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BLURB


I wasn't supposed to fall for my stepbrothers.

When my mother married Richard Banks, I never expected cold shoulders and cruelty from his triplet sons.

Chase, calculating and ruthless.

Blade, clinical and unforgiving.

Thorn, whose smile hides venom.

Three identical faces with emerald eyes that watched me with contempt, three voices that cut deeper than any chemo ever could.

They made it their mission to break me, not knowing I was already breaking from the inside out.

They weren't supposed to find out about the cancer that's been stealing pieces of me since I was ten.

But they did—when they found me on the cancer ward. I expected pity. Instead, I got possession.

Now I live in a beautiful cage of their devotion. Their hands hold my hair when treatments make me sick. Their bodies warm mine when I can't stop shaking.

As the cancer fights to claim me and their father schemes to control us all, the four of us are breaking every rule. The hatred that bound us has transformed into something far more dangerous—a love so fierce it burns everything in its path.

They've claimed every broken piece of me and refuse to let death take what's theirs.

But I'm not sure if I'm fighting to live for them... or fighting to protect them from the pain of watching me die.

Three forbidden stepbrothers. One girl with a ticking clock. When stars collide, entire galaxies burn.


I cannot give you a cure for cancer, much to my dismay.

What I can give you is three gorgeous triplets with massive pierced dicks and covered in tattoos who don’t care if you lose all your hair, throw up from the overwhelming nausea and who will give you the very marrow from their bones and the blood in their veins if it means keeping you with them.

Enjoy my loves and know that you are never alone.

Rosa

xxx


It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in ourselves.

— WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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FOREWORD


Dear Reader,

Firstly, thank you so much for choosing to read Fractured Constellations, part of my Dark Retellings series. I hope you enjoy it and that it satisfies all of your dark romance needs!

I’ve had this idea of bullying stepbrother triplets for a while, some of you may have read a scene in Beautiful Poison or as one of my Patreon posts called Triplets. The story started from that idea, a question: what would happen if the bullies discovered the girl they were bullying was dying?

And given there are three Banks triplets, well, making it a Goldilocks retelling just fit perfectly. They had the growls down already!

This story also allowed me to explore living with a chronic illness, something that I’ve experienced my whole life and more in the past couple of years. Many of Luna’s feelings about being ill again stem from my own, that desperate desire to not be defined by ones health but having it affect every fucking thing.

I found it pretty cathartic to write, and I hope for anyone else reading it who may be experiencing something similar, you also find some peace in it’s pages.

Fractured Constellations is a dark romance, even if it’s not quite as dark as my usual offerings. There are many subjects explored some readers may find upsetting. The main theme of cancer is not an easy one to explore, again I know this from experience having lost my mother to it back in 2021, just two weeks after Captured was released.

For a full list of triggers please visit www.rosaleeauthor.com/trigger-warnings

Also a small word of caution. My books have a lot of BDSM vibes in them, and if they inspire you to dive into that kinky world, please do your research and educate yourself before trying out anything new for the first time. Take care my little smut bunnies!


PROLOGUE


“TRAIN WRECK - ACOUSTIC” BY JAMES ARTHUR

LUNA

Cancer.

Hodgkin’s Lymphoma. Again.

I fucking hate those two words, so unassuming when spoken, but they mean so much as they describe my body trying to kill me for the third fucking time.

I was first diagnosed when I was ten years old, and though the months of chemo and radiotherapy sucked, it was worth it when I was told I was in remission eight months later. Yeah, I missed most of fifth grade, leaving me a bit clueless when it comes to a lot of social situations, but hey, I was alive.

Then it came back when I was thirteen, like a stage five fucking clinger. Most girls were worrying about boys and even talking about losing their V-cards. Me? I was puking my guts up and losing what little hair I had for six—maybe eight—months. Plus the joys of a stem cell transplant from the donated umbilical cord of a newborn baby.

Once again, the cancer fucked off. They told me it was unlikely it would come back. Clearly they knew jack shit because here we are again, four years later, meeting up like old friends. Well, frenemies is probably a more accurate term, or maybe straight up enemies.

“Luna love?” Mom’s voice filters into my pity party, and I blink, transported back into the sterile office of my oncologist. Her blue eyes, a match for my own, are filled with tears, and she looks so fucking tired my heart twinges.

She shouldn’t have to go through this again. I didn’t realize when I was younger, but not only has it been hard on her emotionally, she depleted her savings, sold our home, and took on massive debt just to pay for the first two treatments. I’m not sure we can even afford another round.

“I’m okay, Mom. I’m just shocked, I guess. I really thought I’d beaten it.” My eyes sting, but I refuse to let the tears fall. Not again.

She lets out a trembling breath, looking away from me, and it makes my throat tight. “Yeah, me too.” And then she speaks quieter. “Haven’t I sacrificed enough?”

What about my sacrifice?

The selfish thought fills my head, and I shove it down. She’s given up so much to try and help me get better, especially being a single parent, which must be hard enough. She’s got several jobs, working all the hours god sends just to pay off some of the debt, and now this.

“I’m sorry it’s not better news, Luna,” Dr. Tate says, his bushy, grey eyebrows drawn low. It must be a shit job most of the time, handing out possible death sentences. “But there are some new treatments available, some clinical trials starting up, and we can explore the options of a bone marrow transplant. So the fight is not over, not on my watch.”

I give him a weak smile, Mom’s shoulders rounded like she’s given up already.

“And how are we meant to pay for all that, Doctor?” she asks, her tone harsh, and I rear back a little in my seat, which is uncomfortable as fuck.

“Mom!” I scold, and a flush spreads across her cheeks as she looks down into her lap, at her clenched hands.

“I’m sorry. It’s the shock, I think. I’ll find a way to make it work,” she says, not looking at either of us.

“It’s okay. It is hard to hear after you’ve been through so much,” he assures her before turning to me and handing me a packet of information. “Here’s an overview of the treatments. They’re more intensive, so if you do go ahead, be prepared for more side effects. Though you will still have some good days. Have a read, and let’s meet again in a week or so, okay?”

“Thank you, Doctor,” I reply, taking the packet with trembling hands and getting up.

“Thank you, Doctor,” Mom mumbles as she gets up as well, not even looking at him before she walks over to the door and heads out of the room. Fucking rude. I don’t recall her having been so rude before. I guess it really must be the shock.

“See you,” I add, my cheeks heating as he gives me a sympathetic smile.

“See you soon, Luna.”

I book it out of there, my oversized, button-up shirt flapping behind me as I race after my mother.

“Hey! Wait up!” I yell, a little breathless because I still haven’t managed to build up my stamina to where it should be from the last round of treatment four years ago. “Mom!”

“What?!” she hisses, turning around, and I pull up short at her sharp tone and flared nostrils.

“What the fuck is your problem, Mom? I’m the one that just got given another death sentence, and no sexy grim reaper in sight,” I sass, falling back on the dark sense of humor that I’ve developed in a bid to cope with all this shit. I think it adds personality to my character. Mom thinks it’s too much.

“Luna May Wilder!” Her face is the picture of shock, though the slight twitching of her lips tells me that she is trying to hold back a smile. We’re not so far apart in age—she had me when she was fifteen, so is only thirty-four now, a time when a lot of women just start having kids.

“What? All I’m saying is that if they have to deliver shitty news, the least they could do is get a man all buff and inked up with grim reaper vibes to deliver it.” I shrug, and this time, she can’t stop the laughter from barking out of her.

“I blame your father,” she says, stepping over to me and brushing the short curls off my face.

“I never knew him, so how can it be his fault?” I ask, hand on my hip. According to Mom, Dad didn’t want anything to do with me, being pretty young himself, though older than her by a couple of years. So it’s just been us two, and sometimes, we’re more like sisters than mother and daughter, but all this cancer shit has strained our relationship. Another reason to hate it.

“Bad genes,” she replies instantly, and it’s my turn to bark a laugh. She’s used this argument before, always to poke fun at me when we both know that we’re eerily similar. “Come on, let’s get home and we can think about this mess.”

My stomach tightens. I hate being a problem. A mess. Something that needs solving or fixing. Although I can’t deny the truth of that last one. I do need fixing, because if there wasn’t something fundamentally broken, how could the cancer keep coming back?


CHAPTER ONE


“WAKE ME UP” BY TOMMEE PROFITT, FLEURIE

LUNA

Of fucking course it’s raining, though my inner witch tells me it’s because I’m in a foul mood and the weather is sympathizing. Today is moving day, a major fucking surprise when I didn’t even know Mom was dating.

Apparently she met Richard Banks about five months ago at a charity gala that she was a waitstaff for. Ironically, it was a cancer charity, and Richard is the owner of some big pharmaceutical company, Banks Industries, that specializes in innovative cancer treatments. My spidey senses tingled at that one.

Mom says it was a whirlwind romance, and they eloped last week, a couple of days after my diagnosis. I can’t help wondering if this is another of her sacrifices, though she does seem happy, and I think the money helps. The Banks are seriously rich, like top one percent rich.

We are heading to their McMansion in Greenwich, Connecticut. It’s one of the most expensive places to live, home to many politicians, business leaders, and professionals, of which clearly the Banks family belongs.

I’m going to stick out like a sore, diseased thumb.

I begged Mom not to tell Richard of my illness, but apparently that ship sailed before I even met him. She did mention he had triplet sons: Blade, Thorn, and Chase. All are two years older than me and attending Harvard, so aren’t at home during term time. She assured me that they’re lovely because she met them briefly before they all went off on some internship in Europe or something. They don’t know about my illness, and she promised that neither she nor Richard will tell them, thank fuck. It’s my body, so it really should be up to me who knows.

We’re currently sitting in the back of a Rolls-Royce. Percy, our driver—I know, what the actual fuck has my life become—is navigating the busy streets and the early summer downpour.

“You’re going to love the house,” Mom gushes, practically vibrating with excitement, and heat fills my chest at the happiness written all over her face. She’s also lost that constantly stressed look since her marriage, so I can’t be too pissed really. “It’s incredible, Luna love. There’s a pool, sauna, steam room, hot tub, plus tennis courts! And they have a couple of vacation properties they spend some of the holidays in, which is just as beautiful.”

I blow out a breath, forcing my lips into a smile even as my gut churns. How the fuck am I meant to fit in here? I’ve missed so much growing up because I was fighting just to live. I’m that awkward bitch who always says the wrong thing, so I mostly try to keep out of everyone’s way, which doesn’t always work because apparently my mouth hasn’t gotten that memo.

How am I meant to mingle with all the rich and elite members of society when I fucked up with the plebs?

“We’re here!” Mom squeals, and through the windshield, I get a glimpse of my new home.

My mouth goes dry when we pass through wrought-iron gates and a high fence that hides the mansion, and my mouth drops when it comes into view. It’s fucking enormous, all pale stone with so many windows I lose count.

We pull up outside the front steps, and two people rush down the steps with umbrellas, one opening Mom’s door and the other coming around to open mine.

“Welcome, Miss,” the gentleman says. He’s maybe in his early fifties, with slicked-back gray hair and gray bushy eyebrows, and he holds out his hand for me to take. “My name is Jerry.”

Still in shock at this entire setup, I take it, letting him help me out of the car as Percy gets my luggage from the boot. The old guy tucks my hand into the crook of his elbow, holding the umbrella over both of us as he leads me towards the steps.

“Lorelei! This storm is something else, right?” a deep, masculine voice calls, and I look up to see my mom already at the top, walking into the man’s open arms. I assume this is Richard, my mystery stepdad. His hair is a dark brown, still thick and styled back from his face. He’s trim with a chiseled jaw, and he’s dressed in a button-up and slacks. “Come, let’s get you inside and out of the rain.”

With that, he tucks her under his arm and pulls her inside.

Fucking rude asshole!

What hurts more is she doesn’t even look back, just gazes up at him as she leaves me behind. My chest tightens at being abandoned so casually, but Jerry just pats my hand, and I glance away from the now empty doorway up at him.

“How about we get you settled into the house, maybe something light to eat?” he asks kindly, and I suck in my lower lip, biting back the tears that threaten to fall.

“T–that would be great, thanks,” I mumble, realizing that I didn’t even say hello or introduce myself. “And I’m Luna. Nice to meet you.”

He gives me a warm smile that goes a little way to soothing the hurt that my new stepdad and Mother’s abandonment caused. I blink when we enter the house, the entrance is like something out of one of those posh house magazines. I notice Mom and Richard didn’t get far, as she’s giggling while he whispers something in her ear.

“Sir, where shall we put Miss Luna?” Jerry asks, and Richard glances over, a scowl marring his handsome face.

“Oh, I forgot you were coming today.” His face clears, like he just remembered he shouldn’t be frowning at his new stepdaughter. “Your room isn’t quite ready, so just take one of the boys’ for now. They won’t be back for a week or two.” With that, he dismisses me, taking Mom’s hand and leading her down the huge hallway. She glances back once, fucking once, and gives me a big smile like my new stepdad didn’t forget about my existence.

“Come on, Miss Luna, I’ll show you the way,” Jerry encourages, gently tugging my arm towards the massive staircase.

It’s a lot to take in, all the artwork and fancy wallpaper. It’s not exactly dark, though it doesn’t feel welcoming either. More of a museum, a place to showcase wealth, and my stomach churns as I’m led down another wide hallway.

“The boys are in the east wing, which is where I think your room will be too. The master is in the west wing, so plenty of space between you all,” Jerry tells me cheerily, and I take in the fact this house has wings. Fucking wings like the Beast’s castle. At least I don’t seem to be banned from any of it, and maybe there’s a library, though I doubt it’s got the kind of books I like to read, aka smut. “There’s also a den of sorts down here, where the boys like to unwind, and once you’re settled, I’d be happy to give you a tour.”

“Thanks, Jerry, maybe later?” I reply, tiredness sweeping over me. It’s been a busy day, plus the not-so-warm welcome and the fact that things feel very unsettled still, have left me feeling dead on my feet. Especially as I don’t have my own space, even though this mansion clearly has plenty to spare.

“Absolutely. Well, here we are, option number one,” Jerry says, opening the door to the first room.

My eyes bug out of my head. Not only is it massive, but it’s ultra neat, like military neat. There is not a single messy thing, no knick-knacks on the surfaces. It’s not lacking in personality per se, but the fact that it’s so tidy screams of someone who is anal as fuck.

It’s also painted dark gray, with dark wood furniture and black accents, and although I prefer a bit more color in my life, I don’t hate it. There is an elegant masculinity about the space.

The bed is huge, made up in all black sheets with not a decorative pillow in sight, and although my nose wrinkles, I go over to do the flop test just to make sure. Also, I can’t help messing up the space just a little.

Turning with my back to the bed, I allow myself to fall and bounce almost right back up.

“Ow!” I yelp, the mattress clearly high-quality memory foam but firm as fuck. A delicious, smokey vanilla wafts up around me, and I take a deep inhale of the scent, my mouth watering as I imagine marshmallows roasted over a fire. “Absolutely not this one. It’s too hard.”

That’s what she said…

I snigger at my own joke, then freeze as Jerry looks at me with a quizzical look. Shit. Didn’t last ten minutes before fucking up.

“Next option?” I suggest, trying to cover my awkwardness.

“Of course, Miss. If you’ll follow me?” Jerry says, and I glance at the once pristine bed, smirking down at it now that it’s all wrinkled up.

I follow him to the next room, and he opens the door, the riot of color hitting me right in the face.

“Wow,” I whisper, looking around with wonder at how many colors there are. It’s clean and tidy, yet has the feel of a chaotic personality with the number of posters taped to the walls, and the odds and sods lying around the room.

The bed is an explosion of colorful, patterned blankets and pillows, and looks perfect to snuggle in. It’s made, but has that lived-in vibe that the rest of the room also has, immediately putting me at ease.

Walking over to the bed, I repeat what I did in the last room, sinking into the soft, cloud-like mattress, the bed practically swallowing me fucking whole. I’m engulfed in amber and dark rum, making me think of days spent on a tropical island, hiding from the world, or what I imagine a tropical island would smell like anyway.

“Help!” I yelp, my hands flailing as I do a perfect impression of a bug on its back.

A hand grasps mine and yanks, helping me out of the cloud that’s pretending to be a bed, and I huff a laugh.

“Too soft, though would be perfect for reading, so I’ll keep that in mind,” I tell Jerry, and he nods seriously, even though his brown eyes twinkle and his lips twitch like he’s holding in a smile.

“On to the final option then,” he states, leading the way out of the room and back into the hallway.

This room is next to the colorful one, all of them on one side, and when he opens the door, a calmness washes over me. The walls are navy, and the room has charcoal and burgundy accents, lending the feel of what I imagine a high-end hotel room might look like, but there’s more of a lived in feel, like this is a place to let go and relax.

The bed is large like the others, with a few pillows and a couple of fluffy blankets that I immediately want to snuggle into.

“This is the one, Jerry. I can feel it,” I tell him as I step towards the bed, earning a chuckle from the older man. Turning just like I did with the last two, I catch his eyes. “Wish me luck.”

Then I fall backwards before he can respond, and the bed cuddles me like a hug from someone who never wants to let you go. Spicy cinnamon surrounds me, reminding me of my favorite cookies, and it takes everything not to groan aloud.

“Any good?” Jerry asks, and I blink my eyes open, not realizing I’d closed them, to find him standing over me, the skin around his eyes crinkled as if he’s holding in a laugh.

“This is just right! It’s perfect,” I gush, doing a little happy dance in the bed, because when you find a good bed, you damn well show it appreciation.

“Righto, I’ll get Percy to bring your things in here and I’ll chase up when your room might be ready.”

“Thanks, Jerry,” I reply, finally sitting up and looking at the man. “For everything, thank you.”

His cheeks flush a little. “It’s my pleasure. I’ll let you get settled in and maybe instruct the chef to prepare something? Any favorites?”

“Well…” I hesitate, not wanting to overstep, but now that he’s asked, my stomach gives a grumble.

“Yes?” His bushy brows raise as he encourages me.

“I’d love some French toast covered in salt, crispy smoked bacon, and maple syrup?” I almost wince at the end. I mean, it is closer to dinner time than breakfast, but I’m a firm believer that breakfast is to be enjoyed at any time of the day. Plus, soon the nausea will start, and so I’m determined to enjoy food while I can.

“Coming right up, Miss.” Jerry clicks his heels and gives a salute, a giggle falling from my lips, which has him beaming. “I’ll get that sorted asap.”

With that, he leaves, and I flop back into the bed, closing my eyes and trying to absorb what my life has become.

One thing is for sure.

We are certainly not in Kansas anymore.


CHAPTER TWO


“AWFUL BEAST” BY URSINE VULPINE

CHASE

My eyes feel gritty as we pull up to the house, Blade driving and Thorn in the back.

“Fuck, I just want to sleep for a week,” Thorn grumbles as Blade parks in front of the doors. They open, Jerry striding down the steps, a big smile on his face.

“At least someone is happy to see us,” I state, brushing down the wrinkles in my shirt as I open the door and get out.

“Master Chase, welcome home,” Jerry greets, even though it’s after midnight. Our flight from Europe, where we were attending a big Pharma conference, was late, even though we were using the private jet. Something to do with having to wait for space to take off, which is unacceptable in my opinion, and I’ll be chasing it up come Monday.

“Hey, Jerr,” Thorn answers, pulling the man into a hug. Jerry returns it, having been with us forever and being much more of a father than our actual father. None of us would dare to offer the great Richard Banks a hug. I shudder at the thought.

“Master Thorn, I hope you had a good trip?” Jerry asks, attempting to take Thorn’s bag, but as usual, none of us would allow him to carry our stuff. He’s pushing sixty, and we’re more than capable.

“It was boring as fuck,” my brother replies honestly, and Blade huffs a laugh, coming around from the truck with his and my bags in his hand. I take mine with a nod of thanks, then follow him as he heads up the stone steps and into the house.

Thorn doesn’t pretend that he would choose the path our father has laid out before us, that of taking over Banks Industries. Thorn’s talents lie in things that are more creative, and he finds most of what we do stifling and dull. My heart hurts for him. I wish he could just do what he’d like, wish we all could.

Though Blade and I enjoy our work with the company, both of us chose our Harvard courses to help us learn what we need to. Blade chose Biomedical Engineering, precise and technical, just like he is. He’s focused on understanding the science behind diseases and treatments, and I know that what happened with Mom has made him want to find new and better ways to treat cancer.

I’m going down the Business Administration and Finance route, preparing to eventually take over the day-to-day running of our family company. I’ve been taking extra courses to graduate early and am already involved in the company’s board meetings.

Thorn, on the other hand, is studying Psychology with a double major in Art. Father allows it on the provision that he will be joining the company once we all graduate, probably in the marketing department where at least his artistic skills can be put to use. Father’s words, not mine.

“Um, Master Chase?” Jerry’s voice comes from behind me, his tone hesitant and enough to give me pause. I turn around at the top of the stairs, the early summer breeze warm despite the hour.

“Yes, Jerry?” The poor man’s bushy brows lower, almost hiding his eyes completely. “It can’t be that bad, surely?”

“Well, you know that your new stepmother and her daughter moved in last week?” My teeth grind at the reminder of my father’s elopement with a woman whom he’d only known for six months. A woman who is, without question, a gold digger and is only interested in his money, her daughter too, I bet. “Well, you see, Mr. Banks hasn’t quite sorted her room yet, so he said she could take yours for the time being.”

I swallow hard as my nostrils flare.

My room is my sanctuary. The place where I can let go of all the expectations and just be me, and now even that’s gone.

I give him a sharp nod, my body tense as I run through my options.

Thorn slings an arm across my shoulders. “Don’t worry, bro, I got you. You can bunk with me. I’ll even let you be big spoon.”

“Fuck off.” My lips betray my words by lifting in a small smile.

“Oh, ho! Mr. Future CEO swore! Quick, Jerr, make sure the sky doesn’t fall down,” Thorn jokes, darting out of the way as I go to punch his arm.

“Come on, you two,” Blade states, speaking in that low, controlled tone he has that rarely changes in volume unless he’s upset. Even then, he mostly gets quieter, like the calm before the storm. “Let’s head up and let Jerry get some sleep.”

“Night, Jerr,” Thorn says, placing a kiss on the old man’s cheek before jogging up the stairs.

I shake my head. “Good night, Jerry.”

“Good night, Master Thorn, Master Chase,” Jerry replies as I turn to head up after my wayward brother.

The door to his room is open, and I pause before it, trying to make sense of the riot of colors and the sheer volume of stuff he has in here. It hurts my brain, and I set my bag down just inside the door, turning to head into my room to grab some clean clothes. If our new stepsister is asleep, well, she’ll just have to deal with me coming in. It’s my room.

My heart beats quickly as I take hold of the door handle, my body ignoring my mind, which tells me to just open the damn thing and grab my stuff. I turn the knob slowly, making sure not to make any more noise than necessary as I open the door.

The lamp by the bed is on, highlighting our new stepsister’s face perfectly. I come to a standstill, my eyes drinking in the sight of the angel who is currently fast asleep in my bed, the covers tucked up to her chin, one of my fluffy blankets wrapped around her too. Short blonde curls run riot around her head, framing a delicate face like a halo. Her slightly darker lashes kiss her pale cheek, one hand tucked under her face as she sleeps, unaware that she’s being watched.

I take a deep inhale, her scent of delicate vanilla with hints of jasmine filling my nose. It’s subtly sweet but not cloying. There’s an underlying clean, slightly clinical note that I can’t quite place.

“Stepsis is damn pretty,” Thorn whispers from beside me, but I don’t jump at his sudden appearance. I’ve trained myself not to flinch at surprises. To be unflappable at all times.

“Doesn’t matter,” Blade rumbles from behind us, coming up on my other side. “She’s still a money grabbing bitch, just like her mother.”

I look back at our new stepsister, taking in the innocence that appears to be written all over her face. I guess looks can be deceiving, so it really doesn’t matter. Reaching for the doorknob again, I grasp it and quietly shut the door. I’ll just grab something of Thorn’s in the morning.

“Let’s get some sleep,” I suggest quietly, some part of me not wanting to wake her even though the door is shut. “Then we can make proper introductions in the morning.”

We head back down the hall, my room being the last bedroom in this part of the house. There’s only the den and Thorn’s studio down this hall, and I wonder which one we will have to sacrifice for our new family member.

Regardless, it will be the only concession she’ll get. I agree with Blade. It doesn’t matter if she looks like an angel; she’s only after one thing, and nothing says we need to make her life easier. In fact, I think we should make her regret the day her mother decided to trap our father. He may not be the best, but he’s still family, and we look out for each other. We’re under more of a microscope with Lorelei as she’s never far from Father, but by the sounds of it, he’s not that concerned by Lorelei’s daughter.

With various ideas swirling around inside my head, I come up with a plan of action as I get ready for bed. I’ll tell the others in the morning, but there’s a small smile on my face as I think about all the ways we will make Luna Wilder pay for taking what doesn’t belong to her.
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“CONTROL” BY ZOE WEES

LUNA

A week after moving in, I wake early, a curse that befell me from my last course of treatment. In some ways, it’s nice, waking with the dawn. At other times, like now, as we head into summer and dawn is pretty fucking early, it’s a pain. Especially on the days that insomnia will hit, and you can bet it will. Not to mention, my energy window will be reduced to a four-hour slot between eleven am and three pm if my previous experience is anything to go by. Just another fun fuck you from good old Hodgkin’s Lymphoma.

Swinging my legs out of the bed, I let my toes nestle in the thick carpet. Today is not only the day that I finally get to meet my new stepbrothers, but I also get my surgically implanted subclavian port, which will help deliver the chemo directly into a central vein. It’s not the most pleasant feeling, though I guess knowing what it feels like and what lies ahead makes it a little easier this time around.

“Right, Luna May. Time to put our big girl panties on and take this shit one step at a time. Breakfast first.”

Throwing on one of my favorite off-the-shoulder, linen blend jumpers and some cotton shorts, I head down to the kitchen in search of food. Might as well enjoy it before my tastebuds change, which they will. There’s nothing like having your favorite food suddenly taste like ass to fuck up your day.

I pause when I enter the dining room, seeing four places set where usually it’s just mine. Mom and Richard have clearly been in their honeymoon period—gag—and often don’t emerge until noon. Though hopefully today, Mom has remembered my appointment. I’ve not seen her much this past week to remind her.

Heading to my usual spot, I pass by what looks like a bowl of porridge. In fact, glancing around, I see three bowls of porridge in addition to my covered plate. Going over to the first bowl, I take a deep inhale, and the smell of creamy oats has my mouth salivating. I haven’t had porridge in years, and before I even question the impulse, I dip my finger in, then pull it back with a yelp.

“Too damn hot. Who eats this lava?” I question, sucking my finger as I go over to the next bowl. Shrugging, figuring I’ve already committed the sin of touching someone else’s food, I dip my finger in, and my face scrunches at the cold. “What the fuck kind of person eats cold porridge?” Shaking my head, I walk around to the other side of the table, the place next to mine. Next to this bowl is a glass jar, and my eyes widen when I read the label. “All hail the god of food, the mighty Nutella,” I whisper as I cautiously dip my finger into the Nutella first and then this bowl. I’m already a heathen, why not cement my crime?

My eyes flutter closed when I bring my finger to my lips, a moan escaping me. Just fucking right.

“Busted, pretty stepsis,” a low voice whispers behind me, and I jump about four feet into the air, a sound like a startled cat leaving me.

“Jesus, fuck! You scared the shit out of me,” I hiss as I face the mystery man who just gave me the fright of my life.

My heart, which is beating way too fast, gives an uneven jump as my eyes trace his features. His posture is relaxed, and he’s leaning on the wall behind us like he’s not got a care in the world. His green eyes are bright, a vibrant color that is hard to describe but makes me feel like he finds amusement in most situations. Thick brown hair, which is in a surfer style and looks tousled, like he’s just rolled out of bed, falls over his forehead, almost covering one eye.

He’s wearing a vest in neon colors that are actually kinda hurting my eyes, bright coral colored shorts that should clash but somehow don’t, and red high-tops. His outfit showcases defined muscles that are covered in a riot of color, one design blending seamlessly into the next until it’s hard to see where one starts and the other ends. They’re stunning, and my fingers itch to trace them, study them.

My gaze snaps back to his when he makes a small cough sound, finding his plush lips lifted in a smile. Holy fuck, there are dimples.

“If you took a picture, Goldie, it would last longer,” he teases, and I feel my cheeks heat, hating that because of how pale I am, he’ll see my blush instantly. His smile grows wider as he takes the few steps that separate us, clearly ignoring that little thing called personal space. Though I guess to be fair, I just stuck my finger in his porridge, so I’m in no position to criticize.

I take a deep inhale, his amber and dark rum scent making me think of the too soft bed, the room full of color and knickknacks.

“Hi,” I squeak, inwardly cursing the awkward bitch that I am. “I’m Luna.”

“Oh, I know you are, pretty stepsis,” he purrs, his voice low, and I really wish it wasn’t doing the things to me it is. I blame the cancer; it’s clearly messed with my mind if I’m lusting after one of my new stepbrothers. “Name is Thorn. Do you like taking what’s not yours?”


CHAPTER THREE


“GOLDILOCKS” BY ELLETTE

LUNA

My brows drop, trying to match the meaning of his words with the caressing tone of them.

