak, and Dante knows she's at the very edge of an orgasm, at the very last point before it consumes her, where just a touch in the right place on her body would send her exploding in fits of blissful ecstasy, he stops what he's doing immediately. He pulls his finger out of her pussy and then he pulls his tongue away from her swollen nub, and then he stands up behind her pointedly. 
 
   Sash is so close, she would explode if someone blew on her skin. Even the rose petals underneath her are close to settling her off. 
 
   "Dante", she cries, devastated he's left her on the edge. 
 
   "You've been a naughty girl, Sash", he says. "And naughty girls don't get what they want, I'm afraid."
 
   Her pussy is visibly throbbing. Dante can see both of her holes open and close, shiny with her juices. Sash doesn't know what to do. She's agonizingly close to coming, but she can't do it alone. 
 
   "Fuck me, Dante", she begs. "Make me come."
 
   "Oh I'm going to fuck you alright, Sash,  but you're not allowed to come, do you understand me?"
 
   "Oh baby", Sash complains. 
 
   "Uh-uh", Dante says. "If you'd taken your clothes off when I'd asked you-"
 
   "Please", Sash moans. "Please make me come."
 
   "Uh-uh", Dante says. "If you come, when I push my cock inside your tight little hole, I'm going to be very angry."
 
   "I promise I won't", she says. "Put your cock inside me."
 
   "I mean it, Sash", he says, his cock in his hand now. "If I feel you come, just even a little bit, I'm going to have to punish you even harder."
 
   Dante guides his cock to her trembling hole. To tease her even further, he slides his cock initially along her gash, bumping it gently against her clit. Sash shuts her eyes tight and holds on. The sensation is almost unbearable. She has to do everything in her power to force herself not to push down on it. Her heart is racing so hard she can hear it. Her legs are trembling with little uncontrollable jerks, and her pussy is aching so much for his cock she almost gives in and lets it take her. 
 
   Dante finds her hole. He nudges his way inside slowly, making sure every part of both his and her apparatus are fully engaged and stimulated completely. Sash moans loudly as he parses her, her pussy yawning to his effort and swallowing him inside her greedily. 
 
   "I'm warning you, Sash", he says.
 
   Sash can't speak. She can hardly breath for the concentration. Each millimeter more he goes inside her, the effort of holding herself back increases exponentially. What she is attempting to do is harder than anything she's ever had to do before. Dance competitions, university, compared to this, keeping herself away from Dante for three years was like a picnic in the park. 
 
   Continuing at crawling speed, Dante eases himself gradually inside her, his cock screaming out with pleasure. Sash is on the very edge of it, but Dante is ready to explode too. Fucking her like this is absolutely sensational. Teasing her with something he knows she wants is an effort of control and resistance on her part and his. Holding himself back from pounding her tiny little pussy hard, requires an almost inhuman level of concentration. 
 
   At his deepest, his balls press magnificently against her pussy lips. Sash can't help but moan.
 
   "Sash", Dante warns, his voice affected by his increasing desires. 
 
   Again Sash can't respond. She's locked into it, her pleasure pulses across her in bounds, tugging her towards perfection. Dante withdraws. Every part of his engorged shaft screams with orgasmic delight. Sash can feel every single square millimeter of her pussy, every single nerve ending inside her body calling out for it, demanding she let it take her. She doesn't know how much longer she can hold on. Back in up to his balls, Dante pushes just that little bit further, enough to make Sash moan again. When he begins to draw out, it's already started. 
 
   As much as she tries to force it away, she can't. It's upon her and it won't let go. Dante can feel it too. He can see it in the way her skin begins to shiver, and hear it in the staggered way she moans. When it finally hits, her pussy convulsing so much it nearly forces Dante out completely, it comes at her so strongly, her leg jerks uncontrollably to the floor, and had the table not been there to stop her, she would have folded up completely in half. 
 
   She opens and closes her fists, just for somewhere for the sensation to go, and then loses herself inside it completely. Whatever Dante wants to do to her for disobeying him again, so be it, this sensation is out of this world. She's never felt anything this strong before, and even when the first wave has swept through her, the second and third seismic blasts hit her in ways she never thought would be possible. Her body tumbles and falls over itself in repeated orgasms, that make the term multiple seem ludicrously insufficient, and she feels complete in a way only Dante has the capacity to provoke. A long time passes when she wants to say something and can't, incapacitated by the scale of the orgasm that's taking her over.
 
