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welcome to daisy’s delights


Welcome to Daisy’s Delights!

On the menu:

Over the top, extreme, and completely ridiculous erotica shorts meant to fix a craving. 

Everything’s why choose, but I have a variety of flavors for every palette.

In this selection, you’re getting a young step mom and her three older step sons, why choose romance with a heavy dose of breeding and a side of lactation.

If you’re looking for a steak, you won’t find it here. I’m only serving sweet ’n’ naughty treats.

Got a sensitive tummy? Check the content labeling before you indulge. 

Now go on and enjoy. You deserve it.
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“Alright, and how did you want your eggs? Scrambled, over easy…?” My pen waits against the mint green pad in my hand.

“Sunny-side up,” he says, his partial smile exposing a row of teeth that look like they've seen coffee and chew more than toothpaste and a toothbrush.

“And how about that bacon?” I ask, though I know what he’s going to say because he’s never changed his order, not once.

“Extra crispy.” His beady brown eyes fall to my breasts, searching out my nipples. My face twitches as I battle the discomfort running through me from his vile gaze.

“Alright then, and how about the toast? Wheat, white, rye, sourdough–” I start to write wheat when he answers.

“Wheat, dry.”

“Great. And did you want country reds or hashbrowns?”

“Hashbrowns, extra crispy.” My nipples aren’t hard in this swamp bucket hell house this town calls a diner, so his eyes give up the hunt and instead drop to my exposed thighs.

“Alright then, Buck. Anything else I can get you while you’re waiting?”

He reaches out, his big, dirt-stained hand skating up the back of my bare thigh. He continues his journey, under my skirt, cupping my buttcheek. I swat back at my skirt, knocking his hand away. “Okay then, it’ll be out in a few.”

He throws nasty words at my back, but I let them slide off me, to the floor, completely unacknowledged. Sometimes, ignoring these guys makes them nasty. Sometimes, when I walk away from their advances, they slam their fists on the tabletops and leave without giving me a tip. But sometimes, when I walk away, they simply quit. And the way Buck keeps hurling dirty words at my back tells me he’s the former, not the latter.

“Stuck up little bitch,” are the last four words I hear before I push through the double-action doors and flop down on a big bag of flour, cradling my tired head in my hands.

Misty kicks my sneaker with hers. I watch her black and white Converse nudge my once-white but now rain-water colored Keds. The laces are frayed on the ends, the grommets are gone, and the rubber tread is completely peeled off in some places. “Hey,” she kicks me again, and I finally look up at her.

“I need new shoes,” I say, wiggling my foot out in front of me, nodding down to hers.

She laughs. “Uh, yeah you do.” A moment later, the smell of vanilla musk and sweet tobacco infiltrates my senses as she flops down next to me, a fog of flour rising up around us. “What’s the matter?” She bumps her shoulder into mine.

“The usual.”

She snorts. “How many have been handsy today?”

I make a show of checking an invisible watch, pushing stray, sweaty hairs off my face. “Let’s see, it’s only nine and I’ve been here since five this morning, I’m gonna average two creeps an hour, that’s…. Eight jerks?”

Misty grins. “And they call us stupid,” she snorts. “Think any of them could do math in their head?”

I shake mine. “I think the only thing going on in their head is what’s going on in the small head.”

She laughs. “I think you’re right.”

We sit there another moment. She swats at a fly who keeps landing on her exposed knee.

“Buck grabbed my ass then called me a bitch,” I admit.

Her head falls onto my shoulder. “I hate this place.”

I sigh. “Me too.”

“I ain’t payin’ you two to sit on your asses, getting your coochie smell all up in my flour,” Rex shouts, using the hairy back of his hand to wipe sweat from his forehead before grabbing a plate from the line, his thumb digging in the scrambled eggs as he holds it out. “Get up and take table ten their breakfast.” I guess it’s a good thing Whispering Meadows doesn’t have a health code inspector.

I get to my feet and take the plate, not bothering to look at Rex. I know he’s glaring, and when I walk away to deliver the shitty food to another asshole customer in this crap joint, I know Rex’s eyes will be on my ass.

The doors chase me when I step onto the diner floor, bumping my rear, forcing me to take a few steps forward. I look over at table ten. I tip my head sideways, because I’ve never seen anyone come into our truck-stop diner that was clean, much less clean and wearing a suit.

Half the people in this town, including myself, have never even seen a suit in real life. I carefully walk to the man, whose back is facing me, and ignore Buck’s sweet little nothings he drops as I pass.

“You’re too fat for me anyway.”

I sidle up to table ten, and finally lay eyes on the man who came to Hauler’s Hideaway wearing a fancy suit. “Here’s your breakfast, sir,” I say, smiling at the silver-haired man in the booth. His hands come to rest on the table top, trembling a little. He looks at the plate of food then up at me.

I’m not good with age, but if I knew my dad, I think he’d be this age. Old enough to wear wrinkles on his face, but not so old that he looks like a grandpa or anything. His eyes are blue, piecing nearly, and while I’ve never had a thing for older guys, this man is pretty handsome. Could definitely be the suit, or the gold ring glistening on his pinky, but either way, he’s probably the most handsome man to set foot in this shithole.

“Thank you very kindly,” he says, smiling. And when he says thank you, his eyes are on my eyes. Not on my breasts or thighs, or any other degrading place they shouldn’t be. That simple gesture makes me feel more human than I have in years, so when he clears his throat and asks me to sit, I risk getting screamed at by Rex, and slide into the booth.

“What’s your name, sweetheart?” he asks, but the way he says sweetheart doesn’t make my skin crawl like when the truck-driving usuals do.

“Peach St. Clair,” I tell him, my eyes falling to the fancy silk tie knotted at his throat. It’s all shades of baby blue, with some fancy gold designs running throughout. He looks like a lawyer from a cable TV show or something.

“Peach,” he repeats. “Peach, I noticed you don’t have a ring on your finger. And I also noticed, and please don’t take offense to this but, your clothes and shoes are a little worse for the wear.”

Growing up poor, in a small town full of other poor people, where our only thriving industry is catering to long-haul truckers at the diesel stop and this very diner, I don’t take offense too much.

I tuck more stray hairs behind my ears, my fingers going to fiddle with the gold cross hanging from my neck. His eyes watch me play with the cross before coming back up to mine. “Are you involved, Peach?”

Next to his hand on the table rests a cell phone. A nice one. Maybe an iPhone, I don't know. I’ve been using a flip phone for seven years. One that hardly holds a charge and only makes calls out, not in. My eyes veer out the foggy, filthy window to the dirt lot outside the diner, and I immediately spot a shiny black car.

I nod to it. “That yours?”

He doesn’t bother looking. “It is.”

“Nice.” I look back at him. “You rich or something?”

He smiles at me, and maybe I'm acting foolish today, I don’t know. But I swear I don’t see anything bad in his smile. In fact, it’s a nice smile. “I have money, yes.”

I shake my head. “Be careful. You can’t trust anyone in this town.”

He plucks a paper napkin from the holder on the table and spreads it over his legs. “You sat when I asked you to sit. Why is that?”

I don’t have a good answer because I’m not sure why. I’ve never listened to any of these other fools in here before. “I’ve never seen a suit in real life.”

He was about to lift a forkful of powdered eggs to his mouth but my response stops him. Slowly, he places the fork back on the plate and blinks at me.

“I have a very, very strange proposition for you Peach.”

The kitchen doors swing open, and Rex appears, face red, a big vein throbbing in his forehead. “Peach!”

I jump out of the booth as heat floods my cheeks. “Sorry, sir, I gotta go. I’ll come back in a minute with your check.”

I try to rush away but the man grabs my wrist, stopping me. “I’ll give you a thousand dollars to hear my proposition.”

A thousand dollars to… I blink at him, my gaze bouncing back to Rex, who watches me still, fists clenched at his side. I look back down at the man in the suit with the nice phone, big ring and shiny car.

“A thousand dollars to go outside with me and hear my proposition.” He looks back at Rex then to me. “I’ll give him a thousand too, to let you outside to talk to me, so you don’t get fired.” He looks again at Rex, this time lifting his hand in the air, motioning him over.

An ugly smirk curls Rex’s lips as he stalks toward us. But not even five minutes later, I’m standing in the dirt and gravel lot, my back against a shiny black car, while the man in the suit asks me to marry him.
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“I’ll just wait in the car,” Theodore says politely, hands still on the steering wheel, eyes out the windshield.

I nod. “Okay. I just need a few minutes, alright?”

He nods and I jump out of the car, leaving the door open so I don’t wake him. I likely won’t wake him packing my bag, but I’m much quieter than a car door.

I grab my old backpack from the closet and shove a few pairs of shorts in, a few tank tops, my hair brush and my purse. I don’t even bother taking it to the diner with me. It’s not like it keeps my wallet full of money safe, considering I have less than forty dollars to my name.

I consider writing a note, but there’s no point. The man I’m living with who used to be my boyfriend? He’s a real piece of work. And by work, I mean shit. Note or not, he won’t want me to leave. Who will he harass and grope if I’m gone?

Not my problem.

I’ve been dying to leave Whispering Meadows my whole life. Moving from trailer to trailer is as much moving as I’ve ever done. This place houses truck drivers, lot lizards, drugs, and not much more.

I stand in a graveyard of beer bottles and fast food wrappers, looking around the space that I used to share with my mom. She hasn’t been back in years, and since then, I’ve lived here alone. I’ve had the water and lights shut off more times than I can remember, and I’ve had plenty of hungry days and terrified nights, listening to all the commotion in the trailer park around me.

This man in the black shiny car doesn’t look like someone who’s gonna cut my kidney out and leave me to die somewhere, but the truth is, it’s a risk I’m willing to take.

Like I said, I’ve been trying to leave Whispering Meadows since I was thirteen, when my mom left. Back then, though, I was trying to leave so I could find her. Took me until I was fifteen to realize she meant to leave, both this shitty town and me.

I’ve never saved even half of what I need to buy a shitty car. I’ve saved enough for a handful of bus tickets, but never enough for motels and food, too. Waitressing at a truck stop full of long-haul truckers who’d rather spend their tip money on sex in the parking lot means struggle for me.

I’m twenty-two years old with my entire life ahead of me. And I do not want my entire life to be Rex and Hauler’s Hideaway, coming back to this trailer and eating a freezer meal, not knowing if my ex Charlie is gonna barge in, hopped up on drugs, trying to rape me.

Theodore H. Charles made me an offer that any woman living anywhere else would probably refuse. But I’m Peach St. Clair. A poor, high-school drop out that currently has no running water in her trailer and shoes disintegrating on my feet.

I can’t refuse him. If he kills me, rapes me, well, that’s what he does. But staying here is a slow, torturous death anyhow.

Hopping down the trailer steps, I slide into the car and keep my backpack between my legs, closing the door. “Can we go by the diner again, real quick? I want to say bye to my friend Misty.”

Theodore H. Charles, who has told me to please call him Hank, because that’s what he goes by, nods. “Sure. It’s on the way back home anyhow.”

“Thanks,” I tell him, clinging to my backpack extra tight. As he drives us through the sleepy town, all of the same landmarks I’ve seen my whole life whipping past the tinted windows, my nerves settle a little. If this man were a bad man, I don’t think he’d want me telling my best friend who I’m leaving with. I don’t think he’d want the folks at the diner to see his car and license plate again. He can’t be a bad guy.

In fact, as he smiles at me, car idling outside the diner, I think Hank just may be my savior.

I grab Misty by the elbow and drag her out into the hot sun, pulling her sweaty body into mine. “I’m leaving, Misty. And I don’t know if I’m coming back.”

She pushes off me, argument in her eyes, mouth open, ready to contest. I grab her hand and push the wad of cash into her palm, the money that Hank gave me for hearing his offer just an hour ago.

He made me an offer I absolutely could not refuse, one that comes with far more money than this one thousand dollars. So I’m giving it to Misty, because I love her and she needs it. And because she can’t come with us. I asked. “Only you, Peach,” he’d said.

“Take this. Don’t tell anyone about it. It’s yours and yours only,” I say to her, our eyes idling as hers fill with tears.

“You’re really going?” she looks down at the wad of cash then back up to me. “You don’t even know him.”

I shrug, smiling. “I don’t care. I need to get away from here. I need out.” I curl my hand, forcing her own hand to clutch the cash in her palm. “If there’s a time I can send for you, or send you more, I will, okay?”

She nods, shoving the money away in her jeans pocket beneath the apron. I kiss her cheek and wipe away her tears. “I’m not leaving you, I’m leaving here, and it’s important you know that.”

Again, she nods, and I tell her to go back inside. Because Rex will be pissed enough when he realizes I’ve gone, I don’t want him angry at her too.

I wave through the window and pull my hands together, making a heart. She does the same.

And then I’m facing a stretch of empty country highway, sitting in an air conditioned car with leather seats, as Hank drives me away from everything I’ve ever known.

“This is crazy,” I whisper aloud, yet I don’t feel panicked. The rustling in my belly feels more like excitement than anything.

“It’s the craziest thing that I’ve ever done,” Hank admits aloud, chuckling softly.

I study his profile as he drives, and decide that when he was younger, he was probably very handsome. And it’s not to say he isn’t good looking now, because he is, I’ve just never been into older men.

Funny since I’m about to marry one.
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…ONE MONTH LATER

“It’s so heavy, it feels weird. I keep looking at it,” I tell Hank as I stare at the massive glittering diamond eating up most of my ring finger.

His chuckle is warm and gentle, comforting me the way a blanket would. “You’ll get used to it. And the partners' wives all have massive rocks.” He looks across the table at me. “I had to.”

I just smile, because I don’t know what else to do. I’m still trying to wrap my head around being here, and doing this thing for this man I hardly know. This favor.

Can I call it a favor though? With everything he’s giving me, the money I get when this is over– it hardly feels like a favor. A transaction. That’s what it is.

“Can we go through the names and photos one more time?” I ask, fidgeting now with the chignon the stylist put my hair in. I’ve never had a fancy, classy hairdo like this.

Hank nods, sliding me the laminated cheat sheet he made. I look down at the photos. There are three. One of each business partner and their spouse.

I point at the first one, the one with short cropped blonde hair and wide shoulders. His eyes are set far apart and there’s a small gap between his two front teeth, but he’s handsome. Looks like a Marine, maybe. Under his arm is a woman half his size, with long dark hair worn in big curls, her slender frame covered in a maroon silk dress. Her lips are red and her lashes are thick and black and everything about her screams glamorous movie star.

“Gunnar and Emmie Pruitt,” I wager, feeling nearly certain I’m right. I remembered the man that looks like the Marine is also the man that has a weapon in his name.

Hank’s smile broadens as he nods. “That’s right,” he says happily. I smile at how pleased he is, a little shimmy of pride moving through me at pleasing him. I slide my finger to the next photo.

In this photo, the man holds the woman’s hand, and my eyes fall to their linked hands. His fingers are loose and hers are tight around him, and that’s always been a sign, to me, that he’s not as interested in her as she is him. Still, though, she has a huge rock on her finger, too. Just like Emmie. Just like me. “Keaton and Winter McDaniel,” I announce, staring into the woman’s vibrant green eyes. They both don dark hair, his a modern undercut, hers the same long curls as Emmie.

Hank claps. “Yes! Now the last.”

I move my finger along the laminated sheet, coming to the last couple. The last partner and his wife. “Paxton and Amara Frank.” This man, wearing a dark three-piece suit, his head shaved completely bald, doesn’t smile for the photo like the other two. His hands are clasped at his groin, and his wife’s arm is looped through his. She’s beautiful and fit, her body shown off in the skimpy black dress she’s donning. And she, like the other two, has incredibly long and gorgeous hair.

Hank shakes his head, a pleased smile on his face. “See? You have nothing to worry about. You remember so well.”

I tap the sheet between the photos. “They all have long hair.” I finger a smooth loop of the chignon. “I have long hair, too. Like theirs.”

He nods. “That’s right.” Hank leans back against his big dining room chair, letting a long sigh free.

I smooth my hands over the satin dress I’m wearing.

Two days after I came here, Hank took me shopping. He bought me a closet full of beautiful things, things I never imagined could be mine. Like this dress. I didn’t see the price tag, but it was in a boutique–the kind where only four or five dresses hang on each rack and a saleslady follows you around the entire time.

Or maybe they just followed us because of me.

Either way, tonight is the first night where I have to make good on our business arrangement. I’m not excited and nervous, but relieved that my nerves no longer center around rape and murder.

Turns out, Hank didn’t want my kidney, and he doesn’t want to kill me. When it comes to the sex, he has no expectations, either.