“I didn’t⁠—”

“But I saw you, Goldie. Watched you as you tried each of our breakfasts. Stuck that gold digging finger into each of our bowls to see whose you liked best,” he cuts me off, and my heart rate picks up at having been caught.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, my cheeks heating further as he just stares at me, that damn smile way too pretty.

“You will be,” he whispers, his fingers reaching out and barely making contact with my cheek as he glides them down my skin. “Of that, I can promise you.”

Just as suddenly as he touches me, he steps away, leaving me cold and tampering down the shivers that want to erupt over me. His words swirl around in my head, like butterflies, flying away before I can properly catch them. But I’m left with a feeling of unease, my muscles tense like I may need to run at any moment.

“Good morning, Miss. Wilder,” Jerry’s sweet voice says as he comes into the room carrying a tray with what looks like a coffee pot, a teapot, a mug of something which smells like hot chocolate, and a glass of the juice I love. “I trust you slept well?”

“Um, yes, thank you, Jerry,” I stammer, taking my seat next to what is clearly Thorn’s place. Great.

“Let me take that, Jerr,” Thorn offers, rushing over and taking the tray from the older man.

“Thank you, Master Thorn. Will the others be down soon? I’d hate for Master Blade’s porridge to get cold.” I snort a laugh, realizing he’s talking about the too hot porridge. I think it’ll be good for the next few hours with how hot it was a minute ago.

“Yep, they’re on their way,” Thorn answers, setting the coffee pot in front of said hot porridge, the hot chocolate in front of the dreaded cold porridge, and then teapot in front of him. He places my glass in front of my plate, not looking at me. “And tomorrow, our dear stepsis would like the same as me for breakfast please.”

My mouth opens to say something, but nothing comes out. I mean, who just goes around ordering food for someone else? Especially someone they just met? He doesn’t know that I liked his porridge, though maybe if he saw me taste all of theirs, he also caught my appreciation of his Nutella goodness.

“Righto, Master Thorn,” Jerry says, striding from the room just as two other men walk in.

My eyes blink rapidly as it really feels like I’m seeing triple. I knew they were identical, but this really takes the piss. Although, I guess by the way they dress and their hairstyles, you can tell the difference.

“Good morning, brother, look what was waiting for me when I arrived,” Thorn states casually, taking the Nutella and emptying the entire jar into his bowl. Good man.

“Good morning, Luna,” the one who’s in business casual dress greets, his voice almost cold, measured in a way that makes goosebumps erupt all over my skin. “I trust you enjoyed your stay in my room?”

“Oh,” I murmur, studying him as he sits opposite me. His hair is slicked back in a classic style, his button-up looks like linen, and with the top three buttons undone, I can see ink covering his chest that is all black, but what surprises me is the artistic nature of it. Everything looks so real, almost like it’s jumping out of his skin, each design a masterpiece in its own right. He has more up both forearms, which are exposed by his rolled sleeves.

“You really can’t stop staring this morning, can you, Goldie?” Thorn whispers in my ear, and I jump, licking my lips as I glare at him. He chuckles, turning back to his porridge and swirling the massive amount of Nutella in.

“I’ll ask Father what is happening with your room. We can’t have you taking any more than you already have now, can we?” the brother across from me questions, picking up his no doubt silver fucking spoon and dipping it into his cold porridge. My jaw grinds as the meaning of his words sink in.

“What do you mean, what I already have taken?” I ask in a harsh tone, my hands clenched into fists on the table. “And which one are you?”

He raises a single brow at me, making me wait while he brings his spoon to his lips and wraps them around it. It’s not sexy at all. Nope. I definitely don’t hold my breath and watch him while he eats that spoonful, not answering me and exerting some kind of power trip by not speaking.

“I apologize, I forgot my manners,” he finally says once he’s swallowed. “I’m Chase, and in answer to your first question, what you have taken is uninvited entry into a prestigious family whose wealth was no doubt the draw for you and your mother, given your impoverished background.”

I hardly breathe, his words so sharp and cutting, I want to curl in on myself.

What the actual fuck?

“Excuse me? Are you calling us gold diggers?” I hiss, my cheeks heating once more, though this time for another reason. I’m pissed. Although, I can’t deny that the timing is more than coincidental, and it’s something I wondered about when Mom told me of their elopement.

“If the shoe fits, stepsister,” he replies, dismissing me by opening the papers that were by his bowl and going back to eating his porridge as if the rude fuck didn’t just insult me and my mom.

My gaze flits to the final brother, to see if he has anything to say. He must be Blade, and he carries himself with a rigid posture, shoulders squared as he takes a seat next to Chase. His jaw is tight, giving him a slightly more defined jawline than the other two, and he has a small scar near his left eyebrow that lends him a dangerous air.

His green eyes are locked on me and they appear darker than either of his brothers, more intense. His thick brown hair is shorter on the sides, longer on top. He’s wearing a fitted black T-shirt, black jeans, and what I think are combat boots, which are also black.

He also has ink, black—of course, because why deviate when you don’t need to—and geometric designs cover him up to his jaw and down to his hands. There is no smile, just a scowl, and I’d be lying if the whole bad boy vibe didn’t do it for me.

“Anything to add, Blade, I’m guessing?” I can’t help the snark that laces my tone. My feathers have been well and truly ruffled, and I’ve not even taken a bite of my customary French toast yet, so we can add hangry to the mix.

Blade just stares at me, his gaze making me want to squirm in my seat, but I hold firm, unblinking as we engage in a stare off. After several agonizing seconds, he blinks first, but my win is short-lived as he ignores me completely, picking up his spoon and shoveling the porridge into his mouth.

I shiver at the cold dismissal, like my existence is barely worth acknowledging. My appetite is gone, but I know that if I don’t eat now, I’ll be hungry later, and I don’t want to have my procedure on an empty stomach.

Lifting the lid on my covered plate, I find my French toast and crispy bacon exactly as I’ve had it every day this past week. A lump forms in my throat at the kindness of Jerry, and just as I’m about to pick up my knife and fork, a hand snatches up a piece of the yummy toast.

I whip my head around to see Thorn happily now munching on a piece of my breakfast. My mouth opens to call the fucker out, but he wags his finger at me, tutting.

“Fair is fair, stepsis,” he states, taking another bite, the maple syrup dripping down his chin. I watch as his tongue darts out, licking it up, and heat pools in my core, despite how fucking horrible they’ve all been to me. “And see it as me helping my new sister keep that fashionably thin figure.”

My eyes sting at the cutting remark. Of course that’s what he’d think. Why would he assume otherwise? I wish I had more curves, that I wasn’t as thin as I am, thanks to the previous rounds of chemo stripping any weight I had. Even the past four years can’t make up for the stunted growth. I’ll always be small, and it’s only going to get worse, especially when I lose my hair.

I look back down at my plate, the furrowing of his forehead no concern of mine as I focus on eating my breakfast and getting the fuck out of this room.

Soon, all three guys ignore me, talking about some party or another and the things they plan to do now they have the summer off before going back to Harvard. I ignore them right back, finishing about half my food before I can’t take any more. Getting up, I don’t look at them as their conversation stops, and I keep my head high as I stride from the room.

I see Jerry as I’m about to head upstairs.

“Ah, Miss. Luna, I’m glad I caught you,” he says kindly, coming up to me. “Your room should be finished today, so you’ll be able to move in once you’re back from your procedure.”

Some of the tension flows out of me at his words. “Thanks, Jerry. You’re a star.” He gives me a nod, turning to go, but I stop him with a hand on his arm. “Can you keep everything to do with my treatment between us please? I don’t want my stepbrothers finding out.”

His bushy brows drop, and he places his hand on top of mine. “If that’s what you want, of course I will, Miss, but I’m sure they could help, given the nature of their studies and their involvement in Banks Industries.”

“Maybe, but if it’s all the same to you, I’d rather keep it private.”

After the way they all just behaved, even Thorn, who was less hostile than the other two, I don’t want or need anything from them. I’ve got Mom, even if she’s been a bit absent lately. She’ll still be here for me like she has every other time.

“Of course, Miss.” He gives me a smile and a gentle squeeze of my hand. “Percy will bring the car around for eight, so in an hour.”

“Thanks, Jerry.” I give him another smile before letting his arm go and heading upstairs, back to Chase’s room to pack the few things that I’ve been using this past week.

I want to get out of his space as soon as humanly possible, then I can just hide away from them all and concentrate on the hell that is soon to be my life as I fight this cancer once more.


CHAPTER FOUR


“CHASING STARS (PIANO & STRINGS VERSION) - BONUS TRACK” BY FLEURIE

LUNA

I’m back home later that evening, sore and tired, but I know the slight pain from the procedure will fade in a few days. Jerry leads me up to my new room with a grin, telling me he’ll have dinner sent up so I can continue to rest.

My mouth gapes open when I walk in, my new space more beautiful than I even imagined it. The walls are a soft blush pink, and there are rose gold and cream accents, which makes the space feel almost like I’m amongst the clouds. The furniture is made from a warm colored wood, and there’s a large but delicate four-poster bed with gauzy canopies that make it look like the perfect princess bed. On the far wall, glass doors are open, the white sheer curtains floating in the breeze, and it seems to lead to a balcony that must overlook the garden. In front of the doors is my telescope, and a lump forms in my throat at being able to look at the stars again. They became my constant in an ever-changing world, where nothing was certain. They reminded me that I was a small part of something unimaginably big, and I found comfort in that.

All of my stuff is already here, my collection of crystals and my paperback collection organized prettily on shelves that line one wall. There’s a plush-looking pink velvet chair that I can just imagine myself curled up in while reading.

“You approve?” Jerry asks, and before I overthink it, I fling my arms around the man and give him a hug.

“It’s stunning, thank you,” I gush, tears filling my eyes at the work it must have taken the staff to get this ready for me. I’m not sure what the room was like before, but the slight lingering smell of fresh paint tells me it’s been revamped just for me.

“I’m so pleased. I’m sure the rest of the staff will be too,” he replies, his arms hugging me right back, and I just bask in the comfort for a moment. I’ve barely seen Mom, as she’s been so busy with Robert, and I realize how much I just needed a hug. She took me to my port surgery, but spent much of the time I was with her on the phone to Robert, and I’m not sure she gave me a full hug the whole time.

Jerry leaves me to go and sort some food out, and I must’ve fallen asleep, because when I blink my eyes open, it’s dark outside, the room a bit chilly from the nighttime breeze. Sounds of people laughing and music filter in from outside, as well as the scent of weed, and rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I get up, heading over to the balcony.

My lights are off, but there are plenty outside for me to see all three triplets lounging by the pool, several others around them, including quite a few girls wearing barely there bikinis with figures to die for. My arms wrap around my own thin waist as I watch them, laughing, drinking, and having fun. I can’t make out their words, but even Blade, who was so cold this morning, is smiling.

Green eyes catch mine, and I step back quickly, shutting the doors as my heart beats fast in my chest. I don’t want Chase to catch me staring, no doubt looking like I wish they’d invite me to join in. I’ve never really had a friendship group, never had a best friend, as everyone seemed to be taken by the time I went back to school, and now with this, my plans to start college in the fall will have to go on hold, so it looks like I’ll be a loner for a bit longer.

Walking over to the table beside the door, I find a covered plate, and lifting the lid, there’s a selection of cold meats, freshly baked bread, and creamy butter. There’s a thermos next to it, and unscrewing the lid, the scent of my favorite mint tea wafts up to me, steam curling from the cup.

My lips lift in a smile, the tightness in my chest easing slightly. Maybe I’m not as alone as I thought I was.
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“TOXIC” BY OMIDO

THORN

All the usual crowd is here, but even though previously I’d be having the time of my life, letting off steam after being forced to sit through all the boring shit that I’ve had to listen to over the past week, it feels a little flat.

I had more excitement messing with our new pretty stepsister than this party.

“Thorn baby, what’s up?” Rachel whines, and the sound sets my teeth on edge. The girl might give exceptional head and always be up for a threesome or foursome with my brothers, but god, does her nasally voice grate.

“Maybe he’s thinking about that hot piece of ass sleeping in his old studio.” Bradley chuckles, and before I can even say a word, Blade has picked him up and launched him into the pool.

That has me bursting into laughter, especially when Bradley comes up spluttering.

“What the fuck, dude?” he shouts, bobbing in the centre of the water.

“You don’t speak about her or to her,” Blade snarls, voice no louder than it usually is but all the more deadly for the lack of volume.

“Fine, Jesus,” Bradley agrees with a huff, swimming over to the edge and pulling himself out.

I look at my brother, my eyebrows raised as I study him as he gets himself another drink, bourbon of course. It’s not like lashing out is unusual for him, hell, he’s the hit first and tell them to fuck off later type. What’s more surprising is that it almost feels like he was defending our new little sis, which doesn’t make any sense because we all hate her, right?

Shaking my head, knowing that I won’t get any answers unless I ask him, and even then there’s a fifty-fifty chance he’ll keep quiet, I pick up the blunt I was about to smoke and light that fucker up.

Bradley was right on one count. I’m pissed that I no longer have a studio. Nowhere aside from my room to express my art, something that Dad finds unpalatable anyway. Well, fuck him. I’m going to chat to Jerr, see if there’s a shed or something I can use. I need to paint, need to be able to get all the pent-up shit that tries to drown me out of my head.

“Pass that,” Blade’s deep voice demands. Blowing out the toke I just took, I hand him the spliff, watching as he takes a huge inhale. He doesn’t always indulge, because his body is apparently a temple, or maybe he views it as a weapon to be honed for some future battle.

Mine is more of a playground, something to help me have fun and fuck around. Life is all about the pleasures it brings, and fuck knows, in the Banks family, there isn’t always a lot of fun going around.

“Father told me that we’re having a family dinner tomorrow night. All of us,” Chase states, Blade handing the blunt to him as our friends party and laugh around us. They know that sometimes we want to be left alone, even if the girls always cast glances our way, giving us bedroom eyes.

“Ohhh goodie,” I snark, taking the spliff back off him and inhaling another drag. Fuck, that’s good. I can feel all my muscles relaxing already. Only the best shit for the Banks name, even if it’s recreational.

“Yeah, well, we can ignore the bitches,” Blade rumbles, taking the blunt off me again and drawing a deep pull. “Not our problem if they don’t like it.”

“Plus, there’s a party at Chelsea’s tomorrow night, so we can go and leave her behind. Show her that she’s not part of our lives,” Chase adds, leaning back on the lounger and closing his eyes. This is the only time I see him relax even somewhat, after he’s smoked a joint. He’s usually so uptight and straight-laced. Focused.

After that first night, we decided that we were going to ignore our new stepsis for the most part. Make her feel isolated, alone, and regretting thinking that she could just insert herself into our lives. It doesn’t seem like she has any friends, which is fucking weird for a girl of eighteen, but whatever. If she thought we were going to be that for her, then she’s sorely mistaken.

No one takes advantage of a Banks.

Not even a delicate angel with hair of spun gold.


CHAPTER FIVE


“MASQUERADE” BY EUPHORIA, BOLSHIEE

LUNA

After reading late into the night, the sound of the party dies down, and I finally get back to sleep around four in the morning, so end up waking up late. I get ready for the day, using the exquisite shower—that’s better than sex—and head downstairs, shoulders back and head up.

Maybe I’ll get lucky and the guys were having an off day yesterday.

I do get lucky, though not in the fun kind of way, when Jerry informs me that they’re all out for the day, spending time with friends. A pang runs through me, a part of me having hoped that maybe I’d be brought into their fold. That I’d finally have some company other than my own.

Instead, I guess the silver lining is I get the day to relax without having to wonder when they might pop up. As it’s cloudy outside, I decide to have a movie day in the den, indulging in rewatching the My Fault/Your Fault films, plus if there’s time before our family dinner—yay—My Fault: London. It has absolutely nothing to do with the stepbrother trope. Nope. They are good romance films, hot, and the stepbrother thing is a minor factor.

I’m partway through Your Fault when the door to the den is thrown open, causing me to jump with a squeak, and I turn to find all three brothers striding into the room looking hotter than any stepbrother has the right to. Chase comes right over to the couch, and I have to crane my neck to look up at him.

“You’re in my seat,” he says, towering over me.

“I don’t see your name on it, “ I sass back, though my heart feels like it might beat out of my chest. I won’t let them treat me like shit though, because this is my house too, regardless of what they think.

His smile doesn’t reach his eyes and sends a shiver up my spine. “Everything in this house has my name on it. Including the bed you sleep in.”

“Get the fuck out,” Blade snarls before I can come up with a retort, and I freeze, eyes wide as I stare at him. These are the first words he’s spoken to me, and they’re full of a venom that I’ve no idea how I’ve earned. “Did I fucking stutter? This room is off-limits.”

Shakily, I get to my feet as Chase moves to the side, as if the thought of accidentally touching me is abhorrent. The lump in my throat is making swallowing hard as I gather up my things, the film still playing in the background.

“What’s this, pretty stepsis? A stepbrother romance?” Thorn’s teasing voice has me stalling, my cheeks flushing as I’m caught out. “Is that what you want?” His words are said in a caress as he saunters up to me, once again invading my personal space like it’s nonexistent. I look up into those jewel green eyes, which seem to be smoldering, and my embarrassment morphs into heat of another kind, even though I know that these three are cruel bastards. “You want all of us to fuck you? Make you scream with pleasure? Cry out our names?”

My breathing hitches, his words creating an image that I didn’t dare think about, didn’t want until he said those very words. There’s no denying that my stepbrothers are beautiful, so hot it’s unfair, and that I don’t have maybe a teeny tiny crush on them, even if they are assholes.

“Shame we don’t fuck gold diggers,” Chase states casually, striding up to us and breaking the spell Thorn’s gaze held me under. “Especially skinny ones like you.”

I flinch like he just struck me, and in many ways, he did. I hate my figure, hate that I’ve hardly any curves, that I’m all angles at the best of times, but to have it thrown at me when it’s really not my fault is a pain that I’m not used to.

Deciding that I won’t grace them with my voice, and that if I open my mouth the sob that’s trapped inside me might fall free, I tear my gaze away from his, stepping out from between them both and leaving the room, only my phone clutched in my hand. They can clean up the rest of my mess because fuck them.

I keep my gaze straight ahead until I’ve reached my door, opened it, and locked it behind me. Then I allow myself to crumble, sliding down to the floor and curling into a small ball, letting the sobs fall free.

I should be used to the cutting remarks, the isolation, having suffered it all through high school because I’d missed so much. I guess I’d just hoped that this year would be different, which was blown all to hell when my diagnosis came through. Then again when I heard about the triplets. I thought that maybe, finally, I’d have someone to hang around with. To be friends with even.

But it seems like that was a pipe dream too. I’m clearly destined to be alone, at least until this is over, or I’m dead, whichever comes first.

Is it terrible that I don’t know what outcome I want the most?
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After spending the rest of the afternoon hiding in my room, I get ready for dinner, opting for a loose shirt over my tank—no bra, because let’s be honest, I don’t need one with how little I’ve got going on there. I pair it with some high-waisted ripped jeans from my new walk-in closet that is full of designer clothes, all in my style. When I asked Jerry about it, he said Mom bought all the clothes for me, and a twinge went through me. It would have been nice to go shopping with her and make a day of it before the mayhem of my treatment starts.

I grab my new Birkenstock sandals, in shiny gold, check that my necklaces and bracelets are all sitting as I like them, then head out. I don’t think the guys are upstairs still. I’m sure I heard them go down a while back.

Laughter erupts from the dining room as I approach, but abruptly stops when I walk in, noticing the empty small plates on the table in front of the five people sitting down at the table.

“Oh, Luna love,” my mom gushes, rising from her seat and rushing towards me. “The boys said you were resting, so we should start without you.”

“Oh, um, that was kind of them,” I stutter, not wanting to rock the boat and tell her that I said no such thing. “But maybe I’m in time for the main course?”

“Of course, honey,” she says, wrapping an arm around my waist and leading me to the table. Richard is at the head, Blade and Chase on one side of him, my mom’s empty seat on the other, with Thorn next to her. “Jerry, could you set Luna’s place next to Thorn please?”

“Of course, ma’am,” Jerry replies, giving me a soft smile as I wait for him to set my place. “What would you like to drink, Miss Luna? Wine like the others?”

“Water please, Jerry,” I reply, Mom helping me into my seat, fussing over putting the napkin in my lap. “I’ve got this, Mom. Thanks.”

“I’ve missed you, Luna love,” she whispers before placing a kiss on my cheek, and my nose tingles as I hold in the sudden tears. Maybe she wouldn’t miss me if she spent just a little time with me.

“You too, Mom. Thank you for the new clothes,” I say, Thorn scoffing beside me, making my back straighten as my mom goes back to her seat.

She doesn’t notice, but I do, and I can’t help the feeling that it’s tied into their low opinion of us, that we’re here just for the money.

I mean, you kind of are…

The thought has my annoyance draining from me because I’m pretty sure we are here for the money. I’m not sure it makes it better the fact that it’s to pay for my cancer treatment. That no doubt it paid off the medical debts Mom had because of my last lot of treatment. Does the end justify the means?

“Oh, it was my pleasure, Luna love,” she replies, giving me a wide smile, completely oblivious to my inner turmoil. “It was fun. Maybe we can go shopping together at some point?”

“I’d like that.” I go to say something else, but Richard gains her attention and it’s like I’m no longer in the room.

“I bet you would,” Thorn whispers harshly next to me, and I stiffen again. “Spending more of the money you have no right to.”

I let out a shuddering breath, clutching my hands together in my lap as I refuse to look at him, at any of them. The staff bring out the main course, a delicious smelling roast meat, potatoes, and all the veggies, and although I place a small amount on my plate, I know I won’t be able to eat as much as I’d like. My stomach is just not big enough.

I manage a little before my stomach starts to protest, and I set my cutlery down on my plate.

“No wonder you’re so skinny, if that’s all you eat,” Thorn murmurs in my ear, and this time I can’t stop the tears filling my eyes.

I abruptly stand up, my plate clattering on the table, and all conversation comes to a halt.

“Luna love?” Mom asks, and I swing my gaze to her, swallowing past the lump in my throat.

“I— Um, I’m not feeling so good, so I’m going to head to bed,” I say in a rush, not giving anyone a chance to say anything before I’m rushing from the room and up the stairs.

Hurrying into my room, I slam the door shut, turning the lock and leaning against the door as I lose my battle with tears for the second time today. My chest heaves, my heart sore as I look around the space that has become my sanctuary. My gaze lands on the bottles of medication that sit on my dresser, the ones that I have to start tomorrow and that I know will wipe me out, leave me nauseous and make me feel like shit before I feel even worse with the chemo.

A knock on the door has me jumping, hurriedly wiping my eyes even though no one can see me.

“Y–yes?”

“Miss Luna, I brought up your dessert. It’s a melt-in-the-middle chocolate pudding, so I thought you’d enjoy it,” Jerry’s voice filters through the wood. “I’ll leave it just outside for you.”

“Thank you, Jerry.” The words are spoken so softly that I’m not sure he hears them, but his kindness is what is helping me to get through this.

“You’re most welcome, Miss,” he replies before I hear his footsteps echo down the hall.

Opening the door, I give an excited squeal at the chocolatey goodness that is waiting for me, bending down to snatch it up and bring it into my room before one of my new brothers steals it.

Locking the door once again, I pad over to my comfy chair, sinking into it and picking up the spoon, scooping a piece of the dessert up and popping it into my mouth. I moan as the rich flavor bursts across my tongue.

“This is probably as close to heaven as you’re gonna get, Luna,” I tell myself, grabbing another bite and groaning when it tastes just as good as the first, letting the chocolatey goodness chase away my sadness. “Might as well make the most of it.”
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“ISSUES” BY DANIEL DI ANGELO

BLADE

My eyes were on my brother as our little stepsister, whom I’ve dubbed Goldilocks, flees the dining room after he whispered something in her ear. I don’t know what it was, but it was enough to have her eyes filling with tears. Thorn noticed them too, his brows gathering in as a pained expression crossed his face.

“What did he say to make her cry?” Chase hisses from next to me, and I can’t help but detect the annoyance in his tone. Is it because we don’t want our war against little Luna May to be noticed by her mom and our dad? They certainly wouldn’t be happy, although Dad barely cast her a glance, so maybe he wouldn’t give a fuck, or is there something more to Chase’s question? Something deeper?

I shrug, not needing words to say that I don’t fucking know. How could I sitting over here next to Chase?

Instead, I think about my own reaction last night to Bradley’s teasing. Partly, I don’t want our friends to acknowledge her, to make her feel even more alone than she so clearly is, but I can’t deny that I saw red at the thought of him checking her out, checking her ass out. I’m not even sure when he could have done that, she was in her room the whole time, though maybe he looked her up on social media or some shit. She doesn’t have much of a profile, just a few pictures that indeed show just how fucking stunning she is.

If she were anyone else, I know my brothers and I would be more than up for playing with her, regardless of what Chase said earlier in the den or the fact she’s our sister by marriage. He was lying through his teeth. She’s gorgeous, delicate, and not fake like most of the girls who throw themselves at us. There’s an ethereal quality about Luna, just like her name, and I can only imagine if we’d allow ourselves, we’d be drawn in like moths to a flame.

But given who she is to us, plus the fact that she’s clearly a money grabbing whore like her mother, any possible attraction has been soured.

Which begs the question why my brothers both look after her long after she’d fled the room. Hell, I keep glancing at the doorway to see if she’ll return. It’s how I spot Jerry heading up the stairs with what looks like dessert.

And my chest warms at the kindness of the old man, even if it’s misplaced.

He’s been a father to us, even before Mom died six years ago. Cancer took her away from us, ironic in a way because that’s what Banks Industries specializes in: innovative cancer treatments. Yet nothing could cure her, and we watched her waste away before our fucking eyes.

My hand clenches around my spoon at the thought that I should have done more, even though my rational brain knows, at fourteen, there was no way I could have done anything.

“Lorelei and I will be going away for the weekend,” my father declares, loudly enough to break me from my spiraling thoughts. “We should be back early next week.”

I give him a nod as the others murmur affirmatives.

“Would you boys be able to keep an eye on Luna? Maybe invite her out with your friends? She’s so shy,” Lorelei asks, batting her fake lashes at us, and I clench my jaw.

She’s a pretty woman, it’s clear to see where Luna gets her looks from, but there is a fakeness about her, which isn’t helped by the botox and false lashes she now has.

“Sure,” Chase replies with a charming smile that is also fake as fuck.

“Thank you, Chase. I’m sure if anyone can draw her out, it’s you boys.” She’s completely oblivious to Chase’s false smile and Thorn’s fake laughter. I guess my silence isn’t unusual since I rarely say anything unless I need to. Don’t see the point in wasting words.

“In fact, our good friend is having a party in two days time, so we can take her along,” Thorn adds, and Lorelei beams at him.

“See? I knew you’d be able to help.” She reaches over and squeezes his hand, missing his grimace as she turns back to my father.

Thorn catches my eye and I raise a brow. He just gives me a grin, one that tells me he has a plan of sorts that he’ll let me know about later once we’re alone. It won’t be anything too drastic, we’re not complete bastards, but Luna needs to learn her place, and we will be the ones to show it to her.


CHAPTER SIX


“CARRY ME HOME” BY SØD VEN

LUNA

The next couple of days, I hid in my room, especially after Mom came and told me she and Richard were going away for a few days, but not to worry, the boys will take care of me. Yeah fucking right.

I’m taking my evening meds—anti-nausea, immune boosters, and low-dose steroids—when there’s a knock at my door. Quickly swallowing the last of my pills and setting the bottles back on my dresser, I take a deep inhale and walk over to the door, unlocking it and cracking it open a little.

My heart gives a jolt when I find all three of my stepbrothers on the other side, looking handsome in clothes that are clearly meant for going out. I’m refusing to admit it’s because they look so good.

“We’re heading to the Fosters’ party. You should come,” Thorn suggests, and I snap my wide gaze to him, my brows practically in my hair. It sounded more like an order than a request.

“Me? Come with you to a party?” I question, more than surprised by the invitation. I thought they hated me, so why are they inviting me out with them?

“Richard mentioned you haven’t been socializing. It’s...concerning,” Chase adds, and I flick my gaze to him, my brows lowering as I try to puzzle out why the sudden change of heart.

“I’m not sure…” I start, having planned to stay home and ride out the fatigue and nausea that these meds will no doubt bring as they do every night.

“You wouldn’t want to be ungrateful now, would you, pretty stepsis? After all, we’ve taken you in and secured you an invitation to an elite party,” Thorn says, and I chew my lip, my refusal dying on my tongue because he’s right. Blade just stares at me, his scrutinizing gaze making me squirm like usual.

Maybe this is an olive branch, and regardless of past behavior, I should make an effort.

And maybe it’ll be nice to spend some time with other people around my age.

“Okay, just for an hour,” I find myself saying, and Thorn gives me a Cheshire Cat grin.

“Of course, you can always call Percy to bring you home at any point.”

“Be ready in ten minutes,” Chase commands before they turn on their polished heels and leave me gaping in the doorway.

“Okay, you’ve got this, Luna,” I affirm to myself, shutting the door and hurrying over to my closet. Riffling through the dresses that I think would work for an event like this, I’m relieved to find one that has a high neck, the material gathered in a collared band so my port will be hidden.

