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        Mina

      

      

      

      Finding the exact color of Malachite green in a hidden seam zipper was like riding that perfect wave.

      That was a miracle in the little fabric store here in Harbor Shores. When I stepped out into the summer sunshine, with the sound of the seagulls overhead and the scent of the lake breeze in the air, all was right with the world.

      Then I skipped right into Cindy Hilton and her entourage.

      Buzz. Killed. My perfect mood evaporates like a drop of water on a scorching pan.

      Why the zipper matters, I’m not sure, since there’s no way I can get to New York for the design competition next week. But apparently I’m functioning under the delusion there’s some magic solution that will drop out of thin air and make my dreams come true.

      Since I was five, I’ve been making clothes. It started with a simple, tied together terrycloth robe made from an old washcloth for my teddy bear Theo. By the time I was six, I was whipping together some high-end runway level creations for my Barbies. The creative obsession rooted deep and I’ve been lost in fantasies of New York Fashion Week ever since.

      My personal style is a far cry from my design aesthetic.  I’m more preppy Tomboy with a splash of Minnie Mouse, but it’s how I’m comfortable and every girl deserves a little comfort wherever she can find it.

      Creating beautiful clothes has been my dream since those first ratty robes, so when I heard about this contest for the best new designer, strictly age 18-21, put on by Marie Claire magazine I couldn’t help myself. With the help of my best friend at Chatsbury, Rosaria Sweeting, whose father is a general or something in the Bahamian military making her practically royalty. She helped me put together a mini collection and I entered, but I never, ever thought I’d earn a spot.

      Except, I did.

      Now, I have no way to get to the contest next week and no way my mom or Allen would let me go anyway.  They have me on a fast track to being a corporate attorney. I’m going to pre-law at University of Michigan, Go Blue, my stepfather’s alma mater, in the fall.

      They silently tolerate my stacks of fabric and my little ‘hobby’ sewing room back at our house in Oakland Heights. My parents are fine, don’t get me wrong. I love them and they love me. Allen is hardheaded; he’s tried to toughen me up over the years but my creamy, marshmallow center, in more ways than one, has remained squishy despite his best efforts. As an ex-NFL quarterback himself, I understand that mindset just goes with the territory.

      The only thing about the law that suits me, is that I’m an obsessive rule follower. The idea of breaking a rule or, God forbid, getting arrested, sends me into palpitations. I’ve never turned in an assignment late. The lowest grade I’ve ever gotten on a report card is an A minus, in health sciences for heck-sake. Which, I still believe to this day is because the teacher, Mr. Gottfried, had a vendetta against our family because Allen’s team kicked the pants off his home state team in some Super Bowl a zillion years ago.

      Who.

      Cares.

      I got good grades, yes, but I’m not the smartest egg in the carton. It’s more that the idea of disappointing anyone and not doing my best, best, best is feels unforgivable. So I worked my fingers raw and studied harder than humanly possible to be sure my report cards were impeccable.

      “Wilhelmina?” Cindy chirps, always using the whole of my name like she’s my grandmother. “I heard your family sold their place. Didn’t think we’d see you this summer. Or Jackson. How is Jackson, by the way? I saw him interviewed on Sport Center yesterday. Is he around?”  Her blazing white smile makes me wish I’d opted for my Hello Kitty sunglasses as she scans the area for my stepbrother.

      Everyone loves Jackson. Sure, I get it. He is the all-American guy with the edge of a sexy bad boy in a combo so potent, so good looking, if you manage to tear your eyes away, he’s somehow still there. Taunting you from behind your lids like you’ve looked at the sun a second too long.

      He’s also a bit of an ass, like his father, to everyone that is not family, which, somehow, makes him more attractive.

      “No, he’s not here,” I manage, watching her enthusiasm deflate and hating myself for just existing in her presence—then hating myself more for hating myself. Ugg, it’s such a vicious cycle.

      I grip the top of the paper bag in my left hand while tugging on the lace trim of my blouse and shifting my weight from one foot to the next like a six-year-old.

      I summon my courage, I need to stop being so cowering. That’s what Jackson always says. He says I am as good as anyone else and I don’t need to live small.

      But, what he doesn’t quite understand is, inside, I feel small. He’s the only one that makes that feel okay.

      Just thinking about him, my cheeks turn warm and that funny, gripping tension blooms in my belly.

      A wash of dark self-loathing covers me. The mad crush I have on my own stepbrother is enough to send me straight to the gates of hell. Talk about rule breaking.

      He’s my brother, for heck-sake. We’ve basically grown up together but the last few years these feelings have taken on a persona all their own and I can’t seem to stomp them out like I used to.

      I clear my throat, consciously straightening my spine and answer Cindy, “My dad just bought another house.  On the south side of the lake.”  I glance down the street where Dutton, my driver, is watching me closely as he leans against the black Lincoln with a dent in the fender and a missing hubcap. He’s my only friend outside of Rosaria from school. He’s been my driver for four years now. I would have asked him to drive me to New York, but he’s leaving later today for his brother’s wedding.

      As for me, I don’t drive. The idea of all the rules and the possibility of ever being pulled over are more than my OCD can process.

      I knew Allen sold our old summer house and bought a new place, but what I didn’t know was none of our stuff had been moved in from the old house yet. It’s in storage for some dumb reason and the new place came ‘furnished’ if you can call it that.  So, it’s like living in an AirBnb. It’s nice, don’t get me wrong, but it’s smaller than our other summer place and just…impersonal.

      Cindy nibbles her lower lip, scanning her crew who all grin knowingly at each other. “South side.” She sniffs. “Nice. Quaint.”

      In Harbor Shores, where the rich and bored spend their summers, quaint is another word for low-end.

      I hear Jackson’s voice…

      Don’t take shit from anyone, Mina. You need to realize you are strong and amazing. Don’t doubt yourself so much, lil’ mint…

      I wish he was around all the time. And not just to protect me, like he’s done my whole life if I’m being honest. But, the NFL draft is coming up and it’s just another reminder that his life is taking him to do great things, far away.  More so than college, even. The empty hole inside of me is growing as big as his fame and success.

      He flew in for my graduation, took an all-night flight after some charity bowl game thing.  We’ve seen less and less of each other since he left for training and college and I went away to Chatsbury Prep in Connecticut while he played quarterback for USC.

      California. So. So. Far. Away.

      Tucker, one of the summer kids I’ve vaguely known for years, chuckles as he taps on his screen. “Hey, everyone, listen to this. Millionaire heiress Lena Caruso has been found alive and well after a search involving three agencies and a life-changing reward offered by her shipping magnate father.”

      “Lena’s been found?” Cindy sounds mildly interested and I recall the Caruso’s owning one of the largest houses in Harbor Shores.

      “Yeah, but it’s who she was found with,” Tucker says, still grinning. “Some lumberjack from fucking West Virginia. I bet her dad was furious. I bet her knocked her rich ass the fuck up so he could get on the Caruso money train.”

      Tucker makes a motion like he’s pulling the train whistle in the air as Cindy frowns on a shrug showing a hint of humanity. “At least they were willing to do something daring for love.”

      “Oh come on. He’s poor. It’s not love, it’s finance.”

      “I think it’s romantic,” Cindy snaps on a glare at Tucker. “I hope they tell her dad to fuck off and go live in their log cabin. Anyway,” she turns my way, “if Jackson isn’t here, we should go. Don’t want to keep Wilhelmina from her…what is in the bag? A sack lunch?”

      The brown paper crinkles as I clutch the rolled over top, easing it behind my back.

      “I gotta go.” It’s the best I can manage as far as not taking shit right now, but getting away is a form of taking control, right?

      “Let’s go.” Reagan Murrow, Cindy’s right-hand woman nods down the street where I see a flashy silver Bentley convertible. “You’re leaving for your road trip to New York in three days, I want to have some fun before you disappear on me for a month. Top-down time!”

      Did she just say New York? Road trip?

      Summon courage. Hear Jackson’s voice. Speak up!

      “You’re going to New York?” I choke out, attempting to sound casual. “Driving to New York?”

      I grip the paper bag as though it’s full of diamonds. The final zipper is inside. With a few days to finish some seams and hand work, I could be ready…

      Reagan rolls her eyes, inspecting her manicure as Cindy nods, snapping her perfect Angelina Jolie lips together.

      “Yes. Taking my grad present on an inaugural adventure. Just me, the open road and 650 horsepower. My dad guilt buys me anything since mom ran off to France with her girlfriend. What did your dad buy you for graduation?” She purses her lips, the silence making me squirm as she waits, but she wouldn’t really be interested even if I had an answer. Her dad is Harson Hilton, a Fortune 500 mogul and a complete push-over for his daughter. “Have to meet him for some,” She flutters her hand toward the picture-perfect blue sky, “business thing. He likes the happy daughter by my side image. All American perfect family.” I don’t miss the little crack in her façade as she finishes.  “Anyway, yes, New York here I come.”

      I pin my eyes on the car, then back on Cindy.

      This is that thing dropping from the sky, Mina. You gotta grab it when it swings by…

      “You guys want to come over tonight?” I blurt out before my brain stomps on the brakes.

      Five sets of eyes flash my way.  Various expressions of surprise and humor decorating their freakishly perfect Abercrombie faces.

      “Party at Mina’s?” Tucker, who’s always poking at his phone, pipes up. “I’m down. Nothing like breaking in a new house to start the summer. Maybe a mid-night swim Mina?” He chuckles, elbowing Jeremy, who is another of the summer group of kids who laughs and my face flames.

      They know I hate the water. Three summers ago, Tucker’s family invited my family out on their fifty-foot yacht and I had an utter panic attack breakdown when my parents tried to pull me out of the car at the Marina.

      The summer kids have never been overly cruel or bullying to me, but I know I somehow don’t make the cut to be in the inner circle. That never bothered me.  I’m sort of my own circle. I still have conversations with Theo, my first teddy bear, and a backup crew of couture-dressed Barbies.

      But maybe, maybe, this time I can play it cool enough and brave enough to ask if I can hitch a ride to the Big Apple and secretly make my dream of being a fashion designer come true.

      “Party at Mina’s,” Cindy repeats with that lip biting thing again which makes me uneasy. But this is new territory for me so knowing what the secret cool-girl-code is for ‘lip biting’ isn’t expected.  “Let’s say, 10 o’clock? You aren’t in bed by then are you?”

      Snorts and low chuckles filter from the group as I stiffen and Dutton takes a few steps my way as if to say, ‘You okay?’.  I wave him off, then grit my teeth and light this candle. I’m eighteen now. An adult. Time to take the reins of my life.

      “I’ll be there.” I re-mark with an attempt at the lip-biting, stepping backward and into a little kid with pink ice cream dripping down his face as his mother shoots me a dirty look.  “Sorry.” I mutter, then end on a stumble toward Dutton with my stomach feeling as though it’s full of rocks.
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      This was the worst idea of the worst ideas I’ve ever had.

      Liquor bottles and little open packages of gummy whatevers that are not for children are strewn across the kitchen counter.  The scent of pot drifts in from the front porch where some of the partygoers I don’t know are smoking after I found the courage to tell them there was no smoking inside.

      They looked at me like I was speaking Latin, but I felt Jackson with me somehow and stood my ground. I have no emotional attachment to this house, but I do care that my mom and Allen would have a gigantic-chunky-fat-fit if anyone smoked inside.

      I would be having a heart attack right now if marijuana wasn’t legal in Michigan, but alcohol is not legal until you’re twenty-one so there are laws being broken here and my head is pounding and I’m pretty sure I’m close to Afib.

      Things were okay when Cindy and the others summer crowd showed up at first. But, twenty minutes later, three other cars pulled up and now the house is filled with a throng of strangers. My panic is at DEFCON five and I’m struggling to breathe as I chastise myself for thinking I could handle this.

      “Tequila?”  A random blonde in a bandeau-strap Michel Kors last season micro-mini dress shoves a bottle toward my face.  “You look like you need a drink.”

      “I’m good.”  I wave her off pinching the bridge of my nose as a roar of laughter echoes from down the hall and I re-consider the blonde’s offer. I need some sort of courage to ask Cindy for that ride to New York and I can’t seem to muster it on my own.

      I cover my nose and mouth with my hands on an inhale, the scent of the cherry-blossom hand lotion Jackson buys for me every year for my birthday, from some boutique in Paris. It calms me and I love it. It reminds me of him, and right now I need to be reminded of him. His strength, the way he believes in me, the way he encourages me no matter what.

      “Fashion show!”  Jeremy, one of the group from town earlier comes high-stepping into the kitchen with a bottle of some fancy scotch in his hand.

      My stomach drops as what’s following him steals the breath from my lungs.

      “N—no.” I stutter, slapping my hands over my eyes as they start to burn but then peak through my fingers.

      NO, no, no, no…

      First, it’s Reagan wearing the blue ruched satin evening gown that took me over twenty hours to hand stitch. I mean, satin is a nightmare on its own, but ruching it and stitching it all by hand? It’s next level stuff and I had it perfect.

      Not only that. She’s carrying the Barbie with the exact matching outfit.

      “Mina, you still playing with dolls?” she hisses, holding the Barbie next to her chest. “Look, we’re twins!”

      Next, a stumbling girl I don’t recognize is wearing the skirt and vest separates from the collection, the hand stitching on the front seam pulling over her enormous boobs, and of course carrying the matching Barbie.

      Watching is worse than getting a cavity drilled without Novocain, but I’m frozen as the final six looks from my collection are paraded through the living room in various states of destruction.

      I pinch my lips together as someone turns up the music until it shakes the floor and the group dances and prances around wearing the most important work of my life while shooting videos and darn near knocking themselves out with how hilarious they think they are.

      I can’t watch and I can’t seem to find the courage to stop it, so I do what I usually do. Retreat.

      The blonde shoots me a somewhat sympathetic look. “Hey, you okay? You look—”

      I grab the bottle of tequila from her hand and head outside, slumping down into a cushioned patio chair by the glimmering swimming pool, with a view across the lawn right down to the lake.

      So. Much. Water.

      And not just water. The worst kind of water.

      Black water. Night water.

      A shiver shakes my shoulders and being this close to the horror of the water shows how desperate I am to escape.

      Being sandwiched between a pool and a lake is the stuff of nightmares. My water phobia started when I was a little kid, I’m not even sure what started it and no amount of aversion therapy or bribery has lessened the terror grip it has on me.

      I have to psych myself up to shower every day and still, I never, ever put my face directly in the water for fear of drowning.

      Dumb, sure.

      But, for me, it’s real.

      The pool at this house is half the size of the one at the old place and I fleetingly wonder why Allen, who loves impressing people, would have downsized to this smaller place on the ‘wrong’ side of Harbor Shores…

      The thought doesn’t linger. I have bigger issues, like how to get these people out of the house and my life back into rule-following balance before my heart gives out.

      I need one little swig of courage, then I’ll take care of this mess and never, ever break a rule again.

      I press the bottle to my lips.

      One drink and you’ll be breaking the law.

      I grit my teeth. The never ending inner monologue about rules and doing everything just right have haunted me since I was a little girl as well. Maybe this once, for one split second, I’ll be Tina, Mina’s alter ego I daydreamed up a few years back. Rule breaker. Vixen. Carefree. Devil may care…

      The kind of person who decides what she wants and takes it.

      One drink, then I’ll make this whole disaster worth it and get that ride to New York…

      One.

      Two.

      Thr--

      “Lil’ mint.”

      It’s Jackson’s voice in my head. Why couldn’t he be here right now?

      I need you, Jackson. My big brother. My protector.

      The tang of the liquor dances on the tip my tongue. God, it tastes revolting. But liquid courage they call it, right? One move, open my lips and—

      “Lil’ mint.”

      Jackson’s voice. Louder now.

      Wait, that’s not in my head.

      It’s here.

      I spin, bottle forgotten. Like a gift from the gods, surrounded by a halo of light, he’s here.

      “Jack—son?” I stutter, tears springing my lower lids, flinging the bottle onto the patch of grass to my left and all my dirty, lusty girl dreams of my stepbrother come flooding back.

      “You okay there, lil’ mint?”  he says, striding around from the walkway by the garage with that perfect swagger he has, wearing a gray suit and open white shirt, running his fingers through his hair, broad shoulders and thick arms I’ve dreamed of cuddling into thousands of times right here when I need them the most.

      My brother.

      The football hero.

      The man I love.

      The man I can never have.
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      Breathe, Jackson. Fucking breathe.

      She takes my breath away even after all these years.

      I knew I loved her from the moment she stepped into my life, with her backpack full of Barbies and those haunting mint-green eyes that told me right then she needed me. Would always need me.

      A smile curls the corners of my lips as I remember the first time I met her, green foil wrappers from the bowl of Andes Mints in our kitchen all over the floor around her little feet, chocolate decorating her pink lips. She was so nervous about meeting her mother’s new boyfriend and his son, until she got that first mint in her mouth.

      My feelings were different back then. More innocent. Just a certainty that I had to protect her no matter what. But now?

      There’s not one innocent thing about me wanting to stuff every thick inch of my virgin cock into her tight unpopped cherry cunt.

      That’s not the end of it either. It would be bad enough, but my thoughts where she is concerned are depraved. I want her on her knees, my thick, warm release decorating her plump cheeks and lips as she gazes up into my eyes and calls me Daddy.

      That fantasy took root just this last six months since she became an adult. It was like a switch got flipped and there’s no going back. imagining caring for her like I always have but now with this deviant twist and it’s become my obsession. Well, one of my obsessions.

      The other is, I’ll knock her the fuck up, yeah, pregnant, bred with my seed in short order until she’s waddling around, ready to give birth to the first of what would be an army of our children.

      But, she will always be my baby. Daddy’s girl.

      I want it with a desire so deep, my bones ache with it. As though they are cracking under the pressure of the wanting.

      I could have it all, too, and nobody would think anything of it, if only she wasn’t my sister. Stepsister. Whatever.

      Breathe.

      “You having your first party and didn’t even invite me?” I grin, letting her know my question isn’t serious, but my feelings fucking are.

      Whenever I see Mina, the world comes into narrow focus. Even more than when I threw the winning spiral in the most important bowl game of my career last year. That pales in comparison to this goddamn perfect specimen of womanhood sitting right here with a fucking bottle of Tequila against her lips.

      I hate that fucking bottle. I should be the only one touching those lips. My mouth. My fingers. My cock.

      But, it’s so much more. I want those lips to tell me all her secrets. All her dreams and worries and silly stories. I want to feed them strawberry ice cream and roll her cherry vanilla lip gloss on a hundred times a day like she does for herself now.

      Those lips.

      They contain multitudes as they say, and I want to be there for it all.

      And what the fuck anyway with the tequila? She’s the original, OG good-girl.  She would never drink, and now I find her sitting alone in the backyard of a house full of who-the-fuck-knows, ready to straight shot the worst tasting fucking liquor known to man.

      Something is fucked up and rage is bubbling in my gut. I’ll handle whatever it is in her life that needs handled, but right now, she needs me.

      Jackson, her brother.

      Her protector.

      Her…fuck. Yes, her fucking Daddy, but I can never tell her that part.

      She’s paler than when I saw her a few weeks ago at her graduation and that’s pissing me off as well.

      When I rage fucked my hand in the shower two hours ago, I remembered the little apple of pink on her cheeks, imagined turning it into a full-blown flush as my dick slid deep, spraying against the opening to her womb as she bucks and begs her Daddy for more.

      But that sweet pink I love is gone. I want to kill whoever took that glow away and then fuck it right back into her.

      The depraved visions of my stepsister are out of fucking control. The fantasies are immoral at best and illegal at worst.

      We’re not stepsiblings that met as adults. No, we’ve grown up together.

      Watched movies in our pajamas while eating popcorn together.

      Opened presents on Christmas mornings together.