I know what you’re thinking. Why does a man like Hank need someone like me? The firm he worked at his entire life recently came under new ownership. A young man and his young, beautiful wife. The next partner on board? Would you believe it—gorgeous young wife. The third partner? Yep. Young, gorgeous wife. And Willowdale is a small town, the kind where everyone knows each other. He needed a young beautiful wife that no one knew. Someone to sit beautifully on his arm while he vies for the final partner spot.

I always thought when I got married, I’d have a big white dress and eat a cake that has pink flowers iced onto it and my husband would carry me over the threshold of our hotel room then tear my dress off my body, only to ravage me then make sweet love to me all night long.

I also thought I’d leave Whispering Meadows long ago, too and that didn’t happen. Until Hank.

His proposal was odd. We were strangers when he told me what he needed and how he said he saw all the potential in me. We’re still strangers now, but living together the last month has helped with the awkwardness at least.

Tonight I am meeting his partners.

In addition to memorizing their names and what to say to them, I also have our story memorized.

“You seem nervous, Peach. Are you nervous?” Hank asks, reaching across the table to lie his hand down for me to take. Bringing my hand from my lap, I squeeze him and smile.

“I’m just going through the details of our relationship, in case anyone asks.”

He nods, using his free hand to push some of his silvering hair from his face. “Okay,” he breathes out, and I realize that he’s probably a little nervous, too. His eyes veer to my tattoos running the length of both of my arms. “You are an illustrator, you attended art school and graduate school, and you now work as a freelance illustrator for publishing houses. We met at a restaurant, both of us getting a drink after a long day. We eloped in Vegas last month but we have been dating long distance for a year.”

Again, for what is likely the tenth time, I repeat the story back to myself in my head, committing it to memory. “Okay,” I finally say. “And can I still be twenty-two?”

He chuckles, and his hearty laugh makes me smile. I like it when he laughs, we feel less like strangers when he does. “Of course, Peach. You’re still Peach, only now, of course, instead of St. Clair, you’re Peach Charles. But yes, you’re twenty-two.”

I look down at my ring then up at him. “Do you wish I didn’t have tattoos?”

He shakes his head. “No. If anything, that makes you more interesting. Keaton and Paxton are both covered in ink, too. In fact, your tattoos are the thing that drew my attention to you. I only came up with this idea when I first saw you.”

Hank rises. “One more thing,” he says. “This mixer tonight, it’s for the whole town, and our firm is paying for the whole thing.”

I nod. “Okay.”

“My sons might make an appearance.”

I raise an eyebrow but drop my voice. “Are they your real sons or “sons” sons?” I ask, because Hank married a stranger to get a job so who knows where the line is drawn. Fake sons don’t seem to be off the table.

But Hank laughs. “They’re my real sons, yes. They live here in Willowdale and they’ll likely show up.” He sighs, straightening his tie.

“You don’t seem happy?”

Hank circles the table and pulls my chair out, extending a hand to me to help me stand. I feel like a princess or something. I’ve never been treated so special. But Hank doesn’t respond to my question, if it even was one.

The doorbell rings and he goes rigid. “Fuck,” he mutters, eyes veering to the foyer. He pulls his phone from his pocket, checking the doorbell camera. He doesn’t like what he sees, because another string of expletives slips out as he puts his phone back. “They came here first.” He smooths a hand down the side of his head, double checking his hair. “C’mon, I will introduce you and by the way,” he says, halting me just feet from the door, “you speak of our arrangement to no one. Not even them.”

My palms sweat and I smooth them down my thighs, remembering after that I’m wearing satin. “Shoot,” I mutter, peering down at my thighs to inspect the dark marks of moisture smeared along the fabric. “I’m sorry.”

“It’ll dry.” Hank lifts my chin with curled knuckles. “They don't know you, they won’t know if you’re lying. And they won’t know I'm lying, for that matter, because it’s my job to lie.” He smiles at me until I smile back at him, and I’ll admit, it does make me feel a little better. “It’s going to be fine.”

I nod, and follow on his heels to the front door when the knocking begins.

“Coming,” Hank calls out. Once we reach the front, he stops and faces me. “Last thing,” he says quietly, knowing his offspring is five feet away, nothing but a door between us. “Don’t go anywhere alone with my sons,” he smiles but his tone holds serious warning.

“Okay.”

He pulls open the door and the three most handsome men stand on the porch; each with brilliant blue eyes, broad shoulders and expensive suits. And yet the three of them could not be more different.

The son with long hair pulled back into a bun, a silver hoop in his nose, ink etched across his throat steps toward me, extending a hand.

“Nice to meet you, Mommy.”
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The mommy comment is ignored as Hank launches into quick introductions.

“Judah,” Hank starts, motioning to the mountain of a man in a very fitted black suit. His dark hair is pulled neatly into a man bun, ink marking his throat and hands. The sight of him makes my skin burn. What’s under that suit? I bet the rest of him is covered in ink too. Every delicious, muscled inch.

He extends his hand so I give him mine only he doesn’t shake it. He brings the back of my hand to his lips, his eyes holding mine as his soft, full lips meet my knuckles. Hank groans as my panties are put to the test. “Judah is my youngest. He’s a stonemason by trade.”

I don’t think I even know what a stonemason is, but I nod and smile like it makes all the sense in the world. “Hello Judah, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“The pleasure,” he says, his voice incredibly low and husky, the kind of voice you want in the back of your ear while you’re bent over a motorcycle, “is mine.”

Hank moves on with introductions, and I bring my gaze to the next unbelievably perfect specimen. Same dark hair and blue eyes, but this version of Hank is clean cut, his hair swept into a styled coif, his suit a pin-striped blue. His smile is so bright I blink at it a few times. “Peach, this is my middle son, Bishop.”

“Bishop,” I nod, extending my hand to him the same way. Like his younger brother, he kisses my hand, and his lips are just as delicate and rousing as Judah’s. “Bishop is a pianist.”

“A musician,” I restate, and as I blink at the tall man in the tailored suit, I can see him behind a piano, his lean fingers tickling the keys, delighting everyone with his charm and talent. My belly aches just looking at him, and I’ve never envisioned being pregnant just from looking at a man until now.

“And this is my oldest son, Kase.”

Kase is already staring at me when I turn to face him. He’s got dimples when he smiles, and his hair is a little messy, but still above his shoulders. He looks like someone who could sell a glass of water to a drowning man. Charm is oozing from his pores as he steps forward, taking my hand the way his brothers did. “Peach,” he draws my name out, as if he’s tasting sweet peaches on his tongue just by brushing his lips to my hand. “So great to meet you,” he says, his voice stirring up my insides and throwing them around, making me dizzy. In fact, all three of them do.

“Kase is a politician,” Hank says.

I can’t help but be a little breathless as I look between them, all so handsome, so strapping, so sexy.

Behind them, a driver yanks open a door to a stretch limo. My eyes widen and it takes everything I have in me not to waggle my finger and squeal, I’ve never seen a limo before!

“Time to go. We’ll get acquainted on the drive.” And as we walk out, I hear Hank say, “saw the announcement in the paper, huh?”

Despite the fact he was sweet to me, Kase’s voice is low and dark when he replies. “I was surprised to learn I have a new step mom by reading it in the paper, dad.” Something about the way he says that makes me think he wasn’t surprised to learn it, and equally unsurprised to learn it from the paper instead of his father.

Hank has been nothing but sweet. Why do his gorgeous sons despise him?

I feel Kase’s eyes on my tattooed arms as I duck past him to enter the limo. And once inside, sitting in the dark, cool space, the leather soft against my warm thighs, I find Judah’s eyes crawling over my body, a sinister curl on his lips.

Bishop is the last to climb in. The three of them sit across from us and as the driver pulls away from the curb, Hank’s hand comes to my bare knee.

In the last four weeks, the most we’ve touched is our hands brushing. Yet with his three sons across from us, their eyes only on me, his hand not only cups my knee but squeezes it too.

“Peach,” Judah recites my name aloud, and it sounds so good coming from his rough and tumble tone. I don’t sound like trailer trash in a ballgown. I sound like I’m someone. “I like your ink. What do you do?”

“I’m an illustrator. I went to art school and graduate school and after that, I became an in-house illustrator for a publishing company where I am currently working.”

Hank makes a noise in his throat while Judah, Kase and Bishop stare at me.

“What art school, Peaches?”

Peaches. Another wave of heat washes over me, and I bring my arms around myself in a hug. Hank’s voice is on my shoulder, asking me if I’m cold. But I’m hot.

Suddenly so hot.

“Uh,” I ponder, my mouth going dry. We didn’t get this detailed in our story, or if we did, I can’t remember.

“What publishing company are you with?” Kase questions, and his deep voice vibrates between my legs, his dimples making me smile like a giddy little girl.

“Um,” I start, but I don’t even have a chance to answer, because Bishop slides forward in the seat, none of them wearing seatbelts. I bet a seatbelt couldn’t contain a single one of these men. A million butterflies spread their wings inside my chest.

“Where are you from, doll?” he winks after he asks, subtle and quick, but he does it nonetheless. I know because I feel it crawling through my skin, leaving ache and heat in its wake.

“Whi–” I begin to say Whispering Meadows but think better of it. If they looked it up, they’d be able to find me, and with a quick internet search, they’d know it was all a lie.

But something tells me they already know, because Judah cradles his jaw wearing an inquisitive smirk, the ink on his hand slightly more menacing in the low limo lights. Vines with thorns, roses wilting, and bones encase each finger, and I wonder what that hand would feel like wrapped around my throat…

“Dad,” he hedges. “What’s going on?”

I think Hank is going to come clean, but he surprises me, crawling deeper into our lie. “She’s nervous. She’s an introvert, aren’t you, Peach?” he smiles down at me, his eyes flaring.

“Yeah,” I murmur. “Introvert.”

“She went to the Art Institute, she’s from San Francisco, and she’s with Smeared Ink books,” Hank finishes for me, quieting their questions. My heart is racing. I really don’t want to mess anything up for Hank. He’s a really nice old guy. And he’s really helping me. Or, he’s going to. Per our contract he says.

“I’ve heard her talk, so I know she can,” Bishop says, eyes on me, words clearly for his father.

Just then I think we’re doomed. These sons of his are clearly sharp, and as soon as they see Hank’s partners and their wives, they’ll know exactly why I’ve got this ring on. The fact that Hank doesn’t want them in on our deal has me worrying, too. They are his sons—surely they’d protect their dad’s secret?

“And I believe we were asking her,” Judah adds, his eyes crawling over the ink on my arms before slowly pinning his father. “Thought you hated ink, pop,” he muses, a devilish smirk on his lips.

“When there’s a reason, and a story,” Hank says, trying for confidence but his conviction wobbles. Judah’s smirk grows into a full blown smile as the limo bumps, and we all shift a little.

“Yeah?” Judah presses, looking so deep into my eyes that I feel his gaze in my stomach. “What story does that set of puckered lips on your wrist tell?”

“I’m more interested in the compass,” Kase speaks up. With his shiny hair and sparkling smile, I can see him shaking hands and standing behind a podium, full of promises. For a brief second, I imagine my legs over his shoulders, and wonder how good a politician fucks. “Tell us about the compass, Peaches.”

“Peach,” Hank clarifies, his body shifting in the seat next to me, the palm on my knee growing sweaty.

“I grew up in a very small town,” I offer, telling the truth without specifics. “The compass represented my dream. I wanted to literally be anywhere but where I was,” I say softly, holding Kase’s eyes. His study mine, and I feel three more sets on me, too. But I’m not lying. It is why I got the compass–because it was far more artistic than the text “I’d rather be anywhere but here.”

“And now you’re here,” Kase smiles.

“Your dream came true,” Judah offers darkly.

“It did,” I say, my voice hoarse. The smell of amber and teakwood whirr around my head, the air in the limo becoming dense, almost impossible to breathe. My pulse hammers and my head spins. “Are we almost there?” I ask, trying to peer around the wall of men out the window, but they’re huge and I can’t see anything but broad shoulders and handsome faces.

“Any minute now,” Hank offers quietly, and I finally turn my head to face him, passing him a small, sweet smile.

I feel his sons watch me, my every move, the way I look at their dad, how I respond to him, everything. They’re onto us, and all five of us know it.

Now it’s just a matter of how long they let us live the lie.
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Once we’re at the event, my nerves seem to settle. Despite the fact there are seemingly hundreds of people here—as fancy as us or fancier—I still find a sliver of calm because Hank’s sons are not in my near proximity.

I have to stay focused on the deal, the reason why I'm draped in an expensive dress with a massive rock on my finger, staying in a damn mansion with a man who has more money than he knows what to do with. I'm his wife. I'm helping him make partner. That's my focus.

And if I don't do my job, make good on my end of the bargain, I'll be back in Whispering Meadows being felt up by Buck and demeaned by Rex.

I can't go back there.

Even if I end up living in a trailer somewhere here in Willowdale, it's better than going back to the nothingness there.

But with the deal he’s offering… As long as I can stay on his arm and sell the lie, I can have so much more than a trailer, no matter where I end up.

“Another bellini?” Hank asks me as we move through the crowded party, laughter and classical music filling the space between us.

I nod, pressing my palm to his forearm, over my other hand. I’ve been clinging to him this way all night and I have no plans to stop. I’m telling myself it’s because Hank has all the answers to any questions I may be asked, and it’s safest with him. That way I don’t mess up his plan.

The truth is? I think if I let go of Hank, they’ll pull me to them.

My step sons.

Everytime I glance at Judah, his blue eyes are already set on me. Crawling over my skin, memorizing every inch of me while his tongue sweeps his bottom lip. He looks like he wants to eat me and what’s worse? The way he looks at me makes me long to be eaten, to take all of that dark, shining hair between my hands, wrap it around my palm and hold him to the purring, buzzing spot between my legs until I’m screaming his name.

But when I look away from Judah, I see Kase. He embodies a politician to a T, with his sharp pressed suit and continual, effortless smile. He shakes hands with a man, his eyes on me. Those same icy blue eyes that make my stomach flinch and blood roil with need. His eyes on me make me hot and hungry, and the way he chews at the corner of his mouth while he looks at my breasts has me absolutely on fire.

Yet when I seek respite from his eyes, I only find Bishop’s gaze, and it’s more menacing perhaps than the other two combined. A musician, a man who is paid to make beautiful music for rooms full of people, just like this. But his face isn’t calm or delicate, the way I’d think a pianist would be. His eyes are more like a rock god’s eyes, tearing through my clothes and discovering my bare body from all the way across the room. I swear he knows the ruddy hue of my nipples, sees the small strip of hair I keep above my pussy, knows about the beauty mark on my inner thigh. The way he sees through me, his gaze hungry and unrequited, I have to look away.

Because it makes me so hot I can’t hardly stand it.

I grip Hank harder, smiling up at him a moment longer than usual, reminding myself over and over that my life will be nothing if I can’t do this.

“Are you ready?” Hank whispers down to me, his words suddenly sending a spark of discomfort through my chest. His breath smells like vodka and desperation, and it’s not a good mix.

Still, I smile. “Ready.”

Gunnar and Emmie are first, I recognize them from the photo. They look much the same, though Emmie’s hair is styled into a fancy bun. Still, I recognize her.

“Pruitt,” Hank calls Gunnar by his last name. “I’d like you and the Mrs to meet my Mrs,” he says, slapping his hand against Gunnar’s back.

“Emmie, this is my wife Peach. Peach, this is Gunnar’s wife Emmie. She heads the sports boosters here in Willowdale, and she’s also on the police board.”

“Emmie,” I repeat her name the same careful way I did at Hank’s house. Or, my house, I guess. That still makes my head spin a little, knowing that I live there, even if only temporarily. Or maybe it’s the bellini making my head spin.

Emmie’s hand is soft in mine as we shake. Her smile is wide and inviting, yet when I lend my hand to her husband, I find his gaze less inviting.

“You’ve got a gorgeous wife like this and you’ve been hiding her, Charles?” He clicks his tongue in disbelief as his eyes take inventory of my breasts beneath the fitted satin gown. Creep.

“Ha,” Hank offers, his voice light. He has to see the way this man’s eyes are crawling all over me like black ants, but he ignores it. So I do too. “Now I’m ready to share,” he says with a laugh.

“I’d love to get to know you a bit better, Peach,” Gunnar says, running a hand down the front of his suit. He claps a hand over Hank’s shoulder as I split an awkward smile between him and his wife. “Your husband wants to make partner, and we have to know his family very well before we accept someone.” He winks at me, and it makes my stomach turn. “That means you.”

“Or me,” Judah approaches, seemingly out of nowhere, earning a large smile from Gunnar. The moment Gunnar sees Judah, I know exactly why Hank thought his sons were here tonight.