It’s a turquoise color but covered in an abstract floral pattern, has short puff sleeves, is mid-calf length with a slit up one side, and gathered in at the waist with a fabric belt. It doesn’t take long to get on, and I finger-comb some styling mousse in my hair, quickly doing my make-up to be natural but bringing some much needed color in my cheeks. I grab my favorite glitter converse, a purse which is also sparkly and rainbow and just fucking perfect, then call it, rushing out of my room and down the stairs to find all three guys waiting for me.

I pause partway down the stairs, their intense gazes making me second-guess my choices.

“Is it— Is the dress okay?” I ask, my fingers tangling in the silk skirt.

“Who knew you could scrub up so well?” Thorn states, his voice lower than usual and with a rasp that sends shivers fluttering all over my skin. Though I still frown at the backhanded compliment.

“The dress is fine, let’s go,” Chase orders curtly, and I roll my eyes, deciding that I don’t give a fuck if they like it or not. It makes me feel pretty, so I’m wearing it.

I follow them out of the front door, a large, brand new Chevrolet in matte black idling in the driveway.

“Nice ride,” I comment as Blade gets in the driver’s side, Chase the front passenger, and Thorn in the back. Huffing, I make my way around to the other side, opening the door and climbing in the back too. Gentlemen, they are not.

No sooner do I have the door shut than Blade is revving the engine and speeding out of the driveway. My heart thrashes as I quickly buckle up, cursing inside my head at his reckless driving.

“Don’t worry, Goldie. Blade won’t kill us.” Thorn chuckles from beside me, and it’s not exactly reassuring, but I decide not to say anything, just in case they decide they still hate me and kick me out.

Soon we’re pulling into another driveway, the mansion similar to ours. The front door is open, music pouring out of it, and there are valets waiting to park the cars. One takes Blade’s keys, getting in once we’ve got out, and driving the car around to god knows where.

“No one touches you,” Blade snarls into my ear before all three head inside, leaving me gaping in the open doorway.

What the fuck was that about?

Shrugging, my heart pounding because I’ve not been to a party since I was nine years old, I take a deep inhale, planning on finding a quiet corner to pass the hour and manage the nausea that got worse as we drove over.

I spot a place in the crowded living room, and just as I take a step towards it, three girls step into my path.

“You're the Banks’ triplets’ new stepsister, right?” the one with pin straight blonde hair and wearing a form-fitting mini dress that shows off her incredible curves asks. My inner bitchy voice tells me the boobs are fake, but they look good on her, so who am I to judge?

“Um, yep, Luna, that’s me,” I awkwardly reply, but they all titter like it’s the funniest thing. My mouth turns dry, not knowing if I should laugh too.

“They told us to take care of you,” she states, holding out a glass of what looks like fruit punch.

“Oh, thanks, but I don’t drink,” I tell her, giving a smile that I hope covers the fact that my stomach is swirling and there’s the very real possibility that I'll upchuck all over her pretty heels.

“Yes, they said,” the brunette one adds. “It’s a virgin cocktail.”

“Oh, thanks,” I reply, taking the drink and having a small sip. It’s good, fruity and sweet. Just as I’m about to say something else, they turn around and sashay off, leaving me alone again. Weird.

I resume my original plan, slowly sipping the drink and heading to the corner that clearly has my name on it, given it’s out of the way and a bit in shadow. I people watch as time passes, something I’ve become accustomed to doing, when suddenly a wave of dizziness rushes over me, my heart pounding inside my chest.

Swallowing back the nausea that has returned with a vengeance, I look around, trying to locate one of the triplets, but can’t see them. It’s too crowded in here, and it’s so fucking hot. Maybe some fresh air would be good, might help clear my head.

I stumble my way outside, the sound of the music fading in and out until the night air hits my face. It makes me feel a little better, though my vision keeps blurring. Seeing a bench in front of me, I slump down into it, just focusing on breathing as I set my drink next to me before the world turns dark.
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“WAR OF HEARTS” BY RUELLE

BLADE

I lost Luna when one of those annoying bitches came to talk to me, and as I gaze around the interior of the living room, I don’t see her in the corner she’s been occupying all night. Ignoring the calls from people I know, I look around, catching a glimpse of blonde curls as the person heads into the garden.

I push through the crowd—fuck, there are so many people—and manage to make my way outside just as my new stepsister falls onto a bench and then slumps down, her eyes rolling.

Rushing over, I catch her just as she almost slides off the bench, cursing at how drunk she clearly is. It’s been less than an hour, which surprises me, as I thought she didn’t drink.

“B–Blade?” she slurs, and I notice that her breath doesn’t smell of alcohol. A pit opens up in my stomach as I see the fruity drink next to her, only half drunk.

“What have you drunk, Goldilocks?” I rumble, shaking her a little when her eyes close. She snaps them open, barely able to focus on me.

“Virgin… cocktail,” she says, and my brows furrow. “Blondie gave it to me. So hot.”

Her flushed cheeks make me wonder if she’s referring to the blonde person she mentioned, or the fact she feels hot, but when I press the back of my hand to her forehead, I hiss.

“Fuck, Goldilocks, you’re burning up.” Fishing my phone out of my pocket, I hit dial on Chase’s number. “Get outside. Now.” I hang up, shaking Luna again as she slumps against me. “Wake up, Princess.”

“D–don’t feel good, B–Blade,” she murmurs, barely able to keep her eyes open.

“I know, Princess. We’ll get you home, I promise,” I say, my voice unusually soft as I hear my brothers approach.

“Woah, looks like she can’t handle her liquor.” Thorn laughs, and I shoot him a glare.

“She’s not drunk. Something else is wrong.” His face immediately loses all mirth, and he rushes over, spotting the drink.

“Who gave her a drink?” he snarls, and I shrug.

“Someone she called blondie,” I state, gathering her in my arms, deciding we can’t do much more here but maybe back home we can help her.

Chase takes charge, as he so often does even though I’m the oldest. “We need to get her home before she makes a scene.”

We head around the side, Thorn hurrying ahead, no doubt to find a valet to bring the car around. Thorn is waiting in the driver’s seat as I approach, and normally no one else drives my baby, but this is an emergency.

My heart is thudding loudly inside my chest, something I’m not used to as I carry her in my arms. She’s so fucking light, too light for someone her age really, and something inside me makes my arms draw her closer to my body.

Chase opens the back door, and I carefully place Luna in, buckling her seat belt before I jog around to the other side and get in next to her, Chase taking the front passenger. The atmosphere in the car is tense as we drive away, Luna’s head lolling as I keep my gaze fixed on her. My arm darts around her before I’ve even thought about it, steadying her head against my shoulder.

“Do you think she was drugged?” Chase asks, and I purse my lips, a sour taste filling my mouth.

“Maybe. She said her drink was a virgin cocktail,” I tell them, and Luna blinks her blue eyes open, staring straight at me. Her pupils are blown wide, her gaze going unfocused, and my hand clenches into a fist against the seat behind her. I know we wanted to fuck with her, but not like this. Drugging women is a line that none of us would ever cross.

“Maybe we should take her to the hospital?” Thorn suggests, and I watch as panic makes her straighten.

“No! I’m fine. Something just messed with some meds I take,” she says, her voice clearer than it has been since I found her. She blinks as she tries to get her eyes to focus. “Just take me home please.”

Something tightens inside my chest at her calling our house home, but it’s not annoyance like I expect it to be. I choose not to examine it too closely, and soon, we’re pulling back into our driveway.

I’m out of the car before it’s even fully stopped, rushing to her side and opening the door just as she reaches for the handle. Our gazes meet again, and although her gaze is still a little unfocused, she’s more with it now.

I still slide my arms underneath her, lifting her out of the truck even though she protests weekly. “I’m fine, Blade. I can walk.”

“Doubtful,” I reply, striding into the house. No one greets us. I told Jerry and the others we’d sort ourselves when we got back, and contrary to what we told Luna, we were always going to bring her back when she’d had enough. We’re not total bastards.

I take her to her room, the others following behind, and settle her on her bed once we get inside. She immediately snuggles onto her side, curling up into a fetal position and closing her eyes.

Exhaling, I sit down next to her and start untying those ridiculous glittery Converse of hers.

“What are you doing?” Thorn asks, his voice a low whisper, and I look up, finding him watching her, studying the rise and fall of her chest.

“She can’t sleep in shoes,” I tell him, resuming my work until I have them both off and set down on the floor.

“Her temperature has come down,” he says, the back of his hand brushing her forehead. “I’ll grab her a bottle of water, for when she wakes up. Maybe some painkillers?”

“I’d be careful of any medication,” Chase whispers from across the room, and I get up to go over to him when I see he’s in front of her dresser, several bottles of pills in front of him. “Anti-nausea meds, immune boosters, and low-dose steroids.”

“Why would she need those?” Thorn queries, coming up next to us.

“I don’t know, could be multiple reasons,” Chase states, and my mind races as I run through the options. There are too many to know without asking, something which I plan to do when she feels better.

“Shit, I thought she was just lazy and antisocial, not sick,” Thorn murmurs, casting another glance at her, his brows furrowed.

“Maybe she has an eating disorder? She barely touches food at dinner,” Chase suggests, replacing the bottle and looking at her too. “Whatever it is, it’s not our problem. It doesn’t change anything.”

I’d believe him to be an unfeeling bastard if it didn’t sound like he was trying to convince himself as much as us.

“We should check on her throughout the night,” I tell them, a niggle in my gut saying that there is something at play here that we’re not aware of.

“Do what you like,” Chase huffs, striding from the room, leaving Thorn and me alone with the sleeping girl.

“You don’t think she’s sick-sick, do you, Blade?” Thorn’s voice is quiet, laced with worry, and I turn to look at him. He’s nibbling his lower lip, something he does when he’s worried. He always felt things a lot, even as a child, and Mom’s death hit him hard.

“We’ll find out,” I state, placing my hand on his shoulder and giving it a squeeze.

“Okay.” He gives me a nod, squaring his shoulders back. “I’m going to get that bottle of water from the den.”

Then he strides from the room, leaving me with our new stepsister, who is more of a mystery now than when she first arrived.

“What are you hiding, Goldilocks?” My voice is barely a breath, but she stirs a little all the same, and so with furrowed brows, I leave the room, planning on checking her every thirty minutes for the rest of the night, just to make sure she’s okay.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“FATAL ATTRACTION” BY REED WONDER

LUNA

“Urrrgghh,” I groan, my head pounding as I blink my eyes open. The light in the room is dull, the blackout blinds mostly pulled shut, thank fuck, but my head feels so heavy it takes a minute for me to remember what happened.

Last night. The party. The drink that I’m now pretty sure was drugged with something by that blonde bitch, the one who I remember being here that first night the triplets were home. The rest of the night is a little fuzzy, though I have flashes; Blade finding me, demanding to know what I’d drunk, then getting me into the truck, bringing me to my room. The other two were there as well. Then nothing.

Taking my time, I sit up, letting the room settle its spinning. Looking down, I see I’m still in my dress from the night before, though my shoes have been removed. Gently, gingerly, I swing my legs over and place my feet on the floor, letting my bare toes sink into the plush carpet.

Taking a couple of deep inhales, I push up, noticing that my door is ajar. Weird, I always shut it and usually lock it for good measure. Though I guess I should probably stop in case anything happens. Deciding to focus on one thing at a time, I push to standing, letting the wave of dizziness wash over me, leaving my fingers and toes tingling.

After that passes, I decide a shower is in order. It may help clear my foggy head and make me feel better. My skin feels gross, like there is dried sweat on it.

“One step at a time, Luna,” I coach myself, focusing on getting to the bathroom. I glance over at my dresser, my stomach clenching when I see my bottle of pills. Did they see them last night? What will they think?

“It’s none of their fucking business,” I murmur to myself, making it to the bathroom and shutting the door behind me.

Stripping off, I take a long, hot shower, which does wonders to clear my head and ease the ache from my stiff joints. My mouth still feels dry as a fucking desert, so water is my next port of call. Wrapping a towel around me, I head back into the bedroom, spotting a bottle of water on my bedside table, something which definitely wasn’t there yesterday.

Shrugging and taking the gift for what it is, I open it, swallowing almost half as I stand there, dripping in nothing but a towel. It helps clear my head further, but my body shivers, despite the summer morning heat. I don’t have the air con on in my room, too often I feel cold even when it’s roasting outside.

Placing the cap on the water, I put it back on the table before heading to my closet to get dressed. Comfy leggings, a vest, and an oversized sweater are my choices. I even grab my big, fluffy slipper socks because my feet are like icicles.

I catch a glimpse of myself in my dresser mirror as I go over to take my morning meds. There are purple smudges under my eyes, and my cheeks are pale and sunken.

“Not looking your finest, Luna.” I sigh, pulling my gaze away because I couldn’t exactly help getting drugged and it clashing with my meds.

Downing my daily pills, I glance at the clock and notice the time. Ten in the morning. Hopefully the terrible triplets—their new name—have gone out and it’s safe to go downstairs for a bite to eat.

Taking my time, mostly because I’m still a little woozy, I make my way downstairs, phone in hand, and into the bright but slightly clinical kitchen. It’s modern, sleek, and has all of the top-of-the-range shit, plus a chef who comes in every day to prepare meals. Bernard—the chef—isn’t here, but I freeze when I spot all three of my tormentors, as if they were lying in wait for me.

Chase is reading something on his tablet, no doubt it’s the Financial Times or something equally as boring. His shirt has the top two buttons undone, exposing some of his inked-up chest, and his sleeves are rolled up again, showing off corded forearms covered in ink that have no right being as hot as they are. His eyes flick up to me the moment I enter the space, staring, analyzing.

Blade is leaning against the counter, studying me with that cold calculation he’s perfected. He’s in his usual uniform of black everything, and I hate how fucking good it looks on him.

Thorn is in front of the kettle, a pot in front of him as he scoops some tea leaves into it. I’ve noticed he prefers loose tea, and by the smell, it’s one of the green tea blends he has, which are surprisingly good. My favorite is the cherry blossom one, not that I’ve told him or confessed that I’ve even had some. His gaze flits to me, his brows deeply furrowed, and something inside my chest tightens at the concern which seems to be in his green depths, dulling them from their usual brightness.

An uncomfortable silence washes over us as I take another step into the room, and another, walking over to the fridge to get a bottle of water and see if there is anything to eat. I ignore the way my hand trembles as I reach for the handle, but as I’m next to Blade, I catch the way he notices, his eyes narrowing.

Chase breaks the silence first. “Quite the performance last night. Care to explain?”

I force a dismissive laugh, shutting the fridge and turning to face him with a saccharine smile plastered on my face. The gall of this man. “I’m just not used to drinking spiked drinks. Sorry if I embarrassed you.”

“It wasn’t spiked. Not with alcohol anyway,” Blade cuts in.

Hearing his voice is so rare that I’m speechless for a moment. “It wasn’t alcohol. At least, I don’t think so, but I’m not sure what it was mixed with. Your blonde friend didn’t exactly tell me what drug she used.”

His brows drop. “Blonde friend?”

“Yeah, she was here the first night you guys got back. Big fake tits, fake tan, fake lips,” I sneer. There’s nothing wrong with taking care of yourself, and I’m a great believer in people can do whatever makes them feel good, but I don’t think turning yourself into something you were never meant to be is the way forward. And maybe this bitch should have spent less on her body and more on a personality transplant.

“Rachel?” Thorn asks, stepping away from his tea-making and towards me.

“I don’t know what her name is. She never introduced herself, though her brunette friend said it was a virgin cocktail, so maybe she spiked it. They said you told them to look after me,” I answer, and Thorn shakes his head.

“We didn’t say shit to them.” His voice is a low rumble, a growl that I’ve not heard before. Then he clears his throat, looking at me with a frown, and that concern is back, making the skin around his eyes tight. “Look, whatever was in that drink, you said last night it reacted with your meds, and if you’re on something… medications, whatever… we should know. For safety.”

I stiffen, my fear of them having seen my medication making me prickle all over. I don’t want them to know about what’s happening to me. Not only have they not earned the right, but I don’t want to be that girl again. The sick one. “I’m not an addict, if that’s what you’re implying.”

“Then why did I see all those bottles of pills on your dresser last night?” His voice is cold, critical, and cuts with accusation.

My heart thrashes inside my chest as I think of something to say to put them off. “You poked around in my room? Invasion of privacy much?” When in doubt, snark and anger for the win.

Blade steps closer, the warmth from his body both welcome and distracting. Wait, not welcome, nope. There’s nothing relieving about having any of them this close. “What you do affects this family now. Answer the question.”

I hold his gaze, ignoring the way it’s so dark, so intense, I almost get lost in it. “It’s for migraines. I get them chronically.” My voice is softer than I intended, and I fucking hate that any of them can affect me like this.

Thorn lets out a breath that almost sounds relieved, but Blade just keeps his gaze locked with mine. Assessing. Probing for answers I’m unwilling to give, and I can’t shake the feeling that he knows I’m lying.

My phone buzzes in my hand with an incoming call, startling me but breaking off the stare off with Blade. I take a couple of steps away from him, turning my back and only then looking at the screen, seeing it’s my mom.

“Hey, Mom. How’s the trip?” I ask quietly, ignoring the three pairs of eyes that burn into my skin like the sun through a magnifier.

“Hey, Luna love. It’s lovely, thank you. Dr. Tate called. Your first chemo session is next Wednesday, so I’ll be back to take you and will pick you up on Friday, okay?”

I can feel my face fall, no doubt draining of what little color it had as my new reality becomes that much more real. This is going to suck. Big hairy donkey balls suck.

“Oh, okay, that’s great,” I say, trying to make myself sound cheery even though I just want to curl into a ball and sob.

“Okay, Luna love. I’ll see you Tuesday. Love you.” Her voice sounds too cheerful for the news she just gave me, and before I’ve even managed to say anything back, the phone goes dead.

Taking a deep inhale, I plaster the biggest fake smile on my face.

“That was Mom. Well, it looks like I’ll be out of your hair for a few days come Wednesday.” All three of their brows lower.

“Why? Where are you going?” Chase questions, and it takes a lot to hold my anger in check. I know it’s justified, they’ve been first-class assholes, but also part of it is just fury at the situation I’m in. That I’m having to go through this shit again. Plus, why do they give a fuck? They’ve made it clear I don’t belong, so surely this is good news to them.

“That, dear stepbrother of mine, is none of your fucking business,” I say softly, walking over to the fridge and grabbing a bottle of protein shake that no doubt belongs to one of them, but I don’t give a fuck right now. I just want to get out of here.

“We’re not finished with this conversation, Goldilocks,” Blade rumbles from next to me, and I slam the fridge shut before turning to face him.

“Actually, we are. I repeat, my health is none of your damn business.” I’ve still got that fake smile in place, but it’s getting harder to keep it there, and if I don’t get out of here soon, I may just crumble at their feet.

“It is when you collapse at parties we took you to,” Chase comments, and it’s the lack of tone or inflection that almost makes me lose it. Yet somehow, I manage to keep it together.

Walking past Blade, I step right up to the opposite side of the island from Chase. “Then don’t take me to any more parties. Problem solved.”

Then with my head held high, I spin on my heel, which is a fucking mistake, because I wobble, swaying on my feet and having to grasp the counter behind me for a moment for support. Thorn takes a step towards me, but I hold my hand up, not saying a thing as I straighten up before walking out of the room, my spinning head held high.
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“FACEDOWN” BY CHASE ATLANTIC

CHASE

We all watch Luna as she walks out of the door. She’s still shaky, still a little unsteady on her feet, and I want to snarl at her to sit the fuck down before she falls over. Not that I care about her. It just would get messy if she were to collapse again. Father would be displeased at the drama of it, even if he seems to continually dismiss her. Yes, that’s the reason.

“Migraines don’t cause those symptoms.” Blade is straight to the point as usual, but there’s something about his tone, something that sounds a little bit like the worry that is tightening my gut.

“Maybe she has anxiety? That would explain a lot,” Thorn says, his tea-making abandoned as we try to figure out the puzzle that is Luna Wilder.

Sighing, I tell them what I’ve learned this morning, even if I don’t want to question why the need to discover what lies behind Luna’s symptoms is bothering me. “I called Richard’s assistant. Luna’s mother has been taking her to ‘appointments’ weekly.”

“Therapy appointments, probably. If it is anxiety,” Blade comments. He’s spoken the most I’ve heard him since Luna and her mother appeared in our lives. It’s nice hearing my brother’s voice again. He gets too in his head, isolates himself from the rest of us too often. Has done so ever since Mom died.

“Whatever it is, she’s terrified of us finding out. She gets a deer-in-headlights look whenever it comes up.” That’s unexpectedly insightful for Thorn, who’s usually the party playboy type, not really concerned with anyone else. It gives me pause.

“I have Jerry and Percy keeping an eye on her,” I tell them, a twitch in my jaw, making my muscles feel tight. I don’t like unknowns.

Blade doesn’t object, which shows his concern even if none of us will admit it. Clearly he wants to know just as much as I do what our new stepsister is hiding.

Thorn’s brows are deeply furrowed, and he glances back at the now empty doorway. “What if it’s something serious, guys?”

“Doubtful,” I scoff, going back to the Financial Times, though I’ve been reading the same sentence since I heard Luna come down the stairs. “Girls like her always make things up for attention. It’s probably just anxiety or something equally asinine.”


CHAPTER EIGHT


“SKIN AND BONES” BY RUELLE

LUNA

“I'm so sorry I can’t pick you up, honey,” my mother says before sighing over the phone, her voice full of regret. “I didn’t realize that Richard had already planned to meet a prospective client, and it’s kind of a big deal for me to be there and support him.” Tears sting my eyes, my lower lip trembling at the knowledge that she’s putting him, her new husband and my stepdad, first.

She’s never once missed an appointment before, when I went through this hell a few years ago, let alone not even picked me up. She knows the chemo takes it out of me, leaving me shaking and bone tired.

“That’s okay, Mom,” I say thickly, plastering a smile that I don’t feel onto my face, trying to sound cheerful even as exhaustion sweeps over me and despite the fact she can’t see me. Fake it till you make it.

“I’ve sent Blade to get you. I know you didn’t want him to know, but he’s the only one available. I didn’t tell him what you were in there for.” My stomach swoops, like it does when you’re at the top of a rollercoaster before you descend. She’s sent the one person in the entire world I don’t want to see, one of my tormentors, my stepbrother. I didn’t want him and his brothers to know about the cancer coming back because it just gives them more ammunition to use against me. “Luna love?”

“I–It’s fine,” I huff, my heart pounding as I look to the nurses’ station, my eyes widening as I lock eyes with said stepbrother. “I’ve got to go.”

His irises are that gorgeous dark green which I hate but also find unbearably pretty, his thick brown hair falling over his forehead in that way which has me itching to move it aside, regardless of what an absolute asshole he is. His brow is deeply furrowed as he takes me in, still lying on the hospital bed.

Movement at his side has me tearing my gaze away, only to see his duplicate standing there, and I swear if they hooked me up to a heart monitor, it would blare an alarm with how fast mine is currently racing. Thorn’s eyes are a little wide though, his nostrils flared as he trails his bright jade gaze over me, as if he’s checking every inch for any visible signs of injury. More fool him. It’s what’s inside me that’s posing the most danger.

And of course, where two of the Banks triplets are, the third is not far behind. Guess Mom was mistaken, all three are here despite her saying only Blade was free. Chase Banks strides into the room like he’s about to tear it apart, his steps faltering as they land on me. His chest is heaving, like he ran all the way here, and there’s a slight tremble to his clenched fists, which makes little sense.

Blade marches over, the others following, and I swear they suck all the oxygen out of the room because it’s suddenly hard to take a full breath. I can’t look away. It’s like watching my doom headed towards me and there’s nothing I can do to stop it.

“You have exactly two fucking seconds to tell me why the fuck you are on a cancer ward, Goldilocks,” Blade demands in a quiet but deadly voice as soon as he’s next to me. I have to tilt my head up to keep eye contact, and my mouth is so dry I can’t say anything for several moments. His arms are crossed over his broad chest, and my brows furrow because I just can’t work out why he’s so pissed.

“What? Feel bad now that you know you’ve been assholes to a dying girl?” When in doubt, always go for the balls. That’s my motto anyway.

He flinches, two growls sounding from the other side of the bed, but before I can look behind me, Blade’s hand lashes out, gripping my jaw and preventing me from moving. I expect his touch to hurt, for his grip to be too tight, but it’s not. He’s holding me in place, but only warmth comes from his fingertips.

“Blade,” Thorn warns in a low tone, like he’s angry at his brother for the rough treatment. I can’t tell him I’m okay, that it doesn’t hurt but burns in the most intoxicating way, because I’m drowning in swirling, forest green eyes.

“Don’t say that shit. You aren’t going anywhere,” Blade snarls in a whisper, his words sending a shiver down my spine.

“Oh, really? And you’re going to be the one to stop my cancer, are you?”

I’m fucking furious, my body vibrating with anger at thinking he controls the disease I’ve been fighting since I was ten years old. Pissed at the world that would put me through this shit again after all I’ve been through.

“Yes. I will fucking rip it out of you if I have to.” My breath stalls completely at his words, my heart giving a stupid jolt at the possession that shines in his eyes. The world around me doesn’t exist, just Blade and his insane promise to heal me. “And do you know why?”

“So you can keep tormenting me,” I reply sarcastically, and his plush lips pull up into a devilish smirk that sets my cursed blood alight.

“If that’s what I choose to do with you. You are mine, Princess. You belong to us, and I won’t allow you to go anywhere until I’m done with you. I’ll fight off god himself if he tries to take you from me.”

“You’re fucking crazy,” I rasp, tugging my face free and breaking the spell he has me under. Then I turn my gaze to the others, finding Thorn’s fists gripping the rail of my hospital bed. “You all hate me.” One of Thorn’s hands releases the side and comes up, his knuckles brushing my cheek in a gesture that is too sweet, especially with the way his hand trembles slightly. His soft scent of amber and dark rum surrounds me, and I can’t help but take in a deep breath.

“There’s a fine line between hate and… something else, Goldie,” he murmurs, and tears fill my eyes. I can’t deal with this. I need them to go back to being the assholes I know and dislike. Not these gentle protectors.

“You were right,” I say, his brows dipping. “About us being gold diggers. My mom…she only wanted your dad for his money.”

Thorn’s jaw tightens, a flare of anger making the green of his eyes blaze.

“And why was that, Star?” Chase rumbles, and my gaze moves to him standing next to Thorn, his thick arms crossed over his chest, mirroring Blade’s position of moments ago. I shake my head, refusing to say a word, even if the new nickname has my chest warming. His arms uncross, then he’s holding the metal railing and leaning over, his spicy scent of warm cinnamon washing over me in a way that shouldn’t relax all my tense muscles but does anyway. “You found out your cancer had come back two days before they eloped, and I know your mom was up to her eyeballs in debt from the last round of treatment you had.”

The tears that I’d been holding back fall, burning my cheeks as they drip down them to land on my fists in my lap. The lump in my throat is so thick I can’t even ask how the fuck he knows my history. That shit is meant to be confidential, but I guess when you’re as rich as the Banks family, you find a way.

“We don’t hate you for using our money to get better, Princess,” Blade says tenderly from beside me, his long fingers grasping my chin again in a gentle hold and turning my face to him. “But you should have told us from the start. We wouldn’t have…” he trails off, a frustrated sigh leaving his lips. I don’t think I’ve ever heard him talk so much, never mind with such a softness to his usually gruff voice.

“I wanted a fresh start,” I tell him, my words rushed as I try to ease the torment that lurks in his eyes and the crease between his brows, even though they were so horrible to me before today. “I didn’t want to be the girl who had cancer anymore.” My voice hitches and I bite my lower lip to stop the pain from overwhelming me. The heartbreak of knowing that I am that girl again, that this disease is defining me again.

“You are so much more than that, Luna,” he tells me earnestly, leaning down and brushing a kiss on my forehead that stops my heart completely. Straightening up and releasing my chin, his fingers tangle with mine as I try to relearn how to function again. “Let’s get you home so you can rest.”

“O–okay,” I croak, clearing my throat as I swing my legs to the side of the bed—the side that Blade is on has no metal guards—and place my feet on the floor. His hand holds mine as I get up, which is lucky because a wave of dizziness has me sagging into him as soon as I’m upright.

“Shit, Luna!” he exclaims, his voice sharp with panic as he catches me and I rest my head on his chest, letting his smokey vanilla scent wash over me. His heart is beating so hard I can feel it under my cheek, and it’s steadying in a world which feels like it’s spiraling out of control.

“I’m okay, just get dizzy sometimes after treatment,” I tell him, closing my eyes and breathing him in. It shouldn’t calm me, not after the way he and his brothers have alienated me ever since I moved into their mansion, but my body hasn’t gotten that memo and relaxes into him as he holds me close.

“I’ll get a wheelchair,” I hear Thorn say, and I wrinkle my nose.

“I’ll be fine. I will not be wheeled out of here like I’m too weak to walk,” I growl, my pride not allowing that, even though I know that I probably should take it easy.

“You are infuriating, you know that, Goldilocks?” Blade grumbles, and something unfurls inside my chest at the nickname. Then he’s picking me up in his arms as if I weigh nothing, pulling me close so that my head can keep resting on his chest.

I squeak, my eyes flying open, but again, my body betrays me by wrapping my arms around his neck and snuggling into him like the teddy bear he is not.