      I held her when her pet hamster, Fernando, died. I took the blame when she threw away all the vegetables in the refrigerator lest we go through yet another dinner with her defiantly refusing to eat anything green. I did all the things a good, upstanding, loving brother would do for a sister.

      Except for masturbating to my fantasies of her. That’s not something a good, upstanding, loving brother would do.

      I should give up the beating off. I should.

      But, that will never happen.

      When I think of her, my brain short fucking circuits. The instant boner I’ve fought off for years, I now let fly high because she’s fucking legal.

      It’s my love for her that’s kept me from deep dicking her bent over the bathroom sink. For Mina, I will always do the right thing. My love for her keeps my baser instincts in check.

      But it’s getting harder and harder to stay in control.

      The grip she has on my heart is unyielding. Those fucking eyes, the color of those Andes Mint wrappers, look to me for something I can never give her.

      But, her curvy youth has blossomed into voluptuous sinful temptation that as a mere mortal, I must have.

      She’s every dream I’ve ever had of what I need.

      The perfect girl. Good-girl. Baby-girl.

      I think of her every second. Sometimes, in lightning-fast flashes but she’s still there. Even in the hard moments, the ones where I’m deciding the trajectory and velocity of a throw as the last seconds on the clock tick away. She’s still there.

      I think of those sweet, gorgeous tits pressing against my chest. Thinking of railing into her morning and night.  Filling that little girl pussy of hers with every seed my balls hold as I bareback, raw dog her until she’s ripe with me.

      Get in there.

      Get deep.

      Deeper. Force feed her womb until there’s no going back.

      She’ll be mine forever if I get my baby in that soft, sexy belly of hers.

      Then what will they say? Wouldn't matter, it would be too late.

      So why haven’t I claimed my sister?

      Because she doesn’t break rules. She’s fragile like that and if I destroyed her in the pursuit of my own needs? That is unacceptable.

      So, I’m going to get to the fucking bottom of why she's sitting here looking heartbroken with a bottle of tequila, but first, I’m going to take care of her.

      “Jackson.”  She says, the bottle on the grass but I still hate it. “Wh—what are you doing here?”

      I sniff, wanting to tell her the truth.

      Because I can’t stay away.

      Because I want to claim you and make you the mother of my children while making you my own sort of little girl.

      “I knew my lil’ mint was going to be here alone. Or I thought so…” I narrow my eyes at the closed patio door, the sounds of high-school summer privilege spinning out of control coming from the other side, but that’s not my concern at the moment.

      “Yeah, I—” She shrugs a shoulder to her ear, crickets serenading the moment from the darkness. “Invited a few friends over.”

      “Friends,” I repeat, knowing that’s a fucking lie.

      I recognize some of the assholes dancing around inside the house. My father bought this place a few weeks ago, telling everyone the summer home that’s been in our family since I was five was too big.

      There’s a lot my father isn’t telling everyone, but he’s less my concern. Mina doesn’t lie. Ever. Which means if she is, it’s because she’s scared. Something is wrong and I’m here to fix it.

      “What, you don’t think I have friends?”  she snaps drawing her lips into a tight pout, eyes narrow. I like her defiance. I love it. I want her to be herself, with me. Forever. Sweet. Bratty. Pissed off. Whatever.

      I’ll take it all.

      She’s on her feet and I close the distance between us. There’s something different about her tonight. The pale green of her eyes is more piercing, the curve of her hips more womanly and the scent of her cherry blossom hand lotion is making me throb.

      Fuck, I want to reach out and manhandle her lush tits. Slide my hand down inside her pants and finger bang that slick little pussy, then take her to get a tattoo with an arrow pointing down…

      This belongs to Daddy.

      She pushed into a triple D cup size this year and she’s in a size twelve or fourteen depending on the brand of clothes and I love every morsel of her. I know all her sizes because I ransack her room whenever I’m home. I steal her panties, sure. That’s standard, baseline stalker stuff. But, I keep track of her clothes, her sizes, the brand of pads she uses when she’s on her period.  No fucking tampons for my little girl either. Nothing goes in that hole. If I can’t have her, some pink plastic feminine product can’t either.

      “Yes, I’m sure you have friends.” I lie right back. She has one friend, Rosaria, from the stuffy, out east prep school my father and stepmother sent her to four years ago. I keep track of her friend as well. She’s good to Mina, so that was some comfort as the years and distance separated us. I paid off some of the staff at Chats-whatever school as well to send me daily reports and pictures. To look out for her and report any bullshit going on. They did good, but I’m done hovering in the background. “But, these fucks inside the house? They’re not your friends.”

      I sneer, watching her shoulders droop. Her sadness twists like a serpent inside me. I have to keep myself from dragging her out of here and behind the closest bush to make her forget about whatever this bullshit inside the house is.

      I bite into my cheek, watching her eyes trail up and down the front of my suit, catching for a second on the front of my slacks as a little surprised chirp slips from her pink, plump lips.

      If she knew what I was thinking right now…

      I don’t miss the round points of her nipples doing battle with the lace-trimmed white blouse she’s wearing. I know she made it for herself. It’s got her signature style and I want to tear it from her pale flesh, but instead, I press myself harder into her, sweeping my arms around her back, pulling her as close as I ever have.

      “You give the best hugs,” she mutters against my chest as I lock her softness against me in the only contact I’ve allowed myself with any woman. I’ve never wanted anyone else. No one would believe me. I’ve had so much ass thrown at me over the years, but never have I been tempted. Never have I considered touching anyone else.

      How could I? The thought of my fingers against another pussy then, someday, I guess I always knew there would be a someday, having those same fingers touch my Mina?

      Fuck no. I’d rather die.

      My dick is steel. Balls tight.

      I close my eyes. Hugging my stepsister is enough to make me cum in my pants.

      So, I do.

      As I knew I would. I gave up trying to fight it.  I just come prepared now. Two sets of boxers do the trick as I battle back my roar and think of how many sperm have been wasted outside of her body over the years because of her.

      Trillions. Zillions.

      With my composure ready to snap, I ease back, missing the softness of her tits against my chest, the resting of my pulsing cock against her hip.

      Are you wet? I choke back the question, her scent answering for me.

      “You’re breaking some laws in there,” I state, watching the furrow of her brow as I take a lingering look at the crease of her cleavage, my balls still fucking on fire from my silent climax.  “You okay?”

      “Better to ask for forgiveness than permission, right? That’s what dad always says.” She shrugs twisting her hair in her fingers. “First time for everything,” she grins, but there’s a tension in her forehead. A tightness in her jaw.

      I want to be all your firsts. And me yours.

      “Don’t pretend, Mina. I know something’s fucking wrong here—"

      The slider opens followed by laughter and a throng of drunken teenagers spilling onto the patio, cutting me off.

      And, fuck, they’re wearing what I already know are Mina’s creations.

      The lights from inside the house flicker off the surface of the dark water of the pool. Mina hates water and I’ve never known her to sit on the patio at our old house or be anywhere near a pool. Her fear of what was inside the house tonight outweighed her fear of being out here, and if these assholes think they are continuing this night with a nice cool summer swim they are going to be fucking disappointed.

      “I’m going to fucking take care of this,” I grumble. She doesn’t have to say anything for me to know she doesn’t want them here. I take her phone off the table and pocket it, keeping at least that much safe for her because this could turn south quick. “Go stand over there.”

      I nod toward the empty part of the patio by the diving board, thinking she will be out of the way in case I start tossing bodies around.

      “Wait.” The purr of her voice hits me like a cannonball to the heart and she tugs at the lapel of my jacket. “One more quick hug. They always make me feel better.”

      I will deny her nothing right now. I gather her quivering body in the loop of my arms, only this time, I make no effort to shield her from the hardness behind my zipper. I don’t know what comes over me but I press into her, fucking grinding every inch of me against her softness for a split second.

      The movement transpires in the blink of an eye, but I already know it’s changed everything.

      “Jackson.” The sound of my name on her lips nearly doubles me over. “I—I…” Her eyes flick downward where my steel length is pressed solidly against her hip, her eyes dilate as I run my hand around the silky skin under her jaw, her pulse tapping on my palm. “Is that…”

      “This?” I growl, humping against her, watching her eyes rolling back as the world starts to spin around us. “Don’t be scared, baby—”

      It’s too much. I’ve gone too far.

      “I’m not,” she whispers straight into my pounding heart, a strength filling her eyes. And then, my entire world explodes as she reaches down, slipping her hand against the front of my pants.

      I don’t know what the fuck is happening right now, but I’m not going to stop it—

      “Mina!” A screech from over my shoulder implodes the perfection of the moment. “You didn’t tell us Jackson was here! Everyone! Jackson Sanders is here!”

      Mina jerks her hand away and it’s like an arctic blast through every cell in my body.  The screecher, Cindy Hilton, who I know all too well, pushes between us wearing what I know is one of Mina’s handmade evening gowns.

      “Everyone! Listen! Jackson’s here! Trojans! Fight on!” She spins, fist pumping the air as my stomach turns to cement.

      A drunken roar ripples through the adolescent crowd as Mina steps back. I fling an arm sideways, pushing a few of them away. But as I do, some jaggoff wearing another of my sister’s dresses, the seams ripped apart, reaches over, grabbing Mina by the shoulders, shouting in her face nose to nose.

      “Fucking Jackson Sanders!” He yells on a whoop.

      His inebriated excitement reminds me of too many college parties. Too many entitled assholes needing an education on how to treat females and behave like human beings, which I doled out as often as I could during my college years, much to my coach’s annoyance. I never looked for a fight, but plenty found me. The wrong kind of attention can hurt a team and for sure hurt my chances with my draft options. None of that matters right now.

      I lunge toward the asshole with his hands on Mina as she stumbles, hands flattening on his chest, elbows locked. His fingers dig into her upper arms, spit flying into her face as he yells.

      “The whole reason we fucking came here was your fucking brother! Whooooo!”  He shakes her like a rag doll, her head whiplashing front to back, and I come un-fucking-glued.

      Tables flip and bodies dive left and right. Mina screams as I yank the dark-haired assailant off her, the pop of his shoulder dislocating as I throw him to the ground.

      “Shit! Fuck, man, my arm!” He rolls on the grass, cradling his damaged arm.

      “You’re fucking lucky I didn’t tear it the fuck off and beat you to death with it. Now get the fuck out.” I point toward the driveway as I turn and see a handful of other assholes heading my way.

      There’s screaming. Both excitement and anger as I shove and physically encourage the rest of them toward the driveway gate.

      “Take those fucking clothes off.” I nail three of them with my eyes.  “Carefully. You pop one more seam, tear one inch of fabric, I’ll make sure you’re never able to dress yourself again.”

      There’s shuffling, swearing, laughter and yelling, the music is turned up, bass thumping in the outdoor speakers and my fingers twitch curling and uncurling.  There’s a cold prickling on the back of my neck as I scan the darkness, looking for those mint-green eyes that haunt my dreams but they’re no where.

      “Mina!” I yell over the heavy bass, pushing by two girls stripping off some of the clothes they were prancing around in a second ago, when a different kind of scream cuts through the chaos.

      A blonde in a some stretchy, elastic looking mini-red dress, with a champagne bottle in her hand is jumping up and down at the far end of the pool, as five stumbling partygoers are bolting by the diving board trying to avoid my wrath. “They pushed her! She’s sinking.”

      The world turns to ice as I catch the murky outline of her blouse in the dark water, sliding into the deep end. My whole world is under that water. I push the blonde out of the way and dive. The cool water envelops me, dragging me down by the weight of my clothes as I kick and pull at the water, reaching out, out, out, finally slipping a hand around her waist, securing her against me as I push off the bottom.

      She’s a dead weight, but as I swim to the surface, her fingers tug at the collar of my shirt. Thank fuck.

      I pop through the water with a gasp into the air, Mina coughing and gurgling as I hold her, willing my life into her. My heart races, each pulse hammering against my chest wall as I spit water and find my footing on the shallow end of the pool, carrying her up the steps and into my lap.

      “You’re going to be all right,” I whisper into her dripping hair, brushing my fingers against the scratch on her forehead. “I’m going to make fucking sure of it.”
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      The pressure behind my eyes builds as I glare at the young intern with her star-struck eyes. She’s explaining Mina will be okay, going over the discharge packet. Repeating what the other doctors have been telling me all night while I made them run tests they insisted weren’t necessary and keep her overnight for observation just in case.

      Nothing to worry about. It’s a trauma response.

      Her memories should come back.

      Memories. Should. Fucking should? I need more than fucking should.

      “You, you’re a student, right?” I bark, causing her to shrink back. “You don’t get to learn on my…”  I shake my head.  “Where’s Dr. Mumford? I want the head of the fucking department not some first-year.”

      She deflates, stuttering, but I don’t care.  She’s not my priority, Mina is.

      The low hum of hospital sounds thrum in my ears as I ask for the hundredth time if they’ve run every possible test. Taken every precaution.

      “Yes, Mr. Sanders.” The head of Neurology, Dr. Denise Mumford, nods, releasing the terrified resident, and takes over outside the closed door to Mina’s private room. “It’s not usual, but it happens. You said she is terrified of the water. The slight bump she took isn’t enough for concern. Her brain is…” She tips her head back and forth, crossing her arms. “It’s protecting itself. It’s psychological. Not neurological. I can have Dr. Ozmec, the psychiatrist, come back to talk to you again. Explain—”

      I wave my hand then run it over the top of my head. All I want is to get back inside the room where I hear Mina singing Simply the Best by Tina Turner at the top of her lungs. She’s never going to win American Idol, but normally she’d never sing where anyone outside of our family could hear her.  She was asleep still when I stepped out here to talk to the other doctor but she’s awake now and I want to be with her.

      “No,” I groan, weary because unlike Mina, I’ve been up all night. As she slept, I kept an eye on the monitors every second. “But I want your cell number and Dr. Ozmec’s. If there is one flicker of anything in the next couple days, I’m fucking calling you both and you better come running.”

      She nods. “I wrote the numbers on the discharge paperwork myself. Oh and…”  I spin toward the door, tugging the cool metal handle, the throb down low reminding me of what a perverted asshole I am. “That was an amazing eighty-yard hail Mary in the Cotton Bowl. You brought it home. Go Trojans!”

      I shake my head, squinting at the dark-haired woman. Who the fuck cares? Have I been reduced to this one moment in my life? I’m a fuck for being grumpy about everyone bringing it up all the fucking time but especially right now when Mina could have fucking died. If I wasn’t there…what could have happened?

      I shake my head, leaving the doctor and stomping through the door, fighting off the thoughts of the could be’s and what if’s, determined to not waste one more fucking second of my life on anything that doesn’t work toward the only thing that really matters.

      Mina being mine. In every way possible.

      And today, now, here, somehow it feels like I could make that happen. Our parents are in South Africa on their second honeymoon, a trip booked so long ago there was simply no way my dad could avoid it without telling my stepmom the truth. They’re not even on the same continent, which means they’re not around to stop whatever is about to happen between their two children. What started last night with my little sister’s hand on my dick.

      If only she hadn’t slipped and fallen into the pool...

      Back under the bright lights of the hospital room, she looks so small in the bed my heart clenches in an invisible fist. Each breath is agony, thinking of her under the water, struggling for her own, but she flashes me a smile that releases the knots in my chest. I unclench my fists as she waves like she’s having the time of her life.

      Once the doctors gave me the test results, assured me they were all clear, and moved us to the room, I’ll admit I leveraged my  ‘celebrity’ status to get into the closed gift shop and damn near emptied it of every flower and stuffed animal they had.

      Now, wearing the shitty blue hospital gown, Mina is surrounded by teddy bears, unicorns, frogs, dogs, cats and every other plush thing I could buy. And I swear, even with what’s happened, she’s the happiest I can ever remember. The room smells like roses and lilies but somehow it’s her scent that rises above it all.

      She sits up when she sees me, crossing her legs Indian style, the blankets lowering on her thighs and, fucking forgive me, but they stripped her and I see a flash of that pink dream between her legs before she tugs at the faded blue gown, stuffing it in the bowl of space in her lap.

      “Oopsie.”  She pouts, a blush rising up on her cheeks. I gave up an hour ago on feeling bad about being hard again. Once they were sure she was safe, my dick was rampant and ready like usual when I’m close to her, only it’s worse. I could have lost her and seems my dick is aware of that fact as well and is done with any sort of politeness. “I’m not wearing any panties,” she whispers, feigning embarrassment, and the groan that rumbles from my chest makes her eyes widen.

      “You okay, lil’ mint?”  I ask her, running my knuckles down her pool-water frizzy hair, then reaching over and pinching her chin as she crinkles her nose.

      “Yes. I feel grrrrreeeeeat! Like Tony the Tiger says.”  She chirps, then reaches up and strokes my forearm, a fierce flicker in her eyes. “And you feel pretty great too.”

      After triage last night, then scans and tests, I noticed she was acting…different. The shy insecurity she usually carries was replaced by a playful flirtation. A sassy, sexy new Mina emerged, and I’ve been trying to catch up ever since.

      “Jackson.” She says my name like it tastes really fucking good and I could beat off just thinking of it for the next fifty years. “Jack’s son. Son of Jack.”

      “The doctor says you’ll be fine. We’re going to get you home.”

      “Tell me again, who you are? To me, I mean. Who are you to me? And, while you’re at it, who am I? I’ve lost my memory, right?”

      God, don’t make me say it again. I’m already going to hell.

      “I told you, baby,” I murmur, returning to stroking her hair, imagining threading my fingers through it, tugging it backwards as I ruin her with every dripping inch of my virgin dick.

      When she got the all clear last night, I was so fucking relieved. She reached for my hand as I sat on the edge of the hospital bed, humming her favorite song from when we were little…

      I’m a little tea pot

      Short and stout

      Here is my handle

      Here is my spout

      I brushed her cheek with my fingers, praying for her to be okay.

      “Who are you?” She whispered. “You’re hot and I know you. I know I love you. But, I don’t know who you are…”

      I didn’t think, the words spilled out before I could stop myself. “I’m your boyfriend, lil’ mint.”

      I shouldn’t have.

      I should take it back.

      I should fix it right now.

      But I don’t want to.

      “You’re my boyfriend,” she sing-songs, bobbing her head back and forth like a six-year-old who just won the biggest teddy bear at the county fair. “Jack’s my boyfriend,” she announces, pointing toward my head as a nurse steps through the door, smiling, offering me a shrug.

      Mina’s never called me Jack before.  I like it but I have something else she’s going to be calling me as soon as I get her home.

      “You guys all set? Valet has your car at the front door, Mr. Sanders.”

      “Mister Sanders,” Mina says, grinning, then lowering her voice just for me. “One day maybe I’ll be Mrs. Sanders? Wait, what is my last name?”

      Again, I don’t think, I just answer with the first thing that comes to mind. “Miller. Mina Miller is your name.”

      The nurse furrows her brow, but thankfully doesn’t correct me. “I have her wheelchair here to take her downstairs.”

      “I’ll push her,” I snap, dismissing the nurse with a nod. I don’t want anyone else near Mina right now. It’s just us, our parents are halfway around the fucking world, we’re in our own little fantasy bubble and yes, it’s fucking wrong, but I’m going to ride this wave straight into Satan’s kitchen.
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      God, I would have died for her before, but now? I’d kill for her. Every-fucking-one.

      She’s still my Mina but so fucking extra. Her exotic-green eyes and her soft little heart.  She’s different but somehow, even more vulnerable than before, and I’ll spend the rest of my life making sure I guard her with everything I have.

      She practically jumped in my lap when we got in the car, as the warm orange sun made fire on the horizon. I gathered my strength and buckled her playful ass in and tried to figure out how I was going to make this all come out okay.