Gunnar’s eyes are full of anger. He really dislikes Judah. And as I watch Judah smooth his fingertips through the sides of his hair before coming to his collar, checking the perfect folds, I understand it. When a man like Judah is in the room, all other men seem to fade away. Gunnar doesn’t like that.

I blink at Judah, breathless as I spot an ink snake from beneath his chin, following it until it disappears into his collar, under his shirt. I want to trace the length of that snake with my tongue, and hope it ends on the tip of his cock.

“Right, Peach?” Hank asks, and his increased volume tells me that this isn’t the first time he’s asked whatever it is he’s asking. I lost track of myself staring at Judah, and all his intriguing beauty.

I blink up at him, caught off guard, my heart racing. “Right,” I add, smiling back at Emmie.

Hank pulls me away after agreeing to get Emmie’s phone number to me, which would never even work since I don’t have a phone. But before I can tell him that, we’re standing before Paxton and Amara.

Less friendly but still as beautiful as ever, Amara and I exchange controlled pleasantries before Hank introduced me to Paxton. He shakes my hand, and doesn’t even attempt to hide his roaming gaze as he takes in every tattoo, every curve, every hair on my body.

“Peach, well, aren’t you a knockout.” He shakes Hank’s hand like he’s offered a job that Hank’s dying to get, and smiles. It’s a strange greeting, and the way they smile and nod at one another doesn’t sit right with me. But I don’t know business, so I keep my practiced smile on and try not to think of it.

“You did well,” Paxton comments, still sizing me up. Finally, thank God, he turns to Hank, drapes an arm along his shoulders, and walks off with him. But not before stealing another glance at me.

I’m left with Amara, who is wearing a fitted red wrap dress and matching patent pumps. With her hair down in waves, her lips a deep crimson, she looks like a walking piece of art, elegant and beautiful. But when she opens her mouth, the spell is broken.

“You’re foolish, you know that?” Her nostrils flare, but even angry, this woman is still utterly gorgeous. She lifts her hand, pressing fingers into her temple as her eyes close, thought washing over her. “I was you once. And let me tell you, you’re making a mistake. It’s not worth it.”

I blink at her, feeling my brows lower over my eyes as confusion sets in. I don’t know this woman at all and what she doesn't know is that I hardly know Hank either. So this warning, this lecture, this… whatever it is she’s giving me… It’s confusing. “I don’t understand,” I reply, my voice a shaky whisper.

She opens her mouth to respond but her eyes pull up to something behind me and a moment later, Kase is at my side, his leather meets cologne smell making me burn between my legs.

“I’d like to borrow my step mother,” he says, the title causing me to pull back and blink up at him. “It was nice to see you again, Amara.”

The woman’s eyebrows lift as she walks off, muttering, “suit yourself.”

Kase weaves his fingers through mine, walking quickly toward a hall at the back of the room, the one that likely leads to service doors where the kitchen is. Once in the shadows of privacy, Kase uses his large frame to pin me to the wall, his hands above my head, caging me in. I feel like a caged wild animal at least. My heart racing, my instincts telling me to bolt.

But my pussy warms and throbs and with less than a foot between our bodies, it’s really hard to focus on Hank and our deal.

“Hi there Mommy,” he crows, his words melting down my chest like hot wax, a moan leaving my lips as sweat slides down my spine.

I swallow through a parched mouth. “I’m not– I’m only twenty two,” I finally answer, and why I say that I’m not sure. His solid fingers curl beneath my chin as he lowers his mouth to mine, kissing me with reckless abandon.

His lips are soft, he tastes like scotch and his tongue is talented. I moan into his mouth before he steals the pleasure away from me, breaking the kiss.

“That’s what I thought,” he grins.

But before I can apologize or beg him to not tell his father, he’s already filling my head with things far more confusing than a dark hallway kiss.

“Don’t let him fool you, Peach. He’s not a good man. He may not touch you or hit you, and he definitely won’t fuck you but make no mistake, sweetheart, Theodore Henry Charles is not a good man.” He kisses me again. “But don’t worry, we’re gonna save you.”
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My head spins. Hank is the one who rescued me from Whispering Meadows. He’s been nothing but polite and kind and generous. I shake my head. “I don’t believe you.”

He strokes the back of his knuckles down my cheek, making all the hairs on my body stand on end. “Always question a politician,” he utters, still wearing a hint of that charming smile of his. “But never trust a lawyer.”

With that, he pushes off the wall, breaking the cage. And it’s when he’s nothing more than a spec in the crowd that I realize I liked being caged under his gaze. But I can’t move from my spot in the dark hallway; his words keep me rooted there.

Theodore Henry Charles is not a good man.

It seems counterintuitive to everything I know about Hank, but then again, I’ve not known him long.

But why would his son want to turn me against his father?

Finally I make it back to the party, where Hank collects me right away.

“Peach, there you are,” he smiles, his eyes a little more bloodshot than before. When I move to loop my arm through his, he laughs, instead forcing our hands together. Fingers interwoven, palms kissing, this is the closest and most intimate Hank and I have been in a month and… it feels wrong.

But I signed my name on his paper, using his black fountain pen. I owe him the same way he will owe me. And I need his money, whether Kase was telling the truth or not.

“Keaton,” Hank greets, his voice more mountainous and booming than before. He’s either drunk or on his way, and for some reason, that makes me nervous. “Come meet my wife, Peach.” He turns his face my way, but looks over my shoulder at someone else as he says, “Peach this is Keaton and his wife Winter.”

Winter is beautiful, gorgeous really. And in the powder blue satin slip dress she’s wearing, she looks like a Disney princess. We shake hands and I smile, but her expression is measured and exact, one she’s clearly practiced and given many times. Keaton, all dark eyes and messy hair, less fit than Hank’s sons and not nearly as good looking, wraps his arm around my shoulders, giving me a squeeze. “Nice to meet you Peach,” he slurs.

Looks like Hank isn’t the only one drunk.

Hank looks past me one more time as he wanders off with Keaton, leaving me to stand with Winter. She smiles, then turns away, looking at the ballroom full of people.

“They’ll kill me if I tell you,” she says, wearing a smile so wide that I almost think I don’t hear her right. “Don’t mention this to anyone. But don’t marry him. Don’t be around when he makes partner. They say it stops when he makes partner, but it never stops. Never.”

A hard, heated lump comes out of nowhere, rising up from my belly, lodging in my throat. I hold out my hand, noticing how unsteady it is. “I married him last month,” I announce as her eyes drop to the rock on my finger.

She has no reaction to the ring, only to the news. “Well,” she breathes out, her eyes growing misty. “Welcome to the club,” she says, still holding that strange smile on her face.

“What club?” I ask as Judah appears at my side.

Winter’s eyes flick to him then down to me again. “So lovely to meet you, Peach. I’ll see you at the company picnic in a few weekends.” She smiles the same contrived smile. “Be well.”

Then she’s gone.

Judah’s hand comes to the small of my back as he dips down, his beard grazing my cheek as he says quietly, “Don’t go anywhere with any of these women, or the partners, you understand?”

“No,” I breathe, suddenly panicked and overwhelmed, the crowd of men in suits and women in gowns making me claustrophobic. “I don’t– where’s Hank?” I spin and my dress swims all around me, fanning out like the princess I’ve never had the chance to be. But I don’t feel like one right now.

Something is off. And I don’t know what, but I need to get out of this room. Judah’s hand wraps my arm before I have a second to think. And a minute later, I’m in that same dark hallway, only this time, I have a different Charles brother caging me in.

And I like it just as much.

“I don’t know where you really came from, Mama, and I don’t know where you think you’re going, but my father is not the vehicle to get you there,” he says, the words dropping down my dress like hot coals. I shift on my feet beneath his chest, trying to ignore the urge inside me to kiss him.

Kiss my husband’s son. The way I kissed his other son just minutes ago.

I didn’t read the fine print of our contract but something tells me, kissing Hank’s sons would keep me from what he promised.

I turn my face, and stare down the hall to the lighted party at the end. Everyone’s been warning me all night, and yet, I don’t even know what they’re warning me about. Judah’s words feel as if they’re meant to shield his father, and stab me instead, so I counter them.

“I’m not using your dad. I’m not a gold digger.” We have an arrangement, I want to tell him, and that’s an entirely different thing.

Judah doesn’t smile, only shakes his head at me as if maybe he doesn’t believe me? I don’t know. I only just met this man, so I can’t read him yet. And as attracted to him as I may be, he doesn’t like me. He thinks I’m a gold digger. I duck under his arm and take a few steps away, hating the distance, but loving it too.

No more being attracted to men who don’t respect me.

“Is that what you heard, little mama?” he smiles, stepping toward me, his slow, long strides gaining distance on my fast backward ones.

My back connects with someone, and I turn to find myself in my husband’s arms. Drunker than he was even ten minutes ago, he smiles down at me, cupping my cheek in his palm. My stomach roils, reacting to an intimate touch from a stranger accordingly. I smile awkwardly. “Theodore,” I whisper, using his full name to get his attention, “are we leaving soon?”

His smile grows. “I’m gonna stay and talk to the mayor a little,” he says, looking around the room at all the people. I glance over my shoulder, but Judah is gone. “I’m gonna send you in the limo. A few other people are leaving, you can ride with them, okay?”

I’d argue, normally, that getting in a vehicle with strangers is a terrible idea. But it’s a limo. Nothing bad happens in limos.

Then I ask the question I never got to ask at the house. “Something about Amara, Paxton’s wife, something was off. She tried to tell me–”

His drunken mask slips, leaving behind a hint of sobriety and irritation. “Mind your business, and go get in the limo out front.”

My spine straightens at his demeanor shift. And then his mask is back up, smiley and bright. “See you at home, sweetheart.”

And as I walk through the event alone, toward the doors, then outside, down the steps, toward the waiting limo, I have to wonder, if the partners believing that I’m Hank’s wife is his main priority, how is sending me home after only an hour selling it?

I smile politely at the man holding open the door, and when I slide into the leather bench seat in the car, the door shuts immediately. I blink, my hand reaching for the handle as my eyes settle on who is in the limo.

I want out. Everything in my veins screams for me to get out. But the door, like a police car, is locked from the outside. I can’t get out.

“Hello, Peach,” Gunnar greets, and next to him? Keaton and Paxton. The limo sails away from the party, in the night, and suddenly, I’d give anything to be back in Whispering Meadows.

Because I have a horrible, awful feeling that being inside this limo is worse.
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“You got lucky marrying Hank,” Paxton says, his head tipped forward slightly, eyes eerily pinned on me. “He does what it takes to succeed.”

Invisible bugs crawl all over my skin. His voice is quiet but strong, and something about the way his lazy gaze wanders all over my body has my fight or flight kicking in hard.

But the limo is moving down the highway, doors locked, and I’m alone inside of it with three men whom I’ve met once and known only an hour. So I maintain composure, telling myself that I’m acting silly.

They’re drunk. The limo is taking them home. There is nothing weird in the air. It’s all in my head.

Gunnar slides around the leather seats until he’s sitting right next to me and instantly it becomes really hard to believe that it’s all in my head.

Then his hand is on my thigh.

I place my hand on top of his, to push it off, but he flips his over and closes it around mine. “I’ve got something for you, Peach,” he smiles. Blood rushes through my ears and my heart slams against my ribs, my feet itching to run. Something bad is about to happen, I know it because I always felt this way when Charlie showed up at my trailer, drunk and high.

From his pocket, still holding my hand captive, Gunnar places a white tab in my palm. “A little something so your head isn’t sore in the morning,” he offers, but I think we both know that’s not a Tylenol in his palm.

Keaton moves around the cab as Paxton raises the partition with the button, his other hand loosening his necktie, his eyes on me. “All that long hair. Hank did good. He knows what we like.”

The driver’s eyes dart to the rearview, and our gazes lock for a split second before the dark window seals me in with my husband's colleagues.

Keaton reaches across my chest, handing a red Solo cup to Gunnar. It reeks like straight rubbing alcohol, and my mouth salivates sickly at the smell. “Open,” Gunnar commands, bringing the white pill to my mouth.

“I don’t want to,” I say, knowing it’s pointless. Anything I say right now is pointless, because these men are here to get what they want. Hank gave me to them to get it, too.

This isn’t the first time I’ve been in a private place with an untrustable man with a plan. The vodka follows the little white tab, scorching my throat the entire way down. Keaton moves to sit on the other side of me, vodka from his cup slushing out onto my satin dress.

I press my fingers to the dark spot, rubbing it, willing it to go away. I haven’t had to do this in a while, but a girl never forgets how to disappear inside her head when she needs to. As Paxton’s lips come to my shoulder, his fingers tugging down the strap of my dress, I find it.

The hideaway in my brain.

I’m at the beach. My feet are in the sand. The warm sand, sand that has been kissed by the sun and licked by the waves all day long. Then the water rushes up, stealing my breath with its sharp coolness as it washes over my hips and thighs. I tip my face up to see the sun, loving the warmth it radiates against my bare skin.

I’m there at the beach, the vast, empty, safe place in my brain.

Keaton’s hand moves between my thighs and that’s when I close my eyes. I don’t need to know where Gunnar is or how he’ll touch me. The touches don’t matter. Breast, cunt, asshole, mouth. I know they’ll touch me wherever they want, and when that white pill kicks in, I’ll be willing and pliant.

I prepare myself for the big taking. That’s what Misty and I started to call it back at Hauler’s Hideaway. When a man overpowers you in all senses, and decides to take whatever he wants because of it. The big take.

Someone pinches my nipple through the satin, and the cheap vodka bubbles up my throat, making the back of my nose burn.

Tires screech, the limo veers, vodka rains through the air as the hands on me move to grab at anything else. But they can’t. Gunnar lurches forward, the sudden stopping of the limo sending him to the floor on his belly. Paxton’s head slams into the window, and a thin line of crimson streams down his forehead. Despite the fact that I was the only one buckled in, Keaton seems to have held on, still sitting right by my side. His eyes are on the partition.

“Stewart! What the fuck!” he shouts.

The door is torn open, exposing us to the dark, cold night waiting outside. I peer out, noticing we’ve run off the highway into a ditch, crickets singing into the night, oblivious to us completely.

A moment later Stewart, the driver, stumbles to the open door, rubbing his head, fear in his eyes. “I’m so sorry Mr. McDaniel. I-I-I,” he stutters, clearly terrified. “I had to swerve, there was a bike in the road.”

Keaton’s nostrils flare. “A bike?”

Stewart smears his palm over his forehead, reaching in for my hand. “A motorcycle rider. Came out of nowhere, cut me off.” He wiggles his hand. “Come on Ms. Charles. We’ll have to climb up to the road and wait for the tow.”

That motorcycle rider is my guardian angel.

The pill warms my veins as I cling to the limo driver’s arm, shivering in my satin dress as we watch Gunnar climb out. Next is Keaton, and finally, Paxton is out, too.

My knees start to feel weak, and my lips feel warm and tingly. The corners of my consciousness begin to blur when out of nowhere, Judah appears. Out of the trees, actually, I think. But thinking now is hard and…

A shot rings out through the night, the shock of it making me drop to my knees, the already dark night around me going utterly black.
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kase

If this isn’t a great example of how blood does not define family, I don’t know what is. Because this man whose temple is currently holding my gun steady, he’s my father. Except he couldn’t feel less like family.

For one, he’s violent.

Okay, I see the irony. While I currently have a gun to his head, I assure you, there’s a very good reason. And I’m not typically violent.

Only when pushed. Or gently shoved.

Anyway, he’s also a lying piece of dogshit. A moralless, corrupt, money hungry fool.

And a murderer.

Well, that last one is speculation, but heavy speculation.

“Where’s Olivia?” I ask him again, getting the same answer I have the last five times I’ve asked: silence.

I nudge the gun deeper into his temple. “Speak now or forever hold your peace,” I warn.

“She ran off,” he breathes, trying to hide his fear. His pulse throbs in his neck, giving him away. He’s terrified. “I told you that a million times!”

The door opens and closes, but I don’t turn to look. I know it’s Bishop.

“Bish,” our dad calls to my brother, his voice soft and coaxing. “Bish, your brother’s all caught up on Olivia again. Tell him. Tell him Olivia ran off.”

My brother, the quiet, reserved musician who does more showing than telling, stays true to his colors. Approaching our dad, he rears back and drives his fist right in his face, sending good old Hank reeling back a few steps.

My dad sputters, spitting blood across the floor, dragging his fist along his mouth. Unphased, Bishop steps toward him, until they’re nose to nose. “She didn’t disappear at her own hand.”

“What do you want?” Dad asks, always the lawyer, ready to cut a deal to stay out of trouble.