“Takes one to know one, big brother,” I sass back, feeling his huff of laughter under my cheek. I like that sound, like the fact that I was the one to cause it.

“Chase, grab her bag and let’s get the fuck out of here. I fucking hate hospitals,” Blade orders as he walks. My cheeks flush when Judy, my nurse, gives me a salacious wink.

“See you next month, honey,” she says, her tone promising me I’ll be spilling all the beans when I see her next. Urgh.

“I can walk,” I huff, although it’s not that convincing, especially as I just snuggle closer into him, letting the exhaustion wash over me in waves.

“Sure you can,” he says dryly as Thorn opens the door and then hurries over to the elevator, pressing the down button. My eyelids flutter, and Blade tightens his grip. “Wait until we get you to the car, Princess. Then you can sleep on the way home.”

I mumble an agreement, my eyelids just too heavy to keep open any longer.
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“ARCADE - ACOUSTIC VERSION” BY DUNCAN LAURENCE

BLADE

I grunt as my stepsister gets heavier in my arms, clearly losing the battle with sleep before we’ve even stepped out of the elevator. She doesn’t weigh much, but having all of her pressed up against me is making my mind wander to places that it really shouldn’t, especially given that she’s currently being treated for fucking cancer.

I pull her closer, wishing that my words from earlier were true. That I could just rip it all out of her. That she didn’t have to go through this again. When I got the call from her mom asking me to pick her up from the hospital, it was as if my entire world collapsed. All the shitty things I’ve done to her came back to haunt me as the endless scenarios of why she was in the hospital in the first fucking place flooded my mind.

It was Chase who discovered that the ward she was on was for cancer treatment, and the silence that filled the car as I drove like a madman to get there was thick and cloying like smoke. Chase used that time to gain access to her medical records and discovered that she’s been going through this on and off for eight fucking years.

Eight. Fucking. Years.

Watching Mom go through it five years ago was bad enough, seeing how rough the treatment was on her, taking her away until there was nothing left. But to have to keep repeating that cycle, not knowing if this time it will work again or fail…shit.

Then she came into our lives and we’ve made hers hell for the past few weeks. Fuck, we really are monsters of the worst kind.

“You drive, Chase,” I say as we approach the parking lot, not even remotely ready to let her go yet.

“You okay, bro?” Thorn asks as we stop outside our truck, which looks out of place in a lot full of beat-up rust buckets. Why the fuck is she here and not at the private hospital? That will change as soon as we get her home and settled.

I have to take a breath to release the tension in my jaw. “Yeah, I just…”

His hand lands gently on my shoulder and he squeezes. “I know, man. It’s fucked up.”

Chase fishes around in my back pocket for my keys, Thorn opening the back door for me. Luckily, our truck is a big bastard, so it’s easy for me to get in while keeping hold of her. I can’t let her go right now, I need to know that she’s still here. I need to feel it. I keep her on my lap as Thorn shuts the door, jogging around to the other side and climbing in next to me.

“We should strap her in,” he whispers, brushing her hair from her face. She sighs, nuzzling into his touch but staying asleep. I pull her closer.

“I’ll keep her safe. Just drive carefully, Chase,” I command, catching his irritated stare as he twists to look at me.

“Of fucking course I will,” he seethes, his voice low. He must be riled up if he’s cursing. He’s usually so professional all the time, even when we’re not in the boardroom. “I wouldn’t take risks with her in the truck.”

“Shit, I know, man. I’m just all…fucked up,” I confess, glancing back down at her. She’s so fucking beautiful, even with the dark circles under her eyes that I only just realize have been there almost the entire time she’s been with us.

“Yeah,” I hear Chase say before the engine roars to life, then he’s driving us away from the hospital.

The tension in my shoulders eases with every mile we put between us and that place, the band wrapped around my chest loosening as I stare down at Luna in my arms.

“I won’t lose you too,” I whisper into the quiet, feeling the attention of my brothers as I make my vow. “I swear it, Princess. We will fight this together and we will win.”


CHAPTER NINE


“ONE NIGHT” BY CHEYANNE

LUNA

Iblink awake, the smell of smokey vanilla enveloping me in a warm cloud that I want to snuggle down into. It takes me a few moments to realize that I’m not in my bed, and that I’m wearing an oversized T-shirt that definitely doesn’t belong to me.

Sitting up, the blankets pool at my waist as I glance around the room, recognizing the space as Blade’s. It’s beyond neat, all the surfaces clear and everything still tucked away in its rightful place. Control freak.

Taking another lungful of his addictive scent, I climb out of bed, heading to his bathroom to take care of business. As I emerge, the sounds of low voices reach my ears, and I look to see the bedroom door open, soft light from the hallway beyond spilling through.

Like Sleeping Beauty going after that spindle, I’m lured out of the room and down to the den, the place the boys banned me from, humiliating me for watching stepbrother romance films. I smile when I think about it now, about their care and worry for me back at the hospital.

It’s not like they can really do anything that terrible to me now. I guess that’s the silver lining with them knowing about the cancer. Maybe they won’t be such dicks.

Conversation halts as I step into the room, though unlike before when I was sure they were using it as a tactic to make me feel uncomfortable, it feels different tonight. Like maybe it’s because they are all looking at me with concern in their green eyes rather than animosity.

My gaze immediately hones in on the three of them lounging on the large sectional, not a fucking shirt in sight and all wearing sweatpants, something I’ve not seen them in before.

Jesus fucking Christ. I was not prepared.

Their tattooed chests are on full display, and I love how they each have slightly unique designs, which actually fit so well with their individual personalities. Blade is covered in those black geometric designs I’ve glimpsed, the edges sharp and defined, and it expresses his precise and almost standoffish nature perfectly. Thorn is a riot of color, one design blending seamlessly into the next, and I smile at how that is Thorn all over. Even with how little time I’ve spent with them, I’ve seen how Thorn is inherently happy, a joker and full of light. Chase’s ink is all black, unsurprising given that’s the color of his soul, but what does surprise me every time I catch a glimpse of it is the artistic nature of the designs. Everything looks so real, almost like it’s jumping out of his skin, each design a masterpiece in its own right, like they belong in a museum. It makes me wonder about the depths that make up my stepbrother.

Blade gets up, rushing over to me as I stand there, stupefied. “Everything okay, Princess?” he asks, his tone worried as he gently tilts my chin, his fingers burning where they touch my skin.

“I—” I cut myself off and swallow, not able to formulate what it is I was going to say. I’m unable to concentrate on anything other than how heat radiates off his skin, warming the front of my body.

“What is it? What do you need?” he questions, sounding almost desperate, and my brain-to-mouth filter must have broken because I say the first thing that comes to mind.

“You.” My eyes go wide as the word leaves my lips, my fingers twitching at my side as if I could take it back. All I can hear is the rush of my pulse, my whole body heating as we stare at each other.

His brows lower, but his fingers tighten ever so slightly, gripping me firmly.

“You need me for what, Goldilocks?” His tone is low, and hoe my gods, it does things to me that really shouldn’t be allowed, especially considering how he and the others have treated me since I moved in.

“And them,” I say, my logical brain giving up and throwing her hands in the air as I glance behind Blade to find Chase and Thorn poised on the edge of the couches, waiting. Blade tightens his grip on my chin, drawing my gaze back to him.

“You need us for what?” he rumbles, but by the way his pupils widen and his chest rapidly rises and falls, he knows. And why shouldn’t they make it up to me like this, in the way that I choose?

Slowly, I lift my hand, my fingers trembling as they make contact with his burning skin. “I need you to make me feel normal, just for a few hours,” I whisper, my eyes following the path my fingers take. I trace the ridges and furrows of every muscle, my mouth going dry as I go lower, finally toying with the edge of his waistband. “I need you to make me feel wanted, desired, and not alone like you have since I moved in.” He sighs before opening his mouth, but I beat him to it. “Do you know what the worst part is? Before, everyone always treated me like I was already gone. Like I’m not still here, still alive.”

“Luna, Goldilocks, I don’t think⁠—”

“That’s the problem. Everyone’s thinking too much. I’m not asking you to fix me. I’m asking you to help me feel normal. To feel something other than sick.” His jaw flexes as I look up into those mesmerizing eyes of his, begging. Pleading.

“Are you sure this is what you want? Not just because⁠—”

“I’ve spent years being careful, being good, doing what I’m told, and for what? I’m still back here, still fighting. So yes, I’m sure. I want to feel alive while I still am.” My fingers play with the skin just above his waistband, and his muscles flex, lightning shooting through me when I notice the bulge that his sweats can’t hide. It seems he wants me just as much as I want him…them. At least in this moment, and that’s all I have right now. A series of moments.

“Okay, but you need to spell it out for me, Luna. Be very fucking clear about what you’re asking us for,” he commands, and I dart a glance upwards, wavering for a moment, but the heat I see in his eyes gives me the strength to know that he won’t reject me. Not now. Not tonight.

I hold his gaze as I sink down, my knees hitting the soft carpet as my other hand comes up. Then I curl my fingers into his waistband, watching as he stops breathing entirely when I pull his sweats and boxers down.

His thick, hard cock springs free, again telling me he’s more than okay with this. It steals my attention, and it’s my turn to stop breathing as I glimpse the piercing at the tip. Oh lordt.

My pussy clenches at the sight, knowing that it will feel incredible when he’s inside me if all the romance books I read are to be believed. His fingers caress my chin, and I look back up to see his eyes dark green fire as they gaze at me.

I don’t look away as I wrap one hand around his base, my fingers unable to touch as I guide him to my mouth. I watch the way his eyelids flutter, the way his abs tighten as I lick his tip, his breath hissing out of him.

“Fuck, Princess,” he breathes out, his other hand coming up to tangle in my hair. “Do you know how many times I’ve dreamed about you on your knees for me? Even when I couldn’t admit it to myself when I was awake?”

I don’t answer, a small smile tugging up my lips as I open them and take him into my mouth. We both groan. Me at the musky taste of him, at the way my lips stretch around him, knowing that he’ll push me to the point of pain when I get him between my thighs.

“Fuck, she looks pretty with her lips stretched around you like that, brother,” Thorn rasps from behind me, his warm palms coming around me and gliding over my borrowed shirt, the rough fabric an extra sensation against my skin. I take Blade deeper as his brother’s hand goes lower, dipping into my panties and feeling just how wet I am for them. “She’s soaked too.”

Blade flexes his hips, sinking to the back of my throat as Thorn finds my clit and plays with it. I gasp, Blade pushing down my throat, and the move has my thighs trapping Thorn’s hand between my thighs, tingles racing across my skin.

“Fuck, Luna, baby,” Blade growls, holding me in place as my throat convulses around his shaft. “You take me so fucking well.”

“Of course she does. She’s always been our good girl at heart, haven’t you, Moonbeam?” Thorn whispers in my ear, sinking two thick digits inside me and making me writhe against him. I roll my eyes to the side, trying to catch sight of Chase, needing him here with us as his brothers use me. It needs to be all of them; they all have to seek my forgiveness for the wrongs they’ve done to me. “Chase, get over here, brother. She wants to see your fat cock too, don’t you, Goldie?”

I mumble an affirmative in the back of my throat, which has Blade cursing as he draws back, allowing me a gasp of air before he thrusts back inside my mouth. Fingers stroke my cheek, and I look to the side to see Chase there, his own cock hard and ready for me. He, too, has a piercing, four small balls lying just beyond the mushroom head in a magic cross piercing that has my pussy flooding Thorn’s fingers.

“Sharing is caring, brother,” he teases, pulling me off Blade’s dick and quickly filling my mouth with his own. “Fuck, baby girl. I just knew that sharp tongue would give exceptional head.” He doesn’t often curse—I’m not sure I’ve ever heard that word from his lips—and it only makes the flame inside me burn brighter, knowing the effect I have on him.

I suck him harder, massaging my tongue along the underside of his dick, and the way his eyes roll has my core tingling as Thorn finger fucks me faster. My walls clench around him, an orgasm coming out of nowhere and barreling towards me.

“Get your dick out of her mouth. I want to hear her scream as she comes,” Thorn orders in a strained voice, and Chase pulls out, my eyes closing as my back arches and I come with a cry. Waves of pleasure drown me, my hands tightening around Blade and Chase’s dicks as Thorn keeps going, his fingers not easing until I’m a twitching, panting mess in his lap, my hands having let go of my stepbrother’s dicks during my climax.

I sag into Thorn’s arms, my eyes staying closed as I bask in the endorphins of my release.

“We’re not done with you yet, pretty stepsis,” Thorn whispers, and I open my eyes at the sound of thuds happening in front of me. Blade and Chase have their sweats up, tented over their erections as they transform the sectional into an immense bed. “This is what it means to ask for us all, Moonbeam. For us to earn your forgiveness for being such assholes.”

I swallow hard, shivers racing across my skin as Blade looks at me, then drops his pants and lies down.

“Come ride my face, Goldilocks,” he orders, and Thorn finally removes his fingers with a wet sound that would normally leave me blushing, but the way Blade looks at me like he wants to eat me alive just has my core tightening once more. “That wasn’t a request.”


CHAPTER TEN


“RIGHT NOW” BY TREVOR JACKSON

LUNA

“Once an asshole, always an asshole,” I mumble as Thorn helps me to my feet.

“I heard that,” Blade states, his gaze on me as I walk over, Thorn at my back. “And you just earned a punishment.”

I take a sharp inhale, stopping at the edge of the couch-bed, fire racing across my skin.

“What punishment?” I ask, my voice a little breathy and not as sassy as I was going for. “And if anyone is getting punished, I think it should be you three, all things considered, don’t you?” I raise a challenging brow at him, but Blade just gives me a devilish grin that has my pussy clenching, even as my stomach sinks.

“We’re going to make you come again. And again. And again. Then when you beg us to stop, that you can’t take any more, we will force you to give us more,” he tells me in that sexy, deep voice of his. His words stall my heart, and all the hairs on my arms and the back of my neck stand on end. I guess that doesn’t sound so bad, right?

“Oooooh, this is gonna be good,” Thorn murmurs with glee, his hands grabbing the hem of my shirt and lifting. My arms come up automatically, and he quickly throws it aside, grabbing my panties and sliding them down my legs until I’m naked before them.

Blade’s gaze zeroes in on my port, and I feel my shoulders wanting to cave, my arms moving as if to wrap around myself.

“Don’t you fucking dare hide yourself from me,” he snarls, sitting up and grabbing my wrists, pulling me to his body. The breath whooshes out of me as our skin makes contact, every place we touch sizzling.

“But Chase said I was too skinny,” I whisper, my eyes darting to Chase, who has a pained look on his face.

“I lied, Star. I was being an asshole and taking out my misplaced anger on you,” he replies, taking a few steps towards me, where I’m practically lying in Blade’s lap. His fingers reach out and trace a line down my spine, making me shiver. “You’re more beautiful than words could describe, Luna.”

“Every inch of you is fucking perfect,” Blade adds, and I turn away from the adoration in Chase’s eyes that feels so foreign, yet I cling to. “And more importantly...It’s. Mine. You will not keep me from looking at what belongs to me, understood?”

“Yes, Blade,” I whisper, my chest rising and falling with my rapid breaths.

“Good girl,” he praises, and it liquifies my insides, rendering me a puddle of goo. “Now sit on my face, and don’t even think about hovering.”

Blade commanding me like that? It has me feeling all kinds of ways, which I don’t get to register as he tugs on my wrists, dropping back down, and pulling me until I’m straddling his face.

I brace my hands on the back of the couch, my pulse thundering in my ears. Sure, I’ve had guys go down on me before, but never like this. Never where I’m so exposed. A growl sounds beneath me, Blade’s palms wrapping around my thighs.

“I said fucking sit. Don’t hover, sit down until I’m drowning in you, Princess,” he orders, tugging sharply until my thighs split wider and his lips are on my pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” I breathe out as he gets to work straight away, licking long lines up my slit, dipping his tongue in my opening while making the most obscene noises I’ve ever heard.

“Open up, pretty stepsis,” Thorn whispers from in front of me, and I blink open eyes I didn’t even know I’d closed to see him standing on the other side of the couch, his hard cock right in front of my face.

He’s grasping the thick base, then tips his dick up so I can see the underside and the six bars that decorate it. My eyes go wide, darting up to see the smirk on his plush lips.

“We all went in to get these done together, but I like pain a bit more than these two,” he tells me conversationally as his other hand comes up to tangle in my hair. Blade distracts me with his tongue at that moment, flicking and sucking my clit until I moan loudly. Thorn chuckles as he drags my face closer to his shaft, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. “They’ll feel amazing inside you, Moonbeam.”

I dart my tongue out, tracing each one and eliciting a deep groan from Thorn. Blade keeps licking and tongue fucking me like I’m the best damn dessert he’s ever had, and my thighs tremble as another orgasm builds. I close my mouth around Thorn’s head, a breath hissing out of his chest, and I swallow him down, my tongue playing with the piercings and making his dick twitch in my mouth.

“Shit, baby, just like that,” he moans, his grip on my hair tightening and sending tendrils of pain zapping down my spine to mix with the pleasure at my core.

My muscles twitch, the pleasure building until I can barely focus on Thorn as another climax sweeps over me. Stars explode behind my closed eyelids, my fingers sinking into the back of the couch as I moan and writhe. Blade digs his fingers into my flesh as he holds me still and keeps fucking licking, prolonging my pleasure.

Thorn pulls out of my mouth, a gasp of air dragging into my lungs as Blade slows his torture.

“Please,” I pant, opening my eyes, tears glistening on my lashes as I look up at Thorn.

“Please what, Goldie?” he murmurs, his fingers tracing my damp cheek.

“I–– I need—” I stutter, not knowing what I’m asking for. Have I had enough? Or do I crave more? Do I want to cross that last line with my stepbrothers and feel them buried inside me? Do I let them in?

Thorn’s green gaze softens. “You’re going to sit on my brother’s dick. Let him bury it deep in that pretty pink pussy, and then let Chase do the same, and I’ll watch until it’s my turn. You’ll be so full of us by morning, it’ll be all that you’ll know.”

My breath fucking halts inside my chest, my heart thudding as my entire body tingles. Who knew that Thorn, the happy brother, was so dominant?

“You heard him, Goldilocks,” Blade rumbles from beneath me, patting my thigh until, blinking, I shuffle down his body. When I look at him, his chin and lips glisten with my release, his tongue coming out to lick my taste like he can’t get enough.

“Y–you need condoms, the chemo—” I start, but before I can finish, Blade curls up and grabs my throat.

“I won’t have anything between us,” he hisses, his grip firm but not cutting off my air supply yet. “I don’t give a shit what the doctors say.”

My eyes bounce between his as I see the seriousness in the way his jaw is set and his gaze remains unwavering.

“O–okay,” I breathe out. Pregnancy isn’t really an issue for me. It’s unlikely, given how much chemo I’ve been through, that I’ll ever have children of my own.

His thumb strokes my pulse point, his other hand helping me to guide his thick cock inside me. I pant as he stretches me, our eyes locked as he thrusts all the way in, not a breath of air between us. His piercing drags against my inner walls, and the feel of it is the closest I’ve been to heaven in a long fucking time.

“So. Fucking. Tight,” he purrs, his grip on my throat flexing, and it does something to me, to have him in such control that floods my core with wetness. My fingers grasp his shoulders, my nails digging in as I adjust to his size, at the way he goes deeper than anyone ever has before.

A touch at my back has shivers cascading over my skin, Blade moaning as my walls tighten around him.

“Lie on top of him, Star,” Chase rumbles in my ear, and I follow as Blade lies back down, my breasts pressing against his firm chest. His hand leaves my throat, both hands grasping my hips to keep me still. “Have you ever had two dicks inside of you before, baby?”

“N–no,” I breathe out, looking into Blade’s eyes as I shake my head.

“You’re going to need to breathe for us, beautiful, okay?” Chase murmurs as I feel pressure at my already full entrance.

I take a sharp inhale as he pushes inside me, my breath puffing out of my lips when he goes deeper. “That’s it, Princess, you’re doing so well,” Blade encourages, one hand leaving my hip to cup my cheek. “Keep breathing and let him in.”

I can’t respond, can’t even think or look away from his mesmerizing eyes as his brother forces his way alongside him. There’s a slickness that tells me he lubed up, which is a good fucking thing because they’re so big. I’m not sure he would have even gotten past my opening if he hadn’t.

I gasp a cry when he thrusts the last inch inside me, sweat coating my body as my limbs tremble against Blade.

“Such a good girl for us,” Chase soothes, stroking his palm down my side as Blade brings my lips to his.

“So fucking perfect for your brothers,” he whispers against them, and the taboo nature of what we’re doing should make me panic, but it doesn’t. Nope. Horny bitch that I am, it makes my pussy convulse around them, wetness flooding my core at the thought that we really shouldn’t be doing this.

“Shit, what did you just say to her?” Chase grunts, his fingers digging into my hips as both hands go back to grasping them.

“Reminded her we’re her brothers,” Blade replies, loud enough that the other two groan.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Thorn says, the bed dipping as he gets up on it. I twist my face, Blade’s palm still cupping my cheek, to watch him crawl over, naked and with his large, hard dick swinging between his legs. “How you doing, pretty little stepsis?” His brothers hiss as I clench around them again, my hips squirming as a desperate need for them to move threatens to overwhelm me. One of Thorn’s eyebrows lifts. “I think she’s ready for you to fuck her now.”

Chase pulls out, then thrusts back inside me, and my eyes close, my back arching with the shock of pleasure that runs through me.

“Fuck, that feels…” I can’t even describe it. Chase takes the lead and repeats the move, Blade thrusting up from below until they are using me like a fuck toy, and I am so here for it.

“Gonna fuck you so hard, Princess,” Blade grits out, his hand moving from my face to my throat, squeezing until only a sliver of air can get past. They both make sexy as fuck groans when I tighten around them, the choking sending me closer to the edge that they are trying to throw me off.

“You’re ours now, Star. No one else gets to touch you,” Chase growls out from behind me, his next thrust going deeper and making me squeak in a pleasure-filled pain.

Fingers move between us, and I moan deeply when they find my clit, rubbing and strumming it like I’m an instrument they have perfected.

“Come for us now, Moonbeam,” Thorn demands, pinching my bud so hard that I have no choice but to explode. Liquid squirts out of me, coating Blade, who takes that as his cue to fuck me harder, his grip on my throat cutting off my air entirely as he surges inside me.

The lack of oxygen only prolongs my pleasure, electricity crackling all over my body as they fuck me into oblivion. Blade is the first to come, thrusting so deeply I swear he invades my womb, and Chase isn’t far behind him, roaring out his release as he pours it inside me, triggering another small orgasm just as black dots appear at the edges of my vision.

Blade’s grip on my throat loosens enough so that I can take a gasping breath of sweet oxygen, my entire body collapsing on top of his sweat-slicked one. Chase pulls out, flopping to the side of me, our chests heaving as they stroke my damp skin.

“You are beyond anything I could have ever imagined, Goldilocks,” Blade whispers, pressing a kiss to my forehead as I feel Chase kiss my shoulder.

“She’s not finished yet,” Thorn says, and the other two chuckle deeply as my heavy lids open.

“Thorn, I can’t,” I plead, but his handsome face just breaks into a devious smile.

“Oh, you will though. Remember your punishment?” he responds gently, his fingers stroking some hair off my cheek. “Blade.”

Before I can protest more, Blade rolls us so that I’m on my back and he’s on top of me. He kisses my lips, then rolls off, a rush of wetness leaving my cunt as he pulls out.

“Thanks for the lube, brothers,” Thorn says, his body covering mine, his dick sliding inside me with no resistance. “Still so tight for me, even after they both fucked you raw,” he hums, every inch of our skin pressed together.

“Thorn,” I breathe out as he moves, his elbows braced either side of my head, his hips doing a dance that has my tired limbs trying to wrap around him, but it’s no use. I’m too fucked out to move.

“Shhhh, pretty stepsis. Just lie there and take my dick like the good girl I know you are,” he purrs against my lips, his mouth closing the distance and his tongue demanding entry.

I open up to him, because what else can I do? My hands come up and grasp his hair, my fingers weaving into the softness and gripping tightly. He groans, and remembering what he said about pain, I pull hard.

His next thrust is brutal, and I gasp, my mouth finding his shoulder, my teeth grazing his skin.

“That’s it, baby,” he says in a rasp. “Bite down when it gets too much. Mark me.”

His ladder piercing strokes my inner walls, devastating me and building me up all at once, the pleasure quickly consuming me until I am just a being made from it. I sink my teeth into his skin, biting down hard as my orgasm consumes me, setting my world alight.

“Fuck, Moonbeam,” he groans as he thrusts deep, stilling inside me before he pours his release into me, coating me and claiming me as his.

I release his skin as my body goes liquid, his weight on top of me comforting and like he was always meant to be there, covering me, protecting me. Which is a joke, considering how much they’ve all ignored and tormented me these past few weeks.

“Will you…” I whisper, not wanting to ruin the moment but needing to hear their answer. “Will you stop tormenting me now?”

Silence fills the room, Thorn frozen on top of me, then he pushes up before pulling out of me to kneel between my splayed thighs. He looks down at me with heavy lids, but it’s Blade who speaks, drawing my attention to him lying beside me on his side.

“No one else will touch you, Princess. You belong to us now,” he tells me, his deep voice full of possessive satisfaction. “But that means that we own you. Your life is ours, and you will obey us. Whatever we say goes, no arguments, because we know what’s best for you.” I go to open my mouth, but his finger stops the movement, his green eyes going darker than usual. “Not. A. Word. I’m not above a gag.”

My eyes widen as Thorn laughs above me. “I think she’d look so pretty with a gag,” he purrs, his fingers tracing my throat and sending shivers skittering across my skin. “Maybe a collar too, so everyone knows who her masters are.”

“And some cuffs. I want her tied to my bed, waiting for me every night,” Chase rumbles from my other side.

I swallow hard, my heart thudding inside my chest even as my abused kitty kat sits up and fucking purrs at their suggestions. I don’t want them to control me, do I? I’ve had to give up enough control with this fucking disease, why would the thought of giving it all to them make something inside me relax, unfurling like a flower when the sun shines?

And why do I get the impression that their apathy and animosity from before is nothing compared to what they plan to do now that I’m theirs?


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“LOOK AFTER YOU” BY ARON WRIGHT

THORN

“Starting with a shower, then bed,” I order, getting up from the makeshift bed and grabbing my sweats, tugging them on.

“But I’m not tired,” Luna complains, glancing over at the clock on the wall. “And if it’s like the last time, I’ll be up until about four with insomnia.” She sighs, and my chest tightens with the need to help, to somehow make all of this better, even if we can’t do what Blade said and cure her ourselves.

“What else?” I ask, perching on the edge of the mattress. She shivers, and before I can even move to find her a blanket, Blade has dragged her against him, Chase grabbing a blanket and throwing it over them. “What else happened last time? Side effects wise?”

She swallows before licking her kiss-swollen lips, and I want to kiss all her worries away, but this is important. We’ve started researching ourselves, but it’s good to know from the source. Chase grabs his tablet from the side, no doubt ready to take notes.

“Well, nausea and vomiting have already started and will be particularly bad in the mornings and after taking my meds,” she tells us, and I can see the need she has to hunch in on herself, but Blade doesn’t give her that option, just pulls her closer. “Extreme fatigue, my energy window is like maybe eleven until three in the afternoon. Anything outside that, I’m fucked.” She huffs a laugh, but it’s fucking gutting, and my chest tightens more. “Insomnia, as I’ve already mentioned, and most likely my taste buds will change, so food I like now I’ll probably hate soon. Oh, and mu— mu-something⁠—”

“Mucositis,” Chase interjects for her, and I’m not surprised that he already knows. “Painful mouth and throat sores.”

“BJs are out, got it,” I note, laughing when her wide-eyed stare snaps to me. Her cheeks are flushed though, which is nice to see after how pale she looked yesterday. “Don’t worry, pretty stepsis, we can still eat you out like you need us to, and if you really miss the taste of our cum, we can always feed it to you some other way.”

“I’m not even sure what to say right now,” she whispers, blinking, and it’s too adorable.

“Your input is not needed at this time,” Chase answers, eyes fixed on his screen, and one might think he’s joking, but he’s really not. “Back to side effects, what else given your current treatment plan?”

“You know my treatment plan? How?” Her widened eyes narrow, which is kind of hilarious because Blade is snuggling her under the blanket, and I can see their legs tangled. Chase glances away from his screen, a single brow raised, and she huffs. “Fine, Mr. Stalker.” I cover my bark of laughter at her sass with a cough when Chase glares at me. “Chemo brain is a thing, so I’ll be foggy and forgetful, my immune system will be shit, and I may have skin conditions flare up; rashes, dryness, and sensitivity. And…” she trails off, her eyes closing as she clearly works up to say the next thing. “Complete hair loss is likely, including my eyebrows and lashes.” Her voice breaks at the end, and something inside my chest cracks.

“Hey,” I say gently, crawling up the bed until I’m between her and Chase. “Look at me, Goldie, please?” Her eyes open and the blue in them sparkles like diamonds as tears make them shine. Reaching out, I cup her face, brushing some of the moisture away with my thumb. “I personally think bald girls are hot as fuck.” She chokes out a laugh. “And you’ll be just as beautiful with or without hair, Moonbeam.”

