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   Dedication
 
   This book is for fans of "Broken Hart" who wondered what Dante's side of the story was.  
 
   
Chapter One
 
    
 
   I'd spent an entire lifetime thinking that I'd never know what love felt like. I loved my family, but they weren't going to cuddle with me at night or bear my children.  To me love was as unreal as unicorns and pots of gold at the end of the rainbow.  I knew people who swore that true love changed their entire lives, and I'd smile and wish them well, all the while knowing that that wasn't in my future.
 
   My acceptance of my fate was absolute.  I'd never even allowed myself to ponder what the alternative would feel like.  I had a set of rules that I followed in order to hold myself aloof, but the truth is that it didn't even require effort.  I'd seen what relationships looked like in my family, and I hated what I saw.  Hated it, and still had the scars to remind myself of what that 'love' had done. 
 
   The one true love of my life was the love I had for my siblings, both by blood and honorary, and my Aunt Sandra.  I'd paid a high price to keep my family safe. I was the oldest, and it was my responsibility to protect them all.  My love for my family was what kept my humanity intact.  
 
   There was something wrong with me, something that other people seemed to have that I didn't.  I wasn't settled or secure. I knew that people thought I was rich, handsome and had a fabulous life, but the money meant shit and my looks were merely window dressing that disguised the mess inside. I always felt like something was missing, some huge piece of my life that I'd somehow lost.  I'd long since given up trying to figure out what it was that had left me so sure that something was missing.  
 
   When I was younger, I used to have dreams about having a brother being taken away from me.  I didn't have any siblings until Damien came along and once he did, I was so sure that something would happen to him that sometimes I would try to push him away so that I wouldn't care as much when he was taken.  That only went on for the first year of his life, and it's nothing that he remembers.  My mother repeatedly told me that if I wasn't a little brat and took care of my brother, he probably wouldn't go anywhere. She'd always follow sentences like that up with, "But if you act like a little shit, I just can't say what might happen to this one…"
 
   My parents had one rule; children should neither be seen nor heard.  When we needed things, they hurt us.  Any sign of weakness had those two puffing up with glee as they readied themselves to dole out whatever cruel and unusual punishment that they'd dreamt up.  Especially my mother, who lived to be physically aggressive and violent.
 
   By the time my sisters came along, my parents were completely out of control.  They'd always been awful, but now they were worse.  Neither one of them cared for Delilah or Dominique, but my father in particular hated them.  He could barely tolerate the sight of them, so my brother Damien and my honorary brother Spencer and I spent as much time as we could keeping the girls as far away from my parents as possible.
 
   I loved Damien and Spencer, but the twins were my angels.  They were the two most perfectly beautiful things I'd ever seen, and they opened my heart.  Their safety and their happiness were paramount in my mind at all times. Damien and Spencer felt that way toward them, and in turn that made the three of us even closer.  The girls softened our hard edges, gave the three of us something to focus on, to protect and stay alive for.  My love for the girls changed me, changed all three of us.  There was nothing I wouldn't do for them, and the same applies to Damien and Spencer.  
 
   When I look at the girls, I know that everything I did was worth it.  I helped to protect two of the most amazing and beautiful people that the universe had ever seen fit to grace the world with.  For a long, long time, I thought that what I'd done had gotten me a one way ticket to hell.  I couldn't change what I'd done, because if I were able to, my sisters wouldn't have survived safely, but I will always wish that it hadn't come to that.  
 
   The girls had only been about nine years old when I saw that my father was looking at them in a really inappropriate way.  I was scared shitless, disgusted and furious that on top of everything else he'd done, now he was eying up children.  Damien and Spencer saw the way he looked at them too.  We made sure that two of us were always with the girls whenever we were somewhere that our father could or would be.  
 
   That was the worst year of my life.  But as bad as the fear was, finding out what a sick fuck he truly was made things a thousand times worse.  
 
   He was all fucked up on drugs, and it was getting worse by the day.  I was just trying to get us through until I was eighteen so I could move out and taken them all with me. I planned every single day, my focus entirely on getting them all out.   All of my plans for our escape came to a screeching halt when I found him in my sister's bedroom in the middle of the morning when I'd decided to bag on school so that I could get some sleep.  Typically he was passed out in a drugged out stupor or at the Cross'.  
 
   Not that day.  That morning, I saw him going into my sister's room as I was on my way to bed.  I watched as he entered their closet, and I knew right away that whatever he was doing in there was bad. 
 
   I hid with my heart in my throat as I prayed to god that I was wrong.  I waited for a few minutes after he left their room before I made my way in and went through the closet with a fine tooth comb.  It didn't take me long to find the hidden wires, and within minutes I was pulling a panel up from the floor that had recording equipment in it.  He'd been taping them.
 
   The rage I felt in that moment almost ate me alive.  We'd been sleeping in shifts for a fucking year to keep the girls safe, making sure to put a dresser in front of their bedroom door every night.  They went nowhere that he could be without us.  But for all that, he'd gotten his perverted kicks anyway.  
 
   I destroyed his recording equipment, smashing it until it was basically dust.  In the afternoon I ransacked his office; disassembling it piece by piece until I found his stash.  There were dozens of videos, and he had boxes full of photos of the girls, naked, that he'd made from the videos.  From the pictures I realized that he'd put cameras in their bathroom as well.  I knew then, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that he was going to touch them.  Nothing we did was going to stop him. He'd made up his mind to do it, the pictures left no doubt of that.  We'd thought we could keep him away, but that was all for nothing. He'd already violated them, and they didn't even know it.  
 
   But I did.
 
   That was when I decided to kill him.  I spent the entire day planning how I'd do it.  I was going to strangle him while he was in a drug induced stupor, and then I'd call the police and turn myself in.  I spent the hours after that taking out the recording equipment he'd hidden in the ceiling fan in their bathroom and going through his bedroom.  I found more pictures of them in his bedside table, and the sickness I felt ate at me like a cancer. I burned every tape and picture I found.
 
   When he showed up later that night, he figured out pretty quickly that someone was onto him.  His office was destroyed, and his bedroom was no better.  I hadn't tried to be conspicuous.  I wanted him to know that I knew.  I wanted him to fear what was coming.  He'd violated the two people I loved the most, and that motherfucker was going to pay.  I stood in the doorway and watched him as he frantically tore through his office.  When he turned to look at the door, I gave him a look of pure rage.  
 
   "You're pure fucking filth, and I turned you in, asshole.  I called the police today, gave them all your sick fucking pictures.  They'll be back in just a few hours to arrest you.  You're going to jail Mike.  We all know what they do to pedophiles in jail.  I hope they fucking destroy you."  
 
   Of course I hadn't called the police.  I wouldn't allow pictures of my sister's naked to become evidence for other people to look at.  But it was important that he think I'd called them, because I knew that his addiction would demand to be fed when his anxiety spiked.
 
   He went white as a sheet as he trembled like the little bitch he was.  For all his evil and his violence, he wasn't so fucking tough when it came to his personal safety.  
 
   I shut the door after me and waited half an hour before going back in. I knew he'd be drugging himself up but good and I knew once he was out of it, I could do what needed to be done.  Fate had a different plan. 
 
   When I went back in, he was sprawled out on his couch with a needle in his arm and a bunch of empty pill bottles in front of him.  He'd clearly chosen to overdose rather than go to jail but, when I walked in, he was still alive.  Barely, but if I'd wanted to, I could have saved him.  
 
   In no way did I want to.
 
   Locking the door, I sat in a chair across from him and watched as his breathing got shallower.  I didn't leave that room until I was positive that he was dead, positive that he'd never again taint my sister's with his evil.  I chose to let a man die rather than save him.  I'd played judge and jury, and I made the decision.  The fact that I didn't have to strangle him didn't mean shit.  I'd still been the architect of his demise, whether my hands were involved or not.
 
   For years I lived my life as a prisoner to the choice that I'd made to protect them.  It made sense to me that I wasn't worthy of love, wouldn't ever have a girlfriend or a wife.  No one would be able to love me if they knew that I wasn't as honorable as I pretended to be.
 
   


Chapter Two
 
    
 
   All of that changed, ironically, on the anniversary of my mother's suicide.  I'd been short-tempered and edgy for weeks, knowing that the date was closing in.  Every year I'd sit down and re-read the suicide note that she'd left me, wondering when the rage that she had within her had been allowed in.  According to her letter, it happened when she met my father.  I knew better than anyone how evil he really was, and it was the knowledge of what he had done, more than anything else, that had me keeping people at a distance.  
 
   The morning that everything changed, I was sitting at my desk with the newspaper spread out in front of me.  I was trying to read it, but my eyes were focused on the date as memories went through my mind.  My father had been the one to find her, but he'd neglected to tell me that she was dead when he told me to go into their bedroom to wake her up. 
 
   I knew something was off about that, because none of us had been allowed into their bedroom, and seeing any of her children wouldn't be the way she would start the day.  When I hesitated, he told me he was going to make Dominique or Delilah wake her.  They were only three at the time, and my mother hated them.  There was no way that I was going to put them in a situation where she could get her hands on them.  Instead, I grudgingly went to their bedroom and went to wake her up.  
 
   I'll never forget the things that I saw that day.  She was long gone, a totally different color that left no doubt about her condition.  Her eyes were open, and even in death I swear her eyes reflected her hatred of me.  When I turned to run, my father was at the door laughing.  "Aw, look at the little baby, fucking afraid of a dead whore."
 
   I wasn't afraid of her, but I was shocked that he'd let me look at her like that.  There seemed to be no limit to his cruelty.  I'd never liked my father, had known that he was a terrible man.  My mother had been the one that was really violent.  My father liked to dole out punches and lashes of his belt, but he wasn't as scary as she was.   But that day, I saw something in his eyes, a reason to be scared of him from then on.  It was like when she died, he'd inherited all of her rage and he couldn't wait to take it all out on us.
 
   He didn't even let me tell Damien that she was dead.  Instead, he woke Spencer and Damien up and announced that the stupid whore had killed her slutty ass.  None of us cried.  She wasn't the type of woman that someone would miss.
 
   I prayed that maybe he was just mad that day and that he would back off to his normal amount of crazy, but that didn't happen.  The next night he came and gave Damien and me the suicide notes that she'd left us.  He'd read them and took great pleasure in telling us that she'd left us something that would make us feel better.  Just like when he asked me to go wake her up, he was just toying with us.  
 
   I was so wrapped up in remembering the past that I was surprised when I heard a discreet throat clearing coming from the doorway to my office.
 