      I held her hand, kissed every knuckle and damn near lost my mind tasting her skin. She fired off questions about how we met, where was our first kiss, our first date, our last date and on and on. I answered every question, lying my fucking ass off, letting all my fantasies fly high. All the things I’d always hoped for. Wished for. I told the stories and felt like they were true.

      Wrong? Who the fuck cares. I’ve always gone after what I wanted with a single-minded focus. Except when it came to Mina, but only because she was off limits.

      Somehow, those limits have disappeared and the damn floodgates are open.

      “Wow, this is nice.” She bites her lip as we pull into the driveway of the house, breaking my train of thought.

      Yeah, it’s nice but it’s nothing like our old place. Mina and Jennifer, my stepmother, don’t know everything that’s going on with Dad and the finances. Something he dumped on me at Mina’s graduation.

      He’s in the deep end of a financial shit storm. He wanted me to get through my last season before he told me, but fuck. More than ever I need to go first pick in the draft and he’s pushing me to sign with The Breckenridge Group. Old money Harbor Shores Harson Hilton is majority owner of the agency and it’s the bait on the hook that he will bail out my father if I just play ball.

      So to speak.

      I have my own money but not enough for my father’s level of debt. Years of investing the small trust fund  from my grandparents has paid off.  I’m pretty fucking savvy but Dad never knew how much I’d grown my portfolio. Even so, the seven million and some odd change isn’t nearly enough to save him from the house of cards he’s built for himself.

      He’s a good dad. Hard ass, yeah, hell of a quarterback, sure, but a business genius he is not.  He’s run through most of his NFL money and this last fucking swampland in Florida deal he hung his hat on?  It’s going to sink him. And the family too if I don’t sign with Harson and Breckenridge.

      Harson will back my father if I sign with him. But, he’s a fucking publicity whore and a vampire and he doesn’t just suck his enemies dry. He’d put his own grandmother on the street if it sealed a deal.

      Worse, he’d do the same if anyone made him look bad. His ego is the size of Texas. Fucking Napoleon complex with the stature to match.

      All my muscles are tight as I park my ’72 Mustang Mach 1 and kiss the back of her hand one last time before opening my door.

      “Sit there. I’ll come around.”

      “I can open the door, Jack. I can walk.”

      I tug her hand back, centering it over my heart. “I said sit there. I don’t tell you to do things for no reason, baby. There’s a reason for everything I do and say to you. You may not understand it, and I’m not always going to explain, but you will trust that I always, always have a plan. We clear?”

      Her eyes widen, her skin warms against my palm. I reach over and holding the back of her head with my other hand, then set my lips on the part of her ink black hair and breathe in her scent, softened now by the chlorine from the pool but it still makes my dick fucking weep.

      “Good girl. And, you don’t remember, and that’s okay. There’s going to be lots of things I’ll need to re-teach you, and I’m happy to do it. But when we’re alone, you don’t call me Jack.”

      My heart speeds, hammering in my chest like the eight cylinders under the hood of the Mustang.

      “What do I call you then?” Her pink lips fall open, then close as she swallows and I see her trying desperately to remember and a split second of guilt stabs me.

      One more step on the journey to hell. There will be no turning back now.

      “When we’re alone, you call me Daddy. That’s one rule. We have lots of rules, baby. But let’s start with that one.”

      Her eyes go wide as she licks her lips.

      You’re going to fuck it up, Jackson. You keep pushing. It’s too much…

      Then she draws the cuff of my jacket she’s wearing over her hospital gown to her nose, inhaling on a sigh. “Daddy’s jacket,” she says, sounding satisfied. “It smells like you.”

      It’s a good fucking thing I’m sitting down because I nearly double over with the force of my orgasm as cum coats the already itchy inside of my boxers. Jesus, I’ve got a hard case of premature ejaculation.  I fucking hope when it’s go time for real, I get things under fucking control.

      Hearing her call me Daddy, a bolt of guilt hit me in my chest. I almost told her the truth. But, this is my brass ring moment. This event I’ve been hoping for that would push what felt impossible, into possible. Even if it means I’m a depraved fucker.

      I grunt, “Good girl,” and slide out of the car as visions of Mina and our life together growing up torture me.

      But that won’t stop me from taking her innocence. From binding us together forever, way beyond our previous familial bonds. I’m going to fuck her until she begs for mercy. She’s going to call me Daddy and learn to suck my cock like there’s a prize inside.

      I sweep her into my arms as she giggles, hands looping around my neck.

      “Daddy?” she says, those pale green eyes gutting me.

      “Yes, lil’ mint?”

      “Those lights we passed back there. The carnival…”

      I nod, knowing fast rides, heights and loud noises are not her idea of fun.. “Sure, baby, but don’t worry—”

      “Can we go? Pleeeeease? I want to go on the fastest roller coaster and to the top, top of the Ferris wheel.”

      I hesitate, staring at this new creature that looks like my Mina but isn’t. This new daredevil minx is taking some getting used to. I nod. “Tomorrow, baby. If you are feeling okay.”

      “Yay! Thank you, Daddy.”

      “You’re welcome, baby.” I kiss the top of her head, loving this new side of her but wondering how long it will last.

      All my doubts disappear as I scoop her up, carrying her up to the front door. It all just feels right.

      Inside, it’s a blank canvas. Our blank canvas. For us to make our mark on however we want. I made some calls and had the placed cleaned up. I didn’t want her coming home to that fucking mess from the party. At least, that’s what I told myself. But really, I want to ride this ride with the new Mina as far as it will go until it’s too late to turn back.

      Risking all her memories flooding back when she saw the disaster of the house wasn’t in my plans.

      “It’s so strange I don’t remember this place. Is this your house?” she asks, glancing around. I lower her to the floor, her toes curling in the cream-colored carpet as the hospital gown exposes the creamy flesh of the backs of her lush thighs, reminding me, underneath, she’s fucking naked.

      I shake my head. “I’m renting it for us, baby. A little vacation, just the two of us.” I’m stumbling into so many lies right now, what’s one more?

      “It’s big. Like you.” She walks her fingers up my chest, and I’m a breath away from fucking devouring her. “Where are our clothes? I want to get dressed. Or maybe I could just get undressed…?”

      She wiggles her eyebrows and every muscle in my body hardens. I want to hurl her against the wall and fuck her so hard she’ll need that damn wheelchair again, but I remind myself that she’s suffering from a real medical condition. I’m a monster, but I’m not so far gone I don’t know mildly unethical from fucking evil. At some point she’s going to come to her senses and realize what I’ve done, and that could be a shit show, but it won’t matter. She can be as mad as a wet cat, this is happening. She’s mine and I’ll secure her into my life by any means necessary.

      What would she say if one of the first things I did was fuck her like an animal as soon as I got her through the front door?

      On the other hand, if I just go ahead and fuck a baby into her right now, by the time she remembers who she is, it will be too late. Which is sort of my plan. Like she said last night, easier to ask for forgiveness than permission.

      With a groan, I back away, dragging my phone out of my pocket, thinking up another lie on the spot. Dad wanted me to arrange to get the stuff from our old house out of storage, so I have an overnight bag and nothing else. But I can’t exactly send for those things, since they’ll come with a healthy side portion of Mom and Dad’s clothes. “I’ll check on our luggage, I had a company bring it for us so we could drive down in the Mustang.”

      “Wow.” She gasps. “How much did we pack?”

      “You don’t travel light, baby,” I say forcing a grin, kissing her lips and making her laugh. “And I’ll order some food. What do you want to eat, baby?”

      She purses her lips, thinking for a moment. “That place we passed with the big flag that said…breakfast burrrrrrrrrr-itos! Extra spicy, like me.”

      As she turns away, singing and dancing and shaking her ass, I remember the doctors said, she might be different, and fuck, yeah, different she is. Old Mina hates spicy food. She won’t even have it in the house because she says the smell burns her nose. She’s not adventurous when it comes to food, except now she is.
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      Two hours later, she’s grinning as she wipes sweat from her brow, sitting across from me in a nearly-transparent dress that shows a red bra and panties underneath.

      “That was hot,” she says, licking her lips. “Like you.”

      I nod in stunned silence by not only the outfit she picked out from the packages I had delivered, but just…her.

      Since I had to think on my feet, the clothes were picked out by a personal shopper employed by Gladrags, one of the dozens of high-end boutique stores in Harbor Shores. I told them to send a variety, since I had no idea what the new Mina would want, and had it all delivered in plain packaging like it had just followed us here in a van. Still, when I saw what they’d picked out, I almost sent it right back, except Mina’s face lit up with glee.

      The old Mina’s personal style is sweet, cute but modest.

      That’s all fucking changed and I’m all for it.

      I made sure she had everything she could want or need.

      So, beyond the stuffed animals and flowers from the hospital, I told the shopper to buy anything a girl between the ages of six and twenty would like. She was confused at first until I threw in a thousand dollar tip and told her just to do it.

      I’m Mina’s Daddy now, and it’s my job to spoil her.

      “Daddy?” she pushes at her near empty plate, bobbing her eyebrows. “Have we ever… You know…?”

      She makes a gesture with her hands, pushing a finger in and out of her gripped fist on an exaggerated wink and I stifle my laugh.

      Her eyelids flutter for a second as she drops her hands. “Sorry. If we have, you know, done it, I don’t remember. This amnesia is sort of a problem.” She frowns, her brow worried and that look is part of the old Mina. The worrier. The girl who hated anything out of order.

      I shake my head. As sick as I am right now, I’m not going to lie about this.

      “Don’t worry, baby. You’re a virgin. So am I. A good Daddy is patient for his little girl, waiting until she’s ready. You’re just eighteen. I had to wait for you and I did, even though you teased me until I damn near lost my mind.”

      “I did?”

      I nod. “You’re a naughty girl sometimes, but I love you even when you’re bad. Even when I have to punish you, I still love you.”

      She blushes, the old Mina shining through with a curl of her lip and a shy tuck of her chin. “I think maybe I like to be punished too. Sometimes.” New Mina is back with a wink. “But is that why we came here for our vacation? Because I’m eighteen and now is the right time?”

      Don’t do it. Don’t ruin her.

      “Maybe. But I’d never rush my little girl. I have to be disciplined with myself because I’m being disciplined for both of us.”

      She smiles and nods. “Okay. I have another question.”

      “What is it, sweetheart?”

      “I mean, how is it you’re a virgin? I mean, look at you.” She waves her hands up and down. “You’re perfect, and well guys, you know…” She shrugs. “They aren’t really known for their control. How long have we known each other?”

      I swallow on a cough, my mind racing, working out the next lie.

      “A few years, lil’ mint. Like I said, I waited for you. You have been special to me for a long time.” She considers that for a moment, her lips part and I sense the endless stream of questions coming that could take us through the rest of the day, so I cut her off. “Now, tell Daddy what you want to do tomorrow. Anything at all. As long as you feel up to it, that is…”

      She pouts. “Why not today?”

      “Because Daddy’s tired, baby. I had to watch you all night. And you need to rest too. So today you do as you’re told, then tomorrow we’ll go to the carnival and whatever else you want.”

      She nods, standing from the table, and walks toward me, my balls fucking pulsing, wanting to unload inside her. Her pert little nipples are outlined under the red fabric and her hips, Jesus, child-fucking-bearing. I don’t care if that makes me sound like a misogynistic asshole. It’s true.

      “Okay, so rest for us today, but tomorrow… Can I drive your car? Pleeeease?”

      I nod before I think it through. Mina doesn’t fucking drive. The thought of getting pulled over would have had her in palpitations. When I showed her the driver’s education study guide when she was sixteen, she damn near passed out. But now? Now, she’s desperate to try every goddamned thing.

      Including taking a ride on my dick. Soon enough, babygirl, soon enough.

      She hops and bounces, those incredible tits swaying, nipples hard, making my mouth water, when she suddenly stalls, stands straight as a stick, hands smacking on her cheeks. For a second, it’s the old Mina again, panic dancing in her eyes.

      “Wait, do I know how to drive? Do I have a license?” She squints, lips tight and my heart skips. She’s remembering…

      “Well, no actually. I’ll give you a lesson.”  She nibbles her bottom lip, crinkling her nose again and wiggling her hips as the new Mina’s excitement returns and it’s practically bubbling out of her, the fear gone as quickly as it came and I can’t help but tease her a little.  “Or, maybe not. Daddy isn’t sure you’re ready.”

      She folds her hands prayer style, long dark hair falling around her pale cheeks, eyes closed, mouthing please, please, please and I could beat off for the next ten years thinking about this moment.

      “Sure, baby,” I tell her. “I’ll teach you to drive. But you’ll have to earn it.”

      “How do I earn it?” she asks, and to my absolute shock she drops to her knees in front of me, pushing herself between my legs, those pale green eyes turned up to me, gazing into mine.

      I changed my boxers before we ate, but it’s taking every ounce of willpower right now to keep from ruining them again.

      “By being a good girl,” I tell her, as my cock tents the front of my pants and I watch her grin widen, her mouth opening as she looks at the bulge.

      I could have her. I could have my sister. Not only would she not deny me, she’s fucking desperate for it.
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      I have no idea where I am, but there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.

      He’s a God.

      Like, a literal God I think. The most talented artist from any century could not have created a vision so perfect.  The heat between my legs will not quit. I wanted to climb onto his lap in the car and dry hump him all the way home.

      He’s got an iron will though. He settled my horny little—well, not so little—ass into the seat and buckled me in with a stern stare as blood jack hammered down into my lower level making the desperate tension that much worse.

      He fills the front doorway, coming inside from the car carrying the plastic bag with my wet clothes from the hospital, looking as though he just stepped off the cover of GQ.

      His suit is cream colored, with an open-collared white shirt, brown leather loafers and there’s a presence in the front of his slacks that deserves to be worshiped as well.

      “I’ll be right back. There’s a delivery driver pulling in. Ordered a few more things for you.  Sit tight, baby.” He tosses me a wink and I’m humming inside.  My core clenches like a spring wound too tight and I whisper the word that’s driving me to the edge of dark bliss…

      “Daddy. Daddy. Daddy.”

      Jack returns, hands full of more shopping bags in a rainbow of colors, tissue paper sticking out of some, boxes stacked in others and I pinch the soft flesh on the inside of my left forearm until I yelp, making sure I’m not dreaming.

      I hiss on a wince and his eyes dart my way.

      “Baby? You feel okay?”  He drops the bags like they are on fire, lunging to kneel in front of me as I sit on the fluffy white sofa where he told me to stay after I finished my vanilla ice cream with chocolate sprinkles.

      “I’m fine. Just a little…confused.” I decide to be honest. When you don’t have any memories, it doesn’t make much sense to lie about the things you do know.

      “I know, baby. It will get better, but all you need to know right now is you are mine and I take care of what’s mine.” He brushes the backs of his fingers over my forehead, his silvery-gray eyes narrowing like he’s checking me for a fever. When he’s satisfied I’m okay, he stands, nostrils flaring, the tent on the front of his pants only slightly smaller than earlier but the tension in his face is the same.

      He looks like he’s carved from sex and all things sinful and wonderful. And, my God, he smells so good.

      The scent is familiar, as it should be I suppose. The doctor said olfactory senses are some of the strongest and could elicit strong emotions even if I can’t connect them to a memory.

      I should be crazy anxious with this amnesia situation but somehow, I’m confused yes, but I’m also relaxed and centered.  Maybe I was always this way, but some niggling doubt tells me that maybe not.

      Anyway, I’m gonna live in the now as they say, because I’ve got the hottest frickin’ football player of a boyfriend and my womb is fricking throbbing for him.

      Here’s the other thing that’s niggling at me. How is he with me? I may not remember who I am, but I have eyes. I’m more cherub than centerfold. I mean, I’m cute. In fact, very cute, but I’ve clearly not missed many meals and don’t belong with a perfect specimen like Jack.

      Jack. Jack.

      His name makes me quiver.  It’s like there’s a fire inside me that’s engulfing me but all I want to do is throw more tinder onto the flames.

      I choke back a gasp as Jack spins, grabbing the bags and setting them on my lap all at once, covering me.

      “Daddy.” I laugh but feel the heat and wetness seep from my body at the sound of that word.  The response from the first moment he said it has been the same.

      It hits me down low, tumbling around in my center before rising up and gripping around my heart like a velvet fist.

      He strips off his suit jacket, laying it across the back of the sofa.  Then he rolls up his sleeves as I peek over the bags, then back to his face, watching his tongue trace along his lower lip, that flexing in his jaw making me a little nervous.

      He finishes with his sleeves and it occurs to me, that there are few things sexier than a man rolling up his sleeves. Especially with forearms like Jack’s. I’m mesmerized as I stare at the corded muscles under his tan skin shifting and moving.

      “Open them.” He nods, coming to sit next to me, as I blow out a breath, fighting the urge to climb him like a tree. He moves a few of the bags to the floor to make room for his enormous self and proceeds to take the most sincere joy in watching me open every parcel.

      There’s nightgowns and more stuffed animals. Frogs and bats, which he says are my favorites.  There’s strawberries and cream shampoo by some fancy organic company which he also says is my favorite.

      “This one next.” He grabs a lavender bag with lime green tissue paper. It’s smaller than the other bags but from the glint in Jack’s eyes, I can tell it’s special.

      “This is too much, Daddy.”  I hold the bag in my lap, a sudden guilt washing coolness over me.

      “There’s no such thing, baby. Just open it. Daddy loves giving you gifts. Probably more than you even like getting them. So be a good girl and make Daddy happy. That’s one of your most important jobs, lil’ mint. Making me happy, you know that, right?”

      Somehow, I do, and I should be fighting him tooth and nail and shoving my feminist card in his face but I’m not.  Being doted on and taken care of and spoiled feels good down into my core. There may be a price tag attached to all of this later but for right now, my payments are deferred.

      Inside the lavender bag, there’s two small boxes with a ribbon tying them together. One is bigger and I slip it away, tearing at the silver wrapping paper then gasping at the sparkling green phone case with the word ‘Babygirl’ encrusted in what looks like real gemstones across the back.

      I fumble and flip it over, the newest iPhone shining back at me as Jack reaches over and presses his thumb to the bottom of the screen, lighting it up, and I burst out laughing as the image of his stern face pops up.

      “I’m always watching.” He growls against my ear, running his hand up the flesh of my thigh, making me whimper and shudder. I want to throw myself against him and get some relief from the titanic pressure building in my core. “I’ll always be with you from now on. If you fall in a pool, this phone…”  He taps the screen a few more times, “has an alarm. I had extra security features installed, things most people don’t know about, but for you, I’m not taking any chances.”

      “Thank you,” I mumble, forcing a smile as he furrows his brow.

      “What’s wrong?”

      I shrug my shoulder, trying not to seem ungrateful.  “That all seems like it’s for you. Does it have games? Can I put fox ears on my pictures? Can we take selfies that make us look like bulldogs? Does it have a reading app?”

      Jack’s low chuckle and the little pinch he delivers to my soft inner thigh make me yelp and jump. “All of that, yes. I had them put in a special game package and all the filters a little girl would want. You are a little girl sometimes, aren’t you, baby?”

      His eyes darken and I’m frozen in his piercing gaze.  This is more than some sexy game we’re playing and that’s what makes it so potent. It feels real. There’s a part of me that looks to him like an authority figure, a man between me and the rest of the world. It’s so intoxicating, it’s almost as though we are living in a secret universe that no one else will ever know or see and I’m not sure if that’s good or bad.

      I nod as he releases the pinch, slipping his fingers higher, my blood pumping hot through my thundering heart as he drapes his other arm over my shoulders, tugging me into that perfect spot against the side of his chest, making me feel small and overpowered by not only his size but his sheer entitlement to do what he wants with me.

      “Open the little one. Then, we’ll take a break.”  A tidal wave of desire courses through me as he makes contact with the slip of fabric between my legs.  I yield to the mini convulsion, listening to his breathing, feeling the warmth on my neck.