   Dante is quiet too, not because he's waiting for Sash to speak, but because he's fighting to control himself as well.  Sash's pussy is gripping his cock and spasming it close to exploding. Just seeing her like this, crumbling under his touch, makes him so horny, if he let himself he could come just by watching her. 
 
   "Not acceptable", Dante finally spits out.
 
   While Sash is still reeling under the immensity of it, trying to make sense of the world she's just been plunged into, Dante grabs her around the hips. She's lost the game and now, with it changed slightly, Dante has a new goal. 
 
   He pulls out as slowly as he can manage before coming, pauses with his cock at the very entrance to her hole and drills it back inside her. Firmly in place, he grunts, the deep guttural sound of a pre-historic man in need of carnal satisfaction. 
 
   Sash didn't think she could go any higher. Each thump of his cock inside her now, does just that. It isn't long before the sensation overwhelms him. With his stepsister already on cloud nine and swimming in a lake of perfection, Dante pushes himself there too. Sash is openly screaming now, although she knows nothing of it. She's lost complete control of her body, her sensations driving her actions entirely. It's on the reverse stroke that it finally takes him. He has placed her leg back on the table, having to hold it there himself to keep it in place, so he can see her pussy stretched wide around his cock, and watch his balls come in contact with her skin, and its a combination of this and the feather-like sensitivity of his pulsating pride, that finally pushes him over. 
 
   Dante twists his neck up to bay an escaping grunt at the ceiling. He rocks forwards onto the balls of his feet and drives his cock home even further, so at the point in which he swells beyond recourse, Sash experiences him in his entirety. 
 
   She feels his balls tighten against her pussy lips. Inside her, his glans swells and pushes insistently on her cervix. 
 
   She feels him strong behind her, his full weight pinning her assertively to the wood. She hears him let out another violent grunt, and then she feels it as it explodes along the base of his shaft.
 
   Twisting his body towards her, he grits his teeth, draws the taut muscles of his stomach together and unleashes himself deliberately inside her. Each pump pushes her even deeper into orgasm until he is finally, magnificently spent and Sash is quivering feverishly. Her skin hot and cold, the hairs on the back of her neck standing up, Dante folds himself into her. 
 
   She can hardly breath, let alone speak. Her pulse flashes through her body as though sped up a hundred times over. She can feel the goosebumps that litter Dante's skin. Together they are a crumbled mess of orgasmic delight and Sash can't even begin to think how they might put themselves back together again. 
 
   She doesn't know how it happens, but at some point after he has come, Dante peels her off the table, Rose petals stuck to her skin like sweet wrappers and carries her like a Roman God, across the threshold and into the bedroom. 
 
   There, she wraps herself around the sheets, before her stepbrother, her magnificent man of extraordinary talent, wraps himself around her too, already hungry for more. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   They wake with the sun rolling in through the gaps in the red, heavy-threaded, crushed velvet curtains, and this time when Sash rolls over, she is delighted to find her stepbrother still in the bed alongside her. She pours herself into him, melting against the thickness of his chest, drowning herself in his scent and essence, and lavishing him with kisses. For the first time in their staggered relationship together, Sash feels like she has finally got him.
 
   He pulls her tightly to him, and she lets her hands roam his skin, her fingers dancing tantalizingly over the broadness of his shoulders, tracing the lines of his muscles across his torso and down towards the throbbing, thickness of his already swollen meat. 
 
   Dante catches her hand just before she gets to it, playfully pins it against the pillow above her head and rolls himself on top of her. He kisses the sensitive underside of her upper arm, across the delicate lines of her shoulder, down past her breasts and around her belly button. Sash giggles as he goes, the light brush of his lips tickling her body in frenzied electric pulses, while the heat of his engorged member insists urgently against her tender, goose-bumped skin. 
 
   Dante nudges her legs apart with his own, and like this, silent but for their exigent breathing, he guides himself inside her. As they make love, the sun warm against Dante's back, Sash's body trembling yet again just to have him against her, she can't help but feel complete. 
 
   Stepbrother or not, this is the man she's definitely meant to be with. This is the man she has always loved, and the only man who can make her feel this way. Afterwards, when Sash has the warm, gooey sensation running through her body of yet another incredible series of orgasms, and Dante is lying against her again, satisfied enough for now, she feels like she could stay here forever and never need anything else in her life again. Dante nuzzles into her neck. He pulls her backwards into him, his arms locked around her waist and his legs up close to hers in a tangled spoon.
 