   When I raised my head and made eye contact with the girl in the doorway, everything inside of me shifted.  She was beautiful in the way that women really weren't, at least in LA, anymore.  Fresh, natural and curvaceous, she had the type of body that men coveted and women were envious of.  I drank her in like she was a fine wine.  I noticed everything about her, from her gray pencil skirt that hugged her body beautifully to her sexy as hell stilettos.  I could only see her legs from the knees down, but what I saw was enough to assure me that they were perfection.  That quickly, I forgot about the memories that had been holding me hostage and became entirely focused on her.
 
   My reaction to her was instantaneous, like nothing I'd ever experienced.  We stared at each other for a moment, silently assessing each other.  Or, she was assessing, and I was envisioning bending her over my desk, lifting her skirt and plunging into her wet heat, riding her hard before turning her over and pounding her on my desk, her ankles beside my ears.  I'd bet every cent that I had in the bank that she'd be magnificent.  
 
   I searched my brain for a reason that she would be standing in my doorway, and I realized she must have been the newest temporary assistant.  Right then, I knew she had to go.  She was dangerous to me, of that there was no doubt, and I couldn't risk spending time with her.
 
   Stepping forward, she spoke.  “Good morning Mr. Hart, I’m Sabrina Tyler.  I’m assistant try out number eight.”
 
   That threw me off, made me chuckle.  Right out of the gate she let me know that she was aware that the other seven hadn't worked out.  She was clearly different than all of the others that had tried out for the job.  It had been a hellish two weeks since my last assistant, Helen, had moved to our branch in Greece to be with her fiancée.  I was already grumpy and short tempered with the anniversary of my mother's death approaching, but dealing with trying out the assistants made me nuts.  Every one of them had set my teeth on edge.  They were all flighty, flirty or totally intimidated by me.  I didn't see myself as being intimidating, and it made me feel like an asshole that they all behaved as if I was.  
 
   When Sabrina smiled at me, it was like the sun had come out from behind the clouds.  I liked her.  I mean, I really liked her, on sight.  Not just her amazing body or her beautiful face.  I liked her.  She didn't seem intimidated by me at all, and I liked it.
 
   She stepped forward to offer me her hand for a handshake.  I felt her hand in mine in a completely different way than I'd ever felt someone else's touch before.  Before I could control myself, I beamed at her. I kept expecting her to start behaving like the others, but she never did.  She was perfect, and it scared the ever loving shit out of me.
 
   When we sat down to discuss things I realized that I was going to have to give her the opportunity to try out for the job.  She came across as being strong and unflappable, but I sensed that there was fragility inside of her as well.  I couldn't in good conscience dismiss her out of hand without reason, so I decided to give her a chance.
 
   Within a week I knew that Sabrina was going to be an even better assistant than Helen had been.  That was really saying something, because I had felt secure that the things I needed to have done were being taken care of under Helen.  The difference was that Sabrina read me in a different way.  She seemed to understand what I was going to need before I did.  The other difference was that Sabrina was interested in the business as a whole, and she loved what she was doing.  She was bright and dedicated, and I knew that I wasn't going to be able to find anyone who would do the job better.
 
   Like a moth to the flame, I couldn't stay away from her.  My brother had been away when Sabrina started working for me, and I missed him terribly because I felt that he would have talked me down from the ledge about her.  Without Damien to remind me why I needed to avoid her, I didn't.  
 
   I got to know her in a different way than I'd ever known anyone before.  I was anxious to peel back her layers, to discover what it was that set her apart from everyone else on earth.  Why was a twenty-four year old woman so mature and focused?  She was calmer and more serene than any of the other assistants who had tried out for the job, and some of them had been twice her age.
 
   A few days after she started, I noticed that she'd put some personal items on her desk.  I made my way over to her area, anxious to see what meant enough for her to look at every day.  There were two photos on her credenza, and I quickly noted that neither of them included a boyfriend as I breathed a sigh of relief.
 
   The first photo was of Sabrina and a beautiful girl that could only have been her sister because the similarity was apparent.  The sister was beautiful like Sabrina was, and her smile lit up her entire face.  The second photo was of Sabrina, her sister and their parents.  Again, the resemblance was self-explanatory.  Their mother looked exactly like the girls, just a bit older, the only difference between her and her daughter's being that they had their father's eyes.  All four of them had joyous smiles that lit up their entire faces.  For a moment, I was jealous.  Clearly Sabrina had a loving relationship with her parents, something I knew nothing about.
 
   Right at that moment I heard her enter our work suite.  Turning to her, I smiled and held up the photo I'd been looking at.  "Sorry, I'm being nosy and I had to peek at your pictures.  This is a lovely family photo.  You look just like your parents. Do they live around here?"
 
   It was clear that I'd said something wrong when her eyes filled with tears.  Shaking her head, she dabbed at her eyes with her fingertips.  I was across the room in a second, putting my hand on her arm in a gesture of comfort as I asked, "Is everything okay?" 
 
   Her lower lip quivered for a moment before she got herself back together.  Smiling sadly, she nodded.  "I'm sorry about getting emotional.  My parents were killed just over a year ago in a car accident.  It's still hard for me to wrap my mind around. It's just my sister and I now.  Fortunately we're extremely close, so that helps."
 
   I was mortified that I'd upset her.  "I'm so sorry Miss Tyler.  I didn't mean to upset you or make you unhappy."
 
   She shook her head at me, pulling away as she walked to her desk to grab a tissue.  "It's not your fault, Mr. Hart. You couldn’t have known."
 
   That was true, but it didn't make me feel any better.  I cared about her already, hated to see her hurting.  I hoped that she was as close to her sister as she'd said, and I wanted to make sure of that for myself.  Before I could censor myself I said, "First, don't ever call me Mr. Hart again. I'm done calling you Miss Tyler as well.  From now on I'm Dante and you're Sabrina.  Also, I'd like to meet your sister.  Would you be open to letting me take you both out to dinner Friday after work?"
 
   That one sentence changed my entire life. Sabrina went from being just an assistant to truly having meaning in my life.  I finagled ways to spend time with her and made it seem casual.  Concert tickets, movie outings and dinners, I pulled her into my life.  Five weeks after she started as my assistant, I introduced her to my family.  
 
   While I knew that I wasn't the type of guy that she should wind up with, I selfishly monopolized her time so that dating wasn't really an option for her.  I tried to tell myself that we were just friends and that was all that we would ever be.  I knew better than to cross the line, and I didn't intend to, but I couldn't stop myself from spending time with her.
 
    
 
   

Chapter Three
 
    
 
   Every day it got harder to be around Sabrina, and every day I found another excuse to spend more time with her instead of less.  Our lives were woven together seamlessly, and interestingly enough, it was almost all of my doing.
 
   I'd even stopped looking for those meaningless exchanges that passed as relationships in my life.  I'd always thought that the girls I spent time with were vapid and ridiculous, and frankly, that's why I'd chosen them. 
 
   I realized how pathetic of an excuse for real women the people I'd spent a lifetime choosing were the day the last one I'd been with turned up in my office.  I'm not sure what Tammy was thinking when she'd showed up at my office, but as soon as I saw her and Sabrina in the same room, I was done.  The difference between the two of them was like night and day, and I saw things in a completely new way.  
 
   I knew that I was rude when I told Tammy to get out, but I hadn't cared.  I didn't want her anywhere near Sabrina, didn't want Rina tainted by women like Tammy.  I decided then and there that I needed a break from the type of girls that I'd been having sex with for years, but somehow instead of just taking a break, I'd stopped having sex altogether.  
 
   Damien and Spencer hardly knew what to do with me.  My lack of sexual activity stunned them.  If I'm honest, it stunned me too.   I had a very high sex drive and I enjoyed fucking.  Always had, always would.  But for months I'd not found anyone attractive enough to bother expending the effort.  The only woman I saw, the only one I was attracted to, was Sabrina Tyler.  For her, I got hard instantly and often.  If she knew that I went home every night and jerked off thinking about her, she'd be stunned.
 
   Sabrina had been acting differently for a few weeks and it was really getting to me. She wasn't turning up for our morning workouts, she was busy a lot of the time and she was losing weight to beat the band.  I was worried, even though she hadn't done or said anything that made me think that she was on drugs or ill or anything like that.  Still, whatever she was doing, she wasn't talking to me about it, and it bothered me. The final straw had come Sunday night when she didn't turn up to family dinner at my house.  She'd told me at the end of last week that she might not be able to make the dinner, but I'd hoped she would be there anyway.  When Brooke told me she was out with some guy, I almost stroked out.  No one had ever gotten under my skin before, but suddenly, I was jealous.  Really jealous, something huge that took over my whole body.  
 
   I'd decided that I was going to talk to her about what was going on with her.  I needed to know what the hell was going on.  I'd gone to work that morning ready to talk to her about what was going on, but she was late, and that was unusual.  It was also cause for alarm, because for over a year she'd never been late, but now she was late for the second time in as many weeks.  It was very unusual behavior for Sabrina, and it worried me.  I wasn't sure why I felt threatened, even a bit scared, but I did.
 
   The minutes ticked by with no signs of her.  I waited, and then waited some more, but still she hadn't arrived.  The first time she'd been late had only been a fifteen minute delay.  This was far longer.  I tried to call her, but got no response.  What if she was hurt? What if she needed something and there was no one there to take care of her?
 
   I waited as long as I could, but the anxiety got the better of me and I decided that I was going to her house to check on her.  I'd just entered the parking garage when my cell phone rang.  I was beyond relieved that it was Sabrina, but pissed off because she wasn't acting like herself.  
 
   The rest of the morning didn't pass the way that I had hoped.  Sabrina had finally explained what was going on with her, but the answer didn't make me feel any better.  If anything, it made me feel worse.  She was dancing the tango every night with some guy, spending all of her free time with him instead of me.
 
   The next night, Sabrina and I went to a concert.  Over burgers before the show, she'd let it slip that she had feelings for some guy.  She claimed that it wasn't the dancer, but she wouldn't tell me who it was so I had no clue.  I'd known that eventually Sabrina would wind up with somebody, but nothing prepared me for the desolation of knowing that I was really going to lose her.  She'd never really been mine to begin with, and her dating was inevitable.  She was beautiful, bright, kind and smart.  Any man would love to have her, and it was my cross to bear that someday soon, some lucky guy would.
 
   My week passed agonizingly slow.  I felt like she was pushing me away.  Or maybe she was just getting a life that didn’t involve me.  In either case, it made me anxious and upset.  I missed her, even though she was right there at work each day.  For the first time I seriously considered that I was really losing her.
 
   She'd invited me to her dancing competition, and the entire family, minus Spencer and Aunt Sandra, had shown up to watch her dance.  When she came to the floor, I lost my fucking mind.  Her sexy body was revealed far more than usual, and it pissed me off that other people were looking at her.  My knee jerk reaction pretty much exploded from me before I could stop it.  "Jesus fucking Christ, is she fucking kidding with that outfit?"
 