“Well,” I start, tucking the gun in my waistband, shrugging off my suit jacket. I begin rolling up my sleeves, one at a time. “I wanted you to not be a piece of shit wife killer.” When my sleeves are up, I pop my knuckles.

“But that ship has sailed, no?” I smile.

He killed his wife. She wasn’t our mother, but the moment we met her, we fell. It was in all of our eyes, the way we immediately fell into overwhelming and easy love with her. But he gave her to them and they used her until she broke, telling him she doesn’t care about their contract. We believe he killed her to protect them.

That can’t go unnoticed anymore.

“Tell me what happened and I won’t kill you,” I offer, feeling generous because right now, I can’t think of a single good reason to let him live. Especially since he sent her away. With them.

Peach.

“They said she got combative. The… the hypnotic wore off and she started getting aggressive.” He swallows thickly. “Then she ran off.”

Imagine being a politician, connected to everyone and their brother, friends with all. And one day one of those friends calls you with some seriously fucked up information. A leaked rumor from a disgruntled employee. The law firm in town asks partner candidates for access to their wives, then they fuck them silly, degrade them and own them for an entire year. At the end, he makes partner. But that’s the cost to have one of the most coveted, highest paying seats in town.

Then imagine your father works at said law firm, and your step mother hasn’t been heard from in way too long for comfort. The step mother that was just four years younger than you, full of life, the one you and your brothers loved wholeheartedly. The one pregnant with one of your children…

And the last time you saw her, she was drunk, detached, and crying.

“Then she ran off, huh?” I repeat. At least he now admits to handing her over to them. That took a year to pull out of him.

He nods. “You’re gonna kill me then see her at the grocery store the next day and feel like a complete goddamn moron,” he chides, shaking his head. “Don’t make a fool of yourselves. You’ve got no proof because you’re wrong. She ran off”

Until we find her body, we can’t hurt him, unfortunately. I roll my lips together, staring him down. He doesn't get smug, though we both know I can’t do anything to him just yet. Instead he says, “let me go. I need to go say my goodbyes.”

“And get home to Peach?” My brother finally speaks. Broad back to the wall, legs crossed at the ankles, arms folded over chest, he looks menacingly across the small office to us.

I prod my father in the chest. “Don’t you dare let them touch Peach.”

He turns indignant, scoffing as he says, “Peach is my wife.” He eyes me, questioning and knowing all in one look. And you know what? This time, he’s right on the money from the assumption he’s drawing.

He was wrong when he thought I took illegal funds for my campaign.

He was wrong when he assumed I’d tank my debate.

He was wrong when he told me I’d make a terrible politician.

But this time, his knowing glance is full of truth; we want his wife.

Again.

“Call it off,” I tell him, knowing that it doesn’t matter anyhow; I got a text from Judah twenty minutes ago. One word: handled. That means he’s at our place with Peach, and who the fuck knows where the partners are.

They’re alive though, because we agreed on that much.

He shakes his head. “This is the last one. I mean,” his head tics again, this time because he realizes he’s just labeled his wife as the last one, meaning the last offering. “I’m making partner in a year.”

Bishop shakes his head, lips turned down, highlighting his disapproval. With his eyes on his shiny shoes he says, “so they’ll assault her and rape her for a year, but because it’s over in a year, it’s fine.”

“You make it sound worse than it is,” dad argues. “She’s getting something out of this. She’s not this innocent fucking angel you’ve made her out to be.” He smooths his hands through his hair, then twists the ring on his pinky. “You should see where she came from.” He laughs, exhaling as his brows lift condescendingly. “She’s trailer trash. And she’s getting something out of this, so quit the white knight crusade. She got in the car with me after a ten minute speech. Left her whole life behind.”

“She thought she was leaving the worst behind, she just didn’t know the man who was making the deal and driving the car,” Bishop says softly, pushing off the wall toward the door. “By the way. We have Peach. And you’re not getting her back.”

A snarl runs through his lips as he steps toward Bishop. Dad’s not The Hulk but he’s not scrawny, either. He could hold his own. The thing is, Bishop turns into a monster when he’s past his breaking point. The calmest, coolest cucumber all the time. But when pushed, he becomes something I’ve never seen. Not even in wild card Judah.

“She has to come back. She signed the contract.” Dad pops his knuckles and moves past Bishop to the door. “She’s legally obligated to sleep under my roof until I’ve made partner.” Dad tips his head to the side. “It’s a sad day for you two when Judah is responsible for your fates.”

He steps out but before he closes the door he adds, “you better hope he didn’t do anything stupid.”

With that, he’s gone, leaving Bishop and I alone in the room.

I lay the gun down on its side along the small table and take a seat. My head falls back on my neck, and my eyes close. I’m fucking exhausted, and we still have to find her and protect Peach, too.

Bishop sits across from me and smirks. “I can’t believe you had a gun to Dad’s head tonight.”

I sit forward and grab the gun, looking at it. “I know, right?” I say, surprised by it myself. But once my brothers and I realized what was going on at Dad’s firm, I became acquainted with guns really quick. “Let’s go to our place and talk to her.”

I look up at my brother and down at the gun again, then turn the safety on.
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I wake up in the middle of… a bean bag?

“What if he’s not lying about Olivia? What if she really did just get sick of his shit and take off? I mean… could he kill someone?” I hear the rough scrape of Judah’s voice, his words making me shiver.

They’re talking about my husband.

Suddenly, the idea of being whisked away by a wealthy man to be arm candy in exchange for lots of money seems stupid. I was right to be worried he was going to harvest my organs, or worse.

Because it is worse.

It seems like Hank is the best lawyer alive, because his sweet smile and passive adoration of me had me agreeing to his plan. The way he didn’t touch me and how I never even caught him looking at my body had me signing my name to a contract I likely did not fully understand.

He bought himself a temporary wife to whore out to the men who control his job. Kneeling at their feet, begging for more, he gave me to them, without even so much as telling me what was going on.

Had I known I’d be essentially bought for corporate degradation and gang bangs, I wouldn’t have come with him. Obviously. But the truth? I probably could have found him someone who would. When I said Whispering Meadows is pretty much a glorified truck stop, I wasn’t kidding. There’d be a handful of lot lizards dying to leave Haulers Hideaway for more. Even if it was essentially assault, involved drugs, and served best against their will–I’d have found someone.

That’s how desperate we are to get out.

I push up to my elbows, realizing my sleek hair style is completely deconstructed, and my usual waves are everywhere, tangled and damp. Reaching back, I sift my fingers through my hair, hunting for where the dampness is coming from. When I bring my hand in front of my face, I see red.

Blood.

I scramble to my feet, knocking into a coffee table with beer bottles scattered over the top. Some fall, clinking into others, taking a few more with it and the commotion is enough to halt their conversation. I stumble toward them as they meet me halfway, coming from what I assume is the kitchen.

Kase is down to just dress pants and his untucked, unbuttoned white dress shirt, his feet even bare. Beneath his dark eyes, concern pools in the form of dark half circles, and his messy dark hair looks like it’s had stressed hands in it all night.

“Peach,” he starts, “how are you feeling?”

“What’s going on?” seems like the right thing to ask at a time like this, so it’s what I go with. I think I have it figured out, but the one thing stumping me is… why do these men care? Why don't they let their father pass me to his partners so he can earn partnership? Why are they advocating for me?

Judah’s man bun is slightly messier than it was earlier this evening, and the chaos added to his appearance makes my belly warm. His shirt is unbuttoned at the throat and a few more open down his chest, revealing more dark ink. “You couldn’t have known, Peaches, but our dad is a real piece of human excrement.”

I shake my head, but not to disagree. “I’m getting that,” I say, clearing the air. “But why—why are you three saving me?”

Bishop steps forward, his hair still nice and neat, his suit jacket the only thing missing. I think he’s the quiet brother, because of all of them, I’ve heard the least from him. He closes the distance between us, and his lean long fingers stroke through my hair repeatedly, his eyes on mine. “You belong to us now, that’s why.”

I want to look away, to find Kase’s eyes and Judah’s, too and try to read their expressions. I belong to them? Kase is a politician. He needs a cardigan-wearing wife on his arm to smile and hold her pearls during his speeches. And Judah, well, Judah looks like a man who’d want a woman of his own to claim, a woman he can feel belongs to him. I can’t see either of them sharing, and when I blink up at Bishop, whose eyes are now hovering on my mouth, I see a man who loves so passionately that sharing would physically cause him pain.

“You don’t seem like men who like to share,” I stammer, wanting nothing more than to belong to Hank’s sons, to be theirs. To live with them in whatever capacity, belonging to them and only them. I can’t help but fantasize about waking up to Bishop’s fingers exploring the keys of his Grand Piano as he plays me a song, one he wrote just for me. And while he does, his bare chest on display in the growing sunlight, Judah’s inked hand resting on my hip as he sleeps with his nose at the back of my neck. In front of me, Kase wakes, his lips coming to mine with his waking breath. It’s a flash, only a second where I see it, but it’s the most perfect vision.

“We do share,” Kase says, yanking four bottles of water from the fridge. “It was never our plan but we fell in love with the same woman once and realized… we enjoy sharing.”

Judah shakes out of his dress shirt, then peels his white t-shirt off over his head, disappearing down the hall. Returning with a damp cloth, I get a good look at his muscled core covered in artful ink. He sits at the dining table, knees spread as he says, “Peach, come over here baby.”

I go to him, sitting on his thigh like he’s Santa. But he wanted me, so I came.

And it’s wild how natural that feels, too.

Kase stands in front of me, slowly curling his fingers around the straps of my dress, tugging them until they’re off. Then Bishop is there, collecting my hair in his hands, the way I’m learning he loves to do. He holds my hair, and Kase drags his knuckles down my cheek as Judah cleans me up.

“It’s not your blood,” he offers after a minute of gentle wiping. “But I’m not gonna make you an accessory after the fact, so we’ll leave it there.”

I nod, both frightened and grateful.

Kase kneels in front of me when Judah is done. “We have to go to his house now but don’t worry. We’ll be there the entire time.” He kisses me in what feels like the most natural kiss in the world. And Judah dips down, pressing his soft lips to mine. Followed by Bishop, whose kiss is surprisingly the roughest.

I touch my lips as they hustle me to their waiting SUV in the garage. They buckle me in, Judah behind the wheel,

And just like that, I belong to my stepsons.
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Kase gets out of the car first, trudging up the lighted path to the front door of my house. Or, my temporary house? Hank’s house, I guess that’s what I’ll call it. Because with the way things went tonight and the immediately sizzling chemistry and sense of belonging I have with the Charles brothers? I don’t think I’m going to be living with Hank ever again.

“You’re going to be living here until he makes partner,” Judah announces gruffly, sluicing through my hopeful thoughts. “But we will too.” He turns around in the driver’s seat, looking at me with his blue gray eyes. God he’s handsome.

Hank has turned out to be a nightmare when I thought he was my savior, but these three men have turned out to be a complete dream.

“The contract you signed states you reside under this roof until he makes partner, or else you forfeit your payout.” From beside me, Bishop moves, and he’d been still the entire drive until now.

“We’re not millionaires, Peach. Money is about the only thing he has that we don’t. So we can’t buy him out of that contract. We can’t pay him off. So we’re not going to fumble the contract for you. We’re going to execute the details, to make sure you get that payout. Because I know a gorgeous, stunning woman like yourself wouldn’t agree to spend potential years with my father if she didn’t really need the money.”

I don’t know if they know, but my belly aches with unspoken truths. They can’t know my full story at this moment, but for now, there’s an important truth they have to hear. “I didn’t know,” I say, holding Bishop's wide blue eyes. I can smell the traces of his cologne when we’re sitting this close, and when his solid thigh connects with mine, my pussy contracts, leaving a rush of wet heat in my panties. I want him so bad. I want them all so bad. “I didn’t know he was going to give me over to them, I didn’t agree to that.” I push my hair off my face, wanting him to see every honest inch of my expression. “I signed his contract for money, agreed to be arm candy, thought I’d go to parties and things for a while until he got the job. Then… I’d take my earnings, we’d divorce—I signed a prenup—and go.”

Judah whips around in the driver’s seat, but not before peering across the cab, out the passenger window up at Hank’s front door. Kase is there, kneeling in front of the doorbell.

“Of course you didn’t know,” he says, brows pinched. “We know he lied to you. He did it to Olivia, too.”

“Who’s Olivia?” I ask, my voice hoarse. Bishop's fingers weave through mine and he brings my hand to his lips. He kisses it.

“Our last step mom.”

Bishop growls in his throat, eyes searing as he says, “the first woman we shared, the only woman we’ve ever loved.”

Before I can question how they came to love their step mother and share her romantically because—what the fuck, Kase grabs Judah’s attention, waving his long, muscled arms over his head from his spot on the porch.

“Let’s go,” Judah announces, sliding out of the driver’s seat. A moment later, my door is yanked open and both Judah and Bishop are helping me to my feet on the smooth asphalt.

We head up the path and inside Hank’s house, the same place that just hours ago felt safe to me. Felt good to me. And now being here makes my heart rate spike.

They lead me into a room of the house that I’d not even been in yet, not in the short month I’d been staying with Hank.

My thoughts spin, collecting my heart, whipping it into a frenzied cadence as I realize I’d been living under the same roof as a monster for the last month.

Stupid Peach. Leaving Whispering Meadows for a man who wanted to whore you out! You fool.

Hank settles onto the couch in front of me, looking slightly less inebriated than the last time I saw him. He’s holding a small washcloth to his lip, crimson staining the fabric. I look at Kase, who’s knuckles are red and raw. Heat runs down my spine, centering in my pussy.

I’ve never been defended or protected before. I don’t care if they aren’t rich, I don’t care if they’re brothers, I don’t care that I barely know them– I want to belong to them, in daylight and truth, the way Hank wanted to pretend I belonged to him.

But the contract. I’m in this contract with Hank until he makes partner.

“Listen,” he says, edging forward on the couch, his gaze moving over each of his sons. “She’s mine until I make partner, and had any of you ever appreciated all that I gave you, you could be her white knights. You could buy her out and whisk her away.” He snorts, peering at the towel he peels away from his lips. “Losing your minds over trailer trash–” Hank starts to laugh but the noise is punched out of him by Judah, blood splattering against the white couch.

I blink at the stark contrast of the thick, dark blood swimming down the soft leather surface, bright white in color.

He spits blood onto the floor, no longer caring about the state of his house. “Hit me all you want. She’s mine until I get what I need.”

“Don’t you wish you could just make partner on your own?” Bishop asks, breaking his silent streak yet again. I enjoy the way he does that–doesn’t speak much for long stretches, but when he finally breaks the silence, he says something pointed or smart. I clench my legs together and Kase sits next to me on the couch, draping his palm over my thigh.

“See, now, if you were as good as you think you are, you’d be a partner, without all of this sex-cult bullshit,” he says, and I notice Hank's eyes on Kase’s hand as he strokes up and down my thigh, putting my panties to the test.

“My retirement’s all tied up in the company. I can’t leave. The only way I get all my money back out is if I make partner and—”

Judah sits next to his father, the mere presence making his words die on the vine. “Shut up. We don’t care. We’re here to stay. Until you're a partner, we’re living in this house with you to make sure you don’t hurt her.”

He rolls his eyes, makes a show of it even. “Ask her,” he challenges, “ask her if I ever laid a single finger on her.”

He never did. He never showed even an ounce of sexual interest in me, and I thought it was because he was a gentleman. I know now that he didn’t touch me because he needed my trust. He needed me to believe so I would go willingly. And he’d banked on me needing the money so bad, that I’d let him pass me off to those men time and time again.

He’s the devil. I’ve just decided.

“I’ll be going into the office with you everyday as well,” Kase adds. “I’ve got that congressional election coming up, but I can spare a few weeks of my time to check out local businesses—-in fact, the most thriving private-owned and traded company in town.”

Judah rises, pulling a gun from the back of his slacks, causing Hank to suck in a sharp breath, fear filling his pupils, making them flood, wide and dark.

“Now we’re going to tie you up, and we’re going to show you how much we like our new step Mommy.”

My ears burn and my cunt pulses. After everything that’s happened tonight, getting railed by these three sounds like the perfect release. And making Hank watch them take what he could have tasted? Sounds heavenly.

He hadn’t touched me, that wasn’t a lie. But men like him are a dime a dozen. He was likely waiting for me to be drugged and assaulted, for me to come home dazed and depressed, scared and vulnerable. That’s when he’d have reassured me that the partners just thought I was so beautiful, and that it’d be okay. And that’s when he’d do it. That’s when he’d hold me a second longer than usual, when his lips would come to my cheek instead of my temple, when his hand would drop between us and touch me in the place only a real husband can touch a wife.