   "I have a surprise for you today", he whispers.
 
   "A surprise?" Sash asks. "I don't know if I deserve a surprise, do I?"
 
   "It's a present for us both", Dante says. "Something I've wanted to give you for a very long time."
 
   Sash twists around so she can face him. She studies his eyes, touches his lips with her fingers and tries to guess what it could be. Is he going to propose, is that what this is about?Are they going to run away together?
 
   "What is it?" Sash asks eventually, unable to detect with absolute certainty. 
 
   "It's a surprise, Sash", Dante says evenly. "The whole point of a surprise is that you don't tell the person you're planning to give it to, what it is."
 
   "Yeah I know that, but, I'm here now, you might as well tell me."
 
   "Uh-uh", Dante says. "It would ruin it."
 
   He gets up, leaving Sash lying face down on the bed, her legs moving up and down idly like a child throwing a tantrum. Dante knows his stepsister hates surprises. He knows she'll struggle to think about anything else all morning until she finds out what it is.  
 
   "You'll see soon enough", he says. "We have to go there this morning."
 
   "Go there, go where?" Sash says, getting up off the bed to follow her stepbrother towards the bathroom. 
 
   "You'll see", Dante says.
 
   "Well what do I have to wear?"
 
   Dante turns the shower on and steps underneath the water. It's a walk in open planned system with jets coming from above and to the side. Sash closes the distance to join him. 
 
   "Something sexy", Dante confirms.
 
   Sash gathers soap in her hands and begins to rub it into his skin, her hands naturally working their way back down his chest and towards his hardening cock. 
 
   "Something like yesterday?" Sash asks. 
 
   "Uh-huh."
 
   In her hands, he grows quickly, easily turned on by her touch.
 
   "I've got a lot of dresses", Sash says, pushing back his foreskin and beginning to wank him. "I could wear one without panties."
 
   "Go on", Dante says slowly, his cock fully erect now. 
 
   "Only you and I would know", she says. "You could put your hand between my legs, your fingers up inside me."
 
   "Uh-huh. What else?"
 
   While Sash draws his foreskin gently over his swollen glans, she rubs the tip of her thumb into the sensitive connective tissue that joins his crown to his shaft. Already, pre-cum has begun to build up and ooze out of his tip. Dante tilts his head back, enjoying the sensation of the hot water tumbling over his skin while his stepsister wanks him.
 
   "You could bend me over when nobody is looking, lick my tight, wet hole and push your cock slowly inside me."
 
   "Yes", Dante says. "Oh yes, I could do that. What else?"
 
   His cock throbbing under her touch now, he could let himself go so easily like this. 
 
   "You could loosen my ass-hole with my cum and then when I'm ready and on the edge of an orgasm, you could push your way inside me with your sensitive, swollen cock." 
 
   She tightens her grip, one hand on his shaft, the other massaging his balls. 
 
   "That sounds like a perfect idea", Dante says, his breathing already stuttered. Sash can sense he's nearing an orgasm. She know if she continues, he'll explode all over her belly. She wants it, but she wants to tease him even more. 
 
   "Ok", she says, pulling her hand away quickly. "I'll go and see what I can find."
 
   Before Dante can stop her, she's turned on her heels and is back in the bedroom giggling away at what she's just done. 
 
   In the bathroom, Dante stands with his mouth open and his cock throbbing, seconds away from orgasm. "Sash", he shouts. "I'm going to make you regret that."
 
   "I'm busy", Sash shouts back. "I have to find something nice to wear!"
 
   Dante stares down at his swollen cock. He could finish the job easily, but it wouldn't be the same. 
 
   "Fucking hell", he says, shaking his head, a wry smile breaking out across his face. She's learning. 
 
   He'll let her get away with this one, only because he knows that if tonight is going to be the most important moment in their relationship and the best moment of his life, he first needs to persuade her to have the operation. Everything so far has been leading up to this moment, and he sure as hell doesn't want to fuck it up. It's only taken three years of waiting, and even though he's not going to take no for an answer, he'd prefer Sash to be on the same page as him before they started. He's pretty sure he won't have a problem, but it would just make a much more pleasant experience for them both if she was. Sash had a tendency to freak out unnecessarily over things she later wholeheartedly agreed with. Why wouldn't she want to do the one thing they couldn't do before? Dante reasons. If anything, she's likely to be just as excited as he is. 
 