      I’m hyper aware of everything. The bolts of pleasure driving through me as his fingers stroke through my panties. The hitch of his breath. The way he’s pulling me tighter and tighter against him, his fingertips pressing into the flesh on my shoulder.

      My hands shake as I fumble with the other little box, the music on the surround sound seems to get louder, the same as the way my heart is thundering in my ears.

      “Open it, my lil’ mint.”  His touch and his words are hauntingly possessive. Soft and sweet but dangerous and dominant.

      My clit has developed its own heartbeat as well, and Jack’s fingers are focusing more and more on that sensitive spot as he plays on the outside of my panties.

      I rip away the paper, revealing a small pink leather box and hold my breath, the entire simple moment becoming so intense, I’m getting dizzy and think I might pass out.

      “Here.”  Jack slips his arm from over my shoulders and takes the box, flipping it open with his thumb as I cover my mouth, muffling the excited scream that tumbles from my lips.

      It’s only partly from the gleaming emeralds that dot the eyes of a platinum teddy bear with a keyhole in his belly. The rest of him is set with tiny, shimmering diamonds, there’s a small key in the box as well and containing my excitement becomes impossible.

      I bounce on the sofa cushion as Jackson’s fingers slip under the elastic around the top of my thigh and dive right into what feels like the center of my soul.

      “Take it out of the box, baby. This is so you’ll always know you are mine. Because, you are mine. You belong to me. And this little bear will help remind you if you ever forget.”

      He swirls his fingers around my clit and there’s a tiger inside me that is determined to claw its way out. I hold the jewelry in my hands, resting my head on the back of the sofa, moaning and opening my legs, wanting more.

      “But, it’s more than just a pretty collar for my little girl. It’s got sensors, when it’s against your skin, it’s sending me all sorts of data. Your temperature, your pulse rate, if you’re moving or being still and…if your wet or dry.”

      “Wet,” I mumble.

      “Yes, baby. A different kind of wet than this.”

      I flutter my eyes open to see him licking the slick sheen off his fingers, then taking the necklace and locking it with the key around my neck.

      “I’m the only one that can take this off.” A low rumble vibrates from his chest as his fingers return to my willing, waiting and wet pussy. “You want more?”

      ”More,” I manage on a desperate croak. “More.”

      “You earned it earlier. I’ll reward you when you are good. Sometimes with good feelings down here…” His voice glides into me like honey into warm tea.  “Special feelings for my baby from Daddy to only you. Now, another rule…you always tell me how good it feels. I want to hear you tell me, lil’ mint. Always, I’ll want to know.”

      “It does feel good. Like nothing ever before.”

      “Have you ever touched yourself? Can you remember?”

      My face flushes with his question and I’m so distracted but I try to think then answer. “I think so. Maybe? But, I don’t remember this feeling. I remember trying, I think, but that’s all.”

      I want to turn and mount his lap, needing the friction. My nipples are in painful, taut peaks and my body is making demands that are impossible to ignore.

      His eyes look like he’s on fire. Burning up like me. “Be a good girl, and I’ll make the good feeling even better.”

      There’s music in my head. Something I don’t recognize. But it swells and surges with the feelings in my core.

      “Kiss me,” he says, the words harsh and commanding as Jack leans forward, his fingers exploring my opening, and I need more of everything he’s offering.

      I obey, reaching up and pulling his face to me as his lips consume mine. His tongue swipes between my lips, warm and full as I melt into the sofa.

      The wetness between my legs gushes and I hear the sound of it as his fingers move between my legs. The kiss ignites something deeper as Jack moans and makes his own painful sounds, his big body turning toward me as a finger breaches my opening, sliding until the tightness down low stabs me with a pinprick of pain.

      I gasp and Jack pulls back, that fire in his eyes turning dark. “That’s what you’ve saved for me.” He eases his finger in and out, not pushing any deeper, and the tension in my belly is ready to explode.

      “I want…” Is all I can manage as he withdraws his hand, his brow tight as the need he’s created becomes a monster inside of me, demanding release.

      I tug the front of the dress down, popping the weight of my breasts from the bra and spinning in one movement to straddle him, the aching between my legs turning me feral.

      The huge bulge under his fly is my salvation, giving me the friction I need as Jack’s hand flies to the back of my head, tangling in my hair and jerking my head back.

      “You want to come?” He growls. “You trying to drive me crazy?”

      “Yes,” I mutter, not knowing which question I’m answering. I gasp, my breathing labored as though there’s no oxygen. “I want to be a good girl.”

      “You are. Show Daddy how you’ll fuck him when the time comes. Show me how you’re going to ride my cock like your life depends on it.”

      His mouth captures a sensitive spot on my neck and I yelp as he lands a hard slap on the side of my ass, raking his teeth upward until he bites at my earlobe, hissing in a desperate tone. “Show me how you fuck, little girl. Show Daddy what feels good.”

      Somehow, my body knows what to do. My hips go wild, bucking and sliding up and down the hard length under his trousers as Jack attacks my neck, then another smack on my ass lights up my brain like the fourth of July.

      “Come on.” His voice turns harsh. “You can do better than that. Come on, show me how you’re going to fuck your Daddy.”

      His cologne and my arousal swirl through the air as I gasp and grab his shoulders, grinding myself down, churning and desperate as his filthy words draw me deeper and deeper into whatever this is we are together.

      “You’ve teased me for a long time. But no more. No more teasing. From now on, you’ll do as you’re told. Naked and spread wide for me, whenever I say.”

      Another spank and it’s like he’s releasing something inside of me. Maybe inside us both from the sounds he’s making.  There’s a magnetic pull growing between us, like we’ve been holding back for too long and the forces of the universe have aligned to make it impossible for us to fight it any longer.

      Jack’s mouth clasps onto my nipple with a simultaneous smack on the other side of my ass as pleasure roils in my belly and I try to make sense of why his spanking and dirty words only make me more excited.

      “Dirty girl. Spreading that wet cunt on Daddy’s lap. Grind it down on me, baby. Later you’ll be rubbing that little pussy all over my face right before I fuck you like the filthy little tease you are. You’ll be dripping with me. Bred with me. You’ll have no choice. I’ll hold you down and paint your womb with my seed.”

      His control on my hair and my body is overwhelming. He hisses filth into my ears, then takes my mouth again with his as my womanhood clenches and I convulse against him.

      “I’ve touched myself for too long waiting for you, little girl. Thinking of all the wrong things I wanted to do with you. To you. The things I’ll make you do to me. Sometimes, you won’t want to, but you’ll do it anyway.”

      It’s not a question and I don’t need to answer. I know the truth of what he’s saying as exhilaration vibrates through me, darting from my head to my toes as sensory overload takes over.

      “That’s it. Give me that first orgasm, baby. Give. It. To. Me.”

      His fingers dig into the flesh of my ass, painful and sharp as the flicker behind my lids explodes and the world starts to spin.

      I scream into his kiss. His tongue opening my lips, demanding, deeper, deeper as he shifts my hips against him, the stiffness under his pants throbbing against me as he groans into my mouth.

      The euphoria takes over, tears prick my eyes as his grip on my ass turns to more swats. He’s growling, an angry vibration between us as I think of the way he teased me with just the tip of his cock. The flavor of that little drop and how I want it all.

      Jack breaks away from our kiss as I collapse into his shoulder.

      “You make me do this. You tempt me until I lose control.”  His voice cracks and this doesn’t feel like a game anymore. There’s some truth in his words and I wonder if it’s more than just waiting for me to turn eighteen, but I don’t remember anything I’ve done to make him so angry.

      “I’m sorry,” I whisper, wanting him to feel as good as he makes me feel. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

      “You’re a naughty, dirty girl. Making me do these things…it’s wrong. But, I can’t stop. Even if you tell me to, I can’t.”

      “I know.” I half sob into his neck, his scent comforting me, making me feel like he’s been my safe place for a very long time.
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      Napping is impossible.

      How Jack thinks after what just happened downstairs I could fall asleep, I have no idea.

      He was so intense then, so distant now. It’s like a rubber band snapping with him. He’s so sweet, all the gifts and the your mine and the safe feeling he gives me. Then, he turns growly and angry and I’m not sure it’s even about anything I’ve done.

      It’s like some PTSD or whatever and let’s be real, he could have some horrible trauma in his past and I wouldn’t know, would I?

      As I tossed and turned in this massive, beautiful bedroom in the big empty bed, all sorts of stories tumbled through my brain.

      Is he a football player at all?  Yes, I believe so, because the nurses and doctors recognized him.  Jackson Sanders, USC quarterback.

      Go Trojans!

      If I had some internet access, I could do some recon, but even on my phone, the internet browser is deactivated and there are no computers in the house. Weird but okay.

      But, that doesn’t mean the gorgeous, all-American football hero doesn’t have some other dark corners of his past. But, in my heart, I doubt he’s dangerous. A little hard edged, sure, but that’s sexy as heck.

      Though I’ve ‘known’ him for less than 24 hours in this amnesia brain of mine, deep in my sub-conscious, I’ve known him for years. I know because he said.  And even with my limited knowledge about myself, I don’t strike me as the kind of girl that would stick with a psychopath. At least not one that would do anything to harm me.

      I blow out a long breath, throwing my legs over the side of the bed, tossing the freakishly soft cream bedding to the side.

      Jack said he was going to go blow off some steam after he stripped down to his boxers and pulled a pair of athletic shorts from the small bag he brought inside.

      I watched in awe as he stripped off his shirt and pants, standing there like he was carved from bronze.  Every angle of his torso was im-pecc-able. I imagined running my tongue through every muscular valley. The memory of his fingers dancing around in my wetness making the clenching down deep erupt again.

      There’s truth to the idea that mating is some primal need.  It’s got to be in our DNA because these feelings are not just fleeting.  I want his dick inside me.

      That’s blunt, but it’s the truth. It’s all I can think about as my face flushes and a sheen of sweat covers my body.

      When he kissed the top of my head and tucked me in, I wanted to reach out and grab the clear outline of his hard-on and tug at him until he was balls deep.

      Alas, his super Daddy patience won out, and he left me needy and whimpering as he walked out the bedroom door headed for the gym he said was just downstairs.

      I pad over to the closet where there are bags of clothes and other gifts strewn all over the floor.

      I hold up a few pieces of lingerie but decide to go in a different direction, grabbing a pair of white cotton panties and a tank top with the words Brat Mode Activated written across the chest.

      Seems fitting, since I feel a tantrum coming on if I don’t get my way. And soon.

      Who would have thought it would be me pressuring a guy like Jack to do the full dirty deed?  His patience is infuriating.  He’s touched me, and yes, he gave me that little, baby, tiny taste of the tip of his cock, but I think that was him teasing me and it worked.

      I’m wound so tight, one push and I’m going to fly apart into a zillion pieces.

      I tug my hair into a messy bun and spread some of the cherry lip gloss from one of the bags onto my lips.  The tank top is a bit obscene over my triple D boobs but that works in my favor.

      I wiggle into the panties, my ass cheeks peeking out of the elastic in the back as well.  I’m a thick girl and although I think jack and I are a bit of a mismatch, I vow to use my curves to my advantage instead of shrinking with the feelings of not being good enough.

      With a few more last minute words of encouragement into the mirror, I make my way to the bedroom door and down the hall to the stairs.

      The house is silent except for the icemaker dropping some cubes inside the freezer.  I tip toe through the kitchen to where there is a stairway down.  The first floor is pretty open and logic and intuition tell me if there’s a home gym, it’s in the basement.

      By the time I hit the fourth step down, I know I’m right. The low thump of rock music drifts upward as well as low grunting sounds.

      I slip down into the main area which is pretty empty outside of a pool table and a comfy looking sectional couch.  A bar is along one wall and there are glass sliding doors that look outward to the dark lake, making me itch to get Jack out there for some skinny dipping…

      But, first things first.

      The grunting stops as I approach the open door, bright lights streaming into the other room. There’s a whirring sort of sound then a rhythmic thumping as I reach the door and peer in, getting my plan in place.

      My heart pitter-patters as Jack is shirtless on the treadmill, pounding away at the belt as he pokes a finger to the control panel, sweat wetting his hair and running down the indent between his pectoral muscles, making my girl parts clench.

      I have a fleeting memory of a video clip on TikTok. It’s odd what is clear about my past and what is an utter void. There’s a guy on a treadmill, supposedly there’s a woman taking a video without his knowledge. He’s wearing gray athletic shorts and clearly, nothing else.

      The video centers on his generous junk flinging around under the thin gray fabric and I do remember, it was mesmerizing it its own way.

      That pales in comparison to what I’m watching right now. Jack’s cock is clear under the white shorts he’s wearing and yes, it’s doing this sort of circular loop but it’s half hard and darn near as long as my forearm.

      I know from kissing the tip, grinding on him and all the times I’ve seen his harness through his pants that things downtown are impressive.

      But, there’s something about the thin fabric of his shorts, the fact that he’s obviously commando, and it makes me want to climb him like a tree.

      “I know you’re over there, lil’ mint,”  he grumbles, not missing a stride. “You’re supposed to be sleeping.”

      “I’m not tired.” I sashay into the workout room, running my fingers along a long metal bar on a bench, popping my lips together, then settle on some medieval looking piece of machinery with an inclined sort of bench and some handles out in front. “I want to be with you.” I shrug, gripping the two foam-covered handles about chest high, my legs straddling the bench, my knees falling open, tip toes on the carpeted floor.

      I’m starting to sweat myself but it’s not from exertion. Watching Jack move, I’m hypnotized. Every muscle shifts and flexes. His biceps tight, fists clenched, jaw square.  He’s solid and fluid at the same time. He’s made of brick and mortar, and I want his walls around me, keeping me safe forever.

      “Yes, but I told you to stay in bed. You’re teasing me again and sometimes, Daddies need time. You’re going to learn to listen. That’s another rule, when I tell you to stay somewhere, you do it. It’s for your own safety and well being.”

      I shrug, pushing at the mechanism, watching my boobs raise and lower, pushing together as I work the machine.

      There’s conflict in Jack’s face. I saw it before when he went from sweet, caring, here’s a thousand gifts to the other side of the Daddy coin.

      Hard and filthy. So unpredictable, but that danger is heady and compelling. I want to see how far I can push to get what I want.

      “Am I doing it right?” I ask, pushing my chest forward, spreading my knees unnecessarily wide then adding a little grunt on the end of my effort.

      The loop, loop, loop of his cock has stopped. It’s more a slap, slap, slap as it stands straight, pushing on the elastic waistband as he knits his brows together. I wiggle on the bench, licking my lips, unable to keep this naughty, tempting vixen at bay.

      Jack pounds on the console of the treadmill then jumps off, making me whine at the sight of his strength and arousal, but something in his eyes tells me I’ve pushed and it’s going to be Mean Daddy time again.

      “You want to play?” he says, wiping his hands down his chest.

      Heat courses through me. Every inch of me is hyperaware and on alert. I feel like if he doesn’t touch me, I’ll die. He’s close, close enough the tang of sweat and his cologne assault my nose as he squeezes his chin and a small dark spot appears where the tip of his cock is clear at the top of his shorts.

      “I…I like playing,” I stutter, knowing what he’s planning may deviate slightly from what I hoped would happen.

      “Then we’re going to play,” he murmurs as he walks by me into a small closet. I follow him with my eyes.  When he reappears, there’s red rope draped around the back of his neck and he’s opening a small white box, withdrawing a thin pink object that looks like rubber of some kind and somewhere deep in my sketchy memories, I know this is not a children’s toy.

      He sets the object on the black vinyl of the bench. I give the machine one last push as Jack leans down and presses his lips to mine then withdraws, those silver eyes locking with mine.

      “You have no idea what you are doing to me.” He grunts, a hint of anger lacing his words. “But, if my baby wants to play, then Daddy is going to teach you what that means. Sooner or later, you’ll figure out that little pussy of yours doesn’t run the show. You may drive me fucking crazy, but I’m stronger than you think. You can bend over and flash that pussy of yours, pull out your tits, pout and beg, but I’ll give you what I know you need when it’s god damn good and well the right time and not a second before. Now, sit there and get ready for the games to begin.”

      His harsh words make me dizzy but I’m alive inside wondering what’s about to happen. I didn’t come down here for a punishment, but now that it’s coming, I think it’s exactly what I need.

      Jack spins the rope around my wrists, lacing them onto the handles of the machine before reaching down and ripping my panties down my legs as I yelp. He darts stern looks my way as he works.

      “Knees wide,” he rumbles, tugging my ass lower on the bench, the upper section adjusted so I’m leaning back, arms secured, half sitting up as he laces my ankles to the end so my knees are high and wide.

      “What…are you going to do?” I stutter, a sudden rush of fear carrying me to a dark place. “Have we done this before? I’m not sure I like it.”

      “You’re not sure?” He chuckles without making eye contact, checking the knots that hold me in place then flipping my tank top over my tits, exposing me as he steps back, licking his lips, hands on his hips.

      I shake my head, trying to wiggle free but I’m stuck, secure and yes, wet.

      His exhale is uneven as he grips the front of his shorts, squeezing his erection until his knuckles are white.

      “You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined you like this, baby. Spread, waiting, wet, helpless. Who am I?” he asks, running his tongue over his teeth.

      “Jack,” I mutter, my brain short circuiting as he shakes his head.

      “Not the right answer, little girl. You broke another rule. What’s my name when we’re alone?”

      “Daddy,” I hiss, the effect of this situation almost more than I can process.

      “What else do you say when you break a rule?”

      I swallow the lump in my throat, the warmth seeping out of me, pooling on the vinyl below my ass. “I—I’m sorry.”

      “Yes you are. But, you’re going to apologize with your mouth in a different way.” He looks pained as his eyes track down to where I’m spread wide. “That tiny wet hole’s been taunting me for longer than I should say. Do you have any idea how many nights I lay awake thinking of you? Beating off like a lunatic, think of getting inside that babymaker of yours but knowing it was wrong? Knowing I’d probably tear you in half if I got the chance?”

      He runs a hand down his face with a moan caught in his throat.

      “Now what?” I ask, scared of what’s coming next but desperate for it to happen. “You’re so sweet then you’re not and I don’t know what’s what. I barely know who I am and I definitely am having trouble figuring out who you are."

      He reaches for the pink toy, running it through my wetness as I gasp and liquid heat seems to wash over every inch of my skin.

      “I’m your Daddy. That’s all you need to know. And this is going in here. Sweet Daddy. Mean Daddy. Pleasure. Pain.”

      I yelp and try to wiggle away as pressure on my asshole builds.  “Wait, Daddy, wait, wait…”

      “You wanted to play,” he taunts, the tiny pink silicone opening me from behind. “I’m not going to put anything into that cherry pussy but me, so this is going in your ass. Deep breath, little girl.”

      I squeeze my eyes shut as the slick toy pushes against my hole. It doesn’t hurt but it’s not comfortable either.  That doesn’t stop the clenching in my center and the way my body betrays me with that growing spinning tension as Jack slowly eases the toy into my puckered hole.

      “That’s my girl. You like having Daddy put things in your ass. Slutty little baby you are. Almost there, spread your legs a little more so it will go all the way in. Then I’m going to give you a nice reward for being so brave.”

      His other hand traces down the blade of my chest, cupping my breast with a hard clench of his fingers, making me hiss and jump.  The frustration that’s building inside me is desperate and if it’s pain he wants to give me, I’m more than willing to take it.

      “That little taste I got of your sweet pussy yesterday wasn’t nearly enough. You want me to kiss you down here?” Jack kneels as the last bit of the toy pops into my ass. “I’m going to lick this naughty cunt while you hold that in your ass and you are not to come unless you ask and I allow it. That’s a rule too, you ask before you come.”