You’ve met one Hank, you’ve met them all. They may go by different names– Hank, Rex, Charlie–but the truth is, they’re one in the same.

Judah zip ties Hank’s wrist but he doesn't fight it. Instead, he tries a different approach. “If they don’t get her soon, they’ll fire me. If I get fired and lose everything, she’ll meet a fate worse than going back to Whispering wherever the fuck.”

“And if they get her all bruised and covered in hickies, they won’t want her. Trust me. Once when Oliv–” he stops himself and lets his head fall forward, hiding his face from us the only way he can since his hands are behind his back.

“You’re their little bitch,” Kase snorts, still stroking my thigh as Judah brings Hank’s ankles together, looping a plastic tie around them, too. “And now you’re gonna watch us fill Peaches full.

I find myself nodding as I peel off the satin dress I was once so excited to wear. Now being naked feels like a gift, a luxury.

Bishop bends to kiss my lips as he undresses, the other men undressing all around me. I take the sliver of privacy to ask a question that’s been digging into me the last few minutes. “Why does he care if we’re together, if he only wanted me for them?”

Bishop tastes my lips again, then holds my eyes. I love how he looks into my eyes when he talks to me. I’ve never felt so deserving of conversation. “Because he believes you are his property, and he’s very territorial over the things he owns.”

Judah’s completely naked, but crouched in front of me now, and so is Kase. “We felt it, Peach. The instant chemistry and connection. Fucking you tonight, for our first time, here in front of him—it’s not all just to punish him. Some of it, yes, but we’re going to enjoy you, Peaches, and to us, you’re not something to own and use.” Each of them takes a turn with my lips, and my pussy weeps onto the soft leather couch, my arousal unstoppably strong. “Our hot little Mommy.”

Judah leans in, sealing his mouth around my hardened nipple as Kase’s hand slips beneath my drenched panties, his middle finger tracing my seam. Bishop circles me like a hungry hawk, finally standing behind me, grabbing my ass while dropping words at the back of my ear. “We’re gonna breed our little mommy, too, aren’t we boys? Fuck her deep and put a Charles in her belly to make sure she’s ours forever.”

Hank’s complaints are drowned out by my heartbeat as they lay me across the couch, each of them stroking their hard, angry cocks over me.

I’m so swollen and wet for them, for their defense of me, their protection, but also… those bodies. Those muscled, chiseled bodies, each of them uniquely different but so hot.

I spread my legs and turn my head, blinking at a red-faced Hank who pants and grunts against his bindings.

“C’mon boys, come fuck Mommy good and deep, the way Daddy never could.”
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I had no idea I was capable of dirty talk, much less kinky dirty talk, but I swear the sequence of events in the last day have made me a little crazy.

Or maybe I’ve always been a woman that needed to be shared by three bulky hot, big-dicked brothers who hate their father and want nothing more than to breed their step mom and make babies with her?

Who knows.

What I do know, though, is that I’m so fucking into it.

Judah’s mouth comes to my nipple, sucking it onto his tongue before pinching it with his teeth. His bun loose, I feed my hand through his messy dark hair, loving how it feels to hold him to my breast as he suckles and worships. Never had that before. Heck, I’ve never really been paid attention to by one man, much less under the sexual microscope of three.

Bishop crouches between my legs, draping my legs over his shoulders. “Cum on my face,” he says, a passive order I intend to follow. I moan as his tongue slips through my folds, and the groan he makes discovering how wet and needy I am has Kase growling next to me.

“He likes what he tastes,” he coos in my ear, his stubble heating my skin as it grazes my shoulder. Then his lips are on my neck, sucking my beating pulse as he marks me.

“You like chaos, mama?” Bishop asks from between my thighs, coming up for air, my arousal glistening on his chin. “You’re so swollen and wet for us, I have to think, all that fighting got you worked up.”

I crane my head up off the couch, looking down at the clean cut brother between my legs. So prim and proper, saving his words for just the right time, then when he’s between my legs with my clit between his teeth, he turns filthy.

I reach out, weight suspended on one elbow as I push his head back down into my pussy. “Yes,” I breathe, dying to feel his skilled lips and tongue on me again. “I like being fought for,” I admit, my voice loud and brave. With them all around me, what do I have to be afraid of? “Now make me cum, Bishop, please.”

He drags his lips up my seam, growling, the vibration of his need making my cunt ache. “Bishop please,” I repeat, his blue eyes stormy and dark as he buries his face in me again.

I fall back, letting the couch absorb me as my legs go woozy, my hand still pushing on Bishop’s head, playing in his soft, short hair.

Judah, his mouth still paying homage to my breast, slips a hand beneath my thigh and finds space for his thumb, hooking into my ass. My spine curls, and the soft strokes of Bishop’s tongue against my clit are intensified by the new pressure down there.

Hank groans, still shimmying on the couch. But the zip ties have him completely immovable. He does, however, choose to keep his eyes open. I know, because every time I glance his way, to make sure he’s still there tied up, his eyes are on us.

He watches the way his sons ravage me, lick me, taste me, suck me… and his eyes are still on me when Bishop makes me cum, Kase and Judah grinding their hard cocks into my hip as they suck and kiss me through release.

“Open up,” Bishop croons as my legs strangle his head, my orgasm rolling through me in heady, powerful waves. I spread my thighs as he clambers to his knees between them, his very hard cock in his hand.

“Don’t worry,” I breathe quietly. “I’m on the pill. And I’m clean. Hank… he got me tested and stuff.”

His eyes, silver in the aftermath of giving me my first orgasm at their hand, pin me to that couch, sweat beading on his forehead. I don’t know why, but the fact that I’m on birth control seems to anger the three of them, and no one acknowledges it aloud. “I’m gonna slide my cock through your lips and tease your clit, get her really needy and greedy. Then I’m gonna let your tight, sweet cunt worship my crown.” he reaches down and pushes two blunt fingers inside me. “You’re gonna milk me for every drop in me,” he cups his very full balls with his other hand, “aren’t you, Mommy?”

He falls to his hands, caging me to the mattress just like his brothers did to me in the hallway. Then he’s pushing inside me, making me moan at the way he stretches me, at the searing burn his girth brings.

His hips pump as he fucks me in slow, deep strokes, nudging all the right places with each labored, sweaty pass. A tattooed hand grips my breast and I turn my head to find Judah positioned on the other side of me now, repeating his worship on my other breast. My breasts are suddenly an erogenous zone, and each swipe of Judah’s tongue over my beaded tip causes my spine to arch, intensifying the pleasure in my pussy.

Kase’s hand cradles my jaw, turning me to face him. He’s on his knees, holding himself, and then his cock is in my mouth, tunneling my throat as his long fingers tangle in my hair. “Can’t wait for your pussy,” he growls, his eyes falling closed as I use my tongue to tease the slit on his head. He strokes in and out of my mouth in purposefully slow, measured strokes, enjoying all of my tricks.

I reach down and fist a very hard Judah at my hip, loving that feral growl he sets loose against my breast in reaction.

Bishop calls out for them to stop, and on that first command, they both still. Judah grips his cock but releases my breast, his lips pink and swollen from worship. Kase wraps his fist around his head, neck full of strain as he clings to the edge, waiting for a command.

Bishop dips down, pressing his lips to mine as his hips roll to a still. Our eyes idle together, close but not so close that we’re out of focus. I see him clearly, his sharp jaw and deep silver-blue eyes. “Tonight you’re gonna do a bad thing with us,” he whispers, “and later, you’ll be really bad, and give your sons a baby.”

I don’t know if the flirty talk is meant to rile us up or drive salt into the wound of a watching Hank, but either way, it sends me over. Him, too, because at that moment, his eyes set on me with serious devotion, my lower half floods with heat in short, pulsing waves. His thighs pressed into the undersides of mine as his cock thrums inside me has to be one of the hottest things I’ve ever felt. Paired with that eye contact and I think I’m in love.

Good dick’ll do that.

“Okay,” he calls loudly, still holding my eyes. Kase releases his grip on his cock as he takes a spot where Bish once was. Then Kase is sliding inside my cum-filled pussy, hammering away with his eyes on mine.

“You feel so good Peaches,” he croons, dropping his thumb to my clit as Bish washes his cock on my tongue. Judah, my good boy, is still obsessing over my breast, drawing slow circles around my hardened areola as his cock weeps against my hip.

Kase looks down at where he slides in and out of me, shaking his head. “So creamy,” he growls, slamming into me now in hard, slow strokes. Deep, too– I press a palm low on my belly, trying to stop the ache tearing through me at his hard cock driving so hard. “Peaches and cream,” he smiles, reaching up to sift a hand through his messy, shaggy hair. His chiseled abs and tight belly hover over me as he stops moving between my legs, preparing to come.

“Fuck,” he hisses. “I wanted more time inside you but Mama, I’m gonna blow. This creamy cunt is too good.”

Judah senses his turn, lifting his head from his place on my chest. “Our peaches and cream,” he repeats, his voice gravelly and hoarse.

What started as revenge and need has transformed into something. Judah is putty along my body, Bishop plunges in and out of my mouth, eyes full of adoration above me, and between my legs, Kase begs me to let him cum, asking me for his pleasure.

They protected me, and I’m taking care of them in the way they need most. “Empty yourself inside me,” I breathe, blinking down at him. He nods fervently, sawing faster again between my legs. “Give Mommy all your cum.”

His head falls back, a loud roar filling the room, causing Hank’s grumbling to cease and his brother’s soft moaning to halt. “Oh fuck,” he hollers, warmth erupting between my legs in intermittent shots. He fills me with cum, so much inside me now that my thighs grow sticky and beneath me, the couch is wet.

But I don’t care. I tug on a strand of Judah’s dark hair, the overhead light making his nose ring shine as he looks up at me. “I know your mouth feels good, but show Mommy what your cock can do.”

And then he’s there between my legs, all his gorgeousness on display as he slides inside of my already wet and warm pussy, groaning as he sinks every inch into me.

Bishop gives my mouth a break, this time lying next to me, twining my long hair around his fingers as he nips at the side of my neck and throat, painting soft kisses all over me.

Kase rubs my clit as my tits jiggle with each hard pump Judah gives me. And as my thoughts go hazy and my body gets warm and tingly, another orgasm building, Judah reaches out and closes his hand around my throat.

“Cum on it now, Mama,” he orders, and I swear to God, with Kase’s fingers tickling me, Bishop’s mouth making me crazy, I bear down on Judah’s fat cock and I cum. I cum on command in roaring waves, my vision going black as I scream praise into the room.

“Yes, yes, thank you, thank you, yes!” I cry as Judah’s hot cum spears through my abdomen. He cums inside me as he rolls his hips forward, taking himself out just in time for the last of his release to streak across my belly.

Then he lowers to my cunt, kissing my clit over Kase’s fingers before lapping up his mess and kissing my lips.

“You’re all fucked up in the head,” Hank calls, and when I turn to look at him, I see the tent in his pants.

“Says the man who marries a woman to sell to men who won’t give them the job he’s too weak to fight for.” I smile. “Or the man that gets hard watching his sons fuck their mommy.”
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judah

…ONE MONTH

I thought being at my dad’s house this much would be depressing. Why? Because he’s depressing. A lawyer who lost his own firm to gambling debt, struggling to fit in with this new toxic firm. And to say a law firm is toxic is like calling the sky blue, because shady lawyers are a dime a dozen. I’d know, I’ve been in trouble with the law enough times to have them pretty well figured out.

But this firm is something else. Requiring anyone who wants to be made partner to give their wife over to them for free use for a year? That’s the criterion in which one becomes partner. Seriously.

When it happened the first time, we didn’t realize. I hate myself, and my brothers do a pretty decent job of hating themselves, too, but none of us realized.

Olivia had become withdrawn, but being married to my father would make anyone bummed. We figured, around year two, she was just growing tired of him and his never ending work days, missed obligations, inflated promises and what we assumed was a dead bedroom.

It’s when we started coming around more.

Spending time at dad’s place so Olivia wasn’t so depressed.

And our attention on our very young step mom seems to pull her out of the depths for a while. And in that time we made her feel better, watching movies together, taking her to the local carnival because she’d never been, walks downtown under the Edison lights, fucking her silly as she cried out in pleasure—we did everything to make her happy.

We accidentally fell in love with her, and when I say it was an accident, I mean it. We did really just mean to cheer her up and fuck with our dad’s head—she told us he rarely fucked her. On their wedding night, she’d said, he went down to the casino for “a hand of blackjack” but didn’t return until six in the morning. He was neglectful from the start.

She always swore she loved him, though, and we couldn’t argue it with her. When we begged to know why a beautiful young thing would marry and stay with someone like our father when she could easily be with us instead, that the three of us would share her, treat her like a queen and love her forever? She’d get teary and only ever say “I have to stay with your dad.”

Of course, we now know she was in one of dad’s contracts. We also realized that he finds women who didn’t make it past high school, banking on the fact that they can’t read contracts. He’s a bully, preying on struggling women, lying to them and using them all to further his career, a career he single handedly fucked up with gluttony and selfishness.

The last time we were with Olivia she was extra anxious and tearful, and my brothers and I took our turns with her, slow and cautious, each of us. We made love to her, we didn’t fuck her, and after, she cried.

We never saw her again.

Dad swore she ran off, and when Kase, the man who is connected to everyone, got wind of some juicy sex-cult drama at the local law firm, all the strange and free floating pieces seemed to come together.

Whether she ran away, leaving us behind simply because she had to, or he killed her, the fact is, she’s gone. And it’s been two years. And while our hearts have mended, the chip on our shoulders for our father has only grown into a mountainous murderous pile of disdain.

Kase has never stopped using his connections to try and find Olivia, not even for one single day. And he’s sworn up and down that if her body turns up, he’ll kill our father for what he did to her, even if our father wasn’t the one to take her life. Through proxy, he was her downfall and I don’t even think he’d argue that.

I pull open the fridge door, surveying the contents. I really did think I’d be miserable, I thought I’d be reminded of Olivia, and that the reminder would throw terror into my veins at the thought of losing Peach, too.

Except we’ve been too busy to be miserable.

Kase goes to work with dad under the guise of good press opportunities and community work for his campaign. In short, he’s there to make sure our father doesn’t try to rat us out to the partners to buy more time.

While he’s gone, we go about our days. I work at my shop, and when Peach is with me, I give her a mask, suit and gloves and let her sit nearby as I weld and work. She asks questions, picks up tools in my shop and questions their use, answers the phone when it rings, and strokes her fingers through my sweaty hair after a long time, asking me if I need a massage.

She goes to work with Bishop sometimes, too, and he’s told me how good she looks on a piano bench, the way her long lashes flutter when he plays her Life and Death by his favorite composer, how she sways gently to whatever he plays, her eyes never leaving his hands.

When Kase brings dear old daddy home, we confiscate all of his devices and force him to sleep on the couch where we can see him—-also, where he can watch us fuck his wife. And that’s what we do and have done every fucking day for the last month.

Make sweet Peaches and cream.

I’m insane for this beautiful blonde who lets her ruthless husband’s sons capture her heart. Who gives us her time versus fleeing to the police and turning us all in for being a little off. But she doesn’t judge us. She holds us, she takes every drop, kiss and moan we have for her, and she makes us happy, despite the fact my father has her legally bound.

I just… I want her so much, and my brothers do, too. We decided one night in the kitchen, while dad slept chained to the foot of the couch, Peach asleep in the downstairs guest bedroom, we had to keep her.

The last woman we loved together, we let her down. But this time, with Peach, it would be different. We’d keep her, and keep her safe.

I replaced her birth control pills with sugar pills. I had to have Kase call in a favor to do it, getting a pharmacist in town to reseal the package. She never asked us to wear condoms, but if she had, we’d agree to drive a pin through the package.

She needs us and we need her. And there’s too much going on right now to put these big ideas on the line, so we made the choice for her.

Knowing that she’s taking sugar pills the last four weeks has made the sex absolutely incredible. The look in Kase’s eyes when he unloads into her, me and Bish holding her ankles at her ears—it’s pure happiness. He deserves that. And so do we.

Somewhere between the three of us fucking her cunt at once and us taking turns doing her doggy style, I realized, for me, she was more than vengeance and revenge, more than a soul to protect and defend.

She took care of us so well, and did such a good job, I fell in love. I saw the look of adoration and worship in my brothers’ eyes, too.

That’s why we’re now eager as fuck to get her out of my father’s grips. To get this stupid partnership for him so she’s home free with the money he promised. She can spend that money however she pleases, but when she’s free of him, she’s ours.
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“He’s not completely full of shit this time,” Kase says, unknotting his tie as he brings the beer to his lips. “They tried to, you know, cloak it all,” he rolls his eyes, taking another long pull of the booze. “Obviously I knew what they were referring to.”