   An hour later they are both ready. Sash has no idea where they are about to go, but she's excited. A little nervous about what's to come, but excited she'll be doing something with Dante. Over the moon that he's been thoughtful enough to get her a gift at all. If the flowers and the presents last night were anything to go by, this could be absolutely immense. Knowing Dante, it's going to be significant. True to her word, she's decided not to wear any panties, and Dante can't think of anything more appropriate. 
 
   Hand in hand, they leave the apartment, ride the elevator down to the lobby and make their way out to the street. 
 
   They are no more than a half a dozen steps away from the hotel when she calls him. The word fired through the air like a bullet.
 
   "Dante."
 
   Sash is the first to turn. Tess is standing there with Oliver in her arms. Whatever she was going to say is postponed slightly by what she has seen.
 
   "This her?" Tess asks, pointing as best she can at Sash. Sash is confused. She looks from Tess to Oliver and then across to Dante, who looks anything but calm and composed. 
 
   "This is not the time", Dante says firmly. 
 
   "Who is-?" Sash begins to say but the words don't fully form a sentence. 
 
   "I came to give you one last chance", Tess says. "He wanted to see you. I guess I made a mistake."
 
   "Dante?" Sash asks, looking at him with a face twisted by worry. Who is this?
 
   "Daddy", Oliver says with his hand stretched out towards Dante, and the penny finally drops. Immediately, the color drains from Sash's face, and her skin goes cold. She feels a hollow in her gut like someone has just kicked a huge chunk of her out onto the road and can't help but fold over uncontrollably, clasping at her neck, desperate for air, her knees so weak had she not been holding Dante's hand, she would have clattered straight to the floor. That hand feels cold and unfamiliar in hers now. She lets go of him as though suddenly realizing she's touching something completely foreign to her, and staggers back away from him, the world moving in slow motion. She looks to Oliver and then back to Dante. There is no doubt about it. This is his child. 
 
   "No", she says, shaking her head, her hand going instinctively to her belly. "No."
 
   "Sash", Dante says, trying to reason with her. 
 
   "You didn't know", Tess says, a penny dropping for her now too. "Why does that not surprise me?"
 
   Sash wants the whole world to swallow her up. The information is a jumble in her head and all she knows is she needs to get away. She can't process anything, she can't think clearly, she can't even cry. It's like the whole world as she knows it has suddenly come to a grinding and abrupt stop.  Who is this woman? Why have they got a child together? Why has he lied to her again? Without even thinking about it, she turns away and begins to run, adrenaline kicking in. 
 
   Dante rolls his eyes, he points an accusatory finger at Tess and calls after his stepsister. When she doesn't respond, he gives chase, but Sash is quicker than he is. Before he can get to her, he loses her in the crowd. 
 
   "Fuck", Dante shouts, spinning around to look in all directions and unable to locate her. 
 
   Back at the entrance to the hotel, Tess is waiting. 
 
   "What the fuck are you doing here?" Dante shouts. 
 
   Oliver is crying. He has no idea what's going on, but he doesn't like it. Tess moves him from arm to arm, trying to calm him down. Before she can answer, Dante's phone begins to ring. 
 
   They stand there for a while scowling at each other. The phone rings insistently. Oliver wails. Dante shakes his head. 
 
   "Are you going to answer that?" Tess says finally.
 
   "You'll regret this, Tess", Dante says. 
 
   Out of his pocket comes the cell phone.
 
   "This is not a good time", he barks into the receiver. 
 
   In his office headquarters, Alex stands at her desk, a letter out on the surface in front of her. 
 
   "I've got bad news", she says. "You're going to want to hear this."
 
   "I don't need any more bad news", Dante says, his eyes on Tess. 
 
   "Someone is blackmailing you, and they want a lot of money."
 
   "How is this news, Alex? Someone tries to blackmail me every other week. Burn it like we do all of the other ones."
 
   Tess smirks and shakes her head. 
 
   "Not this one", Alex says. "This one is for real. It's about you and Sash."
 
   Dante's heart skips a beat. The skin on the back of his neck goes cold and the hairs on his arm stand up on end. 
 
   "You have twenty four hours to deposit a hundred million dollars into my account", Tess reads, "or these photos will be sent to all of the national newspapers", Alex holds up a photo to get a better look at it. "My oh my. What on earth have you been doing, Dante?"
 