      “Yes, kiss me,” I whimper as there’s a soft click from something he’s holding in his hand and my whole world spins as the toy in my ass starts to pulse and vibrate.

      Watching such a gorgeous powerful man lowering himself between my legs is intoxicating.  His thumb meets my clit first, other fingers spreading me as the first swipe of his tongue launches my ass upward. He presses down on my belly with the fist of his other hand, holding onto some kind of controller to the joystick inside me.

      He kisses my lower lips, flicking up and down my slit, then parts me with his tongue as there’s another soft click and I buck and tug at the restraints.

      “Pleasure can be too much sometimes, baby. I’ve been waiting for you for so long now, I’m on my knees, and this pussy that’s been teasing me is going to pay the piper.”

      He eats me with the hunger of a thousand starving men. Turning his head back and forth, clicking that damn button over and over as he jabs his tongue into my opening, lapping and slurping, groaning and swallowing, coming up for air, licking his lips, face drenched, and I am no longer Mina. I am this object for his pleasure and I want to give him everything. It’s chemical. Something inside me changes and I would do whatever he asks.

      He pumps a finger just inside me as the vibrator turns frantic and he centers his focus on my clit. He’s licking and sucking on that nub of nerves as I arch my back and the vibrator reaches a crescendo as I buck against his face.

      “Daddy, please, don’t stop…don’t—don’t—”

      “Don’t come until you ask like a good girl,” he says. Another click, and everything in my world goes silent. I’m hanging over the cliff, looking down, frozen in the air as I summon the magic words.

      “Please, Daddy, let me come.”

      “Good girl.”

      It’s everything, all of it, again, all at once and I don’t know if it’s how those two little words seem to lodge themselves into my soul or the cacophony of sensory overload from his mouth, the toy inside me and the pinch on my nipples that sends me into orbit.

      The ropes dig in as my body convulses.  The lust tension in my core spins and flies apart, sending me higher and higher as I grind myself against Jack’s mouth, begging for more until there’s nothing left and I’m a sobbing, twitching, soaking mess, blubbering and muttering when I feel the pressure against my lips.

      “Say you’re sorry and suck Daddy off. It’s your first time, my first time, but we both know you’ll do a good job. Now, open up, I’m not going to last. You’re so pretty all messy and spread wide. But, you’re going to be a lot prettier in a second when I’m fucking your face.”  He’s straddling the bench, his swollen head greedy at my lips, pushing inward as I open, open, trying to take his girth with a desperate choke as he smooths my hair off my cheek.

      I do my best to take what he gives, the tang of his pre-cum spreading over my tongue as he drives to the back of my throat in one thrust.  He didn’t even bother to take off his shorts, the elastic in the front tucked down behind his balls as they slap and bounce off my chin.

      “My sweet little slut with a mouthful of Daddy’s cock. Just do your best, baby, first time is special for us both. That mouth of yours is already magic.”

      Jack plows in and out of my lips as I gurgle and turn boneless.  The vibrator stirs to life again, widening my eyes, looking up to see the set of his jaw, the vein in his forehead and a memory of him from some time before flashing through my mind.

      “How long I’ve waited for you,” he grits out, pain in his eyes as the memories float by.  He’s younger in my mind, so I must be remembering a photograph or maybe it’s a dream. I don’t get any more time to think as another orgasm tangles inside me, ready to blow, and I can’t think of how to ask to come with his cock down my throat.

      Cramps tangle in my center as the vibrator skips and fills me, Jack stuffing himself down my throat as the first bliss starts to tip me over.

      “Fuck, yes, baby. Come with me, come on, baby, both of us. Together. Forever.”

      I topple over as the hot burst of his release coats the back of my throat and his roar shakes me down into my bones. I writhe and take everything he’s giving.

      He pummels me over and over with each jet of salty cream. He bellows my name to the ceiling, the ropes bruising my flesh as his hands tangle in my hair, holding me steady as he drags his draining cock in and out, spit and cum seeping from my lips as the room starts to spin.

      “Good girl.”

      It’s the last thing I hear before everything goes black.
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      “We’re on the top of the world!” Mina screams as she puts her arms up in the air, laughing as her dark hair is swirled around her head in the strong wind. “I can see the whole state from here!”

      She can’t stand, thankfully. The operator made sure the bar was locked firmly across our laps. Otherwise, I can imagine her getting right up out of the seat.

      The old Mina would be terrified right now.

      Actually, no she wouldn’t. Because she would never have allowed herself to be locked into this car in the first place.

      “River deep, mountain hiiiiiiigh,” she sings, and I chuckle to myself as the wheel clunks to a stop with us right at the top. “Ooo, we’ve stopped. Is that normal?”

      “I’m sure they know what they’re doing, lil’ mint.”

      She nods thoughtfully. “Up here, we can see the whole carnival. But nobody can really see us, Daddy.”

      I trail a finger along the inside of her thigh. “I was just thinking the same thing, baby. Nobody would even know what we were doing in here.”

      She bites into her bottom lip as she glances my way, a few spots of rain being flung into our faces by the wind. “Nobody would know.”

      “It’s a naughty thought, baby. What am I going to do with you?”

      “I can think of a few things, Daddy…”

      She meets my eyes with such intensity, I can’t look away. Even as my fingers slide further up her legs, the rain starting to come down hard, all I do is watch her eyes. I see her lips part in a little “o” as I reach her panties, pulling them aside, pressing a finger into her sweet warmth.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she whispers, her hand going to mine, pressing hard, pulling me onto her. “Like that.”

      “You’re going to have to pay for this, lil’ mint.”

      “Any price, Daddy. It’s worth it.”

      I chuckle as lightning flashes, the thunder drowning out her cry as my fingers slip inside her, pulling at her, her hips writhing. Rain slaps against my face, and I wonder distantly what’s taking the ride so long to move again. Surely we’re not supposed to be left up here in a thunderstorm?

      The danger is only a distant concern right now, even as a little ball of fury wells up inside me. Somebody will pay if she gets hurt.

      “Yes, Daddy. Harder.” Her words come in pants as she rocks against me, apparently unaware of the storm beginning to rage. “Punish me.”

      I move a hand to the back of her neck, pulling her closer in to me, keeping her out of the rain. But to my surprise she takes it as a hint, her mouth opening, fingers going to my zipper. Before I know it, she has my meat in her hand, her face lowering, lips spreading over the head of my cock even as my own fingers dance in her cunt.

      She moans as I thrust into her, sheltering her from the rain and wind. Thunder crashes as she releases all over my hand, and my cock throbs in her mouth, releasing precum that she drinks with a little mewl of pleasure.

      As the car starts moving again, I pull her off me, stuffing myself back inside my pants and covering her up, not wanting anyone else to see what’s mine and mine alone.

      By the time we’re down, I’m furious. The guy pulls the bar up off our laps, and I’m already out, pushing him back as I pull Mina with me. “You left us up there in the rain, you fuck.”

      “The machine had a technical problem, sir.” He sounds polite, but he’s laughing as he says it. “It had to be—”

      “Technical problem, my ass.”

      He grins, his face red. “Your girlfriend looks a little flush there, pal. And wet.”

      That does it, I push him back and he stumbles off the platform, landing on the grass. “You don’t look at her, unless you have a death wish.”

      “What’s the matter, get scared up there on your own, did you? Need someone to hold your hand?” He sneers, glancing over at Mina. “You need a man to look after you, sweetheart, you just let me know.”

      “Motherfucker.” My fist connects with his nose before I even know what I’m doing, and I launch myself onto him as he falls back.

      There are a few cheers from people nearby, but I’m not doing this for entertainment.

      “You fucking apologize, right now, you little shit,” I say as I draw my fist back, ready for another punch. His eye is already swelling from the first one, but if I have to I’ll make him regret what he said.

      He grits his teeth, staring into my eyes, but doesn’t say a word.

      Before I can throw another punch, an older guy comes running up, his hands up, fingers outstretched. “Hey, what’s going on here? Jimmy?”

      The guy on the ground, Jimmy I assume, turns his head. “This gentleman didn’t like being stuck in the rain at the top of the wheel.”

      “That’s what this is about?” The old guy frowns, but I shake my head.

      “Not just that. He thinks he can talk shit about my girlfriend. He needs to learn some manners.”

      The old guy huffs. “You’re not the first person to say that. Jimmy, apologize, right now. Or I’ll fuckin’ help him beat the crap out of you.”

      “Come on, Dad—”

      Before I can do anything, the old guy draws a foot back and slams it into Jimmy’s side, knocking the wind out of him. “You don’t think I will, huh?”

      “Dad! Stop!”

      I draw a fist back, ready to slam it into his face, and that’s enough to make his eyes go wide.

      “Okay! Fucking fine.” Jimmy shrinks away as his dad raises his leg again, ready to slam it into his chest. “I’m sorry, okay? I didn’t mean to offend you and I shouldn’t have left you up there in the rain.”

      “Fucking right,” I say, standing back up. I shake the old man’s hand, we exchange a nod, and I return to Mina, who’s grinning from ear to ear.

      “Nobody messes with Daddy,” she murmurs.

      And she’s fucking right.
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      God help me, I can’t fuck her yet. Not until I set things right. Not until she knows who I am.

      Those are my thoughts as she shivers in the bathroom as I warm up the shower.

      “Aren’t you getting in with me?”  she asks, standing in the white robe I wrapped her in after I stripped her wet clothes off.  Each shred of my control is withering, and we’ve done damn near everything but fuck and there’s not much more wait left in me.

      “No, baby. I’ll watch.”

      She pouts, true disappointment pushing her lips to a frown.  “Please, Daddy? You have all our memories, I only have what’s happened since the hospital. I don’t remember all the other things we’ve done together, I need new memories.”

      She’s got a fucking point but I need to calm fucking down before I get under the spray of the warm water naked with her. But I don’t see how that’s going to happen.

      “Okay, baby.”

      Her smile lights up all the dark corners inside me.

      My life has been what most dream of. But I’ve carried an emptiness inside me, knowing I was in love with my sister and that it was wrong.

      I couldn’t imagine upending everyone’s life, including hers, for my own selfish needs and now?  I’ve done just that, even if the consequences are delayed.

      Her green eyes meet mine as she drops the robe and I strip out of my damp clothes, cock high and hard as she licks her lips, reaching for my dick and tugging me forward into the warm spray.

      “You are a bad girl sometimes.”

      “I’m bad because I like your cock? I would think that would make me a very good girl.”

      I raise my eyebrows. “Can’t argue with that logic.”

      I ease her back into the water, letting it roll down her hair as she sighs, eyes closed, and my instinct to bend her over and finalize this deal is splitting me in two.

      I’m not thinking clearly but I don’t want to look back and regret how I fucked my sister for the first time when she didn’t know who I was.

      No, I have to stay strong. Wait until her memories come back.

      No, that’s not what I should do. I should fucking her ten ways ‘til Sunday so she’s knocked up.

      That’s the way to secure things.

      No.

      No.

      No.

      “Are you okay?” Mina is staring at me and I realize I was talking out loud. “What is no, no, no?”

      “Nothing, baby. Just worried about you. I need you, baby. I’ve needed you for so long.”

      I reach out and run my fingers through her silky hair, her hands on my shoulders as the tip of my cock rests against her upper belly.

      Calm down. Breathe.

      Her hands drift down, pumping on my shaft as my head falls back and the battle wages inside me.

      “I liked when you came in my mouth.” Mina’s voice drifts through the steam. “I never imagined it like that. The way you did it. But the rough…”

      I look down, she’s intent on watching her hands moving up and down my cock and it’s so fucking erotic I’m coming unglued.

      “Was it too rough, baby? Sometimes, Daddy likes it like that. Likes you helpless and on the edge.”

      “No.” Her lashes flick upward, dotted with water. “I liked it. A lot.”

      Our eyes stay locked until I release a shuddering breath, her nipples tight, brushing against me as she turns, putting her face directly in the water. I’m reminded how different she is. What if the old Mina never returns? What if I follow my plan, get her pregnant, then have to explain to our parents that she had no idea who I was, and I fucked her anyway?

      Holidays are gonna be awkward.

      “I liked that toy, too,”  Mina says, looking over her shoulder, bracing her arms against the wall and wiggling her lush ass into my cock. “Someday, will you be inside me like the toy?”

      Jesus, God is testing me.

      My control is hanging by a thread as she eases back, cradling my dick between her ass cheeks then bouncing it up and down like she’s twerking in some shitty club.

      “Baby, stop. Enough.” I mouth into the shower spray, trying to fixate on something neutral but it’s impossible.

      “But, we love each other, right?” It’s not just the water wetting her eyes now. “I just, I want you. I feel it, down in my tummy, like a knot that needs untied. Why don’t you want me?”  The crack in her voice nearly breaks me and my cock is operating on its own agenda, my brain going off line.

      “God, I do want you.” I drop my head, my need building up inside of me. My balls are heavy and burning with what I want to give her.

      I see the disappointment on her face as I stand there, my dick in the crack of her ass, wondering how I let myself get here but not wanting to be anywhere else.

      “It’s because I’m fat, isn’t it?”  Those words gut me as a blush rises on her cheeks and my fingers twitch, landing on her hips, drawing her against me.

      “Don’t you ever say that.” Anger washes over me and a roar I’ve been holding back for years fills my chest. “Don’t you ever call yourself that. You are perfect. Every fucking inch.”

      “Then fuck me.” Her sadness turns to demanding defiance as my dick strains against her.

      “You don’t tell Daddy what to do,” I bite back, the tension between us as thick as the secrets.

      “Then, I’m leaving.” She twists, but my hold is iron clad. “Let me go!” She bucks as I spin her around, facing the other wall, the shower water streaming down my back.

      “You’re not going anywhere. You wanna fuck?”

      “Yes!” She screams the friction from her wet skin against my cock makes my balls pull tight. I’m so close, one shift and I’d be inside that cherry hold of hers. “I’m eighteen! I could go out and find someone else—"

      That’s it. I know she doesn’t mean it but she’s crossed the line.

      “You even think of looking at another man, you better choose someone you hate because I’ll fucking kill him.”

      I bend her in half, tits hanging down as she yells and I crouch down, driving the tip of my dick up and down through the wetness between her legs.  Once I’m good and slick, I press her cheek into the wall as she slaps and twists.

      I use the crack of her ass like a fucking sex toy, using her like an object as I dig my fingers into her tits.

      “You’re always fucking pushing Daddy. Making Daddy do things. You’re driving me crazy, Mina.”

      I surge up and down, up and down, releasing one of her tits to cup her pussy in my hand, jerking her body backwards as I hump against her, the thread of my control evaporating.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispers, but it’s me that’s sorry.

      “I can’t stop. I can’t.”  I lean down, sinking my teeth into her shoulder as I use her body for my own desperate relief, plastering her against the wall until my balls heave and I unload all over her ass, two seconds away from taking her cherry bent over in the shower. “I’ll get inside you when it’s time. Not when you’re being a fucking tease. Not when you’re demanding. When it’s the right time, it’s the right time and I fucking decide.”

      "Please, Daddy, I want to come, let me come—”

      “Yes, baby. Yes—”  I growl into her neck, palming her clit and kneading a nipple between my fingers.

      We’re panting and spent as Mina floods my hand, the water washing away the secrets.

      For now…
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      I‘m not going to live through this.

      Not another day.

      She damn near had me barreling every inch of my cock into her virgin ass back in the shower and that’s not just rough, it’s dangerous.

      I’ll never put her in harm’s way. But, fuck, she pushes me. Like only a sister can. Someone that knows you and your buttons.

      Maybe her conscious memories are lost but deep down, she knows me and after an hour of talking myself off the edge I’ve made peace that with or without her memories, I’m taking what’s mine.

      I love her the way she is and the way she was, so none of that matters to me.  She’s asking more questions and the truth will set you free as they say.

      But, not before she’s good and fucked by me. I want that little plastic test lighting up with two pink lines before I spill it all.  I’m fucking obsessed about it. I have to get my virgin cock in her cherry hole and lock her down.

      Today.

      I make a few calls. Securing some things and thinking of the future.  It only takes about a half an hour but that’s about all I can stand. I left her on the back patio playing on her phone and my chest is tight as I find her sitting there, humming and kicking her feet in the water as she sits on the edge of the pool.

      New Mina, old Mina.

      My Mina.

      “Hey, baby.” I lean down and kiss the top of her head, running my hand down her back as I kneel next to her. As obsessed as I’ve been with my sister all these years, it’s nothing compared to the beast she’s awoken inside of me.

      “Hello,” she says, a hint of chill in her voice and it’s okay. I understand.

      My need to be inside her is like oxygen to my lungs. Her curves, her smiles, her brattiness, her horny little ass. I can’t wait to feel her wrap around me and know there’s no going back. Memories or not.

      “I love you, baby,” I say, making sure she sees it in my eyes. “I’m sorry if you doubted it. I’ll make sure you never doubt it again.”

      She shrugs, putting her phone down and turning my way. She’s wearing a white t-shirt and loose jeans. Old Mina.

      But, with no bra. New Mina.

      My cock is already straining behind my fly, the ache in my balls as intense as ever as I reach for her hands and pull her up next to me.

      Her questions have been getting more specific. More…detailed. I know my avoidance and off-hand answers are making her uneasy.

      “No matter what, remember I’m the one that loves you. I’m the only one you’ll ever love, too. All the things we do together, they are for us. You and me. Only. No man will ever know you like me. Ever touch you. Fuck you. Taste you. Care for you. Give you all the things you need and want, when I see fit. You understand that, right?”

      “I guess so.”

      She’s testing me but I deserve it. “Say yes. Say you understand. I know you do.”

      “Well, if you know I do, then why do I have to say it?”

      God, give me strength.

      My nuts are like two five pound lead weights as I reach down and slide my hand down the back of her pants, ready for a handful of ass when she twists and skips away toward the back of the property, poking her tongue out over her shoulder.

      “Naughty little girl.” I growl as I take off after her. There’s no way she’s faster than me but making me chase her is going to change the way this moment goes down.  “You like it rough then.”

      “I’m not your little girl.” She tosses the words into the breeze as she picks up the pace but I’m closing on her easily.

      “Oh yes you are.” Four more strides and I’ve got her around the waist. “And I’m your Daddy. You know that’s fucking true.”

      “Put me down.” She hammers at my back as I throw her over my shoulder, eyeing a nice spot of the lawn over by the fence.

      “Guess you don’t want it nice and sweet in the bed like a nice girl. So be it. You’re getting fucked like a dog. Bratty little love of my life.”

      “Oh, now you want to fuck?” she snaps.

      Jesus Christ.

      I flip her down, her hair falling onto the grass, her eyes boring into me as she raises her ass off the ground, unbuttoning her jeans. “It’s about damn time.”

      I reach down and slide my hand around her neck on a solid squeeze. “You’re trying my patience.”

      “Your patience? I’m the one with all this blackness in my memory. You have a lifetime and when I ask you questions, you’re not giving me much to go on. So, yeah, that’s trying my patience. And, yes, I want you inside me. I do. There. You happy?”

      “I’m done waiting too.”

      I finish unbuttoning her jeans, tearing them down her legs, then do the same with her t-shirt, setting her tits free as I stand and strip myself, watching her eyes go wide.

      Her breaths fill her chest, her tits moving up and down as I sigh at the relief of setting my cock free.

      I cover her with my body, pushing her legs apart with mine as my dick rests on the crease of her thigh.  I crush our lips together as she rolls her hips, trying to get my dick into position.

      “That sweet little hole is ready, baby? Wet and ready?”

      “So ready.”

      “Good girl. All my seed I’ve saved for you is going inside. Nothing between us. I’ll be your first time and last time.”

      “And I’ll be yours.”

      “Fucking perfect, baby. Now, spread your legs, you’re going to have to let Daddy in.”

      “I’ll try.”

      “I know you will.”