“So that’s perfect. They want to get their greedy, grubby hands on her and we have a plan,” Judah says, slowing down a bit on those last three words as he lifts his eyebrows, casting a private, knowing glance to his brothers.

These days, when he isn’t at work, Hank spends most of his time chained to the couch. The guys say we can’t trust him, and I’d have to agree with them.

It feels weird not working. The last two months have been nice. I’ve been on my feet in some form or another since I was thirteen years old, and now to score some time not working? It’s a dream.

This whole thing is.

“Did you get the extra guns?”

A weird dream, but still, a dream.

Judah laughs, bending over to produce a duffel bag he scoops from the floor. On the couch from the other room, Hank shouts, “you can’t just kill them! They have my money!”

Peering around the corner, Judah’s voice is muffled when he says, “who says we’re killing them?” but when he returns to us, he silently shakes his head. I let out a relieved breath. What he’s done is horrendous, ugly, and terrible. But I don’t want to be… what did they say? An accessory after the fact.

Definitely don’t want that. Something tells me prison is worse than Whispering Meadows.

“Everything is ready. We just need him to call them over,” Kase says, sliding a beer across the counter to Judah, who catches it with ease. Maybe because his hand is massive. From the corner of the kitchen, back to the wall, legs crossed– his official stance, I swear—Bishop speaks, soft but strong. His voice always makes my skin hot.

“What about a little pre-fun fun?” he asks, a slow grin spreading across his face. Before I know it, he’s across the room with his hand on my throat. Turns out, the Charles men are handsy, all three of them. But in the best way.

He grips my throat, pausing my hammering pulse, only contributing to the warm buzz between my legs. Pushing me up against the wall, right there in the kitchen, he yanks up my dress. The urgency in his every jerked movement has my insides throbbing, my pussy clenching with need. He keeps a hand on my throat, the other one he uses to shove down his slacks, stopping when they're barely banded below his hips. His hard cock is out, and pressing against my bare mound. He’s hot and veiny, and harder than ever. I nod as my world goes woozy, and he lets off my throat, smoothing his palm down the side of my face in praise.

“Good job, good job knowing your limit.” His voice is rough, garbled, his broad chest heaving as he slides a hand under my knee, shoving my leg in the air. I catch his shoulder with my hand, using him to help stabilize the foot I’m balancing on. He grunts and I shriek as he impales me in one rough stroke. He stretches and fills me in the best ways, leaving me hurting a little, but feeling dizzyingly good.

Inside me, he holds himself deep, my walls seizing all around him at the most searing, perfect intrusion. His palm grips my throat, his thumb putting pressure on the spot that makes my vision go dark. “There you go Mama, get drunk off my cock,” he crows, my skin burning, needy bumps spreading over me. He’s so right with those words—I am getting drunk. My head grows woozy and my pussy tingly and everything turns dark and stormy just as his hand releases my throat.

I gasp for air as his hips begin roving in cataclysmic waves, fucking me harder and harder on each stroke. I moan, I writhe, and as I’m on the cusp of coming, he pulls out and steps back, holding his girthy pink erection in his palm.

Judah is there, and then I’m against the wall again, breath trapped in my throat as his tongue slides across mine. I swear to God if he let go of my throat—his hand wrapped around me just like his brothers—I’d stick to the wall, that's how deep he is inside me. He, unlike his brother, doesn’t hold back. He thumbs my clit, making my body sing a song of its own composed solely of broken moans and heated breaths. Strain floods his dark features, ink coming to life along his skin as his muscles grow fat and flex. Heat runs through me, and my eyes flutter closed to focus in on the throbbing. His cock throbs inside my channel, fattening and releasing, filling me full of a huge load of cum.

That turns me on, knowing how full he fills me, how good he gives it to me. Judah presses his lips to mine, but his cum drips down my thigh as he leaves me, handing me over to Kase. He’s a politician through and through, always dropping words of degradation and sin all over my bare body as he fucks me.

Tonight is no different, and he too grabs my throat, my head going a little woozy right away. I nod, my hair crunching against the wall as he presses into me. His cock is thick and hard against my belly, leaving pearly arousal hot on my skin. Then he’s inside me, and the thumb once on my throat comes to my bottom lip as he peels my mouth apart.

And spits.

I lick my lips in his face, and my heart races as I wait for my reward.

“Sweet little mama made just for fucking,” he whispers against my lips. “A whore for her sons,” he growls, his words skidding against my skin, making me ache, while my pussy clenches in response. I want to hate the way he talks to me, but I love it too much. “Take my cock,” he growls as he feeds himself into my cunt, glistening inch by glistening inch. “And let me pour myself inside you. Let me put a baby deep in your womb, because you’re a dirty little mommy, aren’t you? And you want your step son to make you a mommy.” He fucks me faster, and I dig my heel into his lower back, biting my bottom lip. He’s so deep, and it feels so good I’m seeing stars.

Or wait. His hand lets off my throat and the stars slip away, my dark vision returning. He licks my earlobe as he strokes into me again. “Bad mommy making your step son want you this way.”

That’s it. I combust. My cunt spasms around him, my body snaps in half and I jerk forward off the wall, forehead crashing into his chest. “Stay here,” he says, pushing my body back to the wall by my throat. “And take my cum until I say I’m done,” he growls, his tone rich with warning. My skin burns in the best way.

His hips rove a few more times as he suckles my neck and tells me what a slutty mommy I am, and then he’s grinding into me in shallow, quick pumps. My insides heat again, and I feel his pulses running through me, filling me. If I wasn’t on birth control, with the way these Charles men cum, I’d be pregnant in no time.

I guess that’s one thing Hank did right. Got me on birth control.

I get one sweet kiss from Kase, running my hand through his silky, messy hair and then Bishop is back, hungrier than ever.

He slides his dick into me right away, drowning me in filthy words. “I loved watching you take care of my brothers,” he groans, his words sweet but also dripping filth. “I love finding them inside you, knowing you took care of them.” He picks up his pace, holding my leg behind my knee the way his brothers did.

They hold me the same way, but their touches are all so unique.

And Bishop is filthy or rough, and tonight, he’s filthy. “All that warm Charles cum inside your pussy.” He fucks me hard, harder, so hard I hit my head against the wall. But he doesn’t stop. “This is our pussy. This little mama is ours to fuck, ours to breed, ours to belong to. And no one else's.”

His eyes hold mine as he cums inside of me, his warmth heating me up from the inside. I feel so full and sated, and when he slips out of me and steals a brusque kiss from my lips, I place my hand to my pussy, eager to keep them inside of me.

A moment ago we were planning a criminal night and now I’m twitching and hazy and hardly able to think.

They clean me up and sit me down, taking care of everything while I try to snap out of an orgasmic haze. But all those beautiful, smart men fucking me? I’ll spend my life taking care of them in any way they need if it means living this way-–so protected and needed.

“Sweetheart, we’re moving forward with our plan. Just sit here and we’ll handle it all, okay?” Kase, ever the politician with a plan, whispers orders in my ear and kisses my cheek.

I think of how they took turns with me. How Bish says he likes being inside me after his brothers have already finished. My cheeks flush at the thought, and I fan myself with my blouse, clenching my thighs to ease the growing ache and the two minute old memory. Goddamn, I want them.

But right now, I’m there for them. I’m part of their plan, and I’ll be the little mommy they need right now—the one that goes with Hank’s plan to offer me to the partners.

I have faith in my boys to not let that happen.

Phone calls are made, Hank is prepped with a threat made by his sons, a gun to his temple in case there was any doubt in their conviction. Then ten minutes later Judah is kissing my ear, having me take a sip of water before they disappear down the hall and Hank is letting them in.

The men who were in the middle of assaulting and drugging me in the limo that night.

It was a month ago but I remember it like it was yesterday.

“Hello,” Keaton greets, giving me the creepiest smile. “I’m glad to learn that you weren’t hurt too bad in that accident.” He steps forward a few paces, lowering his voice as he nears me. “Or, can’t you remember?”

I shake my head. “I can’t remember,” I say, because that seems like a neutral answer, even though it’s a lie. I know I’m buying time, clearly.

Gunnar and Paxton come in next and a moment later they’re sitting in front of me, side by side on our long couch. Hank sits on the armrest of the chair I’m in, splitting a stupid smile between us. He digs a bag from his pocket, a clear one he holds between us, full of white tabs. “Shall we?” he teases, wiggling the bag.

Then it all happens really fast. One of them is reaching for the bag but I have no clue who because Judah’s big body covers my line of sight, and next to him is Bish then Kase, all equally big.

There’s a scuffle and some cursing, but it doesn’t take too much effort for my boys to put the partners in zip ties. Gunnar’s in actual cuffs, and I wonder where Kase got those.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Judah says, his fingers working the cufflinks on his wrist, moving the other once he conquers the first. He collects them in his palm then lowers them to the table. “We’re fucking our sweet Peach, right here, right now.”

“You’re gonna watch us take what you could never have. Take and suckle and binge on and fucking cum inside,” Kase grounds out, his broad shoulders swelling with each angered word.

“Then you’re going to sign the paperwork to make Hank partner. Good old Theodore Henry Charles will become partner tonight. No questions asked,” Bish says, his voice unwavering, sending bumps across my skin. God I can’t wait to feel that strong man pulsing inside me again. I lick my lips as he turns his gaze on me. “Then she’s free and she’s ours, in finality.”

My pussy flutters, but something in my chest does, too.

Judah stands behind me, sliding his blunt fingertips up and down my throbbing cunt as the other two get signatures. The paperwork is done in less than a minute, and as soon as we torture them, we’re free. I’m free. And I get my money.

I can go, with my money. I actually did it. Or, will have done it.

But I don’t want to leave. I want to stay here with my boys.

Judah is rewarded by keeping me happy during the paperwork, so he fucks me first, and I’m still all warm and oozy from taking them earlier. I’m no longer sore—the first two weeks were hell, but I had a lot of tongue soothing my aches. “Ahh, Mama, take this cock, take this cock and suck down my cum like I know your greedy pussy does,” he growls, slamming his hips into me from the edge of the couch. I look over at the men who would’ve raped me had they had the chance, and now they’re watching a real man fuck me while they’re helpless—I smile at them.

“Ooh, you bad mommy,” Judah growls, his long hair down and messy, partially hiding his face. I raise a hand up and push some away, leaning off the couch to bring our lips together.

He fucks me hard but cums fast, just the way I like it when they do me back to back a few times. My pussy loves them, don’t get me wrong, but a few hours of all these big cocks gets hard to take. My insides hurt.

And I’ve had a sore stomach lately anyway, so I’m trying to avoid it tonight.

When he’s done pulsing inside me, I take Kase next, and he cums fast too, stroking in and out of me only a few times before a hot eruption. I thrust my hips toward him, taking his load deep as he tells me how his dirty mommy is going to one day get round with his baby. It makes me cum so hard my spine shakes and my toes go numb. It’s filthy and wrong and I’ve never loved anything more.

I’m wobbly against the couch, no longer aware of the partners watching and only moderately aware that Judah is holding a gun to their heads, chest still heaving from orgasm. Bish fucks me now, leveling out my consciousness in slow, careful strokes, bringing his lips to mine the whole time. I breathe with him as his hips roll into me, my legs spreading wider for him.

He cums deep inside me, rippling waves of cum soaking my insides, making my cunt tighten all around him, physically aching to keep him and his seed inside me.

I’m hazy on the couch as Kase starts kissing my neck, one of my other boys cleaning between my legs, using their tongue and a towel. Another voice booms, warning the men of all the dirt we have on them, all the reasons for them to carry on, business as usual—without the sex cult shit. They promise to check in and follow up, and put the barrel of the gun in a lot of places that makes the partners really scared. Like, wobbly voices with lots of promises.

My sex haze is still thick, and after a few minutes, they’re gone, and we’re free.

Hank is angry, shouting, making accusations, but Judah is lifting me off the couch as my mind returns to me. I swear, I’ve been light headed lately, and after sex, it’s been even harder to snap to.

“We’re going to find out about Olivia,” Kase warns as he leads us out of the front door, Bish taking a moment to square off with his father. They stand chest to chest before Bish backs off. And before long it’s just me, Hank and Kase.

“What you were going to do to me,” I whisper, shaking my head in disbelief.

He blinks but says nothing, and I don’t know or care if I’ve affected him or not.

Because we’ve won.

He writes me the check, and Judah leaves to make sure it’s good. Once it’s in my account and we get the call that it’s all good, Hank is officially free.

“I have a gambling addiction,” Hank says to me, right as I’m on the threshold of his doorstep. “Among other things,” he adds softly. “I have a lot of personal things going on and–” he shakes his, because there is no excuse.

I leave him there, wordless and wondering. And I get in the car with Judah, who has returned and is idling out front. Kase and Bish get in, and we go to their house.

Or should I say, our house now.
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bishop

…ONE MONTH

Having Peach in the house is everything I knew it would be. I love smelling her on the sheets, finding her hairs on my clothes (or wrapped around my balls), and hearing her soft moans morning, noon and night—when I’m not working, of course.

We’ve settled into a routine at the house.

When we’re all home, we fuck our little mama senseless. She gets so wet, I mean, her pussy gets so creamy—God I’m hard just thinking about it. Then when my brothers and I give her the full treatment, she’s literally oozing cream. Our sweet Peaches and cream.

This morning, I woke up with a twinge of something in my gut. An instinct that something is different, or off. I don’t know what. So I prop myself up on one elbow, since it was just my night with Peach, it’s now my morning with Peach. I blink down at her, sunlight illuminating half of her face. She’s golden and glittering, utterly beautiful. My cock rises from my thigh beneath the sheet, aching for her. Her sweet, warm center that clenches me so tight.

I reach over and palm her soft breast, giving her a five fingered squeeze. I do it a few more times as a soft moan worms free from her tired body. Her breast feels different, so I tug down her tank top and slip her bare nipple into my mouth. She wakes on a groan, sliding her fingers through my hair, gentle and easy.

God I love this woman. She just lets me ravage her awake. She reaches down and strokes my cock, a deep groan rumbling free from me.

“Peaches,” I whisper against her hardened nub, one hand holding her tit to my mouth, the other sneaking beneath my waistband. I pull my cock out, allowing my hot length to slip into her bare palm, removing the pesky boxer barrier.

“Hmmm,” she coos, sleep and arousal making her voice groggy and distant. Still, half awake or not, she pumps my cock, because filthy little mommy never lets her son go without relief.

I position myself between her legs, staring down at the wetness marking her breast, traces of my mouth left behind. Pushing her legs apart, I slip her panties aside and drive into her, a moan leaving her lips as I do.

While fucking her slowly, I watch her breasts bounce with each stroke. Plump and full, they jiggle and bounce each time my hips veer forward, her nipples staying puckered and plump for me.

She blinks up at me, beautiful but exhausted, since I kept her up most of the night. “Good morning to you, too, Bish,” she whispers, her plump lips coaxing me down for a kiss. Draping her legs over my shoulders, I hold her legs as I slam into her, loving the way her gaze lingers on my fingers.

She loves watching me play piano, and because of it, she’s got a thing for my hands. Watching them roam over the beautiful terrain of her body, skitter against the ivory as I fill her heart with music, press into a solid cut of steak as I trim and season, hold her throat as I fuck her face—no matter what my hands are doing, Peach loves them.

I look down at her bare cunt, where my abusive, thick, angry cock pushes in and out of, and I can’t help but let a feral growl free at the sight. “I’m so glad my dad married you,” I grunt, feeling my orgasm press against my spine, reminding me there’s not much time. “And now you’re ours, the way it should be,” I dig my fingers into her legs as I slam my cock inside of her, stopping as her warm walls seize around me. She blinks up at me through thick lashes, cheeks flush, full breasts on display. If I didn’t want to breed my sweet little mama so bad, I’d pull out and let my cum streak her tits. I’d jerk over her while my seed marks her skin, and she’d cum just watching my fingers wrap my cock.

Instead, I pulse inside of her, every hot rope going exactly where it belongs—deep inside our sweet Peach.

After she’s full and sated, I press a kiss to her forehead and stuff a towel between her legs, urging her to find more sleep. Then I slip into my sweats and pad down the hall to Judah’s room.

We’ve lived together for a few years now, it started when we started sharing. Made things easier. We share but at night, we rotate, each getting our one-on-one time with Peach, making sure our individual connections are strong.

And while I know I’m the early riser and Judah and Kase are likely still asleep, I barge into Judah’s room anyway, my cock still sticky and twitching in my sweats.