   "Fuck", Dante says. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck."
 
   There are a number of photos taken from long distance, some innocuous, others incriminatory. Alex's eyes goes wide as she looks through them, Dante's body flush with desire, Sash bent over the table in front of him in one, in bed with him in the next. They are grainy, but clear enough to see who they involve and what's going on. 
 
   "I'll send them to you", Alex says.
 
   Dante cuts the call. 
 
   "Bad news?" Tess takes great pleasure in asking him. In his pocket, Dante can feel his phone vibrate. 
 
   "This is not the right time, Tess", Dante says sharply. 
 
   "Clearly", Tess says. "I shouldn't have come."
 
   "Why the fuck did you?" Dante says. He sits down on the steps to the hotel, desperate to try and think clearly. Tess watches him. "What do you want?" he asks her eventually. 
 
   "Who is that?"
 
   "No-one", Dante says. 
 
   "She didn't look like no-one to me."
 
   "Tess, you and I are over, you need to realize that. I've moved on. Get over it."
 
   Dante takes his cell phone out of his pocket. Scrolling through the images, he can't work out how they would have been taken. Who the fuck knew? 
 
   "Fuck", Dante says again. "I need to find her."
 
   Tess watches him get up, go to the edge of the sidewalk and hail a taxi.
 
   "This is it, Dante", Tess warns.
 
   When the taxi pulls away, she's shaking her head and passing their crying child from one shoulder to the next, framed perfectly by the rear window.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   In the restroom of a department store half a block away, Sash sits on the toilet seat, crying softly. In her hands is a recently purchased pregnancy test, the yes/no indicator patch covered by the tip of her thumb. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ###
 
    
 
   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. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Sneak Peek!
 
    
 
   Giving My Billionaire Stepbrother A Baby 4
 
    
 
   He finally finds her several hours later, sat on a park bench with her knees pulled up to her chest. When he sits down next to her, she doesn't scream or try to run away, she just sits there silently, staring ahead at the very same point she's had her eyes fixed on for the last thirty minutes, trying to work out what the hell has just happened. Although she's not crying anymore, her eyes are red and puffy, and it's clear she's still shocked and very upset. Dante doesn't speak for a moment either, deciding how best to approach the subject. He should have told her, but there never seemed like the right moment. Eventually, he reaches out to her, hoping in his touch she'll soften. Sash pulls away as soon as he's moved, crushing herself into the wooden arm rest of the bench.
 
   Dante regards his stepsister. Still she won't look at him. Still she's shaking her head, focusing on the mud by her feet. In its brown edges, she sees much more clarity than she does in the man sat next to her. 
 
   "Was that it? My surprise? Is that why you brought me here, to humiliate me?" she says finally. "I want an explanation, Dante. When you've given me that, we're finished."
 
   Dante lets out a long sigh. "Look, Sash", he says. "Tess is part of a history that has nothing to do with us."
 
   Sash shakes her head. She's absolutely furious with him. More so than at any point before. This is one lie too many for her. 
 
   "Nothing to do with us?" she says. "If you're fucking her, that has everything to do with us. Are you fucking her?"
 
   Now she looks at him. In her eyes he sees a catalog of hurt. "No", he says. 
 
   "Don't fucking lie to me, Dante", Sash says. "I've had enough."
 
   "Sash, listen to me, I'm not fucking her."
 
   "Then why are you here?"
 
   "I came to see Oliver, not Tess", Dante says. "I should have told you."
 
   "Oliver?" Sash begins, but she can't finish what she's about to say. Instead she says, "you asked me to trust you. How can I trust you if you lie to me?"
 
   Dante hangs his head. He's been rumbled and there is no way out of it for him but to try and get Sash to forgive him. To try and get her to understand.
 
   "You have a son, Dante. A fucking son."
 
   Just saying the words brings tears to Sash's eyes. It makes her feel empty inside. It makes her feel like she's no longer special for him. That what she believe to be growing inside her isn't unique anymore, that it's not enough. 
 
   "Please Sash", Dante says, trying to reach for her again. 
 
   "Don't touch me", Sash says firmly, and Dante retracts his hand. 
 
   "I was going to tell you", Dante says. "I was going to tell you before we went back to New York. I didn't have a chance before Tess turned up. I want to be with you Sash, I thought that was clear."
 
   "Why should I believe you?" Sash says. 
 