   The entire family was shocked, but I could barely contain myself.  I watched her dance almost like I was in another world.  Dimly I realized that she had incredible talent, not that I was surprised.  Rina's movements had indicated to me a long time ago that she had natural rhythm.  When her number ended, she looked beautiful and full of life, and my heart ached for her.  I couldn't fucking believe it when her partner kissed her, really kissed her, full on the lips in front of everyone.  She didn't push him away, and that infuriated me.
 
   "You've got to be fucking kidding me! Was he going to fuck her right on the floor right in front of us?"
 
   The rage I felt was mixed with terror. Now I knew for sure that I was going to lose her.  And worse, I knew that she'd lied to me.  She was attracted to him.  She had to be, or she would have smacked him when he kissed her.  I wasn't sure who I was more pissed off at; the dick bag little fucker that she was dancing with who'd all but pawed her in front of everyone, or myself for being so fucked up that I couldn't touch her myself.  
 
   The two of them walked past me on their way to the waiting area, and I felt like grabbing the asshole that had a death grip on her hand so that I could kick the shit out of him.  I knew that when Sabrina looked at me that she could see that I was upset, because her eyes widened in shock.    
 
   An hour passed while I waited to see her again.  I knew I looked like a total nut to our families, but I was too keyed up to pretend that everything was fine.  It really fucking wasn't.
 
   When I finally did see her, I behaved like a total dick.  Sabrina didn't put up with my bullshit, and she called me on it.  Watching her stomp away from me was scary as hell.  We'd never fought about anything real before, and knowing that she was angry at me was a terrible feeling.
 
   Fortunately she had accepted my apology and had gone out to dinner with me and the family that night.  
 
   Later that night everything about our relationship changed, permanently.  We'd wound up at my house alone, no other family around.  She'd looked so damn beautiful in her short little dress, those sexy as hell legs making me crazy.
 
   The line between right and wrong crumbled when I scented her arousal.  I needed Sabrina like I'd never needed anyone or anything else before.  If I didn't take her, I knew that I'd go insane.  I couldn't pretend anymore that it was going to go away.  She was exquisite, pure liquid perfection under my tongue and hands.  When I slid into her tight heat for the first time, I lost a piece of my soul to her.  
 
   There was no distance between us, not even the separation that would have come with a condom.  Instead, for the first time in my life, I was inside someone completely bare.  My heart, my soul, everything I had was exposed to her, and she took it for her own, whether she realized it then or not.
 
   The first time we had sex that night, everything in my life shifted.  I knew I wasn't going to be the same, but I didn’t really realize how different I'd really be.  As much as that first time changed things, it was the second time we came together that I acknowledged what I'd been too terrified to even consider before that.  
 
   I was crazy fucking in love with her.
 
   We had our ups and downs as we navigated our way into a real relationship, but it wasn't long before I acknowledged the truth.  Sabrina was the love of my life, and I wanted her to be my wife.  After a lifetime of running away and hiding, I was in it for the long haul.  I couldn’t wait to make her my wife, to start the next generation of the Hart family with her.
 
   I tried to silence my conscience, but I couldn't marry her without telling her the truth.  She'd chosen me, but would she still if she knew what I'd done?
 
   I laid it all out for her, told her the entire story about my father.  No one else knew, not even Damien and Spencer.  I'd shouldered that burden myself.  
 
   Sabrina was horrified by what our father had done, but she had no problem with my actions.  I could hardly believe it.  
 
   "Dante, if someone ever violated Brooke, or violated my child, there isn't anything I wouldn't do to protect them either. You didn't murder him.  He killed himself because he thought he'd been caught.  The fact that you put your entire future on the line to protect those girls only makes me love you more."
 
   I'd been honest, and she understood.  That didn’t make what I did any less repugnant, but the fact that I'd been able to be one hundred percent honest with her only made me love her more.
 
    
 
   

Chapter Four
 
    
 
   We had been up in the air, on our way to a two week honeymoon in Hawaii when I'd gotten a call from Aunt Sandra telling me that Delilah had fallen and was in the hospital.  Sandra assured me that Delilah had regained consciousness and would be fine, but I was in a free-falling panic not being able to see her.  I wanted to turn around and go home, but I couldn't let Sabrina down like that.  When she told me that she herself had made arrangements while I was on the phone for us to return home as soon as we landed, I felt all over again why I loved her so damn much.
 
    "I just adore you baby.  It's only day one and you're already the best wife in the entire world. I love you more than I can ever hope to say Mrs. Hart."
 
   She beamed at me, absolutely glowing as she took a seat on my lap and wrapped her arms around me.  "Of course we're going home baby.  Our family will always come first. I love you just as much Mr. Hart."
 
   The trip home seemed to take forever.  The only thing that made any of it bearable was my beautiful wife.  My wife.  I couldn't stop calling her that, nor could I stop thinking of her that way.  
 
   When we finally arrived back in LA, my first stop was the hospital.  I needed to see my little girl, needed to know that she was truly okay.  I'd not called to alert anyone to the fact that we were back already, instead choosing to go right to the hospital.  You could have knocked me over with a feather when I walked into my sister's room to hear my Aunt Sandra saying that Delilah was carrying her grandbaby.  
 
   As pissed as I was that I'd not been told immediately, once I knew that my little girl was okay, my underlying feeling was one of joy.  I knew my Delilah was going to be a wonderful mother, and I was secretly thrilled that even though he'd said he didn't want to have children, Spencer was going to be a father.  I'd been really unhappy when he'd admitted to me the morning of my wedding that he didn't want kids.  This family was my life, and I wanted everyone to be happy.  I needed Spencer to be as content as the rest of us, and to me that meant having children with the woman he worshipped.  Spencer and Delilah were one of the reasons I'd ultimately decided to go all in with Sabrina. Seeing their connection evolve over the years, I'd known that true love wasn't just a theory. It was a reality, and now, it was my reality.
 
   By the time we'd all settled into Spencer's house that night, I felt like I'd been in a whirlwind for the preceding twenty-four hours.  I'd gotten married, my brother had gotten engaged, my sister had been injured and now we all knew that Spencer and Delilah were engaged and having a baby.  I'd thought things would probably start settling down after that, but I couldn't have been more wrong.
 
   After dinner while we were all gathered on Spencer's deck, the other shoe dropped.  
 
   Spencer's crazy as fuck parents were trying to blackmail us with some shocking revelations.  My father and Spencer's mother had two children, Dillon and Leah, who had been adopted out.  Dominique and Delilah weren't my father's biological children.  They had a brother, a ridiculously famous one at that, and they also had a father who was alive. To say that it was a lot to take in is an understatement. Now all we could do was wait to obtain more information so that we could meet the members of our family that we'd never known about.  I was all over the place about it, but Sabrina anchored me.  
 
   "Together we can face anything baby, and I know just what to do to take your mind off of this for awhile…"
 
   I knew exactly what she meant, and I was weak with anticipation.  At her command I'd taken a shower before I sprawled across the bed in Spencer's guest room waiting for her to emerge from the bathroom.  Nine times out of ten, we showered together, but she'd told me that she wanted to surprise me with her honeymoon night lingerie.  I couldn't goddamn wait to see that.  My wife could wear rags and I'd still see her as the most beautiful woman in the world, but when she went out of her way to showcase her body, it brought out the animal in me.  The two of us were wild for each other, completely insatiable.  We had an insane amount of sex, but somehow it was never enough.  I couldn't get close enough to her, and she felt the same way.  Heaven on earth for me was being connected, body and soul, to my beautiful wife.  
 
   When I heard the bathroom door open and I saw her in the doorway, time stood still.  She was stunning, absolute perfection, and she was mine.  She was wearing the sexiest fucking thing I'd ever seen in my life, bar none.  She was clad in a white corset, a white thong, a white garter and a pair of sky high white stilettos.  Just looking at her made me so hard I could have split firewood.
 
   The smile she gave me lit up her entire face.  I sat up, moving to the edge of the bed as I stared at her.  Opening my arms, I gestured for her to come to me.  She was across the room to me in a second, climbing onto my lap so that she could straddle me.  Cupping her beautiful ass in my hands, I ground up into her.  I felt her clench above me, and I growled.  Cupping my face in her hands, she started planting kisses on my eyes, my nose, my forehead, my cheeks, my chin and my lips.  Sabrina gave something to me that I’d never had before; absolute and unconditional love. Every day, I blossomed more under her hands.  She had opened me up, rearranged everything that I had been into everything that I had always wanted to be.
 
   Pulling back, she stared into my eyes.  "I love being your wife, love that you're my husband."
 
   My heart melted in my chest.  I'd never know what I'd done to deserve someone so lovely, but I'd die to make her life as happy as humanly possible.  Everything she did made me happy, almost like she understood what I needed before I did.  Running my hands up her back, I cupped her head in my hands as I stared back at her.
 
   "I'm so fucking happy with you Sabrina.  As long as I live, I will never forget watching you come down that aisle toward me. I love having you as my wife, love being your husband.  What you did on that plane while I was on the phone with Aunt Sandra and you arranged for us to come home meant so much to me."
 
   She kissed me then, ever so gently.  "Our vows said in good times and in bad baby, and I meant every word.  Part of the reason I love you so much is because you're such a family man.  The life we have is the life I prayed for."
 
   Just when I thought I couldn't be happier with her, suddenly I was.  Our wedding vows and our family meant everything to me, and I loved that both meant as much to her.  I smiled at her like the love-struck man that I was.  I was so in love with her that it was overwhelming.
 
   Tilting her head back, I covered her mouth with my own.  I loved kissing Sabrina, loved the way she tasted. We kissed and kissed, loving each other with our mouths.  When I tilted right, she tilted left and when she tilted right, I went left.  Every kiss we'd ever shared told a story, as if it had a life of its own.  I could spend hours kissing her, and I knew she felt the same.  My favorite thing was being inside of her as we kissed, connected at every level.  I'd never been with her where it was just sex.  What she did to me was out of this world, and I'd swear that she had been created specifically for me.  
 
   I groaned into her mouth as she started rocking back and forth against me.  Fisting my hand in her hair, I pulled her head back so that I could gently bite her neck.  She convulsed on top of me with pleasure, and I did it again.  My wife's neck was a very sensitive area for her, and every little nip and suck got her hotter.  I could smell how turned on she was, and it made me desperate for her.  "I can feel how fucking wet you are baby.  I fucking love that."
 
   Catching me off guard, she pushed me back onto the bed. "I'm always so wet for you Dante.  Always.  You're amazing."
 