      I reach down and give her clit a little squeeze, the rush of wetness confirming her words.  “You’re going to be such a big girl. Getting fucked by Daddy out here under the sky. I can’t wait long enough for a proper bed. But, trust me, I’m going to fuck you everywhere. Everyday. You’ll take Daddy’s dick whenever he wants.”

      I run my weeping head through her folds, gathering her wetness as I clench my other hand around her throat, watching her eyes bulge.

      “I want all your attention, baby. I’ll give you your breath, but know, I control everything.”

      I guide myself to her opening and work my hips, my eyes rolling back at the contact.

      “I’m so fucking happy I waited for you,” I growl, forcing myself into the impossibly tight entrance to her body.

      I push harder, listening to her yelp but knowing, there’s going to be no easy path this first time.

      “Be good for Daddy. Let me in.”

      She wiggles beneath me as I feel her body soften, her slick lips parting for the first inch as I bite down and drive forward, capturing her scream in a kiss and all the softness and patience in me evaporates.

      I pummel into her virgin innocence. Taking it hard and violent, hand on her throat as she slips in the grass, her fingernails scoring into my back as her heels knead my ass, pulling me forward.

      Deeper, deeper as I fuck her mouth with my tongue and push myself half way in, her little pained sounds turning to moans as her hips start to roll and she gushes around my shaft.

      “That’s it, soak Daddy’s cock. I’ll get in there deep now, baby. Right up against your womb. This isn’t just fucking, it’s breeding. It’s animals fucking. Animals don’t just fuck for pleasure, you know. They fuck to mate and that’s what we’re doing, little girl. Daddy’s mating with his baby girl. You’re taking Daddy’s seed and there’s no getting away from me now.”

      My love for her multiplies with every stroke of my cock. I fuck her with blind ruthlessness until she’s gasping and I loosen my lock around her throat, pushing up on my elbows to watch her face while I fuck the first of our babies into her.

      “Open your mouth. Wide.” I order her, ramming in and out as her ankles lock around the backs of my thighs.  She spreads her lips, sticking out her tongue as my legs cramp and my balls make smacking sounds against her wetness.  “Take whatever I give you, little girl.”  I swirl my tongue under my lips, open then let the saliva drip down into her waiting mouth.

      The years of waiting, the frustration, the effort it took to not sneak into her bedroom at night all comes rushing back. I’m so close, but I want more. “From your nose, to your tits, to your pussy, your ass all the way to your toes, all mine.”

      “More.” She says. “More, Daddy. I want it all too.”

      My pumps become more fevered, the feeling of fucking her destroying any of my fantasies of what it would feel like. A flush of pink blooms on her chest as her back arches and her pussy clamps down. I thrust harder, harder, finding her bottom and holding myself there as her nails tear down my back.

      My orgasm rushes out of me as her thighs start to quiver and her walls undulate.  I choke, roaring as the years of lust and shame rip out of me from deep in my soul.

      My muscles knot as I tear into Mina with my final drives, her soft body shaking under me as I coat her womb with everything I’ve got.

      Blackness dots my vision as the final bursts of my orgasm subside.  Mina is panting under me, her eyes rolled back as I move my mouth to hers, taking my time, loving her little hitching breaths as her sight returns and a smile turns her lips.

      “We did it,” she whispers as I kiss her temple.

      “We did. You were so good. You know, Daddy is going to fuck you like my dirty whore sometimes but I’ll always love you. No matter what I say, how rough I am, you’ll always be my baby.”

      “I think I like the rough.”

      “I know you do.”

      “Are we done?”

      I shake my head, my balls already getting tight. “Not even close. I said I was going to fuck you like a dog didn’t I?”

      She nods.

      “Good girl.  Now, turn over.”
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      “This is fun!” she shouts over the roar of the engine, pushing her foot down on the gas as the Mustang jumps forward, its 305 horsepower kicking in instantly.

      I watch her, enjoying her delight despite everything, then shake my head. “It’s not fun though, is it, baby?”

      She nods. “It is, Daddy. It’s—”

      Glancing my way, I see the expressions war on her face. We had this talk earlier, and I’m not going to let her forget it. “The road here is empty, lil’ mint, but you won’t always be driving on empty roads, will you?”

      Finally, she shakes her head, catching my tone. “No. It’s not fun, it’s serious. Always wear a seatbelt and keep to the speed limits.”

      “That’s right. And what do you do if some asshole cuts in front of you?”

      She sighs. “Drop back, don’t make a fuss.” She snorts a laugh. “And tell Daddy the licence plate so he can make the fucker pay.”

      I chuckle. Those were my words exactly and I meant them. Anyone puts her in danger, I’m going to go medieval on his ass. But the old Mina would never say a word like fucker, even repeating me. She’d turn it into fudger or funker or something. This Mina doesn’t seem to give a shit.

      Mina grins at me, just nudging the car on another couple of miles per hour, and I don’t complain even though we’re over the limit enough to get pulled over. I’ve driven this road a billion times, you can see for miles and there’s never been a cop hiding in a speed trap—

      Before I can finish the thought, I spot the red and blue lights flashing in the rear view as a cop car pulls out from behind a billboard, quickly catching up with us.

      “Shit,” I mutter. “Don’t panic, baby. Pull over, let me handle it.”

      “We could outrun them,” she says, glancing in the mirror. “This car is fast.”

      Jesus Christ, I’ve created a monster. I shake my head. “No, baby. Just pull over.”

      “You’re sure?”

      “Sure.”

      “Okay,” she whines, easing off and pulling off onto the shoulder.

      The cop does the same behind us, and I watch as he gets out of the car, taking note of my plates and putting a hand on the trunk as he walks up to the driver’s side. It’s just the one cop, and it’s not like we were racing or anything. With any luck, it’s just a slow day and he’ll extol the virtues of safe driving for a moment before letting us get on our way, and never even ask for Mina’s non-existent licence.

      “Licence and registration please,” he says, looking down at her. With the sun out and the open road in front of us, Mina insisted on having the top down and I couldn’t say no.

      I open my mouth, ready to come to her aid but Mina beats me to it.

      She grins up at him, a cute little blush across her cheeks as she innocently bites her lip. “Hi, officer. How are you today?”

      He sighs. “Licence and registration please, ma’am.”

      “Oh, you don’t need to see those. I was only this much over the speed limit.” She holds up a hand, her fingers a fraction of an inch apart. “Can’t you just let us off this once? I promise I won’t do it again.”

      “Look, ma’am, I can’t do it. My sergeant is already on my ass about sleeping on the job when I’m out here. If he found out—”

      “Oh, how’s he going to find out though? It’s empty out here. You could just go back to your car, close your eyes and forget—” A look of confusion comes over her face as she mutters forget again to herself, and my heart jumps into my throat.

      Not now.

      Fuck, she can’t be remembering something right now.

      “Like I forgot,” she murmurs, and I open my mouth, ready to come up with some explanation for everything that I’ve done.

      There’s a fucking police officer right there. Can she consent if she doesn’t even remember who I am?

      Then she shakes her head and smiles again. “You could forget you ever saw us. Couldn’t he, Daddy?”

      She glances over at me, and so does the cop. I watch as he pulls down his shades, inspecting me for a long moment, as I open my mouth trying to figure out how to explain.

      He makes a clicking noise in his throat. “Jackson Sanders?” He squints. “It is you, isn’t it? Damn, I thought you looked familiar! That was one hell of a hail Mary you pulled off in the Cotton Bowl.”

      Mina is grinning. “It’s him, officer. Now, about my licence and—”

      “Forget it,” he says. “Like you said, who’s going to know?” He turns his attention back my way “Hey, you know my son is a big fan. Any way I could get an autograph? It’d make his day, maybe get me onto my wife’s good side, if you know what I’m saying.”

      I laugh and nod. “Sure. You got anything I can sign. Maybe—?”

      “In the car. I’ll be one second, then I’ll let you folks get on your way.”

      He jogs away, Mina winking my way. “I handled it.” She chirps as I reach over the grab her chin. “You’re so famous though. I’m going to get an internet connection that works and find out all about my famous Daddy.”

      “What you’re going to find out is exactly what ‘getting handled’ means, as soon as we get home,” I tell her, turning the conversation to something I can control. The phone has perfect internet connection. What it also has is a block on any pages that mention the name Sanders. I couldn’t be too careful. “No flirting. Even if it gets you out of a ticket.”

      “Mean daddy.” She pouts as I nod.

      “Sometimes, baby. Sometimes.”
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      Jesus, that was too close.

      As I walk her in through the front door, she smiles at me as she says she’s going to put on a suit and jump in the pool. And I remember all the reasons this is wrong and I’m going to hell or prison or maybe both.

      Just the fact she’s going to jump in the pool is all wrong. She hates the water. Hates it. It’s been fun having this new Mina around but I love the old Mina as well. And part of me knows this can’t last forever.

      I wander upstairs, but don’t turn for the room we’ve been sharing. This place is so big, but the cleaners I sent in gave me an itinerary of where I’ll find everything. They found the rest of Mina’s things in the fourth room at the end of this hallway, and that’s where they put her dresses, Barbies, and everything else that was strewn around the place by those assholes that came to her party.

      And that’s exactly where I’m heading.

      The room looks like it should. It reminds me of the Mina I know, the one I fell in love with. Sure, maybe this new Mina is a part of her, and I’d love her no matter what, but this room reminds me of the girl that stole my heart. I haven’t brought her into this room for fear that it would bring back her memories, but I wonder if I should do that and end this whole charade.

      Inside the closet, I pull out her backpack and lay the Barbies lay out each doll with their miniature runway outfits. The intricacy and attention to detail are amazing, but I kneel and reach beneath the bed, and pull out two suitcases they packed up and tucked away at my instruction.

      I open up one and find the clothes that the others were wearing when I got here. Torn seams, buckled zippers, buttons almost pulled completely off. But they’re works of art. Each one matching what the dolls are wearing. I pull the fabric of a blue satin dress to my face, inhaling deeply as I think about all the hours she must have put into this.

      And I took that from her.

      At first, maybe it was for her own benefit. Not letting her see how her hard work had been ruined. But it’s gone on too long for that excuse to hold water anymore. I should have shown her these things and let her memories come back if possible.

      Fuck. What have I done?

      Hating myself, I open the other suitcase. A few of the things aren’t hers, but that’s not the cleaners’ fault. They weren’t to know that Mina doesn’t wear red and black Louboutin heels. The fact that there’s only one of them means one of the girls that was here went home with one bare foot, but I don’t give a shit about that. I toss the few things aside that don’t look like they belong and draw out a pack of paperwork neatly tucked into a folder.

      Darkness crowds around me. My own selfish needs spinning a web from which I’m not sure I’ll ever be released.

      Why didn’t she tell me? Or fucking Dutton, her driver, the brother of a team mate who I planted and made sure got hired as our family’s new driver while also fucking paying him some sweet coin on the side to keep an eye on her. He sends me daily reports when she’s around. Pictures, notes, anything and everything he can.

      So why did he leave out this deal about the design contest? I’ll be on his ass about that as soon as he gets back but right now all I can do is stare her loopy, neat writing on the pages the, the letter still folded in an envelope from Marie Claire magazine in New York.

      We’re delighted to offer you a place in the show…

      Jesus. Dutton mentioned something about her being super focused on making some new clothes, but he didn’t say anything about the actual contest. A big show in New York this week, and I had no idea.

      My fingers are numb as I read the application, how her excitement comes through in every word she wrote. No wonder she was accepted, even without the fucking amazing work she does, nobody could possibly turn down someone with this much enthusiasm.

      Under the application, there are sketches in colored pencil. Not gallery-worthy or anything, but it’s pretty obvious who the subject is. Me looking bored, me looking mean, me looking grumpy. Is that really how I look all the time?

      Not this past few days, that’s for sure. I’ve changed.

      I dig deeper, finding a tattered leather diary. It falls open to a random page, and my name jumps out at me. Little fantasies, things she imagined us doing together. Innocent by the standards of my own thoughts about her, but still…

      She was thinking about me while I was thinking about her. But when I had the chance to do the right thing, all I did was take her for myself.

      I have to tell her the truth. Right now.

      As I stand and stumble for the door as my phone rings in my pocket, and in almost a daze I answer the call, putting the phone to my ear.

      “Jackson! How are things going, kid? Resting up that throwing arm I hope!” Harson Hilton chuckles, his voice turning my mood dark. “Son, I want to get things moving with this contract. Need to get you all squared away and confirmed, what do you say? You’re in Harbor Shores, right? My Cindy said she saw you. I’m stuck here in New York but I’ve got a private jet just sitting on a runway with nowhere to go. Get your ass over to the Charlevoix Airport, I’ll fly you on up here in style and we can get the ball rolling. Soon as that’s done, I’ll make sure all your family’s other little problems go away.”

      I’m shaking my head, a growl rubling in my chest. How dare he interrupt this? I have no idea how long I’ve got with Mina, and he wants to talk about football contracts? “I’m looking after my sister this week, Harson.”

      “Well, hell, bring her along too! I bet she’ll love a ride in a private jet and a few days in a swanky hotel. My treat. We’ve got the fashion week going on up here, too. She likes fashion, right? What girl her age doesn’t? Maybe she can tag along with my Cindy. And you know how much I value that all-American family image.” Harson sounds so fucking pleased with himself as my stomach knots. “You should too. Cultivate that image and you’ll go a long way jackson. I don’t do messy, remember that. You, your pretty sister, your beautiful stepmom and proud father are what I’m buying into with this deal. An NFL dynasty. You maintain that apple pie image and we’ll have no problems. No fights, no Twitter, no surprise knocked up girls. We’ve got doctors for that. Squeaky clean. Now get your ass to the airport.”

      “No,” I say, sounding harsh.

      Fuck, I don’t want to go to New York. I want to stay here with her. But if I tell her the truth right now, I’ll destroy that anyway.

      Jesus, this is all a fucking mess.

      Before he can come back with anything, I grunt and add, “I’ll let you know, Harson,” and throw the phone across the room.
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        * * *

      

      I didn’t tell her. How could I? Ruin what we’ve got by bringing back all her memories?

      Besides, maybe she’s already pregnant.

      The thought comes to me without permission, but once it’s in my head, it’s hard to shift it. It’s true. We’ve had sex. Unprotected. She could already be knocked up, and if she’s not, maybe with a little more time…

      It’s wrong, but also fucking right.

      I need a few more days. I want a few more days of perfection, then I’ll tell her the truth. All of it. And let the dice fall how they will.

      Except… She’s starting to remember things. Little things at the moment. Details about what happened, about how there were other people here when she fell in the pool. I explained that they were the agents showing us around the place, but I don’t think she bought it. Not completely. She looked puzzled and asked why I didn’t mention them before, and I didn’t have a good answer.

      Right now, as I talk to my stepmom on the phone, she’s napping in literally the next room.

      If she heard any of this…

      “Can’t you go wake her up, Jackson? I really want to talk to my little girl. We’re not really going to have any reception for the next few days while we’re on safari and I’d like to hear her voice.”

      I shake my head. “She’s had a killer migraine and just fell asleep. I really don’t want to disturb her, you know?”

      “No.” My stepmom hesitates for a moment, then says more firmly, “No, you’re right, Jackson. Thank you for looking out for her. You’ve always been a good big brother, you know that? I trust you completely with my baby. And you know I love you like you are my own son. It’s good to hear your voice, anyway, and you’ll let her know I called, won’t you?”

      “Sure, of course.”

      “Your dad wants to have a word. I think it’s something to do with work. I’ve told him that this is our second honeymoon and I want him to relax, but you know what he’s like.”

      I force a laugh. “Yeah. It’s fine. Put him on. Love you.”

      “Love you too, sweetheart.”

      A second later, I hear my dad’s voice. It’s lowered, which means he’s probably moved away wanting to keep his own secrets. And right now, I’m hardly in a position to judge am I? “I had a phone call from Harson,” he says.

      “So did I.”

      “Yeah. He wants to meet with you, ASAP. I know you’re taking a break, but this is kind of important. You need to take this deal with him,” My dad clicks his tongue the way he does when he’s having to deliver bad news. “Things are bad, Jackson. They’re foreclosing on the Oakland house. Our home Jackson. Just sign with Harson. Hell, he’ll even fly you and Mina up to New York he said. He said he offered and you turned him down. Don’t do this Jackson, don’t do this to your family. Tell me you’ll call him back and accept.”

      “I’m going to take his deal, Dad. But on my terms, not his.”

      “That’s not how Harson works,” he grunts, and at the same time I hear the floorboard creak. I glance across to see Mina walking in, rubbing her eyes, looking confused. “He likes to be the big dog, you know that. I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t desperate. We’re going out into some areas with only sat phone service for a few days, I won’t be able to relax unless you tell me you’ll do the right thing Jackson.”

      “Fine. I’ll do it,” I mutter, and press to end the call before I say something that triggers Mina’s memories.

      “Who…who was that?” she asks.

      “No one. Football stuff. You okay? Your were so fucking cute sleeping. I watched you for a long time baby.”

      “I slept okay. I…I think I remembered something else. Was I going to a fashion show or something? Some sort of contest? I remembered something about Marie Clare but maybe it was a dream? I’m not a fashion designer, so…”

      “Yes, you are,” I tell her, choosing my words, walking the tightrope. “You’ve always been interested in that, ever since I’ve known you. I was going to surprise you, but I’ve booked us a private jet.”

      “Really?” She does this little cute as fuck bunny hop. “How did I get so lucky?”

      “I’m the lucky one, baby. Some of your outfits you designed got a bit torn up in a mix up with your suitcase, and you were upset, but I had them brought here so we could get them fixed, then head for New York and chase your dreams.”

      “You did all that for me?”

      “I’d do anything for you,” I tell her, and I mean it. I’d do fucking anything. Anything except tell her the truth, apparently. “Let’s get packed. I’ll get your contest outfits organized, you go pack us a bag baby. And, bring along a few things for another fashion show. One for Daddy.”
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      This. Is. Amazing.

      It hardly even feels like we’re flying, the ride is so smooth. There’s a pilot up front, but honestly it’s so private back here I could dance around naked and nobody would know any different. I’d be tempted to do so, too, if not for the fact that I’m trying to get these clothes fixed.

      “How did they get ripped like this?” I ask as I draw out a dress from the case, frowning at the way the seam looks like it’s been pulled apart. I laugh, because otherwise I’d be crying over the amount of work that clearly went into it. “Did someone try to wear it that was two sizes too big?”

      “Daddy’s going to help you fix them all, babygirl,” Jackson says, taking my hand in his and kissing the knuckles. “You just tell me exactly what to do and I’ll do it. I’m your assistant.”

      “So I’m the boss, huh?” I grin, enjoying the thought of being in charge.

      “Just while we fix these, yes.”

      I spread out the fabric on the floor of the plane and look over it. It’s weird. I only have a vague recollection of the contest I’m heading to right now, but I still know how to do this.

      Bits of memory keep coming back to me, pictures of people I know I’ve met but I’m not sure who they are. I know that Jackson’s dad is a retired football player. That came back to me at the house, and when I asked Jackson he said that was right. But confusingly I think my dad might be a footballer as well. Is that how we met? Through our fathers?

      I haven’t even asked about my mom. Who she is, how well we get along, when I might see her next. I have this image of a beautiful woman and a loving relationship, and part of me doesn’t want to shatter that illusion if it turns out we hate each other and I haven’t seen her in years.

      But all of those worries are pushed aside as I just enjoy the simple pleasure of mending my clothing collection. As I show Daddy how to use a needle and thread, and get him pulling together the easier bits, I work on a blue ruched satin evening gown that needs a lot of work.

      And slowly, I watch it all come together.

      “I’m really good at this, huh?” I ask as I hold up a finished piece, nod and fold it aside. It will need to be ironed when we get to the hotel, but at least it’s fixed.