   "Because it's true", Dante says. "Please, Sash, look at me."
 
   Sash can't bring herself to turn in her seat. All she can do is stare blindly at the ground and hope it swallows her up. 
 
   "I brought you here to give you a present. To give us both a present. Something we could never do the first time around. I need you Sash, no one else makes me feel like you do."
 
   "Yeah, right." Sash says, tears clouding her eyes again. 
 
   For the third time, Dante tries to get near her. As he edges a little closer on the bench, this time Sash doesn't warn him away. 
 
   "I promise you I'm not fucking her", Dante says. "Tess and I weren't even in a proper relationship together. Whatever we had ended almost three years ago. There is only one person I want to be with in this world, and that's you. It's only ever been you. Please Sash, you've got to believe me."
 
   The cruel thing is, Sash knows she's got no choice. Whether she believes him or not, or he's lying to her or not, she's never going to be able to tear herself away from him. Dante is almost alongside her now. Slowly, he reaches out to put an arm around her shoulder.
 
   "Please come back to the hotel", he says. 
 
   Sash shakes her head.
 
   "If you like, I can contact Tess, tell her to explain to you that there is nothing going on between us."
 
   "You have a child together", Sash says, still unable to process it. "A child, Dante."
 
   "I know", Dante says. "I was just as shocked as you are now when she told me about it."
 
   "What happened?" Sash asks. 
 
   "I don't know", Dante says. "Tess was one of the dancers in the club. We had a thing together for a while, and the next thing I know she's pregnant with my child. After that, when I told her we couldn't be together, she moved away. I've been coming to see Oliver regularly since then."
 
   Sash shifts a little in her seat. She takes Dante's arm from around her shoulder and places it back in his lap.
 
   "Why did you tell me you were coming here to work? Why did you lie to me?"
 
   Dante sighs again. This is difficult for him. Tess and Oliver are a secret he's worked hard to keep. If only she hadn't turned up at the hotel like that, they'd be in the clinic now getting Sash's virginity back.
 
   "Honestly?" Dante asks, and the ridiculousness of it almost makes Sash laugh.
 
   "Don't lie to me Dante", Sash says, "I was this close to flying straight back to New York. I still haven't decided whether I'm going to do it or not. As far as I was concerned this morning, we were over. Now you have to prove to me I can trust you again. Don't fucking lie to me ever again, I mean it."
 
   "I didn't think you'd understand if I told you about Oliver", Dante says. "I thought you'd react like this."
 
   "How did you expect me to react if not like this?" Sash says. "Do you think I should be over the moon for you?"
 
   "No, of course not. I didn't tell you because I was scared of losing you", Dante says. 
 
   "Scared of losing me? Since when have you been scared of losing me? I was always there for you, Dante, always", Sash says. "I wasn't the one who disappeared into the ether three years ago."
 
   Now it's Dante's turn to look at the mud on the ground. 
 
   "I made a mistake", Dante says. "I've thought about it everyday."
 
   "It's not the only one either", Sash says. 
 
   "Sash, please, I'm trying to make it up to you. I'm trying to do the right thing for us both. I'm trying to show you how much you mean to me. I want to make this work."
 
   "When are you going to stop being such an ass-hole?" Sash says, shaking her head again in disbelief at the idiocy of her stepbrother. 
 
   "I'm working on it", he says. "The hotel, the credit card, the presents."
 
   "It means nothing if I don't have you."
 
   "You have me, Sash, when are you going to realize that? You have me."
 
   "When are you going to show me?"
 
   "I thought I was."
 
   "Rules, Dante", Sash says, reaching out for him this time. "No secrets, especially something this big."
 
   "No secrets", Dante repeats. "I promise."
 
   Sash sighs. In his lap she grips his hand, interlocking her fingers with his.
 
   "No running away."
 
   "No running away", Dante repeats. 
 
   "No fucking other girls", Sash says.
 
   "Sash, seriously."
 
   Dante lifts her chin with his index finger. It takes her a while to look at him directly, embarrassed by the floods of tears that don't seem to want to stop coming. 
 
   "When you came back to me, it was something I thought would never happen. I've never wanted something so much in my life. The first time I didn't realize how strongly I felt about you, but when you came back, it was like everything fell into place. I didn't come to you in that time because I needed to know you had forgiven me. I needed to know that you wanted me. Sash, when I saw you again, I knew we had to be together. I mean that. You are the most incredible person I have ever met and I need you. There is no one else. No one even close. I love you, Sash."
 