     I felt my heart lodge in my throat as she rubbed herself against me and tugged the corset down so that her breasts were exposed.  I loved her body, loved her lush and beautiful breasts.  Sliding my hands up her corset covered torso, I cupped each of her breasts in my palms.  She was more than a handful, and I loved the weight of them in my hands.  I started tweaking her nipples with my thumbs, smiling at her as she shivered on top of me.  "Fuck Rina, I love these beautiful tits.  Mine."
 
   When she maneuvered herself up and away from me, I made a noise of annoyance.  I wasn't annoyed for long though.  Instead, I was enchanted by the look on her face as she removed my briefs.  I sprang forth hot and hard, and I felt the tip of my cock weep pre-cum when I felt her breath against me.
 
   Smiling at me, she licked my shaft as she massaged my balls. With a throaty laugh she gripped my cock in her hand and squeezed. "Since we're being territorial, it seems only fair to remind you that this is mine."
 
   Was it fucking ever! I never needed to be reminded of the fact that everything I had was hers.  I groaned when her mouth opened and my cock started to slide into her mouth, hot and wet around me as she sucked.  My wife had achieved mastery status at loving me with her mouth.  She got me harder, made me crazier, took me closer to the edge than anyone ever had, and then would make me come like I never had before.  She had a trick that she liked to do, something she knew that made me wild.  When I was at fever pitch, she would swallow the tip.  Every single time she did it, I exploded down her throat.  It was the most decadent and unbelievable thing I'd ever felt, and I sometimes couldn't believe that in addition to having the most beautiful and caring woman on earth by my side, she also had a sex drive that perfectly matched mine along with a skill level that was unequaled.  She was absolutely amazing in and out of the bedroom, and I knew I was the luckiest son-of-a-bitch on earth because she had chosen me.
 
   She alternated sucking my cock with licking and sucking my balls, making me desperate to come in her hot little mouth.  Watching her head bob up and down on me was hot as hell.  I arched underneath her, panting as she worked my shaft.  She hummed against me as she worked me, and every hum felt like a jolt of electricity. "That's it baby. You're so fucking good at this."
 
   Lifting her mouth from me, she graced me with her sexiest smile.  "Come in my mouth.  I need to taste you."
 
    I felt her start working up to swallowing the tip, and I fisted the comforter as sweat started pouring down my face.  Every. Fucking. Time. She. Made. Me. Crazy.
 
   Every.
 
   Time.
 
   I felt the moment that she did it, felt my cock slide to the back of her throat, and just like that, I exploded.  It was mindless ecstasy, that moment after she'd made me lose myself.  I knew nothing but her, felt and thought of nothing except her. I loved that she swallowed, loved that she always took every piece of me for her own.  My breath came in pants as I tried to come back to earth.  
 
   When we got engaged and were finally able to share everything with each other, she'd started doing something after I came in her mouth that filled me with joy every time.  I'd never known that I liked to cuddle, but with Sabrina, I didn't just like it, I loved it.  In my entire life, no one had ever taken care of me, but Sabrina did it naturally.  I could feel her adoration of me me when she would run her hands over my body, planting little kisses along the way as she told me how hot she thought it was when I came in her mouth.  She would kiss me everywhere, telling me how much she loved me.  I'd always thought that allowing someone to be take care of me would be a weakness, but the truth was that she made me stronger.  My wife loved me enough to take care of me, and with her, I embraced how much I needed her, handing myself over to her with no reservations.  I never felt safer, more secure or more complete than when I was in my wife's arms.
 
   Once I had my breathing back under control, I rolled Rina underneath me, turning my attention completely onto her.  She was so full of love that she glowed, and I loved that I made her so happy.  After kissing her again, I started working my way down her body, taking her corset off along the way.  I savored the scent of her, the taste of her under my tongue.  Grabbing the sides of her panties, I started to shimmy them down her legs.  When she lifted her bottom to help me, I planted a warm wet kiss between her thighs.  "God damn woman, you smell like heaven."
 
   "Oh baby," she whispered, "I'm so wet for you. Please, don't make me wait.  Make me come."
 
   She was absolutely drenched and I loved it.  Once I'd discarded the panties, I took off her heels before spreading her thighs and sliding my tongue into her soaking sex.  Lapping up her cream was perfection, her little gasps and tiny moans making my cock throb.  I slid two fingers into her tight pussy, sliding back and forth as she lifted her hips up over and over so that she could grind onto my tongue.  Curling my fingers inside her, I rubbed her g-spot fast and hard as I tongued her.  She was struggling to keep quiet, and it made me happy.  Sucking her clit into my mouth, I tongued her at lightning speed.  I heard her trying to control herself, trying to keep her love sounds at a reasonable volume.  She came with a gasp, soaking my hand with her release.  
 
   I'd normally have kept going at her until I'd wrung countless orgasms out of her, but right then, I needed to be inside of her.  Climbing onto the bed, I spread her legs and pushed them back against her chest before thrusting into her.  Always, that first thrust into her hot sheath did something to me that defied explanation.  
 
   "I love this tight wet pussy squeezing my cock baby.  All fucking mine, for life.  I'm going to fuck you senseless tonight."
 
   I was crazy for her, so crazy that I couldn't go slowly.  I hammered myself into her, thrusting and thrusting into her perfect little cunt.  She drenched my cock again and again as I turned her first onto her left side and later onto her right, desperate to be deeper inside of her than ever before. Every one of her orgasms was stronger than the one before, and she was struggling to keep quiet.  
 
   "Dante! Fuck, please.  Put your hand over my mouth.  I'm going to scream… I can't help it!"
 
   I did put my hand over her mouth, but I'm not sure it did much good.  Her screams as her tight pussy rippled against my cock as she came were muffled but still loud enough that anyone listening would have heard.  I had to hope that no one could hear, but by that point, I didn't care.  We fucked loud, and I liked it that way.
 
   We made love like savages for hours and hours.  I spent myself in her over and over again, pounding her in a half dozen different positions.  The two of us were drenched in sweat, wild and insatiable for each other.  
 
   I knew that we'd both reached the end of our ropes.  I needed to come inside of her again, and she was riding me towards completion.  
 
   "Fuck me Sabrina, ride my fucking cock baby!"
 
   Seeing her over me as she pinched her nipples and her pussy fluttered against my cock was taking me to the edge of my sanity, and I felt my balls start to tighten up.  When she tightened against me like a silken fist, I knew I was done for.  Rubbing my fingers over her clit, I rubbed her until she exploded over me.  As she came with a cry, I started to fill her with my own release.
 
   "Fuck… Rina! Ah!"
 
   We stayed connected as she fell forward, laying her head on my chest. Our breathing was heavy as we held each other and got ourselves back to normal.  Lifting her head up so that she could look into my eyes, Sabrina smiled at me.  "I've got a wedding present for you.  I was going to tell you this in Hawaii, but now I get to tell you here.  I stopped taking the pill two weeks ago.  Every time we make love and you fill me now, we might be getting pregnant."
 
   My heart almost exploded in my chest with joy.  I'd known that she was going to go off the pill when we went on our honeymoon, but I didn’t know she'd done it just yet. 
 
   Smiling, I pushed her hair back from her face.  "That's beautiful baby.  I hope that even as we speak my boys are at work.  I can't wait to watch our baby growing inside of you.  You're my miracle Sabrina, and I can't wait to love the lives we create together."
 
    
 
   

Chapter Five
 
   
We spent a wonderful day together as a family on the beach, enjoying our time together immensely.  I watched Delilah like a hawk, and I could tell that she really was feeling fine.  I'd noticed some bruising on her right leg in her thigh area, but other than those bruises and the stitches on her forehead, she looked great.
 
   Now we were all anxiously awaiting Aunt Sandra's arrival.  She'd called and said that she had news, but said that she'd share it with all of us once she got to Spencer's.  We'd gathered in Spence's living room to wait, and I couldn't help the enormous smile that spread across my face when I looked around the room.  Delilah was cuddled up against Spencer, Brooke was sitting in Damien's lap and Sabrina was reclined against my chest.  Dominique was the only person without a partner because Tally had plans with her friend that she didn't feel she could break.  That had gotten a raised eyebrow from Spencer and me, but Dominique seemed fine with it so I kept my mouth shut.  
 
   Sandra burst through the door full of energy, and I could tell that whatever she had was big.  I must have tensed, because Rina pulled my head down and whispered, "Relax baby and remember we'll get through this together."
 
   Taking a deep breath, I sighed as I nodded.  Running my hand up and down Sabrina's arm, I smiled at her.  "God I love you."
 
   We all watched with baited breath as Sandra took a seat.  She'd brought her briefcase with her, and I knew that it contained information that was going to change our lives.  She wasted no time diving right in.
 
   "It's unbelievable what kind of information can be acquired in less than twenty-four hours.  The private investigator Mike knew got us some great stuff.  Dillon and Leah's last name is Cooper.  They're close by, both living in Sherman Oaks.  Dillon is a landscape architect, the most in-demand in the area.  He's actually been recommended to us as someone to use for our projects before, and from what I can figure out the only reason we haven't hired him yet is because he's got such a backlog that he wasn't able to commit to our timelines."  
 
   Spencer's harsh inhale got all of our attention.  Turning to him, we waited for an explanation.  
 
   "This is unreal.  I've got a meeting scheduled on Friday with Dillon Cooper.  I've seen his work, and it's absolutely amazing.  Completely unique, unlike anything I've ever seen.  He's crazy fucking popular, has even been in the LA times recently.  I'm meeting with him to ask if he has any interest in heading the landscape design for the Century City build. I was going to cancel because I wanted to be here with Delilah… but, if we can't meet him earlier than Friday, I will keep that appointment."
 
   "Yeah, I think it makes the most sense to approach Dillon first, since he's the older sibling," I said.  "Sandra, what else did you find out?"
 
   "Dillon is a widower.  He married a girl that he and Leah grew up with in the youth home they were in.  He's not got any children.  Leah is a physical therapist who specializes in children.  She isn't married.  They both seem like lovely people, absolutely normal.  No hints of scandal or any weirdness.  They're nothing like Mike or Marceline, thank god.  They had a rough go of it for a few years, putting themselves through school, but they made it."
 
   It was a lot to take in, but I was relieved that they were both okay.  Spencer, Damien and I exchanged looks, and I knew that we were all thinking the same thing.  "Do you think there is any way that we can get Dillon to meet with us before Friday?"  
 
   Smiling at me, Sandra shook her head.  "No honey, one step at a time. I love you boys, but not one of you has any patience.  I'm not sure how any of you will survive nine month pregnancies."
 
   That made us all laugh because she was right.  I could tell that Spencer was already chomping at the bit to know whether Delilah was carrying their son or daughter, and whether he acknowledged it or not, he was anxious to meet the baby.  It was so obvious in the way that he was constantly holding his hand against Delilah's still flat stomach, like he hoped the baby would reach out and touch him back.  I'd said something to Delilah about it in the kitchen earlier, and she'd told me that the constant touching was Spencer's way of assuring the baby that he was going to do everything in his power to be a good father.
 