“But Blade calls me Goldilocks because of my curly hair, right?” she whispers, and it may seem random, but I can see this is really affecting her.

“Goldilocks is more a state of mind,” Blade rumbles from behind her, and even I raise my brows at that as Luna twists to look at him, my hand falling from her cheek.

“What?”

“Well, she was that naughty little princess who snuck into the bears’ house, stole their porridge.” He gives her a look, because of course I told them what happened that morning I caught her eating our breakfast. “And then slept in their beds, making a fucking mess and giving no shits. Sound familiar?”

Her laugh is part tear-filled, and I can’t fucking stand it.

“How about this?” I say, and she turns to face me again, her eyes still glassy. “We fuck you whenever we want, wherever we want, and show you how fucking much we want you, bald or not?”

Her eyes widen and lips part. I can’t help the smirk that lifts my lips at her innocence, her shock. “I get no say? No choice?”

“Nope, pretty stepsis. We have free access to that fucking stunning body and that gorgeous pussy, which I’m assuming will be hairless soon too?” Fuck, there’s something about having an unobstructed view of my dick going inside her that gets me hard again. Also the idea that I can have her when I like is a rush I’ve never been able to indulge in with any of my partners. Too vanilla.

Her pupils blow at my words, her flushed skin going an even deeper red, and I know she likes that idea.

“What if I’m too tired? Too exhausted?” The thrill of negotiation runs through my veins, and I dip closer, not so much that we can’t look into each other's eyes, but enough that she can feel my words. “Then you can be the perfect pillow princess and take your brother's cocks like a good little sister.”

“Fuck, Thorn,” Blade groans, burying his face in Luna’s neck.

“Okay,” her soft voice whispers, and I swear to fuck my world stops spinning, all the blood rushing to my now hard dick. “As long as you promise not to ignore me again afterwards.”

“Oh, Goldie,” I coo, leaning further in, my eyes closing as my lips hover over hers. “You’ll be begging us to leave you alone, and even then, we won’t. You’re ours in every way now.”

I let the small distance between our lips close, and just like before, it’s like coming home after being away so long you’ve forgotten what it feels like to relax. Kissing Luna might just be my new favorite thing. I’m already addicted to her taste, to the feel of her tongue stroking mine.

“If we’ve resolved that issue,” Chase’s voice interrupts, and I groan against her lips, but in frustration at my brother, who is like a dog with a fucking bone sometimes. “I’d like to go over your current treatment plan, Luna, and then you need to wash up and rest properly. Maybe even eat a little something.”

“Is he always this bossy?” Luna murmurs as I pull my lips away, and I chuckle.

“You’ve no idea,” I tell her, lying on my bent arm and playing with her curly blonde hair.

“So you’ve just had your first dose of Salvage Chemotherapy, the ICE Protocol, which is administered every twenty-one days for two to three cycles, correct?” Chase questions, completely ignoring us. Luna nods. “And each cycle requires you to spend three consecutive days of hospitalization for the infusion?”

“Yes, that’s right,” Luna replies, not even questioning how he knows this stuff. She’s learning.

“Phase two is preparation for a bone marrow transplant, which includes high-dose chemotherapy, the BEAM protocol, which will be administered for six days prior to the transplant, the purpose of which is to completely eliminate any remaining cancer cells and suppress the immune system.” My chest tightens again, and I have to swallow hard past the lump in my throat. This is serious shit.

“That’s right, they just need to find some donors for the bone marrow,” Luna tells us, and my brows drop.

“We will be undergoing the testing next week to see if we’re compatible before anyone else,” Chase informs us, and her brows raise to her hairline. She tries to sit up, but Blade growls at her, making her huff an annoyed sound, which is cute as fuck.

“You will get tested, why?” she asks, her eyes narrowed as she looks at me, and then past me at Chase.

“Because I don’t want anyone else contaminating what belongs to me if I can help,” Chase replies, and damn, I’m nodding even if I know it’s a fucked up thing to think.

“I don’t belong to you,” she snaps, and my palm cups her face, turning her irritated gaze to me.

“Yes, Goldie, you do, and we will help you in any way we can. You can have our blood, our bone marrow, anything if it means you’ll get better.” I surprise myself with how much I mean my words, how the mere idea of her not being here to face off against us is so abhorrent, panic fills my stomach at it.

“I don’t understand. Why? Why have you changed?” Her brows are furrowed, her eyes searching mine for answers that I’m not sure I have.

“Our Mom died of cancer when we were fourteen,” Blade confesses from behind her, and my heart jolts. We hardly talk about that time between us, each of us carrying scars that sometimes feel like fresh wounds.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers, genuine pain in her eyes.

“And it wasn’t until she was gone that I realized I didn’t appreciate her while she was here, that I wished I could have done more to help keep her with us,” he continues, and my eyes prick with his raw honesty.

“I always put on a brave face around Mom and everyone else,” I find myself saying, the words flowing from me unbidden. “I used humor to mask the sadness, to hide the fact I cried every fucking night she was ill and for months afterwards.”

A hand lands on my shoulder, Chase squeezing in reassurance.

“Towards the end, I was at her bedside,” Chase starts, his voice thick like I’ve never heard it. “I—I broke down. It was the last time I let myself show anyone else a weakness, a vulnerability.”

I watch as Luna’s eyes fill with tears again, but they are tears for us, and they don’t feel like pity, but sadness at our experiences.

“It must have been so hard to lose her like that,” she says, her hand coming up from the blanket and cupping my cheek, like mine is hers. It stalls all the breath in my lungs. I’m not sure anyone has ever held me like this, not since Mom anyway. “But I don’t want to be just a do-over for you. I⁠—”

“You’re not,” I rush out, needing her to understand that it’s so much more than that. “We learnt that time is precious, and when you find something worth holding onto, worth fighting for, you don’t fucking let go.”

“I felt nothing since the day she passed, not really,” Chase adds, and Luna’s blue gaze looks at him over my shoulder. “Until a certain blonde firecracker stole my room and then gave me hell for the privilege.” He laughs, and a smile tugs my lips upwards. “You broke through my walls, Luna, and I want you to keep smashing them down. I need you to.”

A small smile lights up her face, and fuck me, she’s so beautiful, our little fighter.

“Told you already, Goldilocks,” Blade rumbles from behind her, taking a deep inhale of her addictive vanilla and jasmine scent. “You’re mine, ours, and I’ll fight god himself if he dares to try and take you from us. So what’s a little piece of me if it can make you better?”

A hot tear lands on my thumb, falling from those beautiful eyes that I don’t ever want to dull.

“Okay, we can go through the rest of the treatment plan tomorrow,” Chase says, and I know that this is how he cares for those important to him, by managing them and making sure everything is in place. “For now, clean up and bed.”

Luna’s stomach growls as if in protest, and I laugh. “Okay, I’ll make you some of your favorite porridge and bring it up. I’ll even let you have some of my Nutella stash because I’m that nice of a guy.”

“You’re an asshole.” She chuckles, and my smile grows.

“Maybe, but not to you, not anymore. Pinkie promise.” I hold my pinkie finger out to her, her gaze darting to it, then back to my face.

I hold my breath as she slowly lifts her hand from my face, her little finger extended, and locks it with mine.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“ETHEREAL” BY TXMY, FREYA RIDINGS

LUNA

After Thorn places a kiss on my lips and heads downstairs to make me porridge—the cheeky fucker—Blade and Chase help me out of the bed like I can’t possibly do it on my own.

“I can walk, you know? Been doing it my whole life actually,” I snap when Blade sweeps me up into his strong arms and heads towards my room.

“Don’t care,” he grunts out, and I see we’re back to his limited speech setting. Huffing, I rest my head on his pec, not willing to admit how tired I’m actually starting to feel and how nice it is to be cared for.

I guess there’s a kind of freedom in what they’re offering, aka to take control of things for me. There’s a lifting of the burden that I wasn’t even aware I was carrying. We enter my room, Chase in front of us, back in those damn sweatpants, and the guys head straight to my bathroom.

I watch as Chase walks up to the shower, reaching in and turning it on, testing the temperature and adjusting it until he seems satisfied. It makes my chest ache, the care he takes over the simple task, and I find a lump forming in my throat as Blade sets me down, turning me in his arms, keeping his hands on my hips.

“While Blade helps you in the shower, I’m going to take a look at your meds, make sure they’re organized and devise a daily monitoring program, plus a list of non-negotiables for the staff,” Chase tells me softly, coming to stand in front of me and tucking a curl behind my ear.

“Non-negotiables?” I ask, my voice quiet, the noise of the shower a soothing backdrop.

“Mostly infection prevention. No fresh flowers or plants in the house at all, strict handwashing and food safety protocols. No raw foods. Fresh fruit must be thoroughly washed and peeled.” His green eyes trace my features, and for the first time, I notice the gold flecks in his irises that make them sparkle. “Oh, and no sick visitors under any circumstances. Everyone will have their temperature checked before being allowed entry.”

“And the daily monitoring?” I question in a whisper, a little overwhelmed by the thought that he’s already given my care.

“Temperature checks, daily weight monitoring, fluid intake tracking, and medication adherence logs,” he answers, his fingers still playing with my hair, his eyes cataloguing every reaction on my face. Whereas before it felt cold, assessing, and like he found me wanting, now I see the way he’s making notes for future reference. To compare in meticulous detail to ensure my health has not deteriorated.

“Thank you, Chase,” I breathe out, my hands coming up and pressing against the skin of his chest. He’s so warm, so solid that I have to physically stop myself from curling into him.

“Thank you for letting me take care of you, Star,” he replies just as softly, dipping his head and brushing his lips lightly against mine.

A shuddering exhale falls between our mouths, and I don’t know who made it, but then the space between us disappears as he kisses me like I’m the answer to every question he’s ever had. I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him closer, desperate for everything he’s currently offering.

Thorn’s kiss was lightness personified, like what I imagine rolling around in a cloud would feel like. Giddy, silly, and so comforting you want to cry.

Chase’s kiss is entirely different. It’s calculated destruction. It’s the precision of a scalpel, of a blade honed to deliver a blow that you don’t feel until your heart stops. I lose myself in it, in the way his tongue caresses mine like no one ever has before. Like I’m beyond precious to him. Like his life would be less if I weren’t there to kiss, to share it with.

And I don’t know how to process that. Well, my head doesn’t. My heart, my soul, tells me this is what we’ve survived this long for, to feel this.

The kiss slows, then stops, and I make a small whimper sound as he pulls away. His kiss-swollen lips lift in a smile that feels so rare it’s blinding, and the gold in his eyes burns so bright it almost hurts to look at.

“I’ll see you soon, Star,” he whispers, not moving for a moment, drinking me in with those gold-flecked eyes before he takes a reluctant step back, my arms falling to my sides, and then he turns and heads back into my bedroom.

“Shower, Goldilocks,” Blade orders, his words a whispered command in my ear that sends shivers over my naked body, because of course they didn’t let me get dressed before we left the den.

“Will you join me?” I ask softly, steam filling the room. A growl vibrates down my back from his chest.

“If I join you, I fuck you,” he states, his grip on my hips becoming punishing. I hope it bruises. I want his marks on my skin to remember him by every time I look in the mirror.

“I thought I agreed to let you all have me when and where you like?” I lick my dry lips, holding my breath as I wait for his answer.

His chest expands with his inhale, then his hands leave my hips before I feel him pushing down his sweatpants, his hot, hard cock practically slapping me on the ass as he frees it.

“Get in.” It’s a command said so low that I feel it more than hear it, and his hands land back on my hips as he all but pushes me the few steps into the shower.

A small sigh falls from my lips as the perfectly hot water hits my skin, easing my muscles, which I hadn’t even realized were tense. An inked-up arm reaches in front of me, grabbing hold of my moonflower shower gel. Keeping his body pressed against mine, Blade squeezes some in the palm of his hand. Setting the shower gel back, I tremble with anticipation as he rubs both large palms together, lathering up until scented bubbles fill his hands.

With a care that belies his size and general grumpiness, he washes me, starting at my arms, working his way up them, massaging all the tension from my muscles. I squeal when he reaches my armpits.

“Ticklish, Princess?” he questions, his deep voice full of laughter as he moves his fingers again, and I giggle.

“I surrender!” I yelp, and he stops, bringing his lips right next to my ear, his front still pressed to my back.

“You already did, Goldilocks,” he purrs, sliding his hands from my armpits to my collarbone.

His fingers trail around my breasts, causing my breath to hitch and my nipples to pebble as he touches me slowly. A deep moan parts my lips, my head falling back onto his shoulder when he finally makes contact with my sensitive buds, teasing and pulling them.

“Could you come from nipple play alone, I wonder,” he muses, his lips trailing a path down the side of my neck.

I gasp when he sucks, the sensation rushing straight to my core as he keeps up his assault on my nipples, like he has a point to prove. He nibbles and sucks at the skin of my neck, whispering the filthiest things in between each brush of his lips, each swipe of his tongue.

“You’re my special, good girl, aren’t you, Princess? So ready and ripe for your brother to ruin. So desperate for my cock that you’ll come just from this, won’t you, baby?”

“Fuck—Yes!” I gasp, hardly registering what I’m saying as my climax hits me from out of nowhere, ruining me just like he promised. I really do seem to have a step-sibling kink, and right now, I don’t give a shit.

He keeps playing with my breasts, sucking my neck until I come down from my orgasm, panting and hardly able to stand on my own.

“Good fucking girl,” he whispers, planting a soft kiss on my cheek as he encourages me to straighten up so he can keep washing me.

“Aren’t you—” I stop, a blush stealing over my cheeks before the words can leave my mouth.

“Going to fuck you now?” he asks, grabbing the shower gel and adding more to his hands. “No. I think your poor abused pussy needs some recovery time, Princess.” He chuckles when my lips form into a pout.

Narrowing my eyes, I grab the bottle out of his hand before he can put it back.

“But your dick doesn’t need any more recovery time, does it, brother?” I ask in a salty tone, squirting some of the liquid in my hand, then placing the bottle back on the shelf and spinning to face him.

“Goldi—” he doesn’t get to finish as I wrap my hand around his hard length. “Fuck…”

My breath stutters at the same time his does. Watching his eyelashes flutter and his jaw clench is some kind of turn-on. I lick my lips as I dart my gaze down to my hand, which looks so fucking small wrapped around his massive dick. How the fuck I managed to get that inside me, I’ll never know, but I’m enraptured as I glide my hand up and down his shaft, his abs clenching with each move.

“Does that feel good, big brother?” I ask, and a deep growl rumbles from his chest, his hands clenched into fists at his sides.

“Naughty. Fucking. Goldilocks,” he pants, and I look back up at his face, his eyes hooded as he watches me pleasure him.

“Will you come all over me, Blade? Will you rub it into my skin like you just did with the shower gel?” I don’t know where the words are coming from, but I’m suddenly desperate for him to do just that. Mark my skin with his release.

“Fuuuuck,” he groans, his head dropping back on his shoulders as his dick gets even harder. My core pulses with heat, even as it stings from our activities earlier.

“Please, Blade, brother. I need you all over me. Marking me as yours,” I beg, almost ready to come again from watching this giant of a man come undone at my touch.

It appears he agrees, because with the deepest, manliest groan I’ve ever heard, his entire body tenses, his dick pulsing as it jerks and spasms in my hand. White cum, hotter than the water cascading down behind me, shoots out of his tip, landing on my skin, and I swear I have a mini orgasm at the feel of it.

“Shit, Princess,” he rasps, his large palm coming up and sliding over his cum as more spills from him, rubbing it into my skin. He massages it in, like he wants it to go deep into my epidermis, to become a part of me.

I moan and pant, but don’t stop pumping him until every last drop is wrung from him and covering my body. We’re both panting by the time my hand falls from him, our chests heaving as he uses his free hand to tip up my chin so that I’m staring into his mesmerizing, dark green eyes.

He doesn’t speak, doesn’t utter a word, just drops his lips over mine to steal my very soul. Blade’s kiss is savage destruction, bulldozing through any wall, any boundary I might have, and demanding it all. I can’t breathe, can’t think, and can only submit to him, knowing that he’ll catch me when I fall.

My skin tingles all over when his lips finally release me, my eyelids fluttering as my body sags. Strong arms wrap around me, Blade pulling me into his body, and I lay my ear against his chest, letting his steady heartbeat ground me.

“How can we go from what we were to this?” I ask, my voice little more than a breath, but his chest hitches in acknowledgement of my words.

“I will spend the rest of my life making amends for the way I treated you, Goldilocks,” he rumbles, and I pull back, just enough so I can look into those eyes again. The skin around them is tight, a haunted look in them telling me just how remorseful he is.

“The rest of your life?” My heartbeat thrashes inside my chest, his words layered with a meaning that feels life-altering.

His palm comes up, cupping my cheek and pulling my face up as he dips his head down until our foreheads are touching. My eyes close, and I let myself feel his warmth, his closeness.

“The rest of our lives, which will be long, Princess,” he whispers, and that fucking lump is back, choking me as I try to swallow past it. “For now, let me start by finishing taking care of you, and then we can feed you.”

“Okay,” I whisper, not knowing what else to say.

This is crazy. It’s far too soon for him to be making statements like that… and for me to accept them. Never mind the practicalities of our parents—who are fucking married—finding out about this new turn in our relationship. Then there’s the question of how much time I really have left.

With a shuddering breath, I let all of that go for now, his lips brushing against mine before he steps away, and I blink my eyes open to find him once again with soapy hands.

Blade washes me like I might break, taking exquisite care to dance his strong fingers across every inch of my skin until I’m tingling once more. He shuts the shower off once he’s finished, getting out and wrapping a towel around his waist before he encases me in a huge, fluffy pink towel.

Once he’s satisfied that I’m dry, he takes me back into my room, sitting me down in front of my dressing table and picking up my brush. My breath catches as he carefully brushes my damp hair, placing a kiss on the top of my head before he helps me up once more and takes me to the bed, where a man’s T-shirt waits, along with some soft socks.

“No underwear, shorts, or pj bottoms?” I ask, one brow raised.

“No.” His answer is short and to the point, and I giggle, earning a lip twitch that is almost a smile. I’ll take it.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


“PROVIDER” BY SLEEP TOKEN

LUNA

Just as Blade finishes pulling the socks on me, the door opens, Chase and Thorn walking in. Thorn is carrying a bowl, the smell of creamy Nutella porridge wafting over to me and making my tummy growl.

“I added some ground flaxseed,” he says, Blade helping me into the bed as Thorn walks around and gets in on the other side. “Early research suggests it can help reduce tumor size and cancer cells.”

“I didn’t know that,” I reply, my eyes stinging at the fact that Thorn must have looked it up for me. It didn’t occur to me to look anything like that up before. I was so young and, well, just focused on surviving, and Mom was so busy trying to make ends meet that neither of us looked beyond the treatment I received. “Thank you for…well…everything.”

“Well, get used to it, and I have other adjustments and supplements that will help,” he replies as I settle back into the multitude of cushions that Blade has put at my back. “I’ve ordered some organic ginger tea and crystallized ginger for your nausea. I’m making a natural herbal tea blend to help you sleep, and I’ve some CBD oil which helps with anxiety and nausea.” My mouth opens, but no words come out. He’s done all that…for me? Thorn takes the spoon in his hand, dipping it into the bowl and bringing it back out with porridge on it, then brings it to his lips, testing the temperature before turning to me with a cheeky smile. “Just right.”

I huff a laugh, realizing that he’s not going to give me the spoon when he just stares at me expectantly. So—and only because I’m tired—I open my mouth and he slides the spoon inside. The rich, creamy, nutty flavor bursts on my tongue, the chocolate taste making me moan.

“That’s so damn amazing,” I tell him, and his smile gets wider.

“Good. Now eat up, then sleep,” he commands, and I roll my eyes, earning three growls.

“You’re becoming as bad as Papa Bear,” I grumble, and Thorn’s lips twitch.

“Papa Bear?” His gaze darts behind me just as the bed dips. “Ah, fitting.”

“I don’t mind being called Daddy,” Blade rumbles in my ear, and I get a full-body shiver from the low, sexy tone.

“No more riling her up, she needs rest,” Chase chides from the bottom of the bed, and I turn to find him standing there, hands on his hips with a firm look on his face.

“Maybe you should be called Daddy,” I tell him with an arched brow, taking another mouthful of porridge that Thorn feeds me, which may ruin the sassy attempt somewhat.

“I prefer sir,” he says casually, though there is a heat in his eyes that I’m quickly becoming addicted to.

I swallow another mouthful of porridge that Thorn feeds me, looking around to change the subject before my greedy pussy gets ahead of us and demands more of my stepbrothers’ cocks.

“Why can’t I just smoke weed like you guys do?” I ask, and they freeze.

“How do you know we smoke?” Thorn questions at the same time Chase hisses.

“Abso—fucking—lutely not, Star.” I slightly flinch at the anger in his tone. His cheeks flush immediately, and he kneels on the end of the bed. “Sorry, it’s just that tobacco is bad for your lungs. We’ll get you some edibles, as long as they’re not too sugary, and Thorn has ordered the oil, but no smoking.”

“But you do,” I argue back, huffing and turning my head away from the next spoonful of porridge Thorn tries to feed me. I cross my arms over my chest, though the effect is ruined by being in bed with two of them now cuddled up to me.

“That’s different, Goldie,” Thorn says, trying to push the porridge at me again.

“I’m done,” I tell him sullenly, and I know I’m being childish and that Chase is right, but it still stings as it’s another reminder that I can’t be normal. Suddenly, tears sting my eyes, the back of my jaw working as I try to hold it in.

“Hey, Goldie, don’t do that, please,” Thorn begs, setting the bowl down on the bedside table and scooting closer.

“Do what?” I manage to get out, past the lump in my throat.

“Hide your feelings from us. You don’t need to bottle it all up, pretty stepsis,” he says, his hand cupping my cheek. “Tell us why you’re so upset, please?”

“I just want to be normal.” The first tear drips down my cheek, scalding a path across my skin. “I don’t want to do this again.”

As if my words opened the floodgates, I uncross my arms and throw them around Thorn, the sobs wracking my body as I cry at the injustice of it all. His arms band around me, holding me close as he says soothing things in my ear and lets me cry all over him.

Warmth at my back tells me Blade is still there, and a hand strokes up and down my legs over the covers, showing me that Chase is here too. They don’t try to stop me, don’t try to offer platitudes, just hold me and let me get it all out.
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“ARTISTRY” BY JACOB LEE

CHASE

It’s the worst kind of pain, watching Luna sob in my brothers’ arms and knowing that there is nothing I can do to fix this for her. No amount of money will make it disappear. Sure, we can help, and I intend to do just that. I’ve already ordered her a custom compound multivitamin that’s specifically formulated for patients undergoing BMT, and I’ve got medical-grade protein shakes on the way, plus a specialized electrolyte formulation for hydration. I’ve contacted several specialists who are experts in their field to see if they’ll take her case on, and we’ll be paying all her medical bills personally out of our funds. Our Mom made sure we had our own funds before she passed, and I’ve never been more grateful for it because I would hate to have to go cap in hand to Father, begging. I’d do it, for her, but it wouldn’t be something I’d enjoy. I like my independence and need control too much. Plus, the thought of anyone else having any kind of control over her treatment makes my teeth grind.

But it might not be enough, because the thing about cancer? It doesn’t give a shit how much money you have, or what kind of resources. Sometimes it just takes and takes, and there’s not a thing you can do about it.

Soon her sobs subside, and she slumps into my brother, her eyes closed and her breathing evening out as she falls asleep in his arms. No words are exchanged between Thorn and Blade as they maneuver her so that she’s lying down between them.

Getting up carefully so as not to jostle her, I walk over and dim the lights, intending to head to my room to finish my plans for her medication regimen.

“Stay, Chase, please?” her soft voice floats towards me, and I turn to find her looking at me over Blade’s huge shoulder.

“There’s no room, Star,” I tell her, my soul screaming at me to lie at her feet if it means we get to stay.

Her brows furrow, then lift as a small, sleepy smile lights up her face. “Scooch over, Papa Bear,” she instructs Blade, who doesn’t even protest the ridiculous name.

She indicates the space now between her and Blade, and with a lightness that I really have no right to feel, I climb on the bed, clambering over my brother, who doesn’t even try to kidney punch me for stealing his space like I expect him to.

Once I’m settled on my back, she surprises me by climbing on top of me, resting her head on my chest, and draping her body over top of mine. One hand reaches out to pull Blade close, resting on his chest. The other encourages Thorn closer, and because it’s Thorn, he snuggles right into my side like when we were kids, tangling his legs with mine and Luna’s, his arm cuddling her to him.

She breathes a contented sigh, and I feel the tension leech from my body as we lie there, all snuggled together.

My arms wrap around her, my hands landing on her hips, and I can’t think of anywhere in the world I’d rather be. There are no worries as I drift off and let sleep overtake me. None of the usual thoughts that plague me and stop me from relaxing completely, even though I now have something to worry about.

Right now, in this bed, with my brothers beside me and Luna sleeping on top of me, I feel at peace, and I make a vow to not let anything or anyone take that away. I will fight tooth and nail to keep her here with us, and I will win.
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Warmth surrounds me, the scent of vanilla and jasmine wrapped around me so tightly I don’t think I’ll ever get it out of my nose.

“Morning, Chase,” a soft voice whispers, and I blink open my eyes to find her, the source of the intoxicating scent and my stepsister, in bed next to me.

“Where are the others?” I ask, my brows dipping as I reach up and tuck a rogue curl behind her ear.

“I think they went downstairs for breakfast, maybe brunch? We slept late,” she tells me with a soft smile, and normally I would sweat a little at being so off my routine, but I find that I don’t mind. Not when it meant I got to spend hours by her side, even if we were both asleep.

Suddenly, there’s a knock at the door. “Luna love? Are you coming down for lunch?”

The sound of Lorelei’s voice has Luna’s eyes widening, her plush lips parting. It’s cute, she's so worried, makes me want to mess with her a little because I desire nothing more than to open the door and declare Luna as belonging to me and my brothers.

“I–I’m just getting ready, Mom. I’ll be down in a minute,” Luna answers, all while I look at her, holding back on all the things I want to do right now, only because I can see her rapid heartbeat in the pulse at her neck. I don’t give a shit if our parents find out. What can they do? We live together, and my brothers and I are all financially independent, so if Father did get stupid, we could just leave and find a place of our own with Luna. Maybe even move into Mom’s cottage.

I blink at that, the way my mind so casually came up with the solution of living with my new stepsister as if it’s not a big deal, moving in with the person you’re in a relationship with. Then again, with what she’s going through, and has gone through, the threat to her life…it explains my thoughts and feelings. It just makes a whole lot of sense that things are so intense. We don’t have time to waste, to mess around, and not dive into whatever this is between us.

Though we do have a lot to make up for. Our treatment of her when she arrived…it has me shivering and feeling nauseous.

“Okay, Luna love, see you downstairs,” Lorelei replies. “Oh, you haven’t seen Chase, have you? Richard is looking for him.”

Her cheeks flush as my lips tilt in a smile, and I open my mouth, just to tease her, but she slaps her hand over it.

“Um, nope, but if I do, I’ll let him know.” I chuckle, and her nostrils flare, her head shaking and wide eyes pleading with me not to make myself known to her mom.

“Thanks, love.”

Luna waits until we hear Lorelei’s footsteps fade completely before she removes her hand.

“She can’t know. About us, I mean.” She nibbles her bottom lip. “It’s just, she wouldn’t understand, and I⁠—”

I stop her with my lips on hers, my hand tangling in her hair and pulling her closer. The tension that filled her body when we heard her mom’s voice disappears as she melts into me, and fuck, it makes my morning wood ache to be inside her.

I’ve never been one for kissing much before because it never appealed to me, and sex was a way to expel excess testosterone. It was a necessity and something I enjoyed, but could go without if needed.

Yet with Luna, I’m desperate to feel her lips against mine, her tongue in my mouth, and my dick inside her heat. It’s a raging fire, uncontrollable, and I find that whereas usually I’d be terrified of losing control, I would willingly give it all up for one single moment with her.

“Need you,” I growl against her lips, pushing her onto her back and settling between her thighs, which are already parted for me. Taking a moment to push my sweatpants down just enough to free my cock, I slide into her, thrusting against the slight resistance given that she’s clearly not quite ready for me. “Fuck, Star.”

My body takes control, something that I don’t let happen often, but I’m helpless when it comes to my stepsister. Stars explode behind my eyes as I keep kissing her, swallowing every whimper and cry as my hips move of their own accord. Her pussy grips me as tightly as her fingers dig into the skin on my arms, clinging to me as I rock inside her, the pleasure unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

“Chase—Yes—Please,” she pants against my lips in between kisses, both of us ignoring our need for oxygen as we make love, something I’m not sure I’ve ever done before.

With all my other sexual partners, it’s just been fucking, a way to get off, a means to an end, but not with Luna. It’s like I can’t even breathe when I’m not inside her, or holding her, or just near her. She unravels me completely, and I find that I don’t care that she’s stolen all my control. I’ll gladly give it to her.

“You feel so incredible, Star,” I murmur against her kiss-swollen lips, the pace of my thrusts picking up as I race towards my orgasm. This isn’t going to last long, it can’t, not with the raging need that is burning me up from the inside. “Wrapped around me like you never want to let go.”