“Come to Kase’s room,” I tell him as he sits up in bed, inked fist rolling over his eyes as he tries to wake up. “Now.”

Quietly, I move down the hall to Kase’s room, leaving the door open behind me. I sit on the edge of his bed, gripping his ankle over the covers. A moment later, a tired but awake Judah appears, closing the door behind him. Then my brothers are yawning, staring at me, wondering why they’re awake at five after five on a morning we’re all supposed to sleep in.

“I think she’s pregnant,” I start, without preamble or easing in. The three of us have been tampering with her pills for an entire month, and once when we were out and about and wanted to fuck our mommy, she asked us to wear condoms, so we wouldn’t mess up the car.

I pulled condoms from my wallet, and used a safety pin to drive several imperceptible holes through each of the rubbers. We knew she’d want the baby, but we didn’t want to overwhelm her with the idea, so we ran with it, destroying protection in any way possible.

And now, I’m almost positive we’ve bred her, that one of us put a baby in her womb. Because her breasts are fuller, she’s more tired and sensitive, and her cunt whimpers from the slightest touch. The signs are all there.

“Perfect timing,” yawns Kase, stroking a hand through his floppy brown hair. “She’s been talking about getting a job, feeling like she needs to contribute.”

I shake my head. “She stays home. That’s that.”

Judah pulls his hair into a messy bun, then cracks his knuckles. “Hank didn’t give choices, he gave orders. We have to give her a choice, or we’re like him.”

“Let’s get her to take a test, then we can talk about work,” I say, disappearing into Kase’s en suite bathroom. Beneath his sink I dig around until I spot the rectangular box, blue and silver on the front. I pull out the wrapped pregnancy test and return to the room, where Judah now sits on the edge of the mattress, big legs spread. Kase pulls on a hoodie and gets to his feet. “Let’s go.”

We return to my room, finding Peach sound asleep. Judas leans down, kissing her lips and chin, then titling her sleeping head to gain access to her throat. He kisses and kisses, all the while, Kase pulls the covers back, running his vast palms up and down her thighs.

“Peach,” I call to her, trying to gently rouse her awake. “Peach, Mama, we need to talk to you.”

Her eyes flutter open, and then Kase has her in his arms as we stomp through my room to the bathroom. He stands her up, her slender hands perched atop his shoulders as Judah squats. Kase lowers her to the toilet and I unwrap the stick test, and toss the wrapper in the can.

I reach between her legs, my cock thickening at the sight of her pussy, ripe and swollen, right in front of me. With the stick where it needs to be, my brothers crouched next to me, I urge her to give us what we need.

An answer.

“We did something bad, Mama, but we hope you’ll forgive us.”

She looks down, spotting the end of the stick pinched between my thumb and forefinger before her head veers up, confusion in her eyes.

Judah wraps her long, blonde hair around his hand, staring at the knotted silk. “You’re ours now. Peaches, but I think you already knew that.”

She nods, her bottom lip beginning to tremble a little as a few drops hit the porcelain. A warm splash hits my thumb and I look down to see her giving the test what it needs.

“We couldn’t wait. We needed to put our baby inside you, we needed our new life growing together, to bring us all together, to officially and forever make you ours,” Kase says before pressing his mouth to hers. She sifts her hand through his hair, not just accepting his kiss but moaning into his mouth. I pull the stick from between her legs and place it on a tissue on the counter.

With extra tissue, I reach between her legs again as she kisses my brother and I wipe her gently. Judah takes her mouth next, but not before holding their foreheads together, dropping apologies and promises all over her.

“We had to Mama, we’re sorry but we had to. We needed you to be ours, we needed to make you stay.”

I wash my hands before having my turn with her, but when our mouths come together, I feel her answers in the way she kisses me. Passionate, deep, and raw, she kisses me like her life depends on it.

And when she pulls back, her eyes are hazy and wet. “I’m pregnant?” she asks, a smile curling her lips. Those same lips that wrap perfectly around my cock—and my brothers’ cocks—look so beautiful in a truly happy smile.

I look at the test, and am met with two pink lines. I smile. “We knocked you up, Mama.”

And then, to celebrate, we take sweet Peach to Kase’s bed and take turns eating her pussy, rewarding her for taking our seed so well, making her cum for giving us a baby so soon.

Such a good dirty mama.

Our dirty mama.
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…SIX MONTHS

I knew something was wrong when Kase came home from the office today. He hardly spoke to us, and that’s more of a Bish trait than a Kase one. But when I nosed around, wanting to make sure my big, powerful boy was okay, he made it really easy and came clean.

In the living room, with my feet in Judah’s lap, my ass in Bish’s lap, his hands stroking my round belly, we stare at Kase, pacing so much that the floor in front of the fireplace will surely wear out at this rate.

But they don’t speak to him, they just hold me, rub me, touch me with their big perfect hands—and they give their brother time. So I give him time too, keeping my focus on him while I wait quietly.

Finally, his raspy, husky voice slices the curious silence.

“My people,” he says, and that could mean a variety of things since Kase is a politician. But as soon as he continues, I know he means the people he’s been paying for years, the private eyes and all that. “They found her.” His voice wobbles and he clears his throat, staring into the dancing red flames a moment before facing his brothers. “They found her bones.”

He doesn’t need to say her name. The way the energy in the room shifts, how Judah squeezes my feet and ankles more tightly, Bish’s hands coming to my pregnant belly, holding me without release—I know who he’s talking about.

Their first step mom. Their first love. Olivia.

“What—Is there any indication…” Bish starts, but his words trail off, despite the fact we all know his meaning. His lips come to my ear, a strong chin on my shoulder as he whispers, “this is why we’re so protective of you, Mama.”

Kase slices a hand through the air, veins pounding in his temples. “No! He doesn’t get to kill the woman we love after he dragged her into this situation. He doesn't get away with this.”

Kase is so angry that I tremble in Bish’s arms, and Judah slides closer, adding a wide palm to my belly. I love when they rub my pregnant belly. Though my body doesn’t realize the harrowing situation, and as Bish and Judah rub on me, my pussy swells and heats, feeding my panties a rush of arousal.

“Don’t worry, baby, you’re safe. It’s all over, remember? He can’t hurt you. You’re ours now,” Judah's words flank me, causing my senses to soften. He’s right. Hank is out of the picture.

But Kase’s sharp gaze tells another story. “I need to know you’re okay with me taking action,” he says, looking between his brothers with a serious gaze, one I’ve never seen before.

Something tells me, while the words are never said aloud, that there’s some finality in Kase’s plan for Hank. And my belly swoops with relief at that idea, because even though I’m out of his hold, a man like that existing is just wrong.

The three exchange nods of their head, and I know then that a deal is made. A deal for my safety, for their revenge, to punish Hank for everything he’s done. And though I know I don’t want to know, nor do I need to know, I can’t help but ask– “what about the partners?”

“Bad men,” Kase says slowly. “They’re bad men, but they’re not my blood, and not my problem. And I have every bit of proof I need to show that Hank was the one—” he trails off and clears his throat before leveling his gaze on me. “Our father hurt her. If I had to guess, she said she’d tell. She’d run away and report them all, and use his own sons against him to turn him in.”

I shake my head, in utter disbelief I once foolishly trusted Hank.

“It was a crime of passion, and we can leave it there,” Kase adds. “But now that we know for sure, it must be taken care of. He must be taken care of.”

“It’s a bad thing we have to do now, Mama,” Judah croons into my ear before sliding to his knees in front of me. He pushes the soft blouse up off my belly, and pressed his beautiful lips to my body. “We keep you safe at all costs,” he whispers, kissing me, talking to both me and the baby.

“And before we take care of Hank,” Bish says, his lean fingers kneading my shoulders, his lips coming to place soft kisses along the back of my neck. “We take care of you.”

“Kase,” Bish calls, “come let Mommy make you feel good.” From behind, he lifts my shirt all the way exposing my full, bare breasts which sit atop my round belly.

Twins. I’m extra big because I’m giving my boys twins.

And because of those two babies growing inside me, not only is my belly big, but my breasts aren’t far behind.

Kase’s anguish melts away as he drops to his knees between my spread thighs, ducking to find my cunt. No panties, he lifts my skirt and feasts on me while Judah and Bish rub my tummy and suck on my tender breasts.

Kase moans and groans as his tongue moves up and down my pussy, and as much as I want to come, all he’s doing is driving me more wild.

“Warm me up,” I mutter, wanting to feel their love sizzling on my skin. I know now that they never made me their canvas in our early days because they were busy trying to put a baby inside me, but since I’ve been pregnant? I’ve loved being their art project, and the way their pleasure warms my flesh makes me so horny.

Bish slides me off his lap and before I know it, my big strong boys stand before me, pumping their hard cocks, three pink crowns pointed at my breasts and our baby belly.

I push my tits together, and tip my head back, ready for them.

At once, the most beautiful symphony hits me—Bish groaning, Judah cursing, and Kase exhaling all the weight of the world and ribbons of pearly heat streak over me. There’s so much I can’t count, but I run my palms through their orgasm as they continue to paint me, grunting and groaning deliciously as they do.

When they’ve emptied themselves over me, and I’ve rubbed them into my skin, I tap my lips, wanting a kiss from each one of them.

This life of ours is wild and chaotic, but so dirty and beautiful, too. And as they take care to wipe me up, each taking turns to suckle at my newly engorged breasts, I remind them that no matter what, Mommy will always be here to make them feel good, and that everything will be okay.
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They sleep in their bassinets, and Judah rocks one with his foot while Kase rocks one with his. We sit together on the couch, admiring our sleeping babies as Bish sits behind his new piano, playing us a delicate tune, ushering us into the evening.

This piano is special and not just because it’s new.

I glance over at Kase, his eyes on his brother’s back as he watches delightedly. I love how these boys are so supportive of each other. He catches me watching him and reaches out, dropping his hand to my thigh, giving it a squeeze before his focus goes back to Bish.

I look down at my thigh, where Kase’s hand rests, and smile at what I see. On his pinky is a big, gold ring. The same ring that once made me sick at the sight of it, now brings me pleasure and pride. What they did for me—for us—I’m reminded every time I see that ring on his finger.

I turn to face Judah, and find his dark eyes already on me. He winks, and I feel it in my panties, tingling through my breasts, making my nipples ache.

The babies are asleep for the night, and after Bish is done, it’s our time.

Judah also drops a hand on my thigh, and my hand finds the top of his. I let my thumb stroke over the new scar he wears, across his palm and wrist. The lumpy, marred skin is a mark of dedication, to me and to us. And my pussy gets wetter each time my thumb touches that mark.

Finally, Bish is done and he rises, smiling as he turns to face us. The babies are still asleep, and I watch his lean fingers bring the hood over the piano, covering the keys from my sight.

Judah and Kase take the babies to the nursery as Bish leads me down the hall to his room. It’s his night again, but we’re all going to his bed for a while. Now that we have the babies, we share beds more than we ever thought we would. And it’s been so nice.

“His bones make beautiful piano keys,” Bish whispers against my throat as his fingers trail up my thigh, coming to rest against my slick, swollen lips.

Since they killed him, reminding me that he’s forever gone has been foreplay. He fingers my clit a little before sliding down the bed. Positioning himself between my legs, pressing his lips to my clit, he begins eating my pussy gently, the way I love from Bish.

Judah and Kase quietly enter the room, stripping down to nothing before taking a place on either side of me. Between the twins and my boys, my breasts are always so heavy and full with sustenance, I get uncomfortable if I’m not drained often. And tonight, after feeding the boys and listening to Bish’s most beautiful music, I’m in need of a draining.

I spread my legs further as Bish curls two fingers inside me, his tongue teasing my achy clit in swift, soft strokes.

Judah pinches my breast, and we watch a drop of white travel my flesh, disappearing as it curves my breast. He brings his mouth to my nipple, and the sound of his quick swallows as I let down has my thighs trembling. On the other side, Kase seals his lips to my breast and starts the arduous flow of my milk, suckling hard and fast as my body evens out. A minute later, my fingers are in their hair, nothing but the sound of Bish’s tongue in my cunt and my other two boys drinking my milk in the air. Deep swallows, wet licks—it’s the most beautiful music to my ears, second of course to Bish’s.

Once he’s eaten me to orgasm, he slides inside me, immediately emptying himself inside as he watches his brothers feast on my body. After he cums, he licks his lips, and I know the look in his eyes. He’s sated from my pussy but he wants the breast.

Judah is going through a phase where he cums in his hand while eating me out, after one or both of his brothers has already had me, so he gets what he needs, positioning himself between my open legs.

Bish moans against my breast, streams of milk trickling down his chin as he feasts on what my body has made. And when Judah is groaning and pumping, coating his knuckles and the bed in white ropes of relief, Kase grins against my breast. He flicks my nipple with his tongue, sending a stray drop of milk splattering against my chin. I wipe it off and smile at him, loving the feel of his excitement pressed to my thigh.

When Judah has cleaned up, the babies stir from down the hall. He lets his brother have his turn between my legs while he takes care of the babies, and I sift my fingers through Kase’s hair above me as he slides his hard cock into my wet, waiting hole.

“Give me more, Mama,” he growls from above, hammering me in unrelenting strokes. Bish bites my nipple in an effort to keep my breast in his mouth as Kase pounds me. The pinch in my nipple, the burn between my legs, the warmth Bish left inside me—I give myself over to the all consuming pleasure and cum on his cock.

He drives into me harder as my channel squeezes him, physically begging him for more semen. Above me, a smile curls his beautiful lips as I cum in chaotic, wild waves.

“Give your boys more babies, Mama,” he croons, his filthy words leaving bumps on my skin. “Come on,” he growls, “take this cum and get round for us, let us breed you, baby.”

My legs, already wide open, seem to open further for him, my hips burning as he buries himself to the hilt. Bish groans against my breast, his throat still working in long, delicious swallows, milk streaming down my neglected breast freely.

Kase stills, hissing and groaning as his fat cock pumps me full of cum, hopefully putting another beautiful baby inside me.

When he’s done, softening and twitching inside me, he slowly pulls out, pressing the towel between my legs. Using the wide pad of his tongue, he cleans up my breast before nestling in against me, stroking my golden hair off my sweaty face.

After the twins were born, I told my boys that I wanted to buy Hauler’s Hideaway and fire Rex. As men who thrive on vengeance, they understood my desire to ruin the man who treated me so cruelly. After all, they ruined a man who treated me the same way.

But that wasn’t the part I hoped they’d be on board with. That part I knew they’d love.

I told them I wanted to sign it over to Misty, who was my best and only friend back in Whispering Meadows. I didn’t want to bring her out here to live with us because my boys and I have created a perfect life as is, and I deserve that. But giving her the Hideaway would give her a future. A business to own. An income. Power.

I told them then that if I did that, signed it over to her, I’d have no money. No way to contribute to our family. They made it clear that they wanted me in the home, with the babies, raising them to be happy, loved children. To give our kids the things we missed out on.

Misty cried when I told her the Hideaway was hers. It’s the best thing I’ve ever done, aside from signing Hank’s contract that day in the diner.

If I hadn’t signed that contract and gone foolishly off with a stranger, I wouldn’t be here, the focal point of three handsome, strapping men. A mama to them, and a mother to our babies.

In a way, Hank did save my life. Just not in the way he told me he would.

With two of my boys around me, I drift off to sleep, full of warmth and happiness. The last thing I hear before I fall into slumber is a rough voice praising me.

“Sleep well, Peaches. Our sweet Peaches full of cream.”

The End
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“I’m not ready for you to go,” I admit sheepishly, both proud of myself for saying the words yet equally feeling foreign being so vulnerable. I’m not one to spew feelings all over, especially directing them towards the person they’re actually meant for.

But Marianne is different.

She strokes a weathered hand down my hair, taking a moment to fish her fingers through the ends soothingly like she did when I was a child after picking me up from school.

“I know, mon cherie amér.”

Sinking into a high back barstool at the kitchen island, my chin sinks into my curled knuckles, elbows keeping me off the cool granite. I let out a deep, heavy sigh, one that contains the misery of more than this day, but I’m using this moment to relieve my heart and mind of a lot of different pain.

“You are grown now. You don’t need me like you once used to,” she says in her heavy French accent. Her smile trembles a bit, as if the truth of those words hurt her more than actually having to go.

“I do need you,” I argue, because she is the only one I have. As if she doesn’t know it, I remind her. “You’re all I have, Mari.” The words are soft and crumbly, like one of her fresh baked chocolate and cherry cookies. I’ll miss those cookies, but that isn’t even in the top ten things I’ll miss about Mari.

She tips her head to the side, her expression tenderly defiant. “That isn’t true.”