   "Do you mean it?" Sash says, butterflies returning to her belly. 
 
   "Of course I mean it. I wouldn't be here if I didn't mean it. I'm here Sash, I've just spent two hundred dollars in taxi fares and walked over the city for the last two hours. I called you like a hundred times."
 
   "Thirteen", Sash says, her eyes lighting up just a little. 
 
   "The point is, I'm not with Tess, I'm not with any other girls, I'm with you. I love you, Sash. I always have, I just didn't realize it quick enough the first time around."
 
   "You're a jerk."
 
   "I know I am", Dante says, "I should have told you."
 
   "About Oliver, or that you love me?"
 
   "Both."
 
   Sash can't help but feel a hollow in her stomach when she thinks about his boy. She can't help but feel some divine right has been taken away from her. That what she believes she's carrying will pale in comparison to what he already has.
 
   "I wish you'd told me", she says. 
 
   She moves her eyes across Dante's face. The fullness of his lips, the definition of his cheekbones, the perfect way his hair falls at the side of his head. Even when she's furious with him, she can't help but find him attractive. 
 
   "I love you too", Sash says. "Sometimes I wish I didn't, but I do."
 
   "Will you come back with me?" Dante asks. 
 
   Now Sash lets out a sigh.
 
   "Are you going to hurt me again?" she says.
 
   "I hope not", Dante says. 
 
   "You are the only one who can decide that", Sash says. "If I come back with you, you need to promise me you'll take responsibility. I'm serious, Dante, if we are going to be together, you need to act like it."
 
   Sash pauses a while to prepare herself. She takes Dante's hands and looks him in the eye.
 
   "I don't want us to be secret anymore", she says. 
 
   "Sash", Dante reasons. "You know we-"
 
   "I mean it", Sash says. "You need to prove to me that I'm the most important thing in your life. More than your work, or your reputation."
 
   "Look, if anyone found out about us, I'd be ruined."
 
   "I don't care, and nor should you."
 
   "Sash, be reasonable, there's a lot at stake here. We're stepbrother and stepsister, they hang people like us in Texas."
 
   "I can't do this, Dante, not unless I know for sure. I've been hurt too much already."
 
   "I'm telling you, Sash, isn't that enough?"
 
   "No", Sash says, shaking her head. "Not any more it isn't."
 
   Dante sighs. His business or his stepsister? "Lets go back to the hotel and talk about it", he says eventually. 
 
   "Uh-uh", Sash says. "I'm not going anywhere until you promise me."
 
   "You really want to do this, Sash? I'm sorry I didn't tell you about Oliver, but I was going to do it eventually, when our relationship was stable enough for you to understand. Don't punish us both for a mistake I've made. If the press know about us, every single aspect of our life will be under scrutiny. They will not leave us alone and we'll have no privacy. You want us to have a relationship, the kind of relationship you have always dreamed about? We can only do that if we don't tell anyone we are together. This isn't a question of me not demonstrating how important you are to me by keeping you secret, it's a question of me keeping our relationship private so I can demonstrate to you exactly how important you are to me. We tell anyone, we are as good as over. They'll tear us apart. After that, forget about having any freedom. You'll be lucky if your friends still talk to you, let alone your own family. You want to make a new life somewhere nobody knows us? Fine. I for one don't want to lose that unnecessarily."
 
   Dante stands up. "Where are you going?" Sash asks, suddenly worried he's going to leave her again.
 
   "I love you, Sash, but nobody else needs to know that except you. Don't ruin what we have, please."
 
   Sash doesn't know what to say. She feels like the balance of power has just titled in Dante's favor, and she isn't quite sure how. 
 
   "They won't care", Sash insists, but even she's doubting herself now.
 
   "Call Tess", Dante says. "She'll tell you what I told her last week. Believe me, I don't want to be with anybody else. I don't want to hurt you anymore."
 
   Dante holds out his hand. "Please come back to the hotel, Sash."
 
   She looks at him for a moment. What choice does she have? Maybe he's right, and if they let the world know then they'd shut her out. But then if they shut her out, at least she'd still have him. Is the rest worth the risk, just to be sure?
 
   "Come on", Dante says. "Let me show you how much you mean to me."
 
   Eventually, without another word, Sash reaches up and takes her stepbrother's hand. 
 
    
 
    
 
   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.
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