“I don’t,” she all but sobs, her pussy walls fluttering around my dick and making me fucking feral. “I need this so bad, Chase, please.”

“Come for me then, Star,” I order in a husky growl, our bodies pressed tightly together. I swivel my hips when I’m fully seated inside her, rubbing my pelvis against her clit, and she moans against my lips. “Show me what a good little stepsister you can be for your brother.”

My words are clearly her undoing, because I’m swallowing her scream of pleasure in the next moment, her inner walls clamping around me so tightly that she milks my release from my cock in a way that no one ever has before. Lightning shoots up and down my spine, my cum flooding inside her as I bury myself as deep as I can go and fill her up.

Exquisite agony makes my entire body tingle, my chest heaving underneath my T-shirt, sweat making the fabric damp. I blink my eyes open, pulling my face away just enough to look at her, only to find she’s in a similar state, all flushed and with that just fucked look, which has my dick twitching and her moaning again.

“You are so damn perfect, Star,” I whisper, my chest tightening when her eyes open, full of satisfaction and the remains of our lust. “I would shout from the rooftops that you belong to us. I don’t care if our parents find out. Don’t care who wants to judge, because this right here, having you in my arms, is all that matters.”

She swallows as tears fill her eyes.

“But, Chase, what if⁠—”

I cut her off again with my lips, pressing a lingering kiss on hers. “Don’t say it, Star. No what-ifs. I won’t allow it, and that’s the end of that.”

She sighs as I push up a little but keep our lower halves connected. “Okay, Chase. No what-ifs.”

“Good girl,” I praise, pecking her kiss-swollen lips again just because I can. “Now, let’s get you washed up and head down for some food.”

It takes more effort than I want to admit to pull out of her, but she needs food, and we need to have a chat with our father and Lorelei about her care, if nothing else, because I refuse to leave anything up to chance when it comes to her treatments. I may be willing to give her control of my feelings, my body, and even my heart, but I will do everything in my power to make her better, to keep her with us.

Even if it means taking some control from her.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


“HOSTAGE” BY BILLIE EILISH

BLADE

About twenty minutes after Lorelei returns to the table, Luna and Chase stroll in, Luna looking a little flushed and Chase with an uncharacteristic smirk playing around his lips. Fucker clearly had sex with her while we waited to start lunch—at Lorelei’s request.

“Ah, now that everyone is finally here, we can finally begin,” Dad says, his tone admonishing, and my jaw clenches when Luna flinches, looking at the ground as her face flames. I want to snap at him for making her feel bad for getting the sleep her body so clearly needs, but we’ve not talked about how we address the issue of our parents finding out about us. And I won’t take that choice away from her, even if I don’t give a single shit what either of them thinks. She’s ours, in all ways, and I couldn’t care less what anyone thinks about it, unconventional though it may be.

Chase brushes his fingers along the back of her hand as she walks past him and comes to sit next to me. Dad is at the head of the table, as he always is, me on his left and Chase in his usual place on Dad’s right. Thorn is next to Chase, and Lorelei is at the opposite end of the table, which for family meals, is smaller but can be extended when Dad has guests over.

“Apologies, Father. I was up late and slept in. Luna was tired from her treatment yesterday, so also needed rest,” Chase says, no emotion in his tone, but I don’t miss the way his jaw looks tight or his disapproving glance at our father.

“Of course. Did it go well, Luna?” Dad asks, and Luna’s head snaps up, her blue eyes wide.

“Um, as good as can be expected,” she answers, licking her lips nervously, and I reach for her hands, which are tangled in her lap, taking one in mine and giving it a squeeze. She takes a breath, her shoulders lowering slightly, and something in my solar plexus squeezes, because knowing I can help relax her has warmth filling my insides.

“Excellent. Well, do keep me updated, won’t you?” he says, not bothering to wait for her response when he looks away from her and down at some papers. “Now that you’re here, Chase, I wanted to go over some things with you⁠—”

“Actually, Father, we wanted to ask about Luna’s condition and why we were not informed? Especially given the fact that we can help get her the best treatment possible, maybe even use Banks Industries to explore treatment options,” Chase states, and our father’s lips press together, the skin on his face tightening.

“I considered it handled, what with her treatment plan already in place and started. There was no need to inform you.” His voice is cutting, and it shouldn’t surprise me, shouldn’t hurt considering the way he’s withdrawn from us ever since Mom died, but it still stings like needles on my skin.

Chase’s nostrils flare, and a part of me wants to intervene, but I know that I’d just rage at Dad and make the situation worse. It can take a while for my fuse to blow, but with something like this, the fact that he didn’t even tell us she was ill, and so we treated her the way we did…it would be explosive.

“Still, my brothers and I will be taking over her care from here on, ensuring she gets what she needs to get better.” Chase’s voice is cold, and if you didn’t know him, you might think devoid of all emotion, but I know him like I know myself, and he’s pissed and will take no prisoners.

I can feel how Luna tenses up at Chase’s words, seeing her brows dip like she still doubts our intentions, which is not surprising. We have a fuck ton to make up for, but we will prove to her that she’s our priority now and that we intend to help her get better.

Dad stares at Chase, his eyes narrowing, clearly gauging how serious my brother is. They’ve spent a lot of time in boardrooms for the company, Dad showing Chase the ropes, because one day Chase will be CEO, as he’s built for the role. I’ve devoted my time to studying ways to improve the lives of others in a practical way, trying to understand the science behind diseases and their treatments, such as researching experimental cancer treatments, which I am grateful for now, given Luna’s situation.

“Fine,” Dad relents, huffing out a breath. “Keep me updated.”

I blink as he starts discussing some merger with Chase, as if nothing important just happened. Thorn is beaming across from me, Chase listening to Dad, but there’s the smallest of smiles on his lips, one I’ve not seen much of before. Perhaps not since before Mom died, and warmth spreads inside my chest, a lump in my throat at the realization that Luna is bringing us all back to life.

The staff brings in our lunch, which consists of platters filled with cured meats, freshly baked bread, roasted vegetables drizzled in olive oil, several quiches, and platters of fruit. One of the maids sets a cup of steaming tea in front of Luna, along with a teapot, and the smell of ginger wafts over to me.

“Organic ginger tea,” Thorn whispers across the table, and Luna gives a small smile. “It’ll help with the nausea.”

She reaches for the cup, but I stop her, feeling the outside and the fact it’s still piping hot. Grabbing the bottle of spring water, I pour a little in to cool the liquid, then give her a nod.

“Thank you,” she murmurs, taking the cup in her fingers and bringing it to her lips. She blows on it, then takes a sip, giving a relieved sigh before taking a bigger swallow.

“So, the chemo went well, love?” Lorelei asks, and Luna turns her attention to her as we serve ourselves from the plates on the table.

“I was pretty wiped, which wasn’t a surprise,” Luna replies, her hands wrapped around the teacup. “But the guys helped me home and took care of me.”

Lorelei’s face softens into a smile, which looks a little forced. “I’m glad your new brothers took such good care of you.” Luna chokes a little on her sip of tea, and I can see Thorn’s lips twitching as he tries to hide his laugh. I guess it is amusing how clueless Lorelei is with how well we took care of her daughter. “Thank you, boys, and for offering to help. It means the world to me to know that Luna has you this time.”

I feel the slight flinch Luna makes, tea spilling over her hand, but Lorelei is unaware, smiling in a more relaxed way as she begins to eat.

“Here, Goldilocks,” I say, handing Luna a napkin to dry her hand.

“Thanks,” she replies, her voice too small for my liking. I inhale through my nose, the amusement from moments ago replaced with the ever simmering anger at the world wanting to bubble over at the way Lorelei is so blind.

Lorelei isn’t a bad mom, shit, it sounds like she’s been through every treatment with Luna up to this point, getting into debt to help pay for them. She clearly loves Luna, has sacrificed a lot for her, but she's also pretty young—in her late thirties, I think—and maybe she’s had enough of putting Luna first? Or perhaps my father is keeping her so busy she’s just swept up in it all—the lavish lifestyle and the duties of a wife to someone who is as rich as Dad.

I frown when I notice that although we’ve all filled our plates, Luna’s is still empty. Maybe she’s feeling too nauseous to eat, but she still needs to, otherwise she won’t have the energy she needs to fight.

Taking her plate in my hand, I fill it with a little of everything, not sure what she likes yet.

“Has the fruit been washed?” I ask aloud, looking up at Jerry, who is standing with his back against the wall near the door. The conversation around the table stops as I feel all eyes turn to me, but I’ve never worried about attention, so don’t give it a second’s thought.

“Yes, Master Blade. As per Master Chase’s instructions,” he answers, and I give him a nod, taking a small selection and placing it on my Goldilocks’ plate.

Satisfied when the food covers the china, I place it in front of Luna.
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“DIE WITH A SMILE” BY LADY GAGA, BRUNO MARS

LUNA

“You need to eat this,” Blade says in that harsh, commanding way of his, placing a very full plate in front of me.

“Thanks, but I’m not hungry,” I reply, my stomach clenching at the sight of all the food in front of me. I keep having to swallow back the bile that wants to surface, and although I know that actually eating may help the nausea, I can’t seem to make myself do it this morning.

His jaw tightens. “That wasn’t a suggestion.”

My nostrils flare at his tone, and just because I can and partly because I know it will annoy him, I push the plate away. “Neither was my response.”

He pushes it back, his fingers brushing mine, sending electricity racing up my spine, and my poor pussy clenches even though I’m definitely sore this morning. “Please.”

That single word, so foreign from his lips, stops my next retort. I briefly close my eyes, feeling his hand landing on my thigh and the warmth through my leggings. He’s insisting because he cares, because he wants me to get better. Not to be an asshole.

“I’ll try,” I whisper, opening my eyes to look into his, the green that is usually dark brightening as he flashes me a small smile.

“Thank you, Goldilocks,” he replies, giving my leg another squeeze before he removes his hand and continues eating.

Picking up a slice of the freshly baked bread, which Blade even buttered for me, I take a small bite, breathing through the initial wave of sickness as the taste hits my mouth. I usually love buttered bread, especially fresh bread like this, but this is just another way cancer fucks me over—changing my appetite, sucking the joy out of eating until it all tastes like shit.

“You’re doing so well, Princess,” Blade murmurs into my ear, leaning close until his scent of smokey vanilla washes over me and somehow helps to calm the nausea. “I’m so fucking proud of you.”

I swallow hard, my eyes pricking at his words. It’s stupid, but no one before has recognized the small things that become so hard, like eating, getting dressed, or even getting out of bed. So to have him not only see my struggle but encourage me when it feels impossible means more than I could say.

We spend the rest of the meal like this, his soft, whispered words of encouragement helping me to eat more than I would have managed on my own. He pours me the ginger tea Thorn ordered, which also helps to settle my stomach. Although I don’t get close to clearing my plate, I eat about half of what he gave me, and my nausea has eased by the end of the meal.

Having such a full stomach makes my eyelids droop, and he even notices that straight away.

“I’m going to help Luna to her room,” he states to the others, pushing his chair back and standing, offering his hand out for me to take.

A part of me worries that our parents will read too much into the gesture, seeing what our relationship has become, and I’m just not ready for that yet. I don’t have the energy to deal with the fallout. But the bigger part, the part that needs the comfort of Blade’s hand in mine right now when I feel so vulnerable, doesn’t care, and so I reach out, letting him wrap his large palm around mine and help me to my feet.

He tucks me under his arm, wrapping it around my waist and basically taking all my weight as exhaustion sweeps over me in a dizzy rush as we leave the room.

“I’ve got you, Goldilocks,” he rumbles in my ear, my feet being swept off the ground as he picks me up in his arms.

“I can walk, Blade,” I mumble, though once again, my body betrays me as my arms lift and wrap around his neck and I sink into his embrace.

“Sure,” he replies in a droll tone, not even attempting to set me down as he carries me.

I blink eyes open I didn’t know I’d closed to find we’re in the hallway, heading towards the stairs. He carries me like it’s no big deal, like I’m weightless, and I snuggle closer into his large, warm body, closing my eyes once more as we ascend.

“Stay with me,” I plead as he walks, because as much as I want my independence, my mind is already slipping into the darkness of sleep, and the idea of being alone again scares me.

“Always, Goldilocks.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


“CAN YOU HOLD ME” BY NF, BRITT NICOLE

LUNA

Iwake up trembling, the cold so all-encompassing that I feel like I’m in the middle of the Antarctic. The chills hit without warning. Violent shudders that make my teeth chatter, my body seizing, they’re so strong.

Chase is there instantly, his body heat enveloping me as he wraps himself around me without a word. Even though the room is mostly dark, with only my lamp on low, I know it’s him by his warm cinnamon scent. The contrast between my ice and his fire should create steam, but instead, we find equilibrium.

“I’m here, Star,” he whispers, his body touching me everywhere, lending me his heat because I can’t seem to make my own. Painstakingly slowly, my body starts to relax, sinking into him, the chills no longer so vicious.

There’s movement in front of me, Thorn’s fingers finding mine under the blanket.

“Cold?” The usual teasing in his voice is missing, instead a thread of concern as he shuffles closer to my front, his body heating all the parts that Chase can’t reach. It’s delicious, and I hold in the moan that wants to escape.

“I’m fine,” I lie, even as shivers still race through me. He moves even closer, his warmth like a furnace.

“Liar.” His punishment is a kiss on my nose, his hands rubbing up and down my arms, creating even more heat. I wonder where Blade is, because he was the one I fell asleep with, but then another shiver steals my thoughts and I’m just grateful someone is here.

I should pull away. I should fight this thing happening between us for so many fucking reasons. Our parents are married. They were utter assholes when I first arrived. They made me cry several times. Plus the elephant in the room, I may not live all that long.

But I don’t. I can’t. My body refuses, even if my mind screams this isn’t a good idea. That we may get hurt even worse when they realize that they could do so much better. That caring for someone who’s sick and may not make it will drain a part of them that they’ll never get back.

“I can hear you thinking too hard, Star,” Chase’s voice murmurs behind me, and he nuzzles into my neck, placing a kiss on the skin behind my ear. A different shiver falls over my body then. “Tell me what has your mind whirring so loud.”

I sigh, sucking my lower lip in and nibbling it.

“None of that, Goldie,” Thorn chides, his fingers pulling my lip out. “Only we are allowed to abuse these lips.”

My body still gives the occasional shudder, but it’s so much better having them here, in bed with me, sharing their body heat.

“What happens when you wake up and realize that you could do so much better? That you could have someone like Rachel with her perfect curves and not have to deal with all this shit?”

Silence fills the room, but it’s charged, almost angry.

“I thought we made it clear, Star,” Chase finally replies, his arms tightening around me until I can feel the pressure every time I take a breath. “We want you. No one else. You’re perfect just as you are.”

“But you hated me like two days ago,” I argue, studying the swirls of ink that cover Thorn’s chest, which is practically right in front of my face. “You made me cry, you know. More than once. You were so fucking mean.”

Thorn’s chest heaves in front of me, his hand coming up and tilting my chin until I’m looking into his eyes. The green is dark on account of the lack of light, but I can feel the fierceness of his stare burning through me more than his body heat.

“We thought you were just here to take our money,” he says, and I open my mouth to speak, but he places a finger on my lips. Bastard. “And yes, you were, but it was for the best of reasons, Moonbeam. Nothing is more important than getting you better. Fucking nothing. Do you hear me? And we will spend the rest of our lives making up for the shit we said, proving to you that we didn’t mean a fucking word and were just being spoilt assholes.”

I huff a laugh. “You really were.”

The white of his teeth shows as he smiles at me. “Yes, we were, and nothing any of us say can atone. So we will show you how sorry we are.”

“And as for wanting bitches like Rachel, who by the way paid the price for fucking drugging you, we don’t like fake. You are unapologetically you, so authentic it hurts sometimes. I love the way you didn’t and don’t take our shit. That you don’t let the opinions of others dictate you. It’s more refreshing than you know, Star, especially in the world we’ve grown up in, where everyone is trying to be something they’re not.”

A lump forms in my throat at his words, at the sincerity of them. “But what if it’s not enough? Things are going to get so much worse than night chills, Chase. I will become a burden⁠—”

“Don’t say shit like that!” Blade’s voice hisses in the dark, and I startle, the bed dipping as he gets on, climbing on top of me as the others shift so I’m lying on my back. Blade is on top of the covers, trapping me in a cocoon of his body as he settles on his forearms above me. “You gave us purpose when we didn’t even know we needed it. You bring meaning to our lives that were empty. You are not a burden. You are our savior, Goldilocks.”

My lips part, but no sound leaves them. How can what he’s saying be true? They’re so…well, they seem so solid and sure of everything. At least, I thought they were.

“He’s right, Moonbeam,” Thorn adds, snuggling into my side, and I turn to find his face in the darkness. “We’ve been drifting since Mom died, existing but not really living.”

“And then you came in like a supernova and blew everything out of the sky,” Chase says, a hint of a smile in his voice as he also moves closer, though Blade refuses to move, instead settling more on me. It should feel suffocating, but it doesn’t. It feels safe, like he won’t let me float away into space. He’ll hold me together.

“And try as we might, we couldn’t fight the pull, your pull,” Thorn confesses.

“It’s why we were assholes, because we couldn’t deal with what we really felt,” Blade states, and I look into the dark of his eyes, my heartbeat thrashing inside my chest.

It’s on the tip of my tongue to ask what they really felt, but I hold back, because I’m not sure I’m ready to hear it, or admit to myself that I might feel the same. I worry it’s just the situation. Everything feels so intense because of the looming threat my cancer presents, which can cause you to be rash when you think you may die. Decisions are made based on the fact that soon, you may not see the sun rise.

“Time to go back to sleep, Star,” Chase says after a few moments of silence, and I breathe a sigh of relief. Perhaps it’s cowardly, but it is what it is.

Blade gives my lips a quick peck, then moves off me and the bed, the others shuffling until I have my back to Chase and Thorn at my front again, our limbs intertwined.

“Where are you going?” I ask Blade, though my lids are drooping as tiredness sweeps over me once more.

He leans over Thorn, placing a soft kiss on my cheek, my eyes closing as his lips make contact. “Just some research, Goldilocks. I’ll come to bed later.”

My lids stay closed as I feel him move away, and I notice the chills have stopped, faster than they did last time. I would have been up for several more hours with bone-wracking shakes before, but now I drift off, surrounded by the warmth of my stepbrothers, my body knowing that I am safe in their arms. That they will take care of me, even if my mind wants to rebel against it and remain independent.

Being able to rely on someone else for my care, to take care of all my needs, it’s a temptation that, right now, I can’t resist. I’ll try tomorrow, but for now, I let sleep drag me under, snuggling into the bodies of two of my stepbrothers turned tormentors turned caregivers and possibly something much more.
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“Rise and shine, Moonbeam! I brought your favorite disgusting green juice and some actually edible food because I’m nice like that.” Thorn’s overly cheerful voice filters into my consciousness, and I make a particularly unattractive grunt as I blink my eyes open to see the room bathed in soft daylight that filters around the curtains, which are only partly closed.

“You’re not nice,” I grumble, earning a shocked expression from Thorn, who places his hand on his chest.

“I take offense at that, pretty stepsis. I’m the nicest of the three of us and I made this juice especially for you. It’s full of all the good shit, just hold your nose and drink it down,” he informs me as I sit up, my upper lip curled at the sight of the green sludge in the glass he’s holding in one hand. There’s a plate of my favorite French toast on the bedside table, the smell actually making my stomach grumble. “Plus, I brought you breakfast in bed. That’s nice.”

I glance to my other side, finding it empty, and reaching out a hand, the sheets are cold, telling me Chase is long gone. “Where are the others?” I ask, turning to Thorn, and with a sigh, I take the glass from him. “Bottoms up.”

I do as he suggested, not smelling the juice and downing it in one go. It’s not terrible, but I wouldn’t say it’s nice either, or something I’d choose to voluntarily drink.

“Good girl,” Thorn purrs, and I cut a glare at him, even though my nipples pebble under my sleep shirt. He just gives me a shit-eating grin and a wink, taking the now empty glass and placing it next to the plate. Settling on the edge of the bed, he reaches for my breakfast.

Taking a piece of the eggy bread goodness, he brings it to my lips, and I roll my eyes at him.

“You have a feeding-me-from-your-hand kink,” I grumble, but take a bite of the bread, moaning at the salty yumminess as it rushes over my tongue. At least I’ve not lost my enjoyment of this, yet anyway.

“Yep, and I’m not ashamed,” he answers, waiting for me to finish my mouthful before bringing it back to my lips. “And to answer your earlier question, Chase is sorting some shit out with your new consultant, and Blade is looking at your treatment plan and medications.”

My forehead wrinkles. “New consultant? But I like Dr Tate. He’s been with me before and knows my history.” My hands get a bit sweaty, and I shift in the bed, a quiver in my stomach.

“Dr. Harrison has agreed to take your case,” Chase states as he strides into the room, looking unfairly hot in his usual button-up, the sleeves rolled to his elbows, and smart dress pants. “He’ll be here tomorrow morning. I’ve already arranged for your files to be transferred.”

My hands clench in my lap, my breakfast forgotten as I glare at him.

“You can’t just decide to change my doctor without consulting me, Chase. I was comfortable with Dr. Tate. I don’t even know who Dr. Harrison fucking is!” My chest is heaving, my blood boiling as anger washes over me.

Thorn sighs, placing the piece of bread on the plate in his lap, then takes my hand in his as Chase stares me down, his jaw working.

“Dr. Harrison is the best in his field, his success rate is exceptional, and he’s got some new treatments we could try. I won’t take any chances with your care, Star. You agreed that we could take over, look after you.” His shoulders slump as he comes towards the bed, crouching down so he’s more at my eye level. “Please, Star. This is what I know, how I take care of those I l…care about.”

My breath comes out on a shuddering sigh. “You should have spoken to me first. You can’t just come out of left field like that, Chase. Everything is so up in the air, so out of my control as it is. I need to not have the rug pulled from underneath me like that.”

He leans forward, his hand cupping my cheek and pulling me closer until our foreheads touch. My eyelids flutter closed, warmth enveloping my chest at the closeness, the touch grounding me and draining my anger away. “I’m sorry. I’ll talk things through in the future. Forgive me?”

“Forgiven,” I whisper, angling my head so that I can brush my lips against his. “Thank you for taking care of me, Chase. I really am grateful to not be alone in this.”

“No thanks needed, Star,” he replies, placing a soft kiss on my lips before pulling away and straightening up. “Now eat the rest of your breakfast, and Thorn will help you get ready. We have plans.”

With that, he leaves, and I blink. “What plans?” I ask Thorn, who gives me his signature cheeky grin.

“Guess you’ll have to do as Chase says and find out.”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN


“ALL I WANTED WAS YOU” BY EX HABIT

LUNA

Thorn feeds me the rest of my breakfast by hand, then waits while I have a shower, surprising me by not joining. Though I must confess my poor pussy is still a little sore from yesterday. I flush when I remember how we all lost ourselves in each other, the pleasure they gave me unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.

Sure, I was a bit of a loner throughout high school, but I still managed to lose my virginity and hook up with a couple of guys, also loners. They were never as dominant as I liked, as demanding as I craved, and the orgasms were okay, but not like the mind-altering ones I experienced with the triplets.

Thorn helps me to get dressed and holds my hand as we head downstairs, finding the others in the kitchen, a place they clearly like to hang out when not in the den.

“I was promised plans,” I declare as we walk in, and Blade comes up to me, a rare smile on his face as he pulls me into his large arms, much to Thorn’s annoyance if the grumbles of discontent are any indication. Our parents are out for the day, so we can be a bit freer with not having to hide our relationship.

“Good morning, Goldilocks,” Blade rumbles in my ear, nuzzling his nose against my cheek and taking a deep inhale like he’s trying to breathe me in. “And we do have plans, don’t you worry your pretty little head about it.”

I let out a growl, not needing to be patronized, but he just laughs and pulls me tighter against his body, which is encased in his usual black combat pants and tight-fitting T-shirt. I’ll move in a minute, I think to myself, my hands clasping the front of his shirt as I snuggle into him. He’s just so warm, and I can feel it even through my sweatshirt.

I hate being so cold all the time, but my body struggles to maintain body temperature, especially given the lack of weight that would help keep me warm.

“Asshole,” I mutter, just so he knows that he can’t talk to me like that.

“Your asshole,” he replies, kissing the top of my head, and just like that, warmth explodes inside me.

“Right, I have your discharge instructions here from your last treatment,” Chase interjects, and I stay in Blade’s arms but turn my head so I’m looking at him as he sits at the island, like that morning after the party. Papers are strewn across the surface, and he picks one up, my chest tightening. “‘Mild nausea and fatigue are common side effects,’” he reads, and I scoff. Fucking understatement of the century.

“What they mean is your body will feel like it’s being turned inside out while simultaneously being filled with concrete.” Blade’s arms tighten around me, Chase giving me a pained look.

“Shit, is it that bad?” Thorn asks, a tin of tea in his hand as he looks over from his tea-making station.

“It sucks big hairy donkey balls,” I reply, and they all chuckle, even if it seems a little forced. “But better than the alternative, I guess.” Blade lets out a shaky exhale, and I snuggle into him more, both of us needing reassurance after my words.

“Your white count is critically low. You need to be careful,” Blade states, and I look up at him, his brows furrowed.

“You’ve read my notes?” I’m not sure why that makes my stomach swoop, but it does. They keep surprising me with the care that they have already taken, the time they have already dedicated to me, even though it’s been less than forty-eight hours since they discovered my diagnosis.

“We all have, Goldilocks. We need to know where you’re at and how we can help.” He places a quick kiss on my nose, then releases me to head over to the fridge. Grabbing a protein shake out, one that doesn’t look like the type I’ve seen in there before because it’s in a branded mixing cup that is new, he strides back over to me. “You need to eat. Your protein levels are low.”

“I just ate,” I tell him, crossing my arms over my chest, but he just raises a brow at me, and my heart skips a beat.

“If you want to be punished again, baby, just ask, but you will be upping your protein intake, so take the damn shake.”

With a huff, I grab it, smiling when I notice that the cup has my name printed on it, plus constellations dotted over it. I glance up at Blade, and he gives me a wink that nearly floors me. Jesus fuck. He should never do that again because I don’t think my kitty kat can handle the hotness of grumpy Papa Bear winking.

“I’ve arranged for the house to be thoroughly sanitized daily,” Chase adds, like I’m not a puddle of girl goo on the floor.

“And I’ve made a playlist called ‘Songs to Listen to While Your Brothers Are Being Overprotective Jerks,’” Thorn finishes with a wink, no less devastating than Blade’s.

I open the cap of the shake, bringing it to my lips to take a drink in a bid to distract myself. I’m just not sure what to do with this level of care. Sure, my mom looked after me before, but she didn’t have the resources or sometimes the time to go to this extreme. Yum, chocolate.

“Good girl,” Blade comments in a low tone that frankly should be illegal. “Now, we have a couple of options depending on your energy levels.”

“Which I’m logging into the symptom tracker,” Chase interjects, and I glance over at him, his tablet in hand, his gaze expectant. “Energy levels, any nausea or other symptoms? Brain fog?”

“Um,” I stall while my mind plays catch-up. “Well, I’d say low to medium energy, my head is a bit fuzzy but okay. No nausea yet, but my body feels kind of heavy.”

He makes a note while nodding.

“Then I suggest we take it easy today. We can lounge by the pool, though you will need to be under the shade and covered up because we can’t have you getting sunburned,” he tells me, setting the tablet down.

“Oooorrr,” Thorn coos, swaggering his way over to me with a steaming mug of tea in his hands. The green tea with cherry blossom by the smell, which is secretly one of my favorites. “We could all snuggle in the den for that stepbrother movie marathon you tried to have the other day.”

My nerve endings stir and tingle at the banked heat making his emerald eyes sparkle.

“I thought I wasn’t allowed in the den?” I ask, licking my suddenly dry lips.

Blade gives a low, deep chuckle that practically vibrates through my cells. This desire they can elicit from me, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced.

“I think the other night was proof that you are very much allowed in the den, Goldilocks.”

Images flash through my brain, of our bodies entangled, of them inside me and rendering me limp with pleasure.

“The movie marathon please,” I whisper, and all three smirk at me, dark promises in their eyes. Oh lord, I can’t even regret my decision, regardless of my pussy being a little tender still.

“Stepbrother marathon it is,” Thorn comments with a smirk, and I’m really not sure if he’s talking about the movies or them. Fuck, at this point, right now, I’ll agree to both.

“Let’s get it set up while these two make some snacks,” Blade suggests, taking my hand in his large one, tingles racing from his touch all the way up my arm.

He leads me back upstairs and into the den, which is back to its usual tidy state with the couch no longer a bed. My body floods with warmth at the sight of it, and Blade takes me around to the front, letting go of my hand to sit down, unbuckling his pants.

“W–what are you doing?” I ask, my heartbeat sounding loud in my ears as he pulls out his cock, already hard, the piercing glinting in the low light.

“You’re going to sit on Daddy’s cock, keep it warm in that tight pussy, while we watch the movies.” I have no words, my cheeks flushing as my core heats with a fire that rivals the heat of the sun. “That wasn’t a suggestion, Goldilocks.”