“It is,” I argue back. Though I’m feeling all the pain of her looming void, fighting is how I protect my feelings and distract myself from how I feel.

After one more sad and unsatisfied smile–Mari is the only one to cut through my bullshit without a single word–she turns to the sub-zero refrigerator behind her. The doors shine; they sparkle really.

I live in a home where surfaces sparkle and gleam, where disinfectant and home-cooked meals fill the air at all times. A place where sheets have the corners tucked under the mattress, like a hotel.

My home is large.

In fact, it’s more of an estate than a home–as it employs several people at all times. The floors gleam, everything has a place and rests in its place, there are no shoes strewn about, no empty package boxes on the floor, nothing left to sit idle and collect dust.

The entire place is a well-oiled and beautiful machine.

Yet I have the selfish audacity–I’ve been told–to hate my life. To hate this house.

And the people that live here. The same people Mari is referring to.

She pours the tea she retrieved from the sub-zero into a glass and pushes it my way. “Cold tea will help your spicy mood.”

I take a sip of the tea, but it only serves to make me more bitter. Mari makes the most delicious sun tea and this drink only reminds me that I won’t have it again after today. Not like this, at least. But I drink it because I love her, and as much of a brat as I can be, I won’t be hurtful on her last day.

I’ll still fight a little, of course, because I can’t have her leaving here thinking I’m suffering from some medical stroke or something. But like usual, I’ll keep the big rifts for them. Not her.

“Are your kids excited to see you?” I ask foolishly because of course her kids want to see her, grown or not. She nods. “Other people waiting to welcome you back?” I ask but I know the answer.

Of course, she does. Because everyone has someone, right? Even though Mari has been living in this home raising me for the last fourteen years, I also know she’s in her late sixties and has a network of people she loves back in France.

“Everyone,” she says with a smile so broad that I feel jealous and guilty all at once.

“You should have left sooner,” I quip, sour and bitter, hating to dish her up this side of myself on her last day but honestly sometimes, I’m so angry at them that I can’t control whether or not I dish it out to others. My emotions have always been hard for me to understand and wrangle.

“Ah, ma fille amère, do not get testy with me today.” After returning the pitcher of tea to the refrigerator, Mari joins me, taking the seat next to mine. Her peppered hair looks a lot whiter as the sun drops across it from the window. Her hands are worn from taking care of me for so many years. She pats my thigh. “You will be okay, but Cherry, you must let yourself be okay. Do you know what I’m saying?” she asks, her French accent making every single statement sound so smart and sharp.

I drink the tea and look forward, unwilling to tell her that I know just what she means. Be kinder to them, she means, and I know this because she’s said as much many times before.

How can I be kind to them? How can I open myself to them when one of them couldn't even be bothered to take a hand in raising me? Despite the fact that it was his legal obligation, he hired Mari to raise me under his roof. Now with her leaving, I’m left with complete strangers; I am living here with complete strangers.

“Will you write?” I ask, bypassing her questions. She’s used to me, so she sighs and moves on.

“I can write paper and envelopes. No email for me. I plan to go home and dewire.”

“Unplug,” I correct because even after over a decade in America, Mari’s English is still a bit… confused. Staying inside an estate all day, every day, will do that to you, though.

“Yes, unplug,” she says while placing her cell phone on the island, screen facing up. “I won’t miss this.” She spins the phone on the surface.

I stare into the amber liquid as my fingertips chase beads of condensation down the wall of my glass. “I’ll miss you so much, Mari,” I say quietly like it’s a secret. It isn’t, though, but I am trained to keep my voice down when admitting things that are important. To keep my deepest feelings separate from this house and its residents.

“It is goodbye but not forever. When you are ready, you can come to France and visit me.”

I finish the tea, and no more than ten minutes later, an Uber awaits in the long, gravel driveway in front of the house.

“They didn’t even come to see you off,” I say more to myself than to her, though it is directed at her. “Fucking pricks.”

“Ma fille amère,” she soothes, and the gentleness of her tone sends pops of heat behind my eyes. I blink, refusing to acknowledge them because I don’t cry and am not weak. “You must soften yourself for this world, Cherry. How can love ever find you if you are too hardened to be moved?”

She wraps her body around mine in a long, meaningful hug. This is the last time I’ll feel her heart beating against my chest as she holds me. I can’t fight the tears that fall, but I still choose to ignore them.

“Take care of yourself but don’t forget, there is a middle between every two loose ends.”

I roll my eyes and she laughs at me, and the wind brings leaves to our feet as the sun puts warmth at our back. The gravel crunches as her measly two suitcases are loaded into the trunk, courtesy of the driver.

“I love you. And being in France won’t stop me from loving you.” She takes my chin in her soft hand and my face fills with fire so painful and searing that I close my eyes in an effort to escape it. But when they open again and are met with her damp cheeks and partial smile, I know I can’t hide.

“I love you, Mari,” I whisper, having never said those three words to anyone else in years. And when I say them, I know there’s a very good chance I won’t say them again to anyone, ever.

“Promise you will visit. If you ever want to, he will pay for you to come.”

I tuck my long hair behind my ear as the wind gathers at my back, tossing the ends over my shoulder. “I’m welcome to visit and yet I am not allowed to come live with you.”

Another sideways head tip paired with a tilt of her lips. “He doesn’t want you to come with me.”

I know it’s true. I know it is. Because the fight we had the night I begged to go to France with Mari is etched into my brain as well as my own name.

“I don’t care what he wants,” I say, sounding and feeling childish, but I can’t help it. He brings the immature, angry, fiery, vein-popping side out of me like no one else. I should just stomp my foot, my words would sing-song nicely to the beat of a temper tantrum.

“But I do. Because he was a loyal employer to me for years, my darling. You don’t have to believe or like it, but he was good to me so I am good to him.” She hugs me again, and presses kisses to each of my cheeks. “I was contracted until you were eighteen. The contract is fulfilled. Now I must go.”

I nod. And we just stare at one another for a bit. Moments, minutes, I don’t know. All I do know is that I can’t get enough of her rich, dark eyes and her graying hair, the smell of Shalimar on her wrists or the soft swish of her linen pants. Everything Mari will be missed.

I want to say you have been a mother to me. You have been my only mother, because my own mother went and got herself killed when I was just five so I hardly remember her at all. If any.

Mari has been my mother. She has been here since the first week after mom was murdered.

She has taught me everything. When I say everything, I don’t mean some things. Not only do I say what I mean but she really has shown me the ways of life.

Cutting hair, baking, cleaning, riding a bike, getting out of class with “woman” trouble, how to use a tampon, painting my nails, styling my clothes, reading, writing, literally everything.

The door slamming closed jars me from my painful tumble down memory lane. My eyes meet hers across the lowered car window. The sweaty man in the driver’s seat drums his thumbs along the wheel as he waits for us to say goodbye.

“Goodbye, Cherry.” Mari’s eyes are misty again and I refuse to acknowledge that mine aren’t much better. “Be good to them. They are not bad. Sometimes things aren’t what they seem.”

“Bye, Mari.” Those are the only two words I can manage. Tiny bits of granite and river rock pop from under the tires like jumping beans as the car exits the long driveway.

Be good to them, she says. I shake my head as I make my way back inside the empty home.

Why should I be good to them when they are no good to me?

Up the stairs, I make my way into my bedroom where I close and lock the door and bury my head into a pillow. The only thing I trust with my sobs.

And I cry in private until I hear the cars outside and know they are home.

My stepfather and his two sons.
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Can you make it feel like home if I tell you you’re mine?

The lyrics float above me as I stare up at all the green glowing stars on the ceiling. Lana Del Rey is where I turn when I'm really lost because knowing someone else is miserable too is relieving in some sick way.

There’s a solid knock at my bedroom door.

I have my own floor, and they give me a wide berth. That leaves just one person it could be now that Mari is back in France.

“Sylvio?” I call out the name of the man who runs this house. I don’t know what title he has because I’ve never heard him addressed as anything but his name. He cooks, orders groceries, wraps gifts, he doles out directions to the gardener and pool man. He does it all. I suppose he’s like the chef and house manager.

Sometimes he comes to my room and lets me know when he’s made something sweet. Despite the fact that I’m utterly rotten, sour, and as Mari called me, bitter—I have a sweet tooth and Sylvio knows how to sweeten me up, he says.

But the voice that crashes against the door isn’t that of the aged Italian man with silver wingtips and too many gold rings.

“Cherry.” His voice sounds like money and power, rigid with intention.

“Glenn,” I say his name back to him because I’ll die a cold, painful death before I answer back sweetly.

“Come down to the kitchen. We’re having a family talk.”

Family talk. My eyes roll reactively, instinctively as the irony of the phrase makes me bark out a laugh. Family. That’s not what we are. He is more of a warden than a stepfather, and he may have loved my mother and I at one time but it’s clear that ended the day she died.

“Cherry,” he says again, anger throttling his impatience. And even though I’d never admit it, the fierceness in his voice when he gets angry always makes my heart rattle, just a little. “Get the fuck downstairs.”

Though he can’t see, I roll my eyes again as I throw my legs over the side of the bed, straightening my crumpled dress before standing. Smoothing my hair down, I make my way to the door, but when I pull it open the only trace of Glenn is his cologne.

Downstairs, I find my twenty-seven-year-old stepbrother Max, his twenty-five-year-old brother Conrad, and their father–my stepfather–Glenn.

It doesn’t matter that I’ve lived with the three of them for the last fourteen years–they are unfamiliar to me in the most important ways.

Do I know what they smell like, the brand of coffee they prefer, the food they eat, the TV shows they record, the dumb shit they say to one another when they’re angry, how much they tip their employees, and how they vote? Yes.

Do I know anything about them, really? No.

Glenn was a widow when he married my mother. I was four when they got married, and five when she was killed. We didn’t move, I didn’t go stay with some long-lost grandmother. Glenn simply hired someone to live in the house and raise me.

Then, he and his sons went on to live in the same house as if I simply… didn’t exist. I was Mari’s to raise and that was clear.

“What?” I ask, hands on hips with a defiance so powerful it almost leaves me rattled.

Like anyone ignored, their lack of attention or care birthed and nourished a deep hatred inside of me. Around age twelve, I stopped trying to be loved. I hardened. I met their coolness and neglect with anger and insubordination. As time went on, I got worse. I broke rules, I dressed provocatively, I went out, and I came home whenever the fuck I felt like it.

And that fucking heartless asshole didn’t even have the nerve to say anything to my face about any of it, either. He told Mari, and made her hand down rules and guidelines. I don’t know why that made me hate him more, but it did. Like I wasn’t even good enough for his punishment.

“Now that you’re eighteen, it’s time for you to come to work at the firm.”

Max cracks his knuckles, and Conrad drinks from an open can of beer. Glenn stands with his back against the refrigerator door, looking down at his toes.

He’s delivering this news like someone died.

Because that’s what I am to them—the dark cloud hovering over them reminding everyone of the life they almost had. The life where my mother was here and unified us with her love and warmth.

“I don’t want to.” There I go, sounding like a child stamping her foot. But I can’t help it. Believe me when I say I’ve tried it all with these three. But nothing gets their attention like my bratty and infuriating rage.

“This isn’t a choice.” His words escape him despite the fact his jaw seems to stay wired shut, the strain of controlled anger keeping his neck in tight lines.

“I like where I work now.” Lies, because who the fuck likes working at a pizza place aside from stoners and old Italian men?

Max snorts, feeding his large hands through his shining dark hair. Glenn’s is fading but still, the three of them have the same, bouncing, plentiful waves of luscious soft dark locks. The length is long enough to be wild and sexy when disheveled but not so long as to make any of them look unruly.

“A pizza joint is mentally titillating, huh?”

My eyes pin him down, and everything inside of me screams look at me when you talk shit to me, coward! And like he’s connected to my thoughts–Max always seems to know what I’m thinking–he meets my fuming stare.

“Naa, but a lot of hot guys come in, and it gives me a perfect place to get paid to practice my blowjob skills.” My cheeks burn with my bratty comment. I’ve never blown a guy at Pizza Castle and I never fucking would. Still, I can’t help the satisfaction soaring through me at the visible displeasure I get from all three of them.

“Fucking hell, Cherry. Watch your mouth.”

“That’s what they say, too,” I smile broadly at my stepdad, who is also finally looking at me. They never want to look at me. It used to be maddening. At one point when I was eight, I seriously thought I may be invisible, except that Mari was there–and they saw her so I must be real.

“You can ride with Max and Connie, or me.”

My eyes go to my step-brothers, and I watch the solid knot in Conrad’s throat jostle up and down as he drinks the last of his beer.

He makes the can look tiny with hands that size.

“I’m not going,” I say, not giving up that easily. I know I’ll have to do it because even though I’m freshly an adult and have a job, I can’t support myself. Not even close. Hell, the money I make at Pizza Castle basically pays for my gas and car insurance. Food, rent, and other bills are so fucking out of the question right now.

Unexpectedly, Glenn crosses the room to close the distance between us. My eyes jump to Max and Conrad, who are both watching their father, which makes my pulse rocket.

Glenn wraps his hand around my throat with a terrifying slowness, taking his time to establish that he doesn’t have to seize his control quickly—he can move slow and still own me.

Gasping, I suck in a defiant breath as his fingertips push down on my throat, my pulse hammering.

“You’ll ride with me then.” His dark eyes dance between mine, silently daring me to take a stance against him, to raise a question, to claim an offense.

But I lift my hand and wrap it around his, then whisper, “you’ll have to fucking make me.” Before he can process, I fling his hand off my throat, turn around and storm back up to my room.

I’ve stormed off many times. In my pre-teen years, it was an almost daily habit. No one has ever followed me after the storm-off.

Until today.

No one knocks. Max and Conrad welcome themselves by taking a spot on either side of me on the bed, where I’d just resigned myself to. Max drops a hand to my thigh, and a tingle worms its way up my leg. Conrad matches the movement, and when he fans his fingers over my bare skin, I pull my legs together. On me, the backs of their knuckles graze each other’s, and I watch as their eyes meet, holding a brief and silent conversation.

“What do you guys want?” I ask, finding my voice a lot harder to reach with their smooth, vast palms sending waves of warm pleasure up my thighs. They wear different colognes, but they’re complementary, and between the touches and scents, I need out. I try to stand.

“Stay put,” Max advises before drifting his knuckles along his brothers once more.

“You’re eighteen now,” Conrad supplies in his obliging tone.

Here’s the thing about not getting attention from the people who are supposed to give it to you: you’re fucking starved for it, in any capacity. Even if it’s fucked up, degrading, toxic, and potentially soul-sucking.

Doesn’t matter.

The youth inside of me is famished and these three men are the only thing to put a dent in my voracious appetite to be seen.

“What are you guys doing?” I ask with all the coolness in the fucking world, which I definitely don’t feel. Max reaches up and tugs a strand of my long hair. Conrad’s hand smooths down then up my thigh. “You guys hate me,” I say because they do, and what am I supposed to say? Keeping my shoulders locked in the position of an unphased bad bitch, I force my voice to stay strong.

“What the fuck?”

I know my nipples are hard, and I really fucking hate that I want them because fuck them. But also, the primal part of me as a woman cannot deny the feral physical attraction. The evolutionary piece of me sees strong, handsome, intelligent men and screams, “fuck them! Fuck them!” It’s natural, after all.

But they’re withholding and cruel.

And that’s without unboxing the fact that just a week after I became a legal adult, the three of them had Mari sent back to France.

She told me that was the deal all along. But still, it felt like fucking woman’s suffrage, having absolutely zero say in anything in my own life. From the time my mom died until now.

Except Pizza Castle. They let me have Pizza Castle.

“We want you at the firm, Cherry, so you’ll be there.” Max smiles as he and Conrad rise in unison.

“And if I don’t show up?” I study my cuticles and then the ends of my hair, my sundress undeniably suctioned to my body that is now coated in sweat from having their hands on me. And liking it.

I stand, not wanting them to have any advantages over me… as if they don’t already.

Conrad steps toward me, resting his hand on my hip, thumb stroking me. My heart does a heavy double thud, making my eyes flash darkness as I calibrate that my step-brothers just rubbed my legs, and now, one of them is touching my hip… intimately.

“I can wake you up every morning if you need me to.” Conrad leans in, his breath hot on my neck, the subtle smell of testosterone burning my nose. Burning between my legs. “I can wake you up with a brotherly kiss.”

The fuck? My heart slams against my ribs as they simply turn around and filter out of my room as if all of that were normal… or nothing, even.

I fall to my butt on my bed, head spinning.

What the fuck was that?

And why do I have to be the fucked up little darling who loved it?
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