      “You’re amazing,” Jackson says. “The best.”

      “Simply the best,” I sing, chuckling to myself as I put the final stitches into the piece he was working on for me, making sure it’s absolutely as good as it can be. “I think I might win.”

      Jackson stands and steps over to me, standing behind me as I nod, satisfied, and put the final piece with the rest.

      “You deserve to,” he says, kissing the top of my head. “I already won, getting you. It’s about time you got something too.”

      “I got you, Daddy,” I say, smiling as I stand and turn toward him. “What more could a little girl wish for?”

      I feel his bulge starting to grow as I press myself against him, and grin as I reach down between us, rubbing a hand over the hard tip. It triggers a memory, and for a moment I hesitate. The first time I did this it felt wrong. But why? Was I too young? Or… It feels like there’s a reason I shouldn’t have done it.

      “What’s wrong, baby?”

      I shake my head. “Nothing, I just…” The memory fades as quickly as it came, and I notice with delight that my hand is wrapped around his shaft through the soft suit pants. “Daddy’s cock,” I whisper.

      “What’s your job, baby?”

      “To make sure Daddy’s cock is always satisfied. Using all my holes, my tongue, my hands, my tits, my feet. To not waste a drop of Daddy’s special cream.” I flutter my eyelashes as I look up into his face, still stroking his head with the palm of my hand. “Nobody else is here, Daddy. Just the pilot and he has to fly the plane.”

      “Naughty girl,” he whispers with a grin, and I nod.

      “As naughty as you want me to be. All for you, Daddy.”
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      An older woman at the check-in desk for the contest looks up and smiles at Mina. “Your name, please?”

      “Mina Miller,” she says before I can stop her.

      We checked into the hotel under my name, of course, so that wasn’t a problem. Then we had the rest of the day to ourselves, but I hadn’t anticipated this. Of course, for the contest, they need to know she’s really the one that won.

      As the woman runs a finger down her list of names, stopping at Mina’s name and frowning, I step forward.

      “It might be under Mina Sanders,” I tell her.

      “Really?” Mina looks confused.

      “You didn’t think Mina Miller sounded much like a designer. Look, I’ll handle this, why don’t you go get me a ticket for the audience?” I pull out my wallet and hand her my credit card.

      “Okay, but—” She draws a breath. Then nods, taking the card. “Yes. Okay.”

      As soon as she’s out of earshot, I meet the woman’s eyes with what I hope is a very earnest, serious expression.

      “She had a bit of an accident a few days ago, slipped into a swimming pool and hit her head.”

      “Oh, how terrible. Is she all right?”

      “Yes, but she got a touch of amnesia. She’s insisted her name is Miller ever since. The doctors say it will work out, but they told me not to insist on the facts until they come back, otherwise she could end up very confused and upset.” I sigh, starting to play the role. I’m becoming way too good a liar. “Would it be a huge inconvenience to just use Miller for the contest?”

      She frowns. “No, not really, but… Well, if she won it would have to be under her legal name. That’s Sanders, right?”

      “Right. I’m sure she’ll remember her real name soon enough, so by the time you need anything for magazine features or contracts we’d probably be fine.”

      “I guess…” She nods, smiling. “Of course, sure, we can do that. If she’s really up to all this?”

      “One thing she remembered was how important this is to her. She wouldn’t want to miss it.”

      “All right.”

      “Thanks.” I glance across as Mina starts to come back with my audience ticket. “Can we keep this to ourselves?”

      “Sure.” The woman meets Mina’s eyes with a smile. “It’s all sorted, sweetheart. Mina Miller was there after all. Silly me, missing it like that. You’re registered, I’ll have a name tag brought through to you, if you’d like to just go with Heather here, she’ll show you where all the contestants are assembling.”
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      Hours later, she grins and runs my way as she steps out with the other contestants. When she throws her arms around me, nothing could feel better. There are photographers here, but they’re only interested in the contest, not in me or Mina.

      “They won’t announce the winner until tomorrow, but it went well, right?” She stares into my eyes as she jumps up and down on the spot. “My designs killed it, didn’t they?”

      I laugh. The confidence I see in my stepsister is such an amazing transformation. “You killed it,” I tell her as I walk her back, towards an empty nook where the corridor outside the show turns a corner. “Absolutely amazing. They’ll be fools not to pick you.”

      As soon as I push her into the empty space, she jumps up into my arms, one leg wrapping around my body as she lifts herself up onto a window ledge overlooking the parking lot, pressing herself into me. My hard cock bobs at her entrance, and seriously if it wasn’t so public I’d be tempted to take her right here.

      “Daddy, this is naughty,” she whispers.

      I nod. “It is. And it feels good, doesn’t it?”

      “What…what are you thinking of doing?”

      “This,” I say, and reach down between us, pushing her skirt up. “You want that, don’t you? Tell Daddy you want him to touch you right here, right now.”

      She glances across at the others coming out of the hall. Nobody is even glancing our way. She nods. “I want you to touch me. Right now, Daddy.”

      “Good girl.” I grin as I reach forward, cupping her through her panties. “Just like this?”

      “No.” She gasps. “More. Put your fingers inside me. Please.”

      “Naughty girl.”

      She nods. “You need to punish me. Later.”

      I laugh at that, and pull down on the waistband of her panties, exposing just the top of her cunt. I slide a finger along it and her mouth falls open.

      “Who’s the girl, Jackson?” The voice comes from my left, and before I can stop myself I turn that way.

      The flash goes off and as I’m blinded by it I get a glimpse of a grinning face. Motherfucker.

      In a rage, I drop Mina and turn toward the photographer. “Give me that fucking film,” I growl, reaching out for his camera, but he’s already moving back.

      “No fucking way. This is my livelihood.”

      I snarl, ready to knock teeth out. But there are other photographers. Before I know it, they’re all snapping pictures—of me, of Mina, demanding to know who she is and what we’re doing together.

      I have to get her back to the hotel.

      Turning, I grab her hand before anyone can ask anything else, and tug her toward the stairs. Fuck, she looks so scared, so much like the little sister I remember instead of the one I’ve been with this past week. And as much as I’ve enjoyed our time together, I still haven’t forgotten my one mission in life: protecting her.

      “Come on,” I tell her as I stoop and lift her into my arms. “I’m getting you out of here.”
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      I push away from the crowd of paparazzi, blinded by the flashing lights as I retreat back into the hotel. Nobody follows me, I guess they’re more interested in Jackson and his football career than they are in his girlfriend who just happened to win a place in a fashion contest.

      It was strange, the way they were asking who I was. It made me feel frightened in a way I don’t remember ever feeling before. Well, not in the last few days I remember, anyway.

      Until they started asking that, I thought…

      Well, I thought we had been an item for a while. When Jackson told me all about how we met and dated and all, it seemed like we’d been together forever. But if we had, nobody would be questioning who we were. This must be the first time we’ve been out in public together.

      As I lean back against the cool wall and close my eyes, listening to the drone of inaudible questions still being thrown at Jackson outside, I’m just relieved that’s not my everyday life. I don’t know how he copes with everyone recognizing him all the time.

      “You all right there, miss?”

      I open my eyes to see one of the hotel porters looking concerned. But I nod and force a smile. “Just taking a break from everything.”

      “Sometimes it’s nice to imagine being famous. But I guess the reality is something different.”

      “I’m not famous. But my boyfriend is.”

      “Jackson Sanders, right?”

      “Right.”

      He chuckles and rolls his eyes. “Go Trojans.”

      I laugh at that, and he grins as he turns away and heads for the elevator. As the doors slide open, I see a girl standing inside that seems vaguely familiar. I watch her step out, exchanging a few words with the porter as she enters the lobby.

      Where do I know her from? She’s much smaller than me, short and skinny and bunched in on herself like she doesn’t want to get in anyone’s way. Wearing a rucksack on her back like she’s some sort of schoolgirl. Part of a name comes to me as I watch her head for the counter.

      Rosa? Rose? Rosie?

      Suddenly, she swivels on her heel, glancing all around herself. Until her eyes land on mine, and her mouth spreads in a wide grin.

      “Rosaria?” I say as she heads my way, and she nods enthusiastically.

      “I had this feeling you were somewhere nearby! How weird is that?” She throws her arms around me and hugs me warmly. And I still have no idea who she is except a name. “How come you haven’t been answering any of my calls and texts? Have you fallen out with me or something now you’re a big famous fashion designer?”

      She narrows her eyes as she breaks the hug, then loses it and starts laughing, but I stumble over my words.

      “My…my phone got smashed. I fell in a pool and hit my head. I’m sorry, who…who are you?”

      She laughs louder. “Good one. You? In a pool?” When I just stare at her, her face drops. “Oh my gosh. Really? You must have been terrified!”

      I can’t figure out why she thinks I’d be terrified. Because I hit my head? Who is this girl that I recognize but can’t place?

      “It was okay. Jackson took me to hospital.”

      “Jackson was there? Thank God for that. Where is he now, still in Harbor Shores?”

      “No, he’s…he’s outside, being mobbed,” I tell her, glancing around and still seeing the flashing lights as cameras snap photographs of my boyfriend. She knows him, and knows we were going to Harbor Shores, which means we must be really close, since it doesn’t seem like anyone else in the world knows we’re together. “I really…don’t know who you are. Sorry. I have this hazy memory but when I fell in the pool I got amnesia. The doctors said my memories would come back over time. But, I can tell, you are important somehow to me…”

      “You’re really serious, aren’t you?”

      I nod. “I’m sorry.”

      “Well, I should probably be insulted, but I’m more worried. We’re best friends, Mina. Chatsbury Prep?”

      “What’s Chatsbury Prep?”

      She grabs my arm and starts us walking back into the hotel. “Don’t ever let anyone from Chatsbury Prep hear you say ‘What’s Chatsbury Prep?’, okay? They’re kind of proud of their reputation. It’s a school, where we are both enrolled. Or were. We graduated together. You really don’t remember any of this, do you?”

      “Not a thing. Last I remember is being in the hospital. Jackson was there and he took care of me.”

      She nods. “He always was the one person outside of me that you could rely on. Let’s get a couple of root beer floats and you can tell me all about it, what do you say?”
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        * * *

      

      “I can’t believe you actually drink this.” I grimace as I try another gulp of the liquid.

      We’re in the hotel bar, which is right next to the pool. Rosaria actually asked me if that was okay as we entered, as if the sight of the water so close might bring me out in hives or something. I shrugged and said it was fine. What else am I supposed to say? Who’s afraid of a swimming pool?

      She sighed and shook her head, but let it drop.

      “Nope. Can’t do it. It tastes like shit,” I say as I try to drink some more of the root beer. “I’m getting a proper drink.” I click my fingers at the bartender until he looks my way. “Something to take the taste of that away, please. Tequila?”

      Rosaria’s eyes are wide. She scrabbles at my arm, pulling it down as she stares at me. “Mina, what…? What are you doing?”

      “Having a drink.”

      She shakes her head. “No. No, you’re not. Tequila? You’re eighteen. And I’ve never heard you swear.”

      “Really?”

      “Really.” She turns to the bartender. “She was only joking. She’ll have a diet Pepsi.”

      “I’m not having a diet anything.”

      “Yes you fudging are, or I’m getting out of here before you get us both into trouble. My parents would lock me away in a tower for the next twenty years if they knew I was spending time with a… Drinker. Who swears.”

      I glare at her a little. Who is she to order me around? But I guess I don’t have much choice.

      “Fine. Whatever, Mom. So you knew about this fashion thing?” I ask, and she nods.

      “Sure, we planned it together. I helped you get your collection ready and put together the entry. I knew you’d find some way to get here, even when your parents wouldn’t allow it. Is that why Jackson is here too?”

      “He booked a private jet.”

      “Wow. Cool.”

      “My parents wouldn’t allow it?”

      “They want you to go to law school, not be a fashion designer. It’s all booked and everything. Your stepdad’s alma mater in Michigan.”

      “My stepdad?”

      “Er, yeah. You haven’t spoken to him? Or your mom? Wow, what have you been doing since this bang on the head?”

      I blush, despite myself. Like I’m going to tell her what me and Jackson have been doing. “None of your business,” I tell her as the bartender deposits my diet Pepsi. I stare at it like it might grow horns. “So…what are you doing here? Did we arrange to meet up here or something?”

      She shakes her head, grinning. “Nope, I did all this on my own. Go me. Booked the hotel and everything. I even spoke on the phone to get myself a room. Terrifying, but I did it. For you.”

      “Thanks?”

      “I should think so. I was worried when I couldn’t get hold of you, and I tried your new house but I didn’t get any answer. So knowing how important this was to you, I figured you’d have found a way to get here. I brought you these.”

      She reaches down and grabs her rucksack off the floor, depositing it on the counter in front of us. Then, with a dramatic flourish, she unzips it and brings out…

      “Barbies?” I say, deadpan. “You…shouldn’t have.”

      She laughs. “I know, right? I love the dress this one is wearing. You’ll probably want to change it up, bring it off one shoulder or whatever. But it’s got potential, right?”

      “Right. Yep, I could do that.” I stutter, not wanting to hurt her feelings, but honestly… Barbies?

      “I knew you’d love them. You want to take them up to your room right now, or—?”

      I shake my head. “No, you hold on to them for now. Jackson might be a bit surprised to see me, you know, playing with dolls.”

      She laughs. “What? He knows all about your Barbie collection.”

      “He does?”

      “Of course! How would you hide something you’ve been doing since you guys met when you were six? You have a whole collection. That’s how you met your brother. You had a backpack full of Barbies…you don’t remember?”

      “Wait, I have a brother?”

      “Girl. Jackson. You really did hit your head hard, huh?”

      “Jackson? What are you…? No, he’s my b…boy…” In a daze, I stand from the counter, stumbling a little. I feel her hand on my arm but I shrug it away, shaking my head. “Jackson’s my…”

      Brother.

      Oh my fudging golf.

      I stare at my best friend as I back away, feeling my whole face start to heat. Flickers of warm and cold memories snap and flash like strobe lights in a dark room.

      She’s saying something, telling me to come back, but I can’t. I want to be away from here. If Jackson is my brother, then what we did was against the rules.

      Fudge. Fudge. Fudge.

      “Tina,” I say in a daze. “I wouldn’t do this. It wasn’t me, it was Tina.”

      “What was Tina? Who is Tina?”

      My eyes snap up to hers as it all comes flooding back in such a deluge, the world turns gray. I’m spinning. Nauseous. My temples pound.

      The party, the pool, the hospital. Oh heck, the hospital.

      “Rosaria…” I’m so embarrassed I can barely say the words. “She was singing.”

      “Who was singing?”

      “Tina. She was singing Simply The Best so loud they must have heard it in the mortuary!”

      “Tina Turner?”

      “No, Tina me! I’m Tina. She’s… I made her up but now she’s real and she’s ruined everything.”

      I put my face in my hands. How did this happen? Why did Jackson let it…happen?

      But then, wasn’t I happy?

      His face comes into my mind, and just for a moment I smile. Now that I can see everything as it really was, he was so sweet to me. So kind, so loving. Daddy. I called him Daddy. And it felt right.

      I’m so confused. I need to get away. From here, from Rosaria, from Jackson. From everyone.

      Without thinking, I turn, ready to run away, and the pool is right there in front of me, looking so vast and deep and…gosh, it’s fudging terrifying. I back away from the edge, staring down into the water, my body shaking with fear.

      A middle-aged man points my way from the other side of the pool. “Hey, no running by the water, you two!”

      I stare at him, trying to figure out what he means. Us two? Running?

      Then I hear it. Laughter. Children’s laughter.

      Glancing to the side, I see them heading right for me, not looking where they’re going as they push each other, trying to knock the other into the water. Two boys of maybe six or seven years old, having the time of their life.

      “Watch where you’re going.”

      But it’s no good. As they brush past, barrelling into my legs. Not hard, but it’s enough. With my already weak knees from the weight of all the revelations swimming through me, my knees buckle and I’m falling. Backward. Into space.

      Like a dream, I drop my phone, watching it in slow motion break the surface of the water, sinking as I follow behind.

      There’s a splash, voices, then, the water is closing over me as I use my last breath to call out.

      “Daddy, please…”
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      “Jackson, we’re hearing that the girl you were seen kissing is your sister. Is that true?”

      I glare out into the crowd of reporters as more and more gather. Where are they even all coming from? They’re like vultures, circling until they spot a fresh kill. I can’t see who the voice belongs to, but I don’t need to.

      I need to keep her safe.

      That’s my priority. Always and forever. I don’t care what they say about me, I don’t care what they do to me, all I care about is Mina.

      “Get inside,” I mutter, turning my head. “I’ll explain everything, just—”

      She’s gone.

      When did she go? Before they started saying about her being my sister, or after? I need to find her. All this is bullshit and I don’t need it.

      “Jackson! Can you confirm for our readers that—”

      “No fucking comment,” I growl, then turn and push open the doors to the hotel.

      As soon as I’m inside, hotel security seems to swarm from everywhere, keeping the mob out. I know at some point I’m going to have to face these questions, but first I need to find Mina. And I need to tell her the truth, before she hears it from someone else. Unless she’s heard it already…fuck.

      “Mina!”

      No answer. Fuck. Where’s she gone? Back to our room?

      I race for the bank of elevators just as the doors on one slide closed, and start thumping the buttons for the next one just as my phone starts buzzing.

      Thinking it might be her, I bring it up to my eyes, then scowl as I press to take the call.

      “What do you want, Harson?”

      “I want to know what the hell is going on here, son. I’ve just been sent an early copy of a story so that I can make a comment and… Shit, you sure have got some explaining to do.”

      I don’t have time for this. “I don’t explain, Harson. I play ball. And I do it fucking well. If you have a problem with that—”

      “It’s not your ball playing I have a problem with, Jackson. It’s your… Shit, I don’t know how to put this. Are you screwing your own sister?”

      “No.”

      I hang up the phone. I don’t have time for his bullshit. If that’s what people are saying… If that’s what’s scared Mina into leaving… I need to find her. And I need to find her fast.

      What business is it of any of theirs? She’s my stepsister. We’re not breaking any laws here. We’re both adults, both consenting.

      Or are we?

      I shake my head. I cant afford to think like that. So she hit her head and had amnesia. Somewhere inside, she still wanted all this. It just gave her the opportunity to take it, that’s all. I saw her diary, I saw her drawings. We were always meant to be together and we both knew it.

      As the elevator dings to tell me it’s reached my floor, my phone buzzes again. A text this time. I open it and get a photograph of the two of us, locked in each other’s arms, my hand cupping her crotch as her eyes roll back.

      And Harson’s message: You’re finished. This is a total embarrassment for me. I’m going to make sure you go round 50 in the draft now, and your dad can forget all about me bailing him out. I can’t have my players fucking their own sisters. Jesus. Bad press, Jackson. Bad fucking press.

      I growl as I step onto the elevator. Whatever. The whole world can burn as far as I’m concerned. So long as I have her in my arms, that’s all that matters.

      “Hold up. Hold the elevator, please.”

      I glance up to see a slightly portly porter heading my way with a rack of clothes, and on instinct I thrust out an arm to stop the doors closing. Then tap out a reply on my phone.

      Me: Fuck your deal and fuck you, Harson.

      The porter grins as he enters. “Thanks, man. Hey, you’re Jackson—”

      “Yeah, go Trojans,” I say flatly, not wanting to get into some hero worship thing. “Going up?”

      “I spoke to your girlfriend. Ten minutes ago, maybe fifteen. She seems nice. Sweet, you know?”

      “Where is she?” I demand, putting my foot in the way to stop the doors from closing.

      “I…don’t know. Something up?”

      “Yeah, something’s up. I need to know where she is. Right fucking now.”