I place my shake on the table next to Blade, my eyes fixed on his beautiful dick as I pull down my leggings and panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor. With a shaky inhale, I step between his parted thighs, turning and lowering myself down. One of his hands grasps my hips, and I look between my legs to see his other on his dick, guiding it to my damp entrance.

“Blade,” I moan as he slowly fills me up and I sink down until he’s fully seated inside me. It’s almost too much. Fuck, it is too much, but it makes all my cells fire up with how fucking good it feels. There is a bit of soreness as I’m not used to taking such large cocks or so often, but it’s worth it for the pleasure that lights up my insides.

“Fuck, I missed my pussy. Can’t go more than a day without this, Goldilocks.” His voice is a deep rumble as his hand flexes on my hip, encouraging me to rest back against him as he pulls a blanket to cover us. “Now keep still, baby, and watch the movie.”

I’m not entirely sure how he thinks I’m going to manage that, sweat beading along my spine as he pulls me closer, his dick somehow going deeper as he grabs the remote and turns the TV on.

“Blade…” I sigh, my head resting back on his shoulder as he presses play just as Thorn and Chase enter, both carrying bowls and the smell of buttery popcorn filling the room.

“Shhhh,” he whispers in my ear, and I glance at Chase, who is staring at us, his gaze calculating.

My breaths are short, and I swallow hard as Thorn throws himself down, jostling me in Blade’s lap, causing a small hiss to escape my lips as Blade’s cock moves inside me.

“Why are your cheeks so red, Moonbeam?” he asks as the opening sequence starts to play, but fuck knows what’s happening because all I can focus on is Blade’s cock deep inside me and the fact he wants to hide it from his brothers, which makes this feel even more illicit than it already does. Thorn leans forward, placing the back of his hand against my forehead, and Blade gives a small chuckle underneath me as I squirm and hold in the moan I want to give. “Does she feel hot to you, Blade?”

“She sure does,” Blade replies, and I can hear the grin that he so rarely shows in his voice, Thorn’s look of puzzlement and concern making my heart twinge.

“She’s sitting on our brother’s dick, Thorn,” Chase comments matter-of-factly as he sits on the other side of Thorn, grabbing a handful of popcorn and tossing a few kernels into his mouth.

My eyes bug out of my head as Thorn’s brows raise, then he sets aside his bowl of candy and lifts the blanket, a low whistle leaving his plush lips as he discovers that Chase is in fact correct.

“Well played, bro,” he says, letting the blanket drop back down, then shamelessly adjusting himself before grabbing his bowl and taking a handful. “Want some? They’re M&Ms, a selection because why choose, right?”

I giggle, not sure how I ended up in this situation, but here we are.

“Sure, I love M&Ms,” I reply, leaning over and grabbing a handful, hissing a breath as it jostles Blade inside me again. “Fuck.”

Blade gives a husky laugh as Thorn and Chase chuckle and the film continues, but I can’t focus, not even when the chocolate hits my taste buds. All I can think about is how desperately I want to move, but as if Blade can read my mind, he places his other hand on my other hip, holding me firmly in place.

My mind races, then a small smile tugs my lips upwards as an idea forms in my mind. Taking an inhale, I tighten my inner muscles on my exhale, and Blade grunts.

“Luna,” he growls, and I bite my lower lip as I release my grip.

“Yes, Daddy?” I reply sweetly, and three masculine groans fill the room.

“Fuck, Goldie, you can’t say shit like that,” Thorn moans, adjusting himself once more in his brightly colored shorts, which don’t hide the fact he has a massive erection.

“Like what?” I clench my inner muscles again, Blade’s fingers digging into my skin as I do.

“Naughty fucking princess,” he grits out, but doesn’t ask me to stop, so I let go only to repeat the move. Hey, I figure getting in Kegels is never wasted, right?

I’m not sure any of us are paying attention to the film, and even though technically I’m not moving externally, Blade’s hips start to move in time with my clenches, sending sparks up and down my spine.

“This is so not fair,” Thorn grumbles, and I turn hooded eyes to find him pumping his dick in his hand. “I want her on my dick for the next movie.”

“Well,” Chase adds, and I look at him, finding him also with his cock in his hand, his eyes trained on the blanket and the slight movements Blade is making with his hips. “There are three films.”

Oh lord. I did not think this through.

One of Blade’s hands leaves my hips, which are still making small movements in time with my inner walls clasping and releasing him. His fingers find my engorged clit, brushing over it, and I whimper at the bolt of pleasure that shoots across me.

“I can play dirty too, Goldilocks,” he whispers against my ear, and I would reply with something sassy, but right now, my brain refuses to engage as all the blood is in my pussy. My hands fist the blanket, my hips now moving as I squirm under his touch. “That’s it, baby. Come all over Daddy’s cock like a good little girl.”

Fuck. Me.

When Blade does dirty talk, he doesn’t hold back, and he increases the pressure on my clit until I’m gasping, my back arched as I do exactly as he ordered. Stars collide within me, creating new galaxies as my climax explodes across my skin, making every nerve ending fire up and shine. My pleasure is heightened by the knowledge that Chase and Thorn are watching me, their eyes burning like the sun as their brother makes me come for him.

Blade continues his assault on my clit, not letting up until I’m twitching and pleading with him to stop. Only then, when my cheeks are damp because it’s too much, does he relent and move his fingers away, placing a sweet kiss on my sweaty temple.

“Good girl. Now, keep my cock warm until the end, and if you’re good, I’ll give you my cum before my brother has his turn.” I belatedly realize he’s still rock-solid inside me, and as he pulls me to his chest, I know that he didn’t come, and doesn’t plan to until he’s good and ready.

Never mind the cancer, I’m not certain I’ll survive the Banks triplets.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


“WITHOUT YOU” BY OMIDO

LUNA

The next few weeks pass by in, well, not exactly bliss, because the side effects from the treatment start to make their presence felt. Chills at night, nausea so bad sometimes I can’t eat, and fatigue so debilitating that I spend hours in bed only to be wide awake during the night.

The guys are there with me the entire time, no matter how much I urge them to go out and do what they would normally. They just look at me with raised brows, telling me there’s no place they’d rather be, and although I know it’s selfish, I can’t help the warmth that diffuses across my body at their care. For the first time since I was ten, I feel less alone, like it’s not just my battle to fight. Mom tried her best, but she always had work to rush to, so often I had to deal with the side effects alone as best I could, or with a sitter while she did another shift.

Richard seems to be irritable, and I can’t help wondering if it’s because his sons’ focus is on me and not what he wants them to do. Apparently, they usually spend some time over the summer at Banks Industries, interning in various departments and going to conferences and networking events like when I first arrived. They’ve refused this time, and I can’t miss the narrowed glares Richard sends my way every time they tell him they are focusing on my care for now.

The day of my second lot of chemo arrives, after a truly terrible night of sleep, probably made worse by the nerves I’m feeling about it all. I tried to reschedule the appointment, but Blade intervened and told me in his gruff way, “No. Not an option. The appointment is at ten. We’re leaving at nine-thirty.”

My pulse still rushes in my ears as we drive to the private hospital they have secured for me. Part of me wanted to stay at my last place because I know all the staff and doctors from my previous treatments, but I relented in the end because, as they say, this is the best care money can buy, and I can’t gamble with my life, not now that I have so much to lose.

We pull up outside what looks like an old-style mansion house and not a hospital at all. It’s got white columns holding up the front porch, beautiful grounds surrounding it with well-manicured lawns in front, and a fountain with cherubs spitting water that we drive around.

Chase puts the car into park, then we all get out, a man in a smart uniform coming over and taking the keys from Chase.

“They have valet parking here?” I ask, knowing my eyes are round and I’m acting like the poor bitch I am, but Jesus fucking Christ.

“Come on, Goldie.” Thorn chuckles, taking my hand as the valet drives the truck around gods knows where to park it after Chase and Blade take out our overnight bags.

As we enter through automatic glass doors—clearly a modern addition—there is a young-looking receptionist, who beams at us all as she greets us. “Welcome to Mount Vernon. Can I take your name please?”

It takes me a hot second to reply, because there’s a goddamn crystal chandelier in the foyer.

“Um, Luna Wilder. I’m here for my chemo,” I tell her, and her face softens, but not with pity, which I’m grateful for.

“Of course, we’re expecting you. Nurse Jacobs will show you to your room and get you all set up,” she tells me, a woman in her mid-thirties coming up the hall, smiling softly at me.

“Pleased to meet you. You can call me Patty. Yep, my parents hate me.” She chuckles as we do, holding out her arm to indicate we follow her. “You’re here for three days, the duration of the treatment, and you’ve requested for your brothers to join you?”

“Stepbrothers,” I correct her, even as my cheeks heat, because good lord, I really do have lots of kinks I had no clue about.

“Apologies, stepbrothers,” she replies, a small twitch to her lips making me wonder if I wasn’t obvious with my attraction to them. It also could be because Thorn has a tight grip on my hand, Blade on my other side, also holding my hand, and Chase hot on our heels. “Well, that’s fine, although we only have rooms that contain a double bed and then a pull-out, but there is also a couch and armchair,” she tells us, leading us down a brightly lit hallway with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlook a beautiful garden.

“We’ll manage,” Chase says, and a lump forms in my throat. I told them that I would be fine, that my mom rarely stayed with me during my treatments, but they just gave me that look, telling me with no words that this wasn’t an argument I would win.

Patty stops in front of a carved wooden door, and honestly, this place is blowing my mind. It’s not like a hospital at all, doesn’t even really smell like one. There’s a hint of antiseptic, but over the top is a delicate perfume that isn’t cloying but refreshing. Opening the door, she stands back, and my mouth drops open when I step inside.

It’s stunning, painted a soft lilac, with a double bed that is clearly also a hospital bed, as the top part is elevated. Aside from that, you wouldn’t know because the sheets are a crisp white and so soft-looking with an extra fluffy blanket in a deeper shade of purple draped over the edge.

“I hope it’s to your liking?” Patty questions as I look around at the single pull-out bed, also with white sheets, the armchair and couch, and the lace curtain fluttering in the breeze from the open window.

“It’s beautiful,” I breathe, letting go of the guys’ hands and walking over to the curtains, parting the lace to peer out of the window. There’s a fountain almost right outside, the sound of the water calming. The summer breeze rustles through the trees, and I can hear birds singing in them.

Warmth envelops my back, muscular arms coming around me, tugging me into his chest as I let the curtains fall back into place. Blade’s smokey vanilla scent washes over me, and I briefly close my eyes, breathing it in.

“We wanted you to be as comfortable as possible, Goldilocks,” he whispers, placing a kiss on the top of my head, and I can’t even care that Patty is still most likely there, figuring out that we are more than step-siblings.

“It’s perfect,” I tell him, turning in his arms and reaching up with mine to wrap them around his neck. “Thank you.”

His lips lift in that slight smile he has, which seems reserved just for me. “No thanks required, baby.”

“Okay, well, I’ll let you get settled in, and then be along to start your treatment,” Patty says. I blush as I step around Blade, and she gives me a wink. “We’ll start with your pre-hydration fluids this morning, then a one to two-hour infusion of Carboplatin this afternoon, followed by a one-hour infusion of Etoposide, and finally this evening, a four-hour Ifosfamide infusion, and then continuous IV fluids overnight. Okay?”

My exhale shudders out of me, though why I’m so nervous is a mystery because I’ve done this before. Twice.

“Okay.” She gives me a smile and a nod, then quietly leaves the room.

Butterflies flutter around my stomach as I walk over to the bed, where Chase has set my bag that I packed this morning.

“Okay, so pjs?” he asks, and I nod, licking my dry lips. “It’s okay, Star. We’ll be with you every step.”

Taking a deep breath and exhaling, I take the pajamas from him—one of Thorn’s T-shirts and my sleep shorts, plus fluffy socks that Chase bought me—and head into the bathroom to get changed. When I emerge, my mind once again blown with how luxurious that en-suite was with its marble countertops and rainfall shower, Patty is back with my fluids.

“As you probably know, but I have to say it anyway, these are just to help protect your organs, particularly your kidneys. You’ll be on them the whole time near enough, though we’ll adjust the milliliters per hour so at night you can have less bathroom breaks,” she tells me as I walk over on slightly wobbly legs and perch on the end of the bed. “I’ll just check your vitals before we start, okay?” Patty tells me, and I dip my head in acknowledgement. She runs through her checks, but I can’t focus on them, just on continuing to breathe slowly, in through my nose and out through my mouth.

“You’re doing so well,” Thorn whispers into my ear, and I blink, turning my head to realize he’s sat down next to me.

I give him a grateful smile, but can’t utter a word because my tongue feels thick. I don’t know why I get so nervous before each treatment; it’s always been like this. I think maybe because there is so much riding on this working. More so now than ever before, because I want to stay with these guys, my stepbrothers, who somehow mean so much more to me than the marriage between our parents.

“Ready?” Patty asks, and the butterflies from earlier turn into wasps, buzzing around my stomach and stinging.

“As I’ll ever be,” I reply, Thorn helping me to get under the covers. He joins me because that man has no fucking shame. To give Patty credit, she doesn’t say a word as Blade settles into the armchair on the other side of the bedside cupboard, Chase on the couch across from us.

It’s so innocuous, just a bag of liquid and not even the real drugs. This is just the precursor to the main event. It’s crazy to think that the drugs I’ll receive over the next three days may be the thing that helps save my life, that will keep me here. That will let me continue to experience whatever this is between my stepbrothers and me.

She hooks me up, using a Huber needle in my port, and I watch as Thorn stares at it with horrified fascination, trying and failing to hide his wince. I know from before the good thing about the ports is everything can go in via that, so no need to keep fucking jabbing me like a pincushion. Thorn holds my shaking hand the whole time, his thumb running over my knuckles in a soothing gesture that does help calm my racing pulse a little.

“All done, Luna. I’ll be back in about two to three hours to start the next phase. Can I get you anything?” Patty looks at me, and I shake my head, settling back against the mound of pillows on the bed.

“No thanks, I’m fine for now,” I reply, my voice steady as I prepare for what I know is coming later as soon as the chemo hits my system.

“Okay then. I’ll see you soon. Just press the button there if you need anything,” she instructs, pointing to the button beside the bed before giving my other hand a reassuring squeeze and then leaving the room.

“That was fucking intense,” Thorn says, bringing my hand to his lips, and I huff a laugh.

“Yep.” I let out a trembling exhale.

“Did I ever tell you about the time I snorted a wasp?” Thorn asks out of the blue, and I whip my head to him, my eyes wide and mouth agape.

“You did what?” My tone is a mixture of incredulousness and laughter because what the actual fuck?

He chuckles ruefully, and my stomach loses some of its tension. “Don’t get your panties in a twist, gorgeous. I was only seven at the time and it was an accident.”

“You were always so accident-prone,” Blade grumbles, but I turn to see a small smile making his lips twitch. “I lost count of how many times we ended up in the emergency room because of the shit you did.”

“Not always my fault,” Thorn says, pointing a finger at his brother. “Anyway, I was eating a chocolate ice cream, and obviously had it all around my lips.”

“Obviously,” I reply, my face scrunching up as I adjust my position, trying to find a more comfortable one.

Thorn helps to adjust my pillows. “Well, along comes Mr. Waspface and wanted some of that chocolate goodness for himself.”

“Can’t blame him really, chocolate is life,” I add, and he nods like this isn’t the most ridiculous story.

“Exactly. So he lands on my lip and I’m stock-still, thinking that he’ll just fly away, but obviously I needed to breathe and couldn’t open my mouth because he was crawling around there, so…”

“Oh my god! That’s…I have no words.” I chuckle, mildly horrified as the images flash through my mind.

“His scream was legendary,” Blade interjects, his deep voice sending shivers across me. “And his nose was pissing blood as he rushed inside.”

“Mom was so calm,” Chase adds, and I look between them, seeing that the memory of their mom is like the soft, early summer breeze that still flows in from the window. “She made him blow his nose, then called for Percy to get the car, and we all drove to hospital, Thorn’s nose swollen to twice its size with a cloth full of ice pressed to it.”

“The doctor had to use tweezers to get the stinger out, which tickled like a bitch,” Thorn carries on the story, rubbing his nose like the thought made it itch. “They gave me some antihistamine and sent me on my way with a sticker and lollipop.”

“Wow, that is quite some story.” I laugh, resting my head back against the bed and closing my eyes. “Have any more?”

For the rest of the morning, Thorn keeps up a stream of ludicrous stories that I know are just to distract me from the nausea building in my throat, the anticipation of the chemo looming over me like a dark cloud.

Someone delivers four lunches: grilled chicken, buttery new potatoes, and perfectly cooked veg. With Thorn’s encouragement and Blade’s death glare, I manage to eat about half before Patty returns.

“Good, you ate something, which I know isn’t easy right now but it really will help,” she says, pushing in a trolley with some pills and the bag of my first treatment on top of it.

I grip Thorn’s hand when she approaches, taking the bag of what I know is Carboplatin and hooking it on the IV stand next to the fluids, which is almost empty, so she replaces that too. I watch, my heart in my throat, as she then attaches it to the multi-port adaptor so it can be administered alongside the fluids.

“You probably know the drill, but try to keep movement to a minimum. Obviously you can walk around and pop to the bathroom if you need to,” Patty informs me, and all I can do is nod. “Take this anti-nausea medication, it should help a little, but I’m sure you know from experience it’s not always able to take all the sickness away.”

I take the pills, Thorn handing me some water to swallow them down.

“If you start to get a headache or any discomfort, give me a shout and I can get you something for that too, okay?”

“Okay, thanks,” I reply, lying back against the pillows again, already exhausted by what’s happened this morning.

“I’ll be back in an hour or so for the next bit, so try and rest as much as you can.” She gives my free hand a squeeze, which again I find reassuring, then leaves the room, taking her trolley with her.

“Okay, Goldilocks?” Blade asks from his chair, and I turn my head to give him a smile, which I know doesn’t reach my eyes.

“Yes, I’m fine, Blade,” I tell him, my smile transforming into a pained hiss as the treatment hits.

The chemo burns its way through my veins, liquid fire that promises to destroy everything—cancer cells and healthy ones alike. It’s what makes it so effective, but also so deadly, and why the guys have been researching like crazy to find everything that will help support my immune system while I undergo treatment.

Blade watches the IV drip with narrowed eyes, no doubt calculating the dosages silently. I can practically see his brain working them out, his brows furrowed deeply as he stares almost without blinking. Chase is working on his laptop, pretending not to monitor every wince I try to hide.

Thorn resumes his stories, and at some point, I fall asleep to the sound of his voice, the warmth of him at my side never leaving as I give in and let the darkness claim me.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


“TAKE ALL MY LOVE” BY REED WONDER

THORN

Iwatch Luna as she fitfully sleeps after a cruel day of treatment. I wasn’t lying earlier, not only was it intense, it was fucking brutal, and she was so brave, our Little Moonbeam trying to keep a smile on her face even when every pump of the drugs into her veins made her flinch.

She’s now just hooked up to her overnight fluids, thank fuck, and I watch her, the gleam of moonlight playing over her beautiful body, which shivers underneath the covers. Earlier, while she was resting, we came up with a rotation system, so Blade and Chase are currently sleeping, Blade still in the armchair, his large arms crossed on his chest, a scowl on his face even as he sleeps. Chase is on the pull-out bed after a day of working on his laptop, all of which was on Luna’s care and her future treatments. His focused attention is all on her, and I bet she’s not even aware of how much time he’s spent on organizing everything. It’s his love language, and he doesn’t shout about it, but it’s how he shows he cares.

Luna’s breathing changes, a slight hitch and gag, and my heartbeat thuds inside my chest as I realize she’s going to be sick. I’m up and out of bed, by her side in moments, gently shaking her awake.

“Moonbeam, let’s get you to the bathroom,” I say softly, her eyes fluttering open as her stomach heaves slightly.

The look she gives me breaks my heart, especially as her cheeks flush when I help her out of bed and quickly walk her to the en-suite. She immediately falls to her knees, throwing up in the toilet as I hold her hair, rubbing circles on her back.

“Oh god,” she rasps, spitting into the toilet before flushing it and sitting back on the tiles.

“Here,” Blade says from the doorway, holding out a glass of water, which she takes with red cheeks.

“Thanks,” she mumbles, slowly sipping the water, not meeting either of our eyes.

“Hey, Moonbeam,” I coax, sitting my ass down next to her. She lifts her eyes to me, the skin around them puffy and the whites of them bloodshot. “You have nothing to be embarrassed about, pretty stepsis. It’s just vomit.”

Her lips part to clearly say some nonsense, so I dart forward and place a kiss on them before retreating with a grin.

“Thorn!” she scolds, but I just laugh.

“I don’t give a fuck if you just vomited. I’d still stick my tongue down your throat and kiss the hell out of you if I wasn’t worried you might throw up again,” I tell her, my voice matter-of-fact and deadly serious.

She huffs a sigh, then moves to stand up, but I jump to my feet first and help, making sure her IV drip is out of the way. Her lips move and curl, clearly still tasting the vomit in her mouth, so I grab her toothbrush and put some toothpaste on it for her.

Movement by the door catches my eye, Chase waiting just outside, obviously not wanting to intimidate her by coming in as well. We all wait while she brushes her teeth, and I watch the way she catalogues her appearance in the mirror, the skin on her face tightening as her frown grows.

“Don’t do that,” I say, her eyes darting to mine in the mirror.

“Do what?” she replies after spitting and placing the toothbrush back in its holder. She turns to face me, and I hate the defeat I can see in her eyes, making the blue dull and lifeless.

I take a step towards her, so close that the front of our bodies brush and she has to crane her head to look up at me, but I need her to understand what I’m about to say.

“Don’t look at yourself like you’re less than you are, Moonbeam.” Her jaw feathers as she swallows, her gaze darting down, but I grab her chin and make her look into my eyes. “You are everything I could have ever wanted, everything I dreamed about, and then even more because I didn’t know someone like you existed, let alone would want me back.”

“Thorn…” Her voice is a breathy whisper, and this feeling inside my chest leaves me no option but to close the distance between our lips. She sinks into the kiss, and I try to tell her with my lips and tongue just how fucking lucky I feel at having found her. At being here with her, helping her, having her in my arms. Her arms come up and she clings to me, her cold hands wrapping around my biceps and clutching me tightly like I’m all that’s keeping her here.

“You’re everything, pretty stepsis. Fucking everything,” I whisper against her lips, pressing our foreheads together as we breathe each other in. “Please don’t ever doubt that.”

“I’ll try, but I fucking hate this. Hate what it does to me, what it makes me feel, inside and out,” she confesses, and I pull away so that I can look into her eyes. They swim with tears, making the blue sparkle, but I fucking loathe it because she feels so small.

“Next time you look at yourself, I want you to ask yourself, ‘What would Thorn say?’” I instruct her. “And the answer will be he gets hard just thinking about me, and every time he looks at me, he has to hold himself back from ravishing the fuck out of me because he finds me so irresistible.” She giggles, and it lights me up inside.

“Ravishing the fuck out of me, huh?”

“Every. Fucking. Time,” I tell her, flexing my hips to press my semi against her stomach to prove my point. “See, completely inappropriate to have a semi when you’re in hospital, throwing up your guts, but here we are.”

“Here we are,” she whispers, giving me a smile that feels like it’s just reserved for me.

“Now let’s get you back to bed, though I’ll have to calm down because it’s Blade’s turn with you, and rest is more important than sex right now.”

Placing a soft kiss on her pouting lips—how can she doubt she’s perfect for us when she was clearly made for us?—I step away, guiding her into my brother’s waiting arms. He pulls her close, not saying a word while helping her back to bed with all the protective vibes Blade has aimed at her.

I settle in the armchair that Blade was occupying, Chase getting back into the single after kissing Luna’s temple once she’s back in bed and snuggled into Blade. Closing my eyes, I let the facade slip a little, my fear rearing its ugly head now that she’s not in my arms.

The sound of her retching from moments before brings me back to the time when Mom was ill, and I’d woken up from a bad dream…

Rubbing my eyes, I walk down the hall to my parents’ room, the sound of Mom throwing up so commonplace it hardly fazes me anymore, that’s what I tell myself anyway. Entering their room, the light is on in the en-suite, and I can just make out Mom’s feet as she’s kneeling on the floor in front of the toilet.

Dad isn’t here; some important business he had to stay in New York overnight for. Even though Mom is ill, really ill, he still wouldn’t stay, and I saw how her lower lip trembled when he told her he’d only be gone a day and night, and that she had us and her nurse if she needed anything.

But the nurse isn’t here overnight, so I walk through their dark room, stopping behind Mom and dropping to my knees, reaching out and rubbing her back.

“Thorn,” she gasps between retching, and I cringe as her voice sounds painful.

“It’s okay, Mom. I’m here, you don’t need to talk,” I tell her, using my other hand to gather up what’s left of her hair and hold it out of the way. It’s like straw, so brittle, and I can see her scalp. She often wears a headscarf, as I think she’s embarrassed that she’s losing her hair.

I wait with her while she continues to throw up, then help her up and grab her a glass of water, waiting with her while she rinses out her mouth. Her hand shakes as she sets the glass down on the side, her thin body hunched over like she doesn’t even have the energy to hold herself up.

“Let’s get you back to bed,” I softly say, and she allows me to put my arm underneath her and walk her back to bed.

“You shouldn’t have to take care of me, baby,” she whispers, her voice thick with tears, and my own eyes prick.

“Well, you took care of me since I was a baby, it’s about time I returned the favor,” I tell her, helping her into bed and then climbing in next to her. “Though I’m not sure how I feel about wiping your ass.”

“Thorn Banks!” she scolds, but her lips are tugged up into a smile even though her eyes are already closed. “I’m so lucky to have you, and Chase and Blade. You are all so precious to me.”

“We’re the lucky ones, Mom,” I reply as her body sinks into the mattress and she falls asleep.

I snuggle next to her, allowing my tears to fall as I hold her to me, praying to anyone who’ll listen that I get to keep her.
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Iwake with a start as the door to the room opens and Nurse Patty strolls in. Blinking in the sunlight that fills the room, I look around and see the others are already awake and dressed, Chase pulling out containers from a bag and setting them on the table. The smell of breakfast foods and coffee fills the room, my stomach grumbling.

“We didn’t want to wake you,” Luna says from the bed, resting her back against Blade, his arms wrapped around her but still managing to avoid her IV.

“Morning, campers,” Patty greets, and I smirk. She could give me a run for my money when it comes to cheerfulness. “I’m here to draw some blood and check your vitals.”

I get up as she walks over to Luna, and my jaw clenches when Luna’s lower lip disappears under her teeth as Patty prepares the needle.

“What did the toast say to the butter?” I ask, and Luna looks up at me, her brows dipped.

“What?”

I huff a sigh. “What did the toast say to the butter?” I waggle my eyebrows, and her lips twitch as her forehead smooths.

“I don’t know, what did the toast say to the butter?”

“You totally spread me!” I grin, and she shakes her head even as a laugh falls from her lips.

“That was fucking terrible, bro,” Blade tells me, but his lips twitch, so I take that as a win.

“Why did the egg get kicked out of the comedy club?” I keep my gaze locked on Luna’s as Patty inserts the needle. Luna flinches, but she stares back at me, body more relaxed than it was moments before.

“I don’t know, Thorn. Why did the egg get kicked out of the comedy club?”

“Its yolks were too old!”

“Oh my god!” she gasps, but laughs all the same, and Patty gives a chuckle as she removes the blood and then the needle.

“All done,” Patty says, and Luna blinks, which makes me all kinds of warm and fuzzy, because I did that. I helped to distract her. “I’ll be back shortly with the results, but provided all is fine, we can proceed with treatment. Enjoy your breakfast with those eggscruciatingly bad breakfast puns.”

I bark a laugh and hold my hand up as she passes, and she gives me a high five while chuckling as she leaves the room.

“I got Bernard to make and send us breakfast because I know this is the best hospital money can buy, but the food is still hospital food. Let’s eat, then we can help get you ready, okay, Star?” Chase says, bringing over a plate for Goldie and a plastic cup with that green smoothie she hates but is really good for her.

“Thank you, Chase,” she replies, and he leans down, giving her a slow kiss before handing over the food.

I walk over to the table to help myself to the pancakes, bacon, and syrup while Chase has his usual cold porridge because he’s a fucking psycho. Once we’re done, Blade helps Luna out of the bed and walks her towards the bathroom, wheeling her IV stand along with her because she’s still getting the fluids she needs for treatment.

“You’re not showering alone,” he tells her, and I catch her eye roll, which earns her a smack on the ass. “Don’t think I can’t save up your punishments, Goldilocks.”

I catch the way her eyes flutter and her full-body shiver at his words, and I chuckle as they pass me. “Not a deterrent, bro.”

Bending down, I place a quick kiss on her lips, gliding my hand down her curls. My stomach clenches when I feel they’re not as soft as they were even a few days ago, and I’m reminded of what my mom’s hair became during her treatment.

“You okay?” Chase asks once Blade and Luna are in the bathroom, and I’m staring down at my hand, a lump in my throat. I look up at him, my vision wavering at the edges. “Shit, come here.”

He gives me no choice, pulling me into a hug and holding me tightly as I let the tears fall. The memory dream I had last night is just too close to the surface, and terror fills my veins at the similarities between our mom and Luna.

“She’ll be okay, Thorn. I fucking swear it,” Chase tells me, his arms banded tightly around me, his voice thick with emotion that is threatening to drown me. “I’m making sure of it.”