   "He doesn't realize that I know what he's doing," she explained, "but I can tell that touching my stomach is his way of connecting himself more to the baby, his way of promising that he will always be there.  When I woke up this morning, he had his head on my stomach, and he was whispering to the baby.  The man is already a total goner for our child, and he doesn't even fully realize it yet."
 
   I thought he had to have a pretty good idea that he was a "goner," because right at that moment his arm was wrapped around Delilah and his hand was resting on her tummy.  Even as we were all gathered to discuss something so serious, his focus never truly left Delilah.  While it had always been clear that he worshipped her, now that he could let it out in front of all of us, it was deeper somehow.  My Delilah was such a happy person, always filled with love and light, but I could see a difference in her, too.  She radiated joy being able to be with Spencer, and it made me ecstatic to see her so content.
 
   Snapping out of my reverie, I listened as Aunt Sandra explained that she thought it would be best to wait until Friday.  "It's just a few days away, and there's a lot going on.  I wasn't finished sharing what I learned today."
 
   My stomach clenched at that, because I knew she was about to share what she'd learned about Dominique and Delilah's father and brother.  Letting these new people into our lives had the potential to hurt my girls, and it made me anxious.  What if they didn't want to meet my sisters?  Or worse, what if they agreed to meet them, but then turned out to be assholes?
 
   Spencer, Damien and I were all on high alert, and I knew we were all thinking along the same lines.  If the girls were hurt by this, none of us would react well.
 
   "I had my meeting today with Flynn's manager, John Benner, this morning.  He thought it would be best if I met with Todd directly and explained the situation to him.  After setting it all up, I followed John to Todd's house.  He was absolutely stunned, to say the very least, but…"
 
   Dominique interrupted her with a barrage of questions.  "What was he like?  Did he seem okay?  What was his house like? Did he seem like the kind of person that our parents were?"
 
   Shaking her head, Sandra smiled.  "No honey, he's nothing like what my sister or Mike.  His house was just like all of ours, really.  Comfortable, meant for family and friends.  There were pictures of them everywhere, and everyone looks totally normal.  He says that Flynn will be stunned but overjoyed to have siblings.  You've got grandparents living nearby.  He was actually… quite wonderful."
 
   "Wow," Delilah said, "I can't believe we have grandparents.  Tell us more!  Do you know why, or how, he wound up with our mother?"
 
   Nodding sadly, Sandra started to explain.  "Todd's wife passed away after a battle with leukemia.  He went a little off the rails in the months after she died, drinking and depression mostly.  Having watched my own mother die from cancer, I know how badly that messes with your mind, and I understand.  He met my sister at a party at the Cross' house.  She didn't tell him that she was married. They got together a few times over the next month, always at Spencer's parents house on the weekends.  He said that she was cold and unattached, but since he wasn't at all ready to let his wife go, that was just what he needed. A few weeks after it started his parents sat down with him and told him he needed to get his shit together and take care of his son or else.  He took their words to heart, and that night he went to Spencer's parents to break it off with her.  She didn't know she was coming, and what he found when he walked into that house ensured that he never spoke to or thought about her again. He said he knew she wasn't quite normal, but he'd had no idea she was so… well, we all know what she was.  He has no qualms about meeting you both, but considering what he saw when he went to the Cross', along with the other ridiculous sexual relations my sister took part in, I've asked him to submit to a DNA test.  I need to know for sure that he's a match before this is pursued further.  It wouldn't be fair to anyone if you all got attached to each other only to find out that you weren't related.  Having said that… You both have his eyes, and I believe that he's your father.  We have appointments at a DNA lab tomorrow morning.  His appointment is an hour after yours.  It's well worth the small fortune that it cost to set up an emergency appointment, because twenty-four hours after the test is taken, we'll know for sure."
 
    
 
   

Chapter Six
 
    
 
   After dinner, we all went our separate ways.  Spencer and Delilah stayed in Malibu and the rest of us went home.  As much as I love my family, I was happy to be home and alone with my wife.  Neither of us were about to become silent anytime soon, so it was best that we were in our own environment where we wouldn't have to worry about what people could hear.
 
   I was keyed-up about everything that was going on, and I knew that Sabrina was, too.  When we got home, I decided that it was the perfect time to partake in one of our favorite activities; skinny dipping.
 
   Night swimming naked with my wife was like winning the lottery.  There was something about the water as it beaded up on her skin, the sound of the water splashing when we made love and the fact that we were outside that made it carnally beautiful.  I loved it when she wrapped her legs around my waist and leaned back in the water, her breasts floating before me like gifts.  
 
   Walking to the edge, I lifted her out of the water and sat her on the side of the pool.  Smiling into her beautiful face I gave her an instruction.
 
   "Spread for me baby. Give me that little pussy of yours."
 
   Spreading her legs, she perched her feet on the deck as I leaned forward and inhaled the essence of her.  Parting her sweet lips, I blew gently on her.  Letting out a little gasp, she moved her left foot and propped it on my shoulder as I placed my mouth over her.  I loved her with my mouth as she writhed and panted underneath me, her cream drenching my tongue.  Her scent and her taste were two of my favorite things in the world, and I devoured her. Nothing was sexier than the little sounds that erupted from her throat and the feeling of her hands fisted in my hair.
 
   "Oh baby… the way you lick my pussy is so ridiculously fucking good!"
 
   Her words made me tongue her faster.  She knew I fucking loved it when she talked dirty to me and she had no problem doing it.  Pulling back, I stared up into her flushed face.  "I love eating your tight little pussy Rina.  Love the feeling of your come all over my face, love the way your cunt tightens up on my tongue, love the way you fuck my face.  You're the most beautiful woman in the world baby, and you've got the pussy to match."
 
   Sliding two fingers into her slick heat, I started scissoring my fingers inside of her as I fucked her with my tongue.  Grabbing my head, she ground into my face as she dissolved under me.
 
   God damn I loved when she came under my tongue.  There was nothing quite like it.  I didn't stop, continuing my assault as she had two more back-to-back screaming orgasms.  By the time she was coming down from orgasm number three, I was desperate to be inside of her.  
 
   Placing a hand on either side of her hips, I pulled her into the water, chuckling when she shrieked.  I needed to fuck her, hard, so I brought her right to my aching cock and thrust right into her.  Her little scream was music to my ears, and I pounded into her with as much finesse as I could muster given the fact that she was making me crazy.
 
   She clung to me as I thrust, her heat scorching my cock as I thrust again and again.  
 
   "Dante… Dante… Dante… I LOVE YOU!"
 
   Shifting her hips, I thrust harder.  "Love you too baby!"
 
   She was literally shaking in my arms as I fucked her, moaning and begging me to fuck her harder.  
 
   I lost it when she yelled, "Fuck my pussy like you own it," and I hammered into her like a madman as her pussy started fluttering around me and she came screaming my name.  I poured myself into her in hot spurts, little pieces of my soul embedding inside of her.
 
   We stayed like that for countless minutes, completely wrapped up in each other.  Rina stayed wrapped around me, just the way I liked her to.  When we were like this, she was an extension of me, and I her.  Nuzzling her neck, I started to laugh.
 
   "I love the sound of your laugh so much that it hurts.  What are you laughing about?"
 
   Giving her neck a little nip, I chuckled harder.  "I started laughing thinking that you have no idea how hot it was that you told me to fuck your pussy like I owned it.  You're filthy Mrs. Hart."
 
   Her husky little chuckle filled my heart.  "Mm, I had to learn to keep up with your dirty mouth Mr. Hart.  But I was totally kidding, because you already own it.  That happened as soon as you put a ring on it."
 
   At that we both burst out laughing, and we couldn't stop.  I was still cracking up when I carried her out of the pool, and she started singing Beyonce's 'Single Ladies' at the top of her lungs as she ran for the house, I laughed harder as I yelled out, "Hey, who sings that song?"
 
   Halting mid run, she turned and gave me a look that said she couldn't believe I didn't know the answer. "Beyonce!"
 
   Smirking at her I replied, "Yeah… let's let her sing it then. I'm pretty sure that's not how the song is supposed to sound."
 
   Giving me the finger, she started singing louder as she shook her sexy ass in time to the music in her head.  The music in her head in no way matched what was coming out of her mouth, but it was adorable.  My wife had a million amazing skills, but singing wasn't one of them, unless it was a slow song and she kept her voice soft.  Otherwise, it was a loud and off key mess.  I actually loved it, just another thing about her that I found enchanting.
 
   These were the moments that I was in awe of how drastically Sabrina had changed my life.  I thought I had an okay existence before, had made my peace with it and was prepared to see it through to the bitter end.  Now that I have the real thing I clearly see that I had been living less than a half life.  Sabrina brought color and joy to my world, made me feel things in a totally different way than I ever had before.
 
   We ran from the yard straight into the shower, each of us still smiling like idiots as we soaped and then rinsed each other off.  When we had dried off we headed into our bedroom and jumped into bed, naked.  I adored sharing space with my wife, but I particularly enjoyed holding her close to me at night.  Where I used to run from other women, with Sabrina, I could never be with her enough.  She was a miracle worker as far as I was concerned.
 
   Settling into the bed against the pillows, she turned on her side to look at me.  "Alright, I've let you stew in your head for hours.  Now it's time to tell me exactly what you're anxious about."
 
   As usual, she sensed when I was a bit off, and like the amazing woman that she was, she wouldn't let me suffer in silence.  "My mother was an enormous tramp, Sabrina.  I'm actually terrified that Todd won't turn out to be their father. There could be dozens, and I literally mean dozens, of potential fathers.  I don't want my girls having to deal with not knowing who their father is on top of all the other shit they've had to put up with. They've suffered enough."
 
   Lifting her hand, she pushed my hair off my forehead.  "Baby, you've suffered enough too.  No matter what happens, the girls will be fine.  Even if they never know who their biological father is, it won't really matter to them because they have you.  Have faith that no matter what, this family is forever, and it's enough.  It's a gift that not everyone gets.  Anything over and above that is gravy.  Weren't you listening when Dominique told you that as we left tonight?"
 
   Staring into her eyes, I shook my head.  "Honestly, the screaming that was going on inside my head kept me from really taking in all that she was saying. My sister's are my Achilles heel.  If I think something might hurt them, I lose it.  Better get used to it, because I'm actually worse about you. I'm crazy for you Sabrina."
 
   Reaching out, she pulled me into her arms, allowing me to settle on top of her.  "I'm crazy for you too Dante. Just remember that we're in this together, and no matter what, we can overcome any obstacle."
 