      “Well…I saw her in the lobby, I went to get the elevator, but then I remembered I needed the passkey, so I went back to the front desk and that’s when I saw her—”

      “Just get to the point!” I grab his collar. “Where. Is. She?”

      “Saw her heading for the bar and pool area,” he says with a shrug. “She was with someone.”

      With someone?

      This day just gets weirder and weirder. If she’s forgotten who she is again and gone off with some man she just met, I’m going to be arrested for murder. Mom and Dad will get back from their second honeymoon to find out their kids have fornicated and their son, well, he’s doing twenty to life.

      Welcome home.

      When my phone starts going crazy, for a moment I think maybe it’s another call or text. Then I realize it’s nothing of the sort. It’s the alarm I set for when her phone gets immersed in water.

      Fuck.

      Stepping out of the elevator, I race back to the lobby, then follow the signs for the hotel pool.

      “Mina?”

      I hear a scream, and as my heart jumps into my throat I pick up my pace.
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        * * *

      

      “Help her! Somebody help her!”

      It’s Rosaria, Mina’s friend from Chatsbury Prep. I recognize her from the surveillance photos my PI sent me when I was keeping tabs on my sister while she was there. At least if it’s Rosaria she went off with, I don’t need to kill anyone.

      In an instant, I’m following where she’s pointing, and I see the dark swirl of hair.

      Mina. Fuck. Jesus. She’s in the water.

      What’s with her and pools all the sudden? I’m going to fill every fucking pool with cement.

      Without thinking I’m diving in, memories of the last time swirling like the dark water. Please let her be okay. I’ll tell her the truth. The whole truth. Just please let her be okay.

      I get my arm around her and she doesn’t respond. What the hell?

      If she…

      I couldn’t go on. If anything happened to her, that would be it for me. What’s the point of life without her in it? I’d rather she hated me for what I’ve done. Rather she looked at me with nothing but disgust, but at least I’d know she was okay. At least I could protect her, even if she wouldn’t let me anywhere near her.

      I think of the pregnancy test I bought at the store early this morning. I was so fucking excited thinking I may have gotten my wish and rooted my seed inside her already…

      “Mina,” I say as I pull her up to the surface, brushing hair back from her face. “Talk to me, baby. Please, open your eyes.”

      Nothing. No response. I glare at the surrounding spectators as I pull her to the side of the pool.

      “Call a fucking ambulance, assholes!”

      I drag her out and onto the side, remembering the first aid training I had to do my first year in college. Clear her airways, get her breathing.

      When she splutters, it’s like someone just gave me a miracle.

      I hear Rosaria’s voice. “Mina!”

      “Baby,” I whisper. “I’m so sorry I did this to you. Please. I can explain everything. I just…”

      Her eyes meet mine. And I see such confusion in them, it shames me. Why didn’t I just tell her the truth from the start, about me, about us, about who we are to each other. I could have let her decide, instead I took that away from her.

      “Baby, please…” I whisper, taking her hand in mine.

      And feel her squeeze my fingers.

      “Daddy,” she says, her voice rough and hoarse from the water. “You saved me. I knew you would.”
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      The pictures are already all over the bar TV sets by the time the paramedics have given her all clear. A bit of water inhalation. Nothing to worry about. If she starts coughing or gets a fever, bring her to the hospital for a check, but she should be fine.

      We’re alone. Rosaria retreated as soon as she knew Mina was going to be okay, saying she’d had plenty of excitement for one day and didn’t want to be here when the next bomb went off.

      “Long term effects like amnesia, huh?” Mina says, a little smirk on her face. She glances at the TV screen, where that photo is still being shown, and blushes.

      “I can explain,” I tell her. It’s about the hundredth time I’ve said that to her since I pulled her from the water, and honestly I don’t know what explanation could possibly make what I did all right.

      But somehow she doesn’t seem as much mad as she is milking the moment.

      Perhaps there’s still a little bit of the vixen I’ve had these past few days left inside, enough that she isn’t going to run a mile as far and as fast as her little feet can take her.

      Not that I’d let her get away.

      She shakes her head. “I’d love to hear your explanation for letting me think we’re boyfriend and girlfriend instead of…” She lowers her voice. “Brother and sister.”

      “Stepbrother. Stepsister.”

      “Still.”

      I shake my head. “It makes the world of difference, believe me. You can’t tell me you didn’t want what we had.”

      “I did,” she says without hesitation. “I still do. But society has rules, and this goes against them.”

      Taking her hand in mine, I kiss the backs of her fingers and watch her eyes close as she chokes back a moan. So. She still wants this. Then not everything has been in vain.

      “Come with me,” I tell her.

      “I don’t know if it’s a good idea. Maybe we should just book separate rooms and figure out what we’re going to tell Mom and Dad—”

      “Baby, what do you say when Daddy tells you to do something?”

      She blushes. “I don’t…”

      “What do you say?”

      For a moment, she hesitates. Then I see the change come over her. She goes from shy, easily embarrassed Mina to something else. My little girl.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she says, straightening her back.

      “Good girl. Now follow me, we’re going somewhere quieter.”

      When we reach the roof, I have to make sure she goes out first, otherwise she would never agree to it. She kept asking on the way up if it was really all right and we wouldn’t get into trouble.

      And honestly, it’s nice having my old Mina back again.

      “I don’t want to go near the edge,” she says, her eyes wide. “Promise you won’t make me.”

      “I’ll never make you do anything you don’t want to do, baby. You’re mine to protect, mine to love. I know I did a bad thing, letting you think we were already boyfriend and girlfriend, but it just felt so right. You are everything to me, Mina. Everything. You have been, since that first day.”

      “You’ve always been everything to me. Ever since that first dinner. I met you and I was nervous because I was meeting my new family and my mom wanted me to make a good impression and I spilled the gravy and you…you made it all okay. You always make it all okay.”

      I smile at the memory. I remember it so well. And now, I want to build some new memories.

      “Baby. I need you. I need you with me, always.”

      “But we—”

      “No buts. This is how things have to be. You know it and I know it. We were made for each other, Mina, and the thought of being apart from you is the only thing in this world that scares me. I don’t ever want to face another day without you by my side. You’re my babygirl, my precious little one.” I drop down onto one knee as the traffic down below hums and roars, and the night sky stretches for the whole world in every direction. “Marry me,” I tell her, dragging out the ring I bought earlier. The one I had brought to the hotel and left at the front desk while she was doing her show. The one that will bind us together forever.

      “What? I don’t—”

      I laugh as she stumbles over her words. “There’s my perfect girl. My Mina. There’s only one word you need right now, baby, and that’s yes.”

      “Y…yes…” she says, and a little grin pulls at the corner of her mouth. “Yes, Daddy.”
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      Three weeks later

      

      “Mom, say something.” I stare into her eyes. I was trying to give her time to process, but honestly five whole minutes of total silence is long enough.

      In some ways, I know we were lucky. Thanks to their safari, nobody was able to get hold of them, and by the time they were back in the real world, things had blown over enough that nobody tried. But news channels are still discussing the ethics and practicality of a stepbrother and stepsister being romantically involved, and getting the two of them through baggage and into a car without them seeing or hearing anything was a minor miracle.

      Still, we were able to do this ourselves, on our own terms, and for that I’m grateful.

      “Earth to Mom…”

      She reaches out a hand, a little smile playing on her lips, and places it against my cheek. “My beautiful baby girl.” I blush, thinking of the way Jackson says those exact same words. A lot less innocently. “How did I not know this was going on with the two of you?”

      “It wasn’t. Not really. It all happened fast. You’re not mad?”

      She shakes her head. “Shocked, sweetheart. Not mad. I just wish you’d talked about it with me first.”

      “Would you have tried to talk me out of it?”

      “Probably. It’s a big deal.”

      I can’t argue with that. “It is a big deal. But we love each other.”

      “Of course you do, that’s only natural. But there’s love and then there’s love. How do you know which one this is?”

      “Oh, believe me, I know,” I say with a hint of Tina, then blush a little thinking of what we were doing in the parking lot while we waited for their plane to land. That was love. Not love. “Do you know which one it is with Allen?”

      She narrows her eyes. “He’s not my brother, Mina.”

      “And Jackson isn’t mine. He’s my stepbrother. We’re no more related than the two of you.”

      It’s true, and there’s no backing down from this. Right now, Jackson is in another room, saying these same things to Allen, and maybe coming to blows over how much he told me about Allen’s financial issues, I don’t know. But what I do know is, this feels right. It might go against some of the less flexible rules society likes to put in place, but it’s not wrong, and one thing I’m learning lately?

      Sometimes it’s okay to break the rules.

      Tina had fun.

      And she hasn’t completely gone into hiding.

      “Mom, this is happening,” I tell her, looking her in the eye. “I want you to be happy for me, but my happiness doesn’t depend on it. Jackson makes me happy. More than happy.”

      She stares at me for a moment longer, then nods and wraps her arms around me, pulling me in for a hug. “Okay, sweetheart. I can see this means a lot to you. Just take it slowly and see how it goes, okay?”

      “Well, about that…”

      Allen’s voice interrupts as the door swings open. “I think you just need to call Harson. Tell him what you just told me and—”

      “Dad, drop it.” Jackson rolls his eyes as he meets mine, and I splutter a laugh, the heart-to-heart moment with my mom broken. “Harson needs to learn he doesn’t always get his way.”

      “But—”

      “I said no, Dad. We’ll figure something out with your deal.”

      “What deal?” Mom asks, turning on them. She stares at Jackson, then at Allen. “What deal, Allen?”

      “Nothing to worry about, Jen, just a little business I was doing. It’s not important.”

      “Jesus, Dad, you need to tell her the truth. Things always come out in the end.”

      “He should know,” I say with a grin, then shrink back when Allen turns his eyes on me like he’s just noticed I’m in the room.

      Jackson smiles my way though, that reassuring smile that says he’s here and he’ll protect me from anything. And besides, it seems like Allen is more worried about the business deal going south than he is about the two of us getting a little closer while they were away.

      That’s a win, right?

      “Everything okay in here?” Jackson says, looking from Mom to me, then back again. “Jennifer, are we still good?”

      She narrows her eyes. “Okay, two things, Jackson. First of all, I’m still your mom. I loved it when you started calling me that, and I hope that isn’t going to change. I love you and in my eyes you’ve been my son since I first met you. We’re not still good, that’s for acquaintances. We’re family. And second, you need to promise me you’re going to take things slowly with your… Well, with my…and your father’s…” She blushes. “What I’m trying to say is, I don’t want you rushing Mina into anything she isn’t comfortable with.”

      He looks at me. “You haven’t told her, have you?”

      “I was just getting to it,” I say, glancing at Mom. “I was trying to tell you when they came in. It’s probably easier…”

      I bring my hand out from behind my back, where I’ve managed to keep it hidden this whole time, and with a flourish, I flash the massive diamond that’s been on my finger ever since Jackson put it there on a rooftop in New York three weeks ago.

      When Mom doesn’t say anything, I grin sheepishly. “Surprise…”

      “That’s not all, is it?” Jackson sounds stern. “You want me to tell them?”

      I shake my head. This is best coming from me. I draw a deep breath, hold it for just a second, then rip the band aid off. “You want Granny and Grandad at the wedding, don’t you, little one?” I ask, rubbing a hand over my belly and glancing down.

      Jackson chuckles. Allen starts to say something, then stops. Then tries again but gets as far as “Well…” before he shuts down.

      “So much for taking things slowly,” Mom says with a sigh, but before I can come back with any sort of comment, she’s already pulled me in for a hug, holding me tight like she’s never going to let me go.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Well, that could have been worse,” I say to Jackson as we retreat. Mom and Allen need time to process, I get that. We’re going to get some burrrrrr-itos. Turns out, I actually do like them even when I’m Mina.

      He nods as he pulls the door closed behind us. “I’m proud of you, baby. That took courage.”

      “Channelling my inner Tina,” I say. “What’s going to happen about Dad’s business problems?”

      “Do you mean, how is he going to solve them, or how is he going to survive Mom’s wrath when he finishes telling her all about it?”

      I think for a moment. “The first one. I think Mom’s too shell shocked to make much of a fuss.”

      “That’s true. Well, Harson has said he’ll scupper my chances with any other team, and God knows he has the contacts to do it. But I don’t think it will do as much damage as he thinks. I’m a good player, I know that and they all know that. Someone will sign me, a little cheaper than I would have been but I’ll get there. I’ll do what I can to help Dad out with his business, but he might have to face facts…”

      He trails off, staring behind me, and when I turn I have to blink twice to check I really am seeing what I think I’m seeing.

      A silver Bentley convertible.

      Cindy’s silver Bentley convertible.

      On the wrong side of the lake. Coming down our drive.

      What the fudge?

      “What’s she doing here?” I ask, and he squeezes my arm.

      “Don’t worry, baby, I’ll handle her. If she’s come here to gloat…”

      Cindy skids to a halt beside Jackson’s Mustang, and sticks her hand up out of her roof, waving it our way. “Hey, you two!”

      She sounds…friendly?

      Like, genuinely friendly. Not sarcastic. Like we’re old pals or something.

      “What do you want?” Jackson says with a growl, stepping in front of me as Cindy climbs out of her car and turns our way, not a hair out of place on her perfect blonde head despite driving with the top down.

      “Ooo, protective. Jealous, Mina. So jealous.” She grins. “Well, you two have certainly put the cat among the peacocks, or whatever that saying is. It’s so hilarious watching all those conservative news reporters getting their panties in a twist over this. I love it.”

      “Cindy, if you’re here to make us feel bad, don’t bother,” I say, glaring. “I’m happy. You know that feeling? It’s a bit like being bought a Bentley convertible, except it actually means something.”

      She laughs. “This is so adorable. Romantic. You two don’t care what anyone is saying about you, you have each other. Anyway, I didn’t come here for an argument. We’ve been frenemies long enough to dispense with all that, right, Mina?”

      “What did you come here for, Cindy?” Jackson doesn’t sound taken in but…

      I think she’s genuine. She’s typical Cindy, but she’s also different. I think she actually likes the romance of it all. I never thought I’d say this, but I think she’s actually living vicariously through me.

      It’s creepy, and I know what Tina would say. Kiss my ass, Cindy.

      But I’m not Tina. Not today. So I wait, and after a moment she speaks.

      “What I came here for, Jackson Sanders, is to steal you away for myself.”

      He growls, and tightens his grip on my hand. I think if she wasn’t a girl, he would already be half killing her by now.

      “Joking!” she says with a chuckle. “God, you should see your face. Fine, I came to say I’ve spoken to my dad and he’s agreed to back off. I know all about the deal you had with him, to bail out your father and whatever. I love that you told him to shove it so you could be with…her… Anyway, he’s not going to cause any trouble. He won’t sign you, but he won’t get in the way of anyone else signing you, and he is still interested in your dad’s business deal. He says between them they can turn things around or something. It’s a good opportunity. He’s a stubborn ass, but he’ll call your dad later, I wanted to be the one to tell you first.”

      “You’re serious.” Jackson sounds shocked more than anything.

      Cindy nods. “Well, that’s all. I’ll let you two lovebirds get back to your date or whatever. Ciao!”

      She turns and reaches for the handle of her car door, but I can’t help myself.

      Slipping out of Jackson’s grip, I rush across the driveway and throw my arms around Cindy’s shoulders. “Thank you.”

      “Please let go of me, Wilhelmina. Do you have any idea how much this pant suit cost?”

      I grin and hug harder. Like she said, we’ve been frenemies long enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 15

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jackson

      

      

      

      Ten years later

      

      They’re my world.

      My team may have won the Superbowl with me as the star player. Mina may have just had her fifth season at New York fashion week, with her designs gracing red carpets and royal events the world over. My dad may have just sold his controlling interest in the business he and Harson set up ten years ago for a fortune that even he can’t blow through. Mom may have got her wish to travel the world, photographing every endangered species, bringing notice to the masses through her charities.

      But I’d give it all up in a heartbeat if any one of my family needed it. There would be no contest. Because as nice as those things are, they’re meaningless without love.

      Just watching Mina with our three children, Lana, Stefan and two year old Dean. Watching the way she grins as they splash and dive and laugh. This is what it’s all about. This is life.

      I don’t think my wife’s fear of water will ever quite go completely, but she’s at a point now where, so long as she stays to the shallow end, she can get in the pool. And that’s massive progress.

      “What do you think, son? More oregano?”

      Dad’s making his famous burgers. Well, famous among our little tribe anyway. His own blend of herbs and spices, something he’s been working on for years, and he’s never quite satisfied with the result.

      I grab the proffered burger out of his hand and take a bite, closing my eyes in bliss. “It’s good.”

      “Sure? More salt? Less pepper?”

      I shake my head. “Seriously, Dad, I think this is the one.”

      He frowns. “Maybe just a touch more chilli powder.”

      Mom meets my eyes as she steps out of the house in her bathing suit, with a towel wrapped around her middle, and before we can stop ourselves we’re both chuckling.

      “Don’t even try, Jackson, your father is never going to be happy with those things. Now, where are my favorite grandchildren?”

      She puts a hand on my shoulder as she passes, and I watch as she drops her towel and gets into the pool with Mina and the kids. Honestly, they’re both the best grandparents we could wish for. They’ve sold their house in the city and moved out here permanently now that Dad’s retired, and I think it’s the best move they could have made.

      I mean, technically they’re on the wrong side of the lake, especially given just how wealthy they are now, but who gives a shit? They love this place and that’s not going to change. And the kids love coming here to visit their gran and gramps.

      As Mom pushes off from the side to swim over to join the others, Mina meets my eyes, and I hold her with mine. God, she’s beautiful. Somehow she seems to grow more fuckable with every passing year, twice as much when she gets pregnant. She’s not even showing yet, we haven’t even told anyone, and damn, I swear she’s gained another cup size.

      I nod toward the house, and she smiles as she murmurs something to her mom, then makes for the side. Watching her body glisten with pool water as she climbs out is almost more than I can take, and right now I’m sporting a fearsome boner. But I don’t care. It’s all for her, and I make no apologies.

      “Just going to head inside for an hour, if that’s okay, Dad? Mina and I are still exhausted from the drive down here. You’re okay to watch the kids, right?”

      He nods. “Sure, sure. We love looking after them. Save you a burger?”

      “Definitely.”

      “Three for me,” Mina says as she puts an arm around my shoulders.

      Dad looks at her for a moment, then down at her belly, before making a clucking noise in his throat. “I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear anything, because if I find out before your mother like last time, I’m going to be in the doghouse for a week.”

      Mina grins. “I can neither confirm nor deny—”

      “Just get into the house, both of you. Before you get me in trouble.”

      “Come on, you heard him,” I say, grabbing her around the waist as she giggles and leans in close.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she whispers. “Is it playtime?”

      I slap her ass as we step in through the door, and delight at the gasp it elicits. Life is good, it’s nice to have nice things. But playtime? That’s the best.

      
        
        COMING NEXT

        IN THE WANTING WHAT’S WRONG SERIES!

        Grab it here!

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        The next book in the WANTING WHAT'S WRONG series!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GET THIS F R E E

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        But, wait! Before you go…

        Amazon

        BANNED

        EARNING HER KEEP!  So, I’ll give it to you free!

        Get it here FREE!

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DANI’S OTHER BOOKS

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        FIND ALL MY OTHER BOOKS

      

      

      
        
        HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LET’S STAY CONNECTED!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

        FACEBOOK FRIENDS

        GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

        PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches

        Dani Wyatt on Amazon

        dani@daniwyatt.com

        www.daniwyatt.com

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT DANI

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place.

      

      

      

      
        
        She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing, she is probably laughing about some irony (like the fact that A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thank you.

        I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

        naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

        fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

        time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

        put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

        …you guys remind me every day that when we support each other, everyone wins.

        xoxoxo
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