   Capturing her mouth with my own, I kissed her senseless.  We spent the next hour making slow and beautiful love to each other.  I prayed that we were creating a child, if we hadn't succeeded in doing so yet.
 
    
 
   

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   Waking up cuddled in my husband's arms was a great start to the day.  He tended to wake up before I did, but he rarely left the bed before I woke up, unless he left to bring me breakfast in bed.  I'd told him he didn't need to wait for me to wake up, but he'd told me in no uncertain terms that he wanted to start as many days in his life as humanly possible being the first thing that I saw when I opened my eyes.  He said that since he wanted me to be happy every morning, he tried not to wake me up since I was such a grump ass if I was awakened before I was ready.  He was unbelievably romantic, and I loved him for it.
 
   Opening my eyes, I smiled at him before snuggling against his chest and giving it a kiss.  "Mm.  Morning handsome.  You have no idea how happy I am that we have these next two weeks off.  I know it's not Hawaii, but that doesn't matter.  Nothing is more relaxing than waking up and snuggling with my husband. What time is it?"
 
   I felt the rumble of his chuckle under my cheek.  "It's almost seven.  We need to meet everyone at the DNA testing place at ten-thirty.  That's plenty of time for us to snuggle and relax."
 
   It kind of wasn't, and that made me chuckle.  We could stay in bed for days at a time, and had done so several weekends over the last few months.  Other than getting up to shower, use the bathroom and eat, we would stay in bed for two straight days, and when it was time to get up, neither of us was ever ready.  
 
   He had a business trip coming up that we were both dreading, because it just wasn't practical for me to go since both Sandra and Damien were going as well.  That left Spencer and I in charge, and I needed to be in place.  It would be the first time we'd spent any time apart since he'd gone to Vegas before we got engaged, and we'd only gotten closer since then.  His trip to London was a full seven days, and I knew I was going to miss him like mad.
 
   "Do you know how beautiful it is that you love to wake up and snuggle with me every morning?  At this time last year, the idea of waking up to snuggle with your wife would have given you hives."
 
   He pulled me in closer, held me tighter.  "I was a fucking idiot of the highest order.  You're the best thing that ever happened to me, and if I was smarter I would have married your beautiful ass two months after I met you.  I knew, even way back then, that you were perfect for me.  My actions might not have said that, but my heart did."
 
   Kissing his chest, I nodded my head.  "Your heart is the reason that I fell in love with you.  You're beautiful, so handsome that you make my brain melt, but it was your heart that made me your love slave for life."
 
   I laughed as he rolled over so that I was on top of him.  "My love slave you say?  Well, Mrs. Hart.  That is very exciting news.   I have something that you can take care of right away, slave girl."
 
   Laughing, I shimmied my way down his torso, groaning when I came face to face with his beautiful cock.  I knew that there would never come a time where I would see it and think, 'Oh, this old thing?'
 
   Placing my mouth just over him, close enough for him to feel my breath on him but not close enough for my mouth to take him in, I looked up and raised an eyebrow up at him.
 
   "What is it that you need me to do, Master?"
 
   His groan made me clench my inner sex muscles.  "Use that beautiful mouth on me wife."
 
   Kissing the tip of his shaft, I smiled at him.  "Your wish is my command."
 
   I decided to drive him a little crazy, so I started with his balls.  I knew that he ached for me to suck the tip of his cock, but this morning I wanted him out of his mind when I finally took him inside my mouth.  I licked and sucked each of his beautiful balls, humming from time to time to give him an extra kick.  While I was busy doing that, I was jerking his shaft, although I made sure to keep my hand away from where he needed me to touch him the most.
 
   It didn't take very long to reduce him to mush.  "Oh fuck Sabrina! Baby, suck it.  Put me in your mouth. Please!"
 
   I loved it when he begged, loved the sound of desperation in his voice.  I made him that crazy, and it was a heady feeling.  I wasn't ready to let him off the hook, but I did move up from his balls to his shaft.  I licked and sucked on the lower portion, but I still wasn't going any higher.
 
   He thrashed below me, begging me to suck him, but I drew his torture out.  He did this to me often, and turn about was fair play.  Besides, when he did it to me, my orgasms were always insanely good.  The reward was going to- literally- blow his mind.
 
   I rubbed and licked as he continued to beg, and I licked the sweat that had taken up residence on his abdomen with a moan.  The sweat was what put me over, hurtling me into the stratosphere.  I could feel my sex gushing with need for him, and I wanted him badly.
 
   Looking up at him, I cocked my head to the side before saying, "I have a better idea.  Today's the day.  I want you to fuck my ass."
 
   "Fuck baby, really?"
 
   I nodded enthusiastically.  I wanted it.  "Yes.  Really."
 
   "Oh baby I can't fucking wait to take your ass."
 
   Any last scintilla of control that he had was gone.  He had me on my knees in less than five seconds, and I laughed as I heard him rifling through our toy drawer looking for lube.  I loved when he fingered my ass, loved when he used the plugs on me, but I had been waiting for the perfect time to let him take me like this.  I was afraid it would hurt, but for some reason, this morning I wanted him to mark me that way.
 
   I shivered when he dripped lube onto my ass, gently inserting one finger that he started thrusting back and forth.  I moaned and shimmed my ass against his finger as I said, "Oh baby, I love that!"
 
   My words encouraged him to pull back and add another finger, and I clenched around his fingers as he fucked me gently with them.  His other hand slid into my ridiculously wet sex, rubbing my clit in slow up and down movements.  In under a minute I was shaking and screaming underneath him as I came.
 
   I groaned as he pulled his fingers out of my ass, missing them already.  I heard him flip the top of the lube, and I looked over my shoulder to see him applying it to his shaft.  He was hard as steel, and he looked ready to fuck me senseless.
 
   Looking up at me, he smiled.  "Are you ready for me to fuck your tight little ass baby?"
 
   I whimpered and nodded, trying to maintain some semblance of control as I felt a rush of arousal drip out of me.  
 
   "Hold yourself open for me honey."
 
   Laying my face against the sheets, I spread my cheeks and held myself open for him.  The first feeling of his girth against me sent a series of shivers up my spine and had me gasping for air.  I shrieked when he started rubbing the tip in circles against my entrance, then let out a loud groan when he started to push in.  "Push out Sabrina.  It will make it easier for you."
 
   I knew that, but had somehow forgotten.  Relaxing, I pushed out, moaning as he made it past the first ring and started sliding inch by inch into my ass.  I was shocked that it didn't hurt near as much as I'd expected.  I was even more stunned that I liked how full I felt with him burying himself inside of me there.  Sure, I knew I liked anal play, but I'd had no idea that letting him fuck me there would make me feel so damn good.  Why did people fear this so much?  It was amazing.
 
   The sound of his moans made me crazy, and I was in full rut.  "Oh fuck Dante…. come all the way inside.  I like it!"
 
   He started to pull back when I said that, and I begged him not to go.  "No! No! Fuck me harder. Don't stop!!"
 
   With an animalistic wail, he pumped himself all the way inside of me with one huge thrust.  When he was buried to the hilt, he pushed down on my neck and growled into my ear, "Now your ass is mine, too."
 
   I keened under him, loving his domination of me. I felt his balls tab against my sex as my ass took him in, and I screamed at how good it felt.  Grabbing my hips in his hands, he started thrusting in and out as I panted and shook underneath him.  I didn't just like anal sex, I fucking loved it.  I was screaming and crying in orgasm in less than sixty seconds, completely undone by the feeling.  I could feel him everywhere, even in my empty sex.  Somehow his being in my ass made me feel it everywhere and it was insanely intense.  It went on forever, the headboard slamming into the wall as we rutted like animals.  The more I came, the harder he fucked.  The harder he fucked, the more I came.
 
   "Fuck Sabrina! It's so fucking tight.  You love this don't you?  You like my cock buried in your ass!"
 
   Letting go off my ass, I clutched the sheets beneath me as I wailed.  "Oh god, I do!"
 
   He hammered me relentlessly, thrust after thrust that I felt so deeply that my womb was clenching like he was hammering that, too.  When he started spanking me, I lost my mind.  He was a man possessed, pounding into me with such force that I came again and again, screaming and crying out as he took me.
 
   It felt like I'd never stop coming, and I was getting a little gray around the edges.  "Pleaseohpleaseohpleaseohplease come in me! I'm going to pass out!"
 
   Immediately he pulled almost all the way out as he stilled.  "Baby, are you okay?"
 
   I shivered and moaned under him, trying and failing to nod.  "I'm coming so hard I'm starting to lose it.  It's too fucking good!  Don’t stop, I want you to finish.  I need you to."
 
   He thrust forward then, hard and fast as I screamed and tore at the sheets beneath me as my body bucked and convulsed.  Ten more hard thrusts like that had me coming again as he exploded inside of me.
 
   I was covered in sweat, completely tapped out.  I hissed when he gently pulled out of me, shivering at the loss.  Flopping onto his back, he stared over at me.
 
   We were both too spent to talk, so we stared at each other in silence for a few minutes.  I was still shivering and feeling the aftershocks from coming so hard, and he seemed to be in some other place as well.  We stayed connected with our eyes though, and what I saw in his made me so happy I shed a tear because I was so full of joy for what we had.  Reaching out, he wiped my tear with his thumb as he smiled at me and said, "Me too baby, me too." Dante knew I wasn't crying from pain or because I was upset, and I loved that he read me so well and understood what I was feeling.
 
   Sometime later when we were both back on the planet and able to function, we made our way to our shower.  After completing our ritual of bathing each other, we both sat on the shower bench.  I leaned back against his chest as the water rained down over us, relaxing me into his arms as he gently rubbed my shoulders.
 
   "You are, hands down, the most perfect and beautiful woman on the planet Mrs. Hart.  That right there was some award-worthy loving. You took me into overdrive.  I thought my entire body was literally going to explode.  You're amazing baby."
 
   Rolling my head back and forth on his chest, I chuckled.  "You're amazing too, Mr. Hart. I am unquenchable where you're concerned.  You're going to need to take vitamins, because you're going to need to keep up with me."
 
   Leaning down, he placed a tender kiss on my head.  "Vitamins, check.  Got it.  I'll head on over to drugstore and look for something that claims it can help me keep up with my beautiful wife. While I'm there, I'll look for some vitamins for you, too.  We both need to be in tip top shape for the baby making we're doing."
 
   My smile could have powered a small city.  I loved all of the "practice" that we were getting in, and I couldn't wait for us to start our family.
 
    
 
   

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   Early Wednesday evening, we got the call from Aunt Sandra letting us know that Todd Rand was definitely Delilah and Dominique's father.  I breathed an inner sigh of relief for my husband, my sisters-in-law and the rest of the family that they wouldn't have to go through this again.  Talking to my sister the night before, I'd discovered that Damien was really having a hard time with the whole thing for the same reason that Dante had been.  Damien had also told Brooke that Spencer was almost out of his mind with worry, afraid that it would hurt Delilah.  He was convinced that it was too much stress for her to deal with while she was pregnant, and we all got a chuckle out of that.  He was treating her like she was spun glass, and although I could see that Delilah was understanding of his need to do so, I knew that at some point she was going to tell him to chill out.
 
   In the midst of all of this, Brooke and Delilah were trying to plan weddings.  Even anxiety didn't slow Damien down where the need to marry my sister was concerned, and he was chomping at the bit to get things under way.  Spencer was insisting that he and Delilah get married first because she was pregnant, and Damien was really having his patience tested.
 
   As soon as paternity had been established, Todd had asked to meet the girls.  Dante had set the parameters for that, and we were all waiting for Todd and his son Flynn to arrive at our house for the first meeting.  If Todd thought it odd that Dominique and Delilah's entire family had to be present, he didn't say anything.
 
   Surprisingly, Aunt Sandra seemed the most anxious.  She'd pulled Dante, Damien and Spencer aside and read them the riot act, telling them that she didn't want them pulling any Neanderthal bullshit on Todd.  "He's a really nice man, and he doesn't deserve to be treated like a suspicious criminal.  If you guys start that over-protective thing, I'm not going to be happy.  I love my daughters just as much as you do, and I'm telling you right now, he's not going to hurt them.  I've talked to him almost non-stop for the last few days, and he's a nervous wreck.  Please be polite."
 
   I don't think they would have been rude, but she was right, they did have a tendency to be ridiculously over-protective, not that I could blame them.  Even with Sandra's warning, I felt certain they'd all still be on high alert for anything they didn't think was acceptable.  Asking them to stand down where the family was concerned was like asking the secret service to let the President go out sans protection.  It was never going to happen.
 
   When the doorbell rang, Aunt Sandra was the one to go get it.  The twins stood near the entryway to the living room, hands clasped as they waited to meet their father.  As he came into the room, his son trailing just behind him, I breathed a sigh of relief.  He was nervous too, but he lit up when he saw them.  It broke my heart when he started to cry as he stared at them both.  "You're perfect," he said through his tears.  "I'm so happy to meet you both!"
 
   Like it had been planned, both girls rushed forward at the same moment he opened his arms.  Dante held my hand in a death grip, but he relaxed a bit when he saw how affected Todd was.  Over and over again, Todd told the girls how sorry he was that he hadn't been there for them.  "It breaks me that I didn't know about you both."
 
   I noticed that poor Flynn stood behind his father, struggling to hold himself together.  He looked stunned, but I could also see that he'd been very worried about his dad.  That said something good about his relationship with his father, and it made me happy to know that Todd had a son that loved him.  That meant he really was a good man.
 
   Pulling back from their dad, the girls looked at their new brother, Flynn Rand.  It was a little surreal having one of the biggest stars in the world in our home, but the seriousness of the situation pushed most of that aside.  Staring at Todd and Flynn, I saw that Sandra was right.  The twins had Todd's eyes, and so did Flynn. 
 
   Flynn looked at the girls like they were a dream.  Smiling at them he said, "I always wanted to have siblings."
 
   Just like that, the girls opened their hearts to their new brother.  They both hugged him, laughing at how tall he was.  Giggling, Dominique shook her head.  "You're just as tall as our other brothers.  No matter what we do, we're always going to be the shorties!"
 
   Delilah grabbed Todd's arm, pulling him further into the room as Dominique did the same for Flynn.  Then they proceeded to introduce them to each one of us.  I knew that it was overwhelming to be meeting so many new people under the circumstances, so I did my best to engage them both and make them feel comfortable.
 
   "Please, make yourself at home.  Would either of you care for anything to drink?"
 
   Both agreed that they'd like sodas, and I made my way to the kitchen to get drinks for everybody.  I stood at the counter for an extra minute as I swiped tears away.  I was so happy for my sisters-in-law that they had a chance to have a good relationship with their father.  I wished that was possible for my husband, that somehow it could turn out that Mike Hart wasn't his father. I wished that he could know the love of a parent, and it broke my heart that he never would.  My husband deserved so much better than the hand he was dealt.
 
   By the time I got back to the living room, most of the anxiety that had been in place before the Rand's had shown up had dissipated.  In its place was curiosity.  Todd had a million questions for the girls, wanting to know their interests, likes and dislikes.  I could see that the lost time was upsetting him, and I hoped that over time it would hurt him less.
 
   He asked Dante, Damien and Spencer a lot of questions about what the girls were like when they were infants and toddlers, and I silently gave him thanks for understanding how important it was to engage with them and give them their due as the primary caregivers from the time the girls had been born until Aunt Sandra came into the picture when they were ten.
 
   Ever the proud father figure, Dante produced a baby book that he, Damien and Spencer had made for the girls.  Everyone in the family but Brooke and I had seen it before, so they didn't have as much trouble with it as I did.  I struggled to hold in my emotion, and I could see that Brooke struggled too.  
 
   They'd taken one of those marble composition books and made a baby book of their own.  They'd put in pictures of the girls, listed their likes and dislikes, noted all of their firsts, put in little clippings of their hair and even the first tooth that each of them had lost was in there.  My husband was seven years old when his sisters were born, and Damien and Spencer had only been four.  How they'd managed to pull something so amazing off made me crazy emotional.  Looking at Todd and Flynn, I could see that they were stunned.
 
   After they'd finished looking at the baby book, Dante pulled out a few photo albums for Todd to look at.  There were two small photo albums covering birth to age ten, and then there was a photo explosion from when Sandra had taken over.  Todd laughed and cried as he looked at the pictures, and Flynn kept his arm slung around his father's shoulders for support.
 
   Hours went by as we all shared stories and got to know each other.  Todd was lovely, a totally upstanding man who fit right in.  Flynn was an absolute doll as well, absolutely no hint of any celebrity ego bullshit.  By the time they were leaving, I could see that Dante and the rest of the guys felt much better about the whole thing.
 
   Todd hugged the girls forever, and he had a hard time letting them go.  They'd agreed to go to lunch with him and Flynn the following day, and we all felt very good about that.  I could feel Dante's tension easing as he realized that the girls weren't going to be hurt.
 
   When he'd finished hugging the twins, he crossed the room to talk to Dante, Damien and Spencer.  "I just want you three to know how awe-inspiring you are.  What you did for those girls blows my mind.  They were so damn lucky to have you that I can't even put it into words. I can never thank you enough just for being there.  You've done an amazing job.  You raised two of the most amazing people I've ever met.  I can't wait to get to know them.  I promise you, I mean to be a positive part of their lives.  I won't hurt my daughters."
 
   They all thanked him for the compliment, and Dante responded for all three of them.  "We love those girls, and it was us that were lucky to have them.  We're very happy for them that they have the opportunity to expand their family.  We're all hoping to see a lot more of you and Flynn.  Our homes are open to you, any time."
 
    
 
   

Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   Today was the day that Damien, Spencer and I would all be meeting our shared brother, Dillon.  We were all keyed up and nervous as hell gathered in my office waiting for him to arrive.  We’d chosen to do it there because my seating area was the most comfortable place in the building for us to have the conversation that was to come.
 
   Sabrina had insisted on coming into work for the meeting.  Brooke, Dominique and Delilah had forced their way in, too.  The four of them were together in the outer office so that they could be there to support us after the meeting was over.  I loved that my wife wouldn't leave me to deal with this alone.  Every day in some way large or small, I am reminded of what I really got when she chose me.
 
   The three of us were beyond anxious.  What if Dillon didn't react well?  There was a better than good chance that he'd resent our telling him where he'd come from, but in the end, we felt it was a choice that had to be made.
 
   We all jumped when the intercom on my office phone rang.  I noticed that my hand was a little shaky when I picked it up.  "Is he here?"
 
   "Hi baby.  Yes, he's here.  I'm sending him right in. I love you."
 
   Even though I was jumpy, her declaration made my heart skip a beat.  I was no prize, but somehow, I'd gotten the most amazing girl in the world to join her life with mine. "I love you too baby.  So damn much."
 
   When he stepped into the office, I could see the similarities to the three of us right away.  I wondered if he could see them too.  He was a perfect combination of all of our features.  His hair color made the resemblance to Spencer the most obvious. His facial features reminded me a lot of Damien, while he and I shared a jaw line and a body type.  It was overwhelming to see parts of the three of us staring back at me.  If I'd have seen him in the street, with absolutely no knowledge of his existence, I'd have stopped short and wondered what seemed familiar about him.
 
   As we'd previously agreed, Spencer stepped forward to speak first.  It made the most sense, since he was the one that had made the appointment with Dillon.
 
   "Dillon, I'm Spencer Cross.  I'd like you to meet the Hart brothers.  This is Dante, and this is Damien."
 
   The three of us took turns shaking hands with him, a totally surreal experience.  Cocking his head, he considered the three of us silently, but it was me that he looked at the most.  I wondered if subconsciously he felt or suspected something.
 
   Gesturing to the seating area in the overlook of my office, Spencer indicated that we should all head on over.  My heart was beating double time, and I could tell that Damien and Spencer were in the same mindset.
 
   Once we'd all taken seats, I took over.  I'd asked to be the one to tell him, because at one time, we had shared a life together.  Even if it wasn't anything we both could really remember; it was still something.
 
   "Dillon, Spencer had previously arranged this meeting with you to discuss business matters.  In what I can only describe as one of the most amazing pieces of synchronicity that I've ever experienced, we've learned something in the last few days that made this appointment necessary for a completely different reason.  I could stand here all day building up to the real reason we're all here today, but I think it would be fucked up to do that.  To put it bluntly, this week we found out that the three of us share a brother, and it's you."
 
   The room was bathed in silence as we all waited with baited breath for his response.  He took the three of us in one by one, staring at us as though he were trying to decide if it could be true.  Finally, he looked right at me.
 
   "Is that why you look familiar to me?"
 
   So he had sensed it.  Nodding my head in the affirmative, I spoke again.  "Yes.  You and I were raised together for the first year of our lives.  You, Damien and I share a father, while you and Spencer share a mother.  The same applies to Leah.  To be perfectly blunt with you, our parents were fucked up losers.  Our father is dead, has been for just over twelve years.  Your birth mother is alive, but she's about the farthest thing from maternal that you can possibly imagine.  In fact, we only found out about all of this now because she's trying to blackmail us.  She's known where you and Leah were the entire time."
 
   It took almost an hour to explain the ins and outs of the details to him, letting him know everything we'd found out this week about the newest additions to our family.  He took it all in, but stayed mostly silent, other than asking questions for clarification from time to time.  I didn't detect much emotion from him until we'd finished talking and I handed him the pictures of the two of us. For the first time, there was crack in his façade.  I saw him struggle to control his emotions, but eventually he got himself under control.
 
   Looking up at the three of us he asked, "What do you expect out of this?  I need to know what your intentions are before I draw my sister into any of this."
 
   I nodded my head, because I understood that completely.  "We want to have relationships with both of you.  Fuck the blackmail, because we don't give a rat's ass about that.  We aren't paying or playing with Marceline.  But you're just as much a part of this family as we are, and so is Leah.  The entire family is ready to welcome you with open arms, but that has to be your decision.  I know we can't pressure you, and we are prepared to do whatever it is that you want to do.  Speaking for the three of us, I can tell you without reservation that we want you to become part of our lives.  Our intentions are good Dillon."
 
   Running his hands through his hair, he shook his head as he blew out a deep breath.  "I can respect that, but it is a lot to take in.  I need to think it all through, need to decide how to tell Leah about this.  I need some time."
 
   We all assured him that we understood, but in reality, I desperately needed him to at least try.  I knew that he was why I'd always felt that I was missing a piece of myself, and I wanted to know my brother.
 
   He shook all of our hands before starting to walk out.  I led him from the office, stopping just outside the door to address him where no one could hear me.  "I remembered you Dillon.  I always remembered you, even though I didn't really know what I was remembering.  It would really mean a lot to me if you could find a way to try."
 
   Staring at me, he nodded his head.  "I remembered you, too.  Just the way you describe it, like I didn't know what I was remembering. Often times it was more just a feeling.  I'll try Dante, but you need to give me space.  I don't do well when I'm boxed in.  I've got a back story too.  I can see that we all do.  There are issues that need to be addressed.  My primary concern will always be my sister. Give me room to think this out."
 
   God knew that I could understand all of that, especially his devotion to Leah.  If I were in his shoes, my concern would have been for my sisters.  Continuing with him into Sabrina's domain, I stopped to introduce him to the girls.  
 
   "This is my wife Sabrina and her sister Brooke.  Brooke is engaged to Damien.  And this beautiful girl here is my sister Delilah.  She's engaged to Spencer. Her twin sister, Dominique, was here when you came in, but I see she's wandered off somewhere.  I hope to introduce her to you sometime."
 
   I floundered for a minute, wondering how to say goodbye.  Right then, Sabrina stepped beside me and wrapped her arm around my waist before handing a piece of paper to Dillon.
 
   "This is Dante, Damien and Spencer's contact information.  All of their cell phones, home phones and email addresses are there.  We're all hoping to see a lot more of you, and Leah as well.  We do family dinners at our home most Sunday's, and you've both got open invitations."
 
   My wife was a force to be reckoned with, and I beamed down at her with pride.  When I looked back at Dillon, he was smiling.  The first really genuine smile I'd seen since he arrived. 
 
   "I can see why Dante married you.  You suit each other perfectly."
 
   We all laughed at that, and it was a good note for Dillon to leave on.  Bidding us all goodbye, he left the office.
 
   The four of us wandered into my office to discuss what had happened during the meeting with Damien and Spencer.  Brooke immediately went and curled up in Damien's lap, whispering in his ear, while Delilah curled up in her nook in Spencer's arms.  After Sabrina took her spot in my lap I asked where Dominique had gone.  
 
   Delilah frowned at that as she shook her head.  "I don't know, but something is going on with her.  She's been really sketch for the last few days."
 
   Before anything else could be said, Dominique came into the office looking flustered.  "Sorry, had to run to my office to check my email.  I ran into Dillon in the hallway and introduced myself.  He looked overwhelmed."
 
   That quickly, my anxiety about Dillon became my anxiety about Dominique.  Delilah was right, she was upset about something.
 
   "Dominique, what's wrong sweetheart?"
 
   Frowning at me, she shook her head.  "Please, don't start worrying about me.  Right now I'm concerned about you.  Let's focus on that."
 
   Dammit, I knew my sister, and as I'd learned over the last few months, that stubborn girl could withhold information like no one's business. I needed to back off and figure out another way to ascertain what was going on with her. Giving her a grim nod, I took the conversation back to Dillon.
 
    
 
   

Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   It had been a hell of a day, and now I could only wait for Dillon or Leah (I hoped for both) to get in contact.  After dinner and a movie, Sabrina and I were relaxing in the hot tub.  As usual, I had her as close to me as was humanly possible. Hands clasped together, we were reclining as we stared at the stars and talked.  
 
   "Do you think he'll call?" I asked.
 
   Squeezing my hand, she turned and kissed my shoulder.  "Yes baby.  I believe he will call.  In fact, I know he will.  If for no other reason than the fact that he will think he owes it to his sister to let you meet her, he's going to call.  I know this because it's exactly what you would do."
 
   That made me chuckle.  "After talking to him for just that short amount of time, I can see what you mean.  He definitely reminds me of me, Damien and Spencer.  He seems a bit harder than us though."
 
   Sighing, Sabrina nodded her head.  "I can see that, too.  Keep in mind that he and Leah had to make it from nothing.  They're what you all would be like if Aunt Sandra hadn’t taken over to make sure you went to college and had what you needed.  I'm sure being in foster care wasn't easy.  Other than the basics, we don't know anything about his life, but the thing that stands out is that he's a widower.  He's twenty-nine, baby.  That's so young to be a widower.  I feel just terrible for him."
 
   It was uncomfortable for me to think about that at all because Dillon and I were the same age. The fact that he was a widower made me think things I didn't ever want in my head.  I knew that if I lost Sabrina, I'd never survive. Love makes you stronger but it also leaves you very, very vulnerable.  I'd choose her, choose to leave myself open to pain over and over again, but that didn't make it any less terrifying.  
 
   Shifting beside me, Rina straddled my lap and wrapped her arms around my shoulders.  "I know what you're thinking baby, and I agree that it's scary.  If I lost you, I'd have less than half a life. But we can't think like that, can't program for it.  You and I know better than most that life is fragile, but I really believe that we've both been through enough that we deserve to be happy now."
 
   I loved her so much that it hurt to think about it.  I don't know where all the passion inside of me had been hiding all of my life, but there it was.  I was a slave to my wife, and I never wanted to be set free.
 
   Smiling at her, I grabbed her hips a lifted.  "Scale of one to ten, tell me how ready are you for me to fuck you right here, right now?  I'm about a ninety on that scale just so you know."
 
   Giggling down at me, she kissed me.  "I'm off the scale.  You know damn well that as soon as I took my clothes off and came out here with you that I was ready.  We're naked.  It shouldn't even be a question."
 
   Kissing her back, I smiled. "Then guide me home."
 
   Reaching behind herself, she did just that.  I lost myself in her all over again, overjoyed with the woman who had claimed me for her own.  
 
   She rode me hard, her fingernails digging into my shoulders as her hot sex convulsed against my cock.  Rina was absolute perfection, her honeyed warmth pulling me in with each downward stroke.  I held onto her hips for dear life as she took me to heaven inside of her.  There wasn't even any breathing room between us we were so connected.
 
   We kissed like wild maniacs, marking our territory.  "FUCK Rina! You're so fucking tight.  How do I fuck you twenty-seven days out of thirty and you're still this tight?"
 
   She giggled even as she gasped from the sensation of being pounded.  Squeezing against me, she smiled.  "Kegels.  Two hundred a day.  I like feeling overstuffed by you every time.  I never want to lose that."
 
   Even when I was fucking her brains out, the woman still made me smile.  Pulling her off me, I got into place behind her before pumping myself back into her.  Grabbing the edge of the hot tub, she held on as I pummeled her cervix.  The feeling of her cunt gripping me and the swirling water against my balls had me right on the edge, and I was fighting a losing battle to keep going.
 
   "Going to come Rina!  Rub your clit baby."
 
   Her hands never left the side of the hot tub, but I felt her inner muscles pushing against me just before she screamed as she came, her entire body spasming against mine as she went.  The feeling was so intense that for a moment I stopped breathing as my dick erupted inside of her.  
 
   Pulling her against my chest, I stumbled back and sat down with her still attached to me.  I could barely breathe from coming so hard, and she was gasping for air too.  Her hot sheath continued to flutter against me, and it kept my erection firmly in place.
 
   "What the fuck was that Rina? That was unreal."
 
   Shaking her head, she chuckled.  "Don't ever let it be said that we don't learn from those that are younger than us.  Brooke told me that Damien taught her how to orgasm without clitoral stimulation by pushing out when she feels like she's going to come.  I decided to try out her technique, and it worked like a charm.  It felt so damn good!"
 
   I needed to keep going, needed to come in her again. Lifting her off of me, I got out of the hot tub before gathering her in my arms and taking her to a lawn chair.  Laying her down, I spread her legs and pushed them against her chest before surging into her again.  
 
   She gasped from the penetration, as tight around me as ever.  Putting my hands under her ass I elevated her so that I was even deeper.  We were still wet from being in the hot tub, and I loved watching that water on her.  I brought her left leg to my face and started licking droplets of water off of her calf and ankles.  Even through the chlorine, I still tasted the essence of her.
 
   I tried to be gentle, but with my wife that's almost always impossible.  She prefers to be fucked hard, likes to feel dominated by our passion.  Licking her finger, she slid it down into her soaking folds and started rubbing her clit.
 
   "That's it Dante, right there.  Oh god! Fuck me harder!"
 
   Her wish was my command, as usual. I worked out two hours a day to have enough stamina to keep up with her, and it was worth every bit of effort when I watched her come apart underneath me the way that she did.
 
   She tightened her pussy against me in a lover's vice as she creamed on me.  I was insane for her, in full on fucking rut and desperate to take her roughly. "Yessss, Rina! FUCK!"
 
   Grabbing my head, she pulled me in for a kiss.  Our tongues dueled as my cock slammed into her over and over at lightning speed.  Pulling away from my mouth, she latched onto my shoulder and bit me as she started coming.  One little swipe of her tongue against the spot she'd bit me in sent me into the stratosphere, and with a yell I poured myself into her soaking heat.
 
   We stayed like that for quite a while, enjoying the feeling of being naked in the great outdoors, together in every sense of the word.  
 
   My luck changed the day Sabrina walked into my office, and as long as there is still life in my body, I will worship her for that. I had a life now, different than the one I'd thought I would, and I couldn't have been happier to have been proven so wrong.  I knew it was only a matter of time before our love grew to include our children.  So much had changed over the last eighteen months, but it had all been for the better. 
 
   Our family really was a gift, something that would bring us all joy for years to come.  I had to believe that once he had time to think about it, Dillon would realize that having a family would be a good thing.  All I could do now was be patient and give Dillon time to make the decision to integrate with Leah into our lives.  
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