“I know, man. It’s just, Mom…” I don’t elaborate, I don’t need to. He gets it, and he places a kiss on the side of my head before pulling back, his hands cupping the sides of my head.

“We will win this time, there is no other option, okay?” His green eyes are fierce, and it lends me the strength to take a deep inhale and nod.

“We will win,” I reply, my voice still thick but more sure.

“What are we winning?” Luna’s soft voice floats out of the bathroom doorway, and I turn to find her brows lowered.

My lips tug up into a smile, even as my heart still hurts. I want to be her strength, especially because she needs me to be right now.

“You’re undying love, fair maiden,” I state, dropping to one knee and holding my hand out to her like I am a knight in those fairy stories.

She tilts her head to the side, then steps away from Blade, lowering herself down onto my knee. Then her hands come up to cup my cheeks, her eyes searching mine.

“You already have it, Thorn Banks,” she whispers, and I swear to fuck my heart stops beating. “And you don’t need to pretend with me. If you’re sad or worried, let it show. Don’t hide it because you think that’s what I need. I need you, that’s it.”

My smile wobbles, my jaw tight as I give her a nod, and bring my lips to hover over hers.

“You have mine too, Moonbeam. Now and always, and I’m terrified of losing you when I’ve only just found you,” I confess, and she exhales a breath against my lips.

“Let’s just focus on the now, and let the future worry about itself, okay, love?”

The endearment has my heart seizing once again, and I don’t give a fuck if this is too fast or she’s my stepsister. I’m in love with her, was from the first moment she walked into our lives, even if I couldn’t see it, and given everything, we have no time to lose.


CHAPTER NINETEEN


“BEAUTIFUL MESS - INSPIRED BY CHINA” BY KRISTIAN KOSTOV

BLADE

Iwatch as Luna kisses my brother after telling him she loves him, and I don’t feel jealous like I thought I might. We’ll get our time, because I know that I feel the same about her, and I’m pretty damn sure she returns the feeling.

She goes to stand, and I help her up, earning Chase’s glare because he’s desperate for some time with her. I just give him an asshole smirk, and he flips me the bird like we’re not in a hospital with the woman we’re all falling for and her life hanging in the balance.

The door opens as I get Luna back into the bed, Patty strolling in.

“Bloods are all good, your white count is a little low, but that’s to be expected,” she says, and Thorn comes to stand at the end of the bed. “We can proceed with the treatment today. Here are your fluids to start.” She hooks up more fluids, and I see Luna wince. I know it’s down to the fact that, in her words, she’s pissing like a racehorse because they’re pumping her so full of fluids.

Once Patty leaves, Thorn places his hands on the rail at the end of the bed and looks at Goldilocks.

“So here’s the thing—and don't give me that look—your white cell count is doing the limbo, and not in the fun way, but! I have a surprise that might actually make you smile.”

I watch as her lips already start to twitch upwards, even if she’s trying to hold in the smile. My brother just has that effect on people.

“Oh? And what’s the surprise?” she asks, and he pulls out his phone, giving her his signature cheeky grin.

“I made you a playlist, especially for such an occasion like this, which I think you will appreciate,” he says, the intro of “The Bad Touch” by Bloodhound Gang coming over the portable speaker Thorn insisted on bringing.

He then proceeds to lip sync the words while doing a mixture of a stripper dancing—keeping his clothes on, thank fuck—and supposed animal mating dances that I’m pretty certain he makes up. Either way, Luna is laughing so hard tears run down her cheeks, and even my cheeks ache with just how much of a fucking goof he is, but if it brings a smile to our girl’s face, he can goof out all he wants.

Patty returns with the first of the chemo today as Thorn is showing Luna a compilation of funny animal videos he found on YouTube, Luna’s laughter ringing out across the room as Thorn shuffles up by her head so Patty can hook up the drip.

“That’s what I like to see,” Patty comments, and I hold Luna tighter when her breathing speeds up. I know it’s uncomfortable. Fuck, some parts of yesterday she was definitely in pain from the chemo, and I can see how nervous that makes her, the expectation of the pain adding to the shitty experience of actually feeling it. “It’s nice to see smiles.” She leans down and whispers in Luna’s ear, “He’s a keeper.”

“He is,” Luna agrees, and Thorn’s cheeks flush a little, which shows me just how gone he is over this girl. He doesn’t blush; he’s the ultimate playboy. Though I guess not anymore, not with the way he’s looking at Luna like she’s the moon her name suggests.

“Okay, you’re all set. I’ll be back this afternoon for the Etoposide,” Patty tells us, leaving as quietly as she entered. She really is fucking fantastic at her job, and I’m glad we secured her for Luna.

The morning passes by with Luna resting and napping, and then Chase gets lunch delivered even though the food here is more than adequate. Patty returns like she said she would, replacing the first round of treatment for the second and exchanging the empty fluid bag for a full one.

Chase finally has his time next to Luna when we swap places. She’s resting back against the pillows, and he’s stroking down her arm, his gaze fixed on her face, her eyes closed as she naps.

I watch from the armchair, Thorn crashed out on the single bed and gently snoring. I study her obsessively, and so spot when her cheeks flush and her heart rate picks up. I press the call button even before the monitors go off, waking both Luna and Thorn as Patty rushes into the room.

She takes a look at Luna, who is wide-eyed and clutching Chase’s hand, even if her eyes are a little glazed. “Looks like a little reaction to the treatment. Nothing to worry about, I’ll just adjust the dispensing rate and add in some anti-allergy medication to be on the safe side.” Patty is calm and professional, doing as she said and then popping out briefly before returning with what I assume is the anti-allergy stuff. “All sorted.”

Patty stays for the next ten minutes or so, monitoring Luna as the flush leaves her cheeks, her heart rate settling before Patty leaves, telling us to hit the button if it happens again.

I reach for Luna’s chart, taking a look at the numbers on it.

“How did you know?” Chase asks me, and I look up.

“Luna’s heart rate increased by 12 beats per minute before the visible symptom of flushing appeared. I noticed it on the monitor,” I reply, and although I can see Luna is shaken, her muscles still tight, her shoulders loosen a little. “The medication is causing a histamine response,” I tell her, and she looks at me like I have all the answers. I fucking wish I did, but for now, I can assure her about this at least. “They needed to slow the infusion rate and add in some antihistamine, and it seems to be working. I’ve been tracking your reactions to each drug. Etoposide seems to hit you hardest.”

“Thank you, Blade,” she says quietly. “You all are taking such good care of me. Honestly, I can’t describe how grateful I am.”

My chest expands at her words, and I get up from the chair, placing the chart back on the wall. Taking her hand in mine, I bring it to my lips.

“We keep telling you, Goldilocks, no thanks is necessary.” Especially not with the way we treated her when she first came to us. It still sickens me to my stomach that we hurt her in any way, made her cry, or feel like she wasn’t welcome. We were too fucking blind, too full of our own importance to see what was right under our noses.

But no more. I will spend every moment I have researching how to beat this fucking disease for Luna, because I want to spend the rest of my life making it up to her. Treating her like the goddess she is and begging on my knees for her forgiveness.
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“LET THE WORLD BURN (WITH G-EZAY & ARI ABDUL) - REMIX” BY CHRIS GREY

CHASE

It amazes me how time passes in here. It often feels like it drags, but then I look up and the sun is setting, and Luna is on her last round of treatment for the day. I stretch out my back, closing my laptop and placing it on the bedside cupboard next to me as I crack my neck. I’ve been spending my time between soothing Luna, holding her, and managing her care and future treatments.

She’s been napping on and off, and when I look at her now, she’s drowsy but awake, on her side facing me, studying me.

“Hey,” I softly say, brushing a curl off her face. I know why Thorn freaked out earlier. Her hair has already become a little brittle, and I haven’t missed the clumps left on her hairbrush after she’s used it. Just like our mom, she’s losing it, and I know that is something Mom hated, and I’ve no doubt Luna will too.

“Hey,” she replies, her eyelids fluttering as I brush her cheek with my thumb. I can’t get enough of touching her; the need is beyond physical.

“How are you doing?” I ask. My brothers are both dozing, Blade on the pull-out bed and Thorn on the couch. There’s not much else to do here really, and the emotional toll is making us all exhausted. Not that we’d be anywhere else, but I am surprised how hard it’s been, watching her go through this, not knowing if all the pain will pay off.

She parts her lips, then shuts them and sighs. “I’m scared for next time. This feels tougher than last time, more draining. Although having you guys with me is making a huge difference.”

I give her a soft smile, shuffling down the bed so my head is on the pillow and I’m facing her, but being careful of her IV lines coming from the other side.

“And we will be there at the next one too. You aren’t alone in this, Luna, no matter what happens,” I assure her, and her hand reaches out to take mine, our fingers tangling together.

“I know. It’s just a part of me wants to give up now because this is so hard, and it’s only going to get worse.” The words are whispered, and I know she doesn’t really mean them, because our new stepsister is a fighter. Just look at how she faced off against us every time we were assholes to her. She’s no quitter, and I tell her as much.

“I get it, but you’re a fighter, Luna May Wilder, and we aren’t about to let you give up.” She smiles at me, making my insides heat like the summer sun just came out from behind a cloud. “Plus, it’s not aligned with your best interests. So we can revisit options if you like, but this is the best course of treatment for you. So while I appreciate your perspective, trust me when I say that I know best.”

Her eyes narrow at me, and I breathe a sigh of relief. There she is, our moon goddess, our blazing sun. My lips must twitch because she rolls her eyes at me. “I know your game, Chase Banks. Thorn tries to distract me with laughter, and you try to piss me off by being an overbearing asshole.”

“I do, do I?” I ask, raising a haughty brow, and she chuckles.

“Yeah, like that,” she huffs, her lips all puffed out, and I can’t fight the urge anymore.

I close the distance between us, placing my lips on hers, and she moans into my mouth as my hand places hers on my chest so I can cup her cheeks and deepen our kiss.

She tastes like starlight, and I lose myself in her, exploring the galaxy that exists inside her, wishing I could be inside her too, because that’s when I feel like I’ve come home. Alas, now is not the time, so with great reluctance, I pull away from her, resting my forehead against hers.

“I would do anything, be anything for you, Star. I would catch the moon and give it to you if you asked,” I confess against her lips, the feelings I have for this woman overwhelming me.

“I’m scared of this too,” she utters against my lips, and I pull back, just enough so I can stare into those big blue eyes of hers. “I’m scared that this isn’t real, or that it is but I won’t be around long enough to truly enjoy it.”

“We aren’t letting you go anywhere, Star,” I tell her, my voice a fierce vow. “That’s not even an option, and as for this not being real…” I take an inhale. Feelings aren’t easy for me, she’s right about them being scary, downright terrifying most of the time, but I will get over my fear to show her that she doesn’t need to worry about this thing at least. “It wouldn’t feel like I can’t breathe without you next to me if it wasn’t real. It wouldn’t feel as though I’ve been living in darkness, in a black hole, and have just emerged into the most wonderful universe that is bursting with potential. This is real, Luna. Believe that if nothing else.”

Her eyes sparkle with unshed tears, her tongue darting out to lick her dry lips.

“Okay, Chase,” she agrees softly, the low light in the room making this moment feel private, just between us.

We continue to stare into each other’s eyes, just breathing the other in until sleep overtakes her, and I only let my eyes close when her breathing is deep and she’s settled. I don’t want to miss a single moment, because as much as I want to rage against the idea that she’s going anywhere, a part of me knows that it is a very real possibility, and that makes what we have all the more precious.
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“WILDFIRE” BY SYML

THORN

A piercing, feminine scream jerks me awake, my heart thrashing as I sit up in the single pull-out bed to find Luna shaking and teary in Chase’s arms. She looks at him in a daze, like she almost doesn’t know who he is, before her vision clears.

“Chase?” Her voice is scratchy, raw-sounding, and I wince as I get out of the single bed and move closer to hers. When I reach the bedside, I grab the insulated water cup with the straw Blade got for her and hold it out to Chase.

“I’m here, baby. We’re all here,” Chase soothes her as he takes the cup, encouraging her to drink a little before handing it back to me. Blade is on the other side of the bed, his jaw clenched tight, his brows deeply furrowed as he looks at her. His hands hover at his sides, like he wants to reach for her but isn’t sure he should.

We’ve all had night terrors before, and I know that sometimes being held was the last thing I wanted, but she is clinging to Chase, so maybe that’s what she needs.

“What happened? In your dream?” I ask, and her tear-filled eyes turn to look at me, her throat swallowing hard.

“I was dying, all alone, and calling and calling, but no one came.” She breaks down, burying her face in Chase’s chest and sobbing into him. My chest hurts, the pain fracturing inside me as I watch her after she’s shared what is clearly a deep fear.

I catch Chase’s eye, and then Blade’s, and by an unspoken agreement, Blade gets on the bed next to Luna, careful of her drip. I get on the other side of Chase, and though it’s a tight fit, almost impossible, her cries quieten as we all touch her.

“That will never happen, Goldilocks,” Blade assures her, his hand smoothing up and down her spine as he snuggles in close. “We would never leave you.”

“That’s right, Goldie. I’m afraid you’re stuck with us forever now,” I add as she peeks up at me, a small smile on her beautiful lips.

“Promise?”

She damn near breaks my heart with her plea.

“Pinkie promise, the most sacred of all promises,” I tell her solemnly, holding out my hand and extending my little finger.

She untangles herself enough to link her pinkie with mine, and we stay like that, lying around her, our bodies all pressed together and showing her that she is not alone. Not anymore.


CHAPTER TWENTY


“WISHBONE” BY FREYA RIDINGS

LUNA

My eyelids flutter open, the soft snores of the triplets filling the room. Heat surrounds me, and I can barely move, but my body is filled with a warmth so real it’s almost as if the sun is caressing my skin. I first see Chase, his lashes dark against his golden cheeks, his usually neat hair a ruffled mess as he sleeps on the pillow next to mine.

My pinkie finger twitches, and I glance down to find Thorn’s still wrapped around mine, like he didn’t want to let go, even as we slept. I give my finger a wiggle, and his grip tightens, bringing a small smile to my face. I’ve never felt so wanted, so needed like I do right in this moment.

Movement at my back has me wanting to arch into Blade, especially as his hard, morning wood presses against my ass. My body may feel like it’s been hollowed out and filled with lead, but there’s a flicker of heat, a star about to be born, that tells me not everything inside me has been destroyed in the past two days.

The previous days have merged into a hazy montage of beeping machines, the brothers’ voices keeping me anchored, and the slow drip of poison that’s supposed to save me. The irony of cancer treatment isn’t lost on me—feeling like you’re dying to have a chance at living, but what’s different this time is I’m not facing it alone, and that realization is both comforting and terrifying.

I quietly smack my dry lips together, the metallic taste in my mouth making my nose crinkle. My fatigue is bone deep, so I’m not sure I can do more than twitch my little finger, as much as I’d like to take Blade up on the offer that’s pressing into me.

And that pisses me off to no end. I want to be a normal person, able to fuck my stepbrother, or stepbrothers, whenever I fucking like. I snort as my anger is mollified by the amusement at my last thought.

“What’s funny, Goldilocks?” Blade rumbles in my ear, his deep voice not helping the situation as I shiver with want.

“I’m not sure my explanation would make sense,” I mumble, and his arms around me tighten as he nuzzles into my neck.

“Try me,” he whispers, and I shudder again. Fuck him and his sexy morning voice.

“Well, I was just thinking about how I’m too tired to take up your morning wood offer, and that pissed me off, which got me thinking I should be able to fuck my stepbrothers when I damn well please, and that made me laugh, because, well, I mean…” I trail off as deep chuckles replace the soft snoring from moments before.

“I agree, Goldilocks,” Blade purrs as his hips flex, pushing his hard-on into me.

“And we don’t need you to have any energy, Moonbeam,” Thorn adds, his voice sleep-roughened too as he pushes up onto one elbow, reaching over Chase and taking my hand with his as he places it on my breast and gives it a squeeze. I moan, my eyelids fluttering.

“As much as I also agree and would like to remind you that you did give us free reign, even when you are too tired to take an active role,” Chase adds, his lips ghosting over my arched neck. “Patty will be walking into the room in approximately thirty seconds and I’m not sure she wants to see that.”

My eyes open wide just as the door swings open, and just like Chase says, Patty walks in. She blinks as she takes note of all three guys on the bed with me, a small chuckle falling from her lips. “I see we may need to invest in some bigger beds.”

“That would be appreciated, and if you let us know the cost, we can call it a donation from Banks Industries,” Chase replies, pressing a light kiss on my cheek before sitting up, making Thorn pull back his hand from my tit, which I’d kind of forgotten was there.

“Much appreciated, Mr. Banks,” Patty says with a wide smile. “I shall pass that on, and I’m sure someone will be in touch.” She turns to look at me, her eyes soft. “How are you feeling this morning, Luna?”

I sigh, Thorn and Chase getting off the bed, though I don’t miss the way they try to discreetly adjust themselves. “Like shit warmed up, to be honest.”

Blade doesn’t move, just pulls me closer, which I’m grateful for, because although I know I need to get up—to use the toilet, if nothing else—I’m not ready to face the final day of treatment yet.

Patty’s face softens further. “Well, at least this is the last day, then you’ll get to go home for a while.” She wheels the trolley over, and Blade finally relents, getting out of bed and helping me to sit up by propping pillows at my back. I miss his warmth immediately, my lips turning into a frown, but then Thorn is by my side on the bed, practically wrapping himself around me like a koala bear. “Let’s get these bloods taken, then you can get ready for the day and have some breakfast, okay?”

“I asked my hen to count her eggs,” Thorn says, and I can already feel my lips tugging up as I prepare for the terrible joke. “Now she’s a mathmachicken!”

“Oh my god!” I laugh, Patty joining in. “That was… I have no words.”

“All done. I’ll be back with the results in a bit,” Patty says, and I’m surprised I barely felt it, too distracted by Thorn’s awful joke.

“Come on, Goldilocks, let’s get you showered,” Blade tells me, helping me out of bed once Thorn has unwrapped himself.

I swallow down the nausea that leaves me feeling dizzy when I stand up, and catch Chase’s concerned gaze.

“Are you okay, Star?” he asks, Blade’s hand tightening over mine where I’m gripping his muscular arm.

“I’m fine,” I say automatically, breathing through my nose as the nausea passes.

Chase studies my face. “Of course you are.” Four words that acknowledge my lie while respecting my need to tell it, and I think I fall for him harder for allowing me it. “I’ve got breakfast on the way, it should be here by the time you finish getting ready.”

“Thank you,” I reply, my chest tight with just how much I’m grateful for when it comes to these guys.

Blade leads me into the bathroom, turning his back and starting the shower as I go to the toilet. I tried to tell him on the first day I could manage without interference, that I could piss alone, but he just raised his brow, crossed those gorgeous arms of his, and leaned against the counter. Fucking caveman.

Finishing up, I head to the sink to wash my hands and pull up short when I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror.

The girl staring back at me looks half dead already with sunken cheeks and dark circles under her eyes, which are a dull, washed-out blue. Her blonde curls are like a bird’s nest, brittle as twigs and definitely thinner.

Strong arms wrap themselves around me from behind, Blade locking eyes with me in the mirror. He’s such a contrast, full of life and so fucking alive compared to my one foot in the grave.

“Don’t,” he orders in a sharp tone. “Don’t think you are anything but exquisite.”

“How can you say that?” I ask, my voice choked as I push the words past the lump in my throat. “Look at me, Blade.”

“I am fucking looking,” he snarls, anger lacing his tone as one arm unwinds and grabs my chin, forcing me to look at myself. “All I do is look at you, Princess.” I open my mouth to say something back, but then his hips flex, and I feel his hard-on pressing against my lower back. “I think you need a reminder of how fucking gorgeous you are.”

“I’m too tired, Blade,” I murmur, tears stinging my eyes, but he turns me, careful of my IV drip as he backs me towards the counter.

“Don’t fucking care,” he rumbles, pushing my sleep shorts down, then dipping down to pick me up under my thighs. I hiss when my skin makes contact with the cold countertop, but before I can call him out, he’s sinking inside me, his cock stretching and burning me where I’m not quite ready for him. “You make me fucking wild for you, Goldilocks. I’m like a fucking animal, and need inside you more than I need to breathe.”

A deep moan falls from my lips as he punches his hips deep, then pulls out and repeats the move, leaving me clinging to him and gasping.

“Blade…” I groan, my head falling to his wide shoulder as he keeps up his punishing pace. I wasn’t lying, I’m too tired to take an active part in this, regardless of how much I want to.

“That’s it, Princess. Just take my big cock in that sweet pussy. Let Daddy all the way in.”

Fuck. His words set me alight, more than the chemo has in the past two days, and even though I’m bone-weary and wrung out, my body gives him what he wants. In a matter of moments, I’m coming with a low moan of ecstasy.

“Good. Fucking. Girl,” he pants, each word accompanying a deep thrust before he stills while he’s buried inside me, filling me with his cum. “Never doubt how much I fucking want you, regardless of what you see in the mirror.”

He holds me close, the sound of the shower falling in the background as I give in to the tears that were pricking my eyes as soon as I saw my reflection. I needed this, for him to show me that he still finds me attractive in the most primal way.

It doesn’t surprise me that Blade knew that even before I did and wasn’t afraid to show me, to not treat me like something breakable, but something he desires with a ferocious need.

“Let’s get you cleaned up. Chase will have my balls if he doesn’t feed you soon,” Blade tells me, pulling out with a manly groan.

His cum seeps from me, and I fucking love it because of what it represents. That I’m wanted. That I’m desired even though I look like death warmed up, which is something I’ve not felt before and something else to be grateful to my stepbrothers for.

[image: ]


We’ve just finished another delicious breakfast that Chase had our chef, Bernard, make and send when Patty returns.

“Results all good and we’re ready for your pre-treatment fluids if you are?”

“Absolutely,” I tell her, wiping my mouth on the cloth napkin—yep, Chase went to that extreme—Thorn’s hand is already there to help me get up and back into bed.

I can’t help the smile on my lips. It’s so different this time than my previous treatments where I felt so alone. Often Mom had to work, having to pay for the chemo, and even when she was with me, she was usually so tired she’d sleep most of the time.

At least one of them is always awake when I am, talking to me, watching the TV with me, or just sitting in silence with me. Thorn keeps me entertained with jokes, stories, and funny cat videos. Chase talks to me about the treatment plan and makes sure I understand everything and that he’s taking care of it all so I don’t have to worry. Blade explains what the medication does, the side effects, and how we can counter them. He tells me the science, and though some of it goes over my head, I appreciate the time he takes to explain it so that, between them, I feel like I’m more informed than ever before.

Once the drip is set up, Patty leaves, and Thorn grabs what looks like a book before settling back on the bed.

“What’s that?” I ask, looking at the cover. It’s got a beautiful couple on it, and is in shades of black and brown. “Lords of Pain?”

“I thought you might like it,” Thorn says, opening the book but being careful not to crack the spine. “It’s a dark, bully, whychoose romance. These guys are real assholes to her, and one is her stepbrother.”

He waggles his brows at me and I giggle. “Are they as bad as you guys were?” I tease, sucking my lips in to stop smiling at his frown.

“They’re much worse, Moonbeam,” he tells me, one brow arched. “Maybe it’ll make you grateful that we weren’t?”

My mouth drops open. “You did not just say that to me, Thorn Banks!”

He cringes, his cheeks flushing. “Yeah, not my finest moment.”

I crook my finger at him, and he leans down. Pressing my lips against his in a quick kiss, we both sigh at the contact. “I am beyond grateful for you, Thorn. All of you. Even if you were assholes.” I kiss his lips again, then give him a push. “Now read me the damn book.”

He chuckles. “Yes, ma’am.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


“UNCONDITIONAL - LIVE AT ST PANCRAS OLD CHURCH” BY FREYA RIDINGS

LUNA

Before I know it, it’s time for my second-to-last infusion, and as Patty preps it, Blade is by my side, holding my hand in his and rubbing soothing circles on the back of it. I think about the past three days and the toll it’s taken on me.

My emotions are all over the place to be honest. It’s part relief that this round is finally coming to an end and I won’t have to face another grueling day of chemo after today. It sucks more than I remembered though, drawing every ounce of energy from me and then some, which leads me to dread the next round that sits like a lead weight in the pit of my stomach.

I know I won’t be alone, the guys have assured me of that repeatedly, but it still doesn’t make actually going through it any easier. Especially as I know I’ll be weakened from this round and the side effects, which I’ll have to face over the coming weeks before my next treatment.

One step at a time, Luna.

I’m drawn from my musings by Chase moving to sit at the end of the bed, Thorn mirroring him on the other until they’re all around me. It helps to settle my nerves and worries, having them around me like this.

“Right, you’re all hooked up for this round, Luna. So just sit back and relax and I’ll be in and out, checking,” Patty says, packing up and leaving the room after I’ve thanked her.

My phone buzzes on my bedside table as the door shuts, and I look over to see it’s my mom. My heartbeat thrashes inside my chest, my breath a little short. I’ve not missed the fact that this is the first time she’s called since my treatment began.

Swallowing past the lump in my throat, I reach out and take the phone, swiping to answer it as I bring it to my ear. “Hi, Mom.”

“Luna love! How’s the treatment going? I know the boys are there taking care of you, which must be nice,” she says in a rush, the sounds of conversation in the background making me think she’s not at home.

“It’s okay, last day today, and yeah, the guys have been great,” I tell her, Blade giving my hand a squeeze.

“Oh, of course it’s the last day. I must have gotten mixed up in my head,” she answers, though she sounds a little distracted. Suddenly, there’s a sound like her hand is muffling the speaker before she returns. “I’ve got to go, Richard needs me, but I’ll see you tomorrow when you get home. Love you.”

And with that, she’s gone, and I’m left staring at my own harried reflection on the black screen.

“They’re on one of Dad’s business trips,” Thorn tells me, and I look up, my hand falling limply to my lap, my phone still in my fingers. Blade squeezes my other hand again.

“Oh,” I reply, my voice small. It’s like since she’s married Richard, I’ve ceased to exist. It’s a bitter pill to swallow, especially as she’s always been here before, well, as much as she could anyway.

“She should have called sooner,” Blade grunts out, and I switch my gaze to him. His nostrils are flared, his teeth almost bared as he finishes, “I’m sorry she didn’t, Goldilocks.”

Swallowing, my eyes prick with tears that I really don’t want to shed right now.

“It’s fine. She’s just been super busy with all the stuff your dad wants her to do, now they’re married,” I say, taking an inhale through my nose. I don’t miss the glances the triplets exchange at my words, the furrowed brows. “What?”

“Nothing,” Chase starts, rubbing my foot under the blanket, but I give him a raised brow, and he blows a breath out. “It’s just surprising that he’s keeping her so busy and away from you.”

My eyebrows hit my hairline. “You think he’s doing it on purpose?”

He huffs a frustrated breath. “I don’t know, Star, but I’ll find out. You just focus on getting better. Let us worry about it.” I open my mouth to protest, but he interrupts me. “Please?”

I can’t deny them when they say please. There’s something about these larger than life guys pleading with me that renders me useless.

“Fine, but at least promise you’ll tell me what you discover?”

“I promise, Star,” Chase says, leaning down and placing a kiss on my foot, even though the blanket is over the top of it.

We slip back into just letting the treatment do its thing, the guys taking turns sitting next to me or helping me to the bathroom, napping on the bed with me. It’s mid-afternoon when Patty returns with Doctor Harrison, the specialist Chase managed to get to take my case on.

“Good afternoon, Luna. How are you doing?” he asks, coming up to the bedside and looking at my chart. He’s older, his hair is grey, and he has round glasses, which make his eyes look like an owls. It’s quite endearing if I’m honest.

“Feeling crappy to be truthful, but glad it’s almost all over for now,” I tell him honestly as Patty sets up the last treatment.

“As to be expected. This treatment is not for the faint of heart, and you’ve done remarkably well, Luna,” he tells me, and it does make me feel a little better about it all. “Aside from that initial reaction, the rest seems to have gone by without a hitch, which is good.”

“So we’re all set to continue with the treatment plan?” Chase asks, and Dr. Harrison blinks before turning to him.

“Looks like it. Plus, as you all came back as a match for Luna, we can use you for the bone marrow transplant later on. Your blood matches too, which is helpful,” he says, and I startle.

“They’re a match?” I ask, remembering them telling me they were going to get tested. I’d forgotten about it, and now the idea makes my heart beat faster, the monitor bleeping a little, letting the whole room know.

“They are, which is extremely lucky. You are very fortunate to have such caring brothers, Luna,” the doctor replies, and my cheeks heat, because what we’ve done, what we have, is not like normal siblings.

“Stepbrothers,” I respond instantly, and Thorn gives me a shit-eating grin, which I catch and glare back at him.

“Of course,” Harrison smoothly says, his eyes darting to Blade next to me, clearly noticing the closeness of him by my side, holding my hand. “Well, I shall leave you to have your last treatment, but things are looking promising, Luna.”

“I’d like to just finalize a few details before you go, Doctor,” Chase states, getting up and heading over to the table where his laptop sits.

“Of course,” the doctor replies and walks to be beside him. They don’t hide their conversation from me, and I watch, a little slack-jawed as Chase asks the doctor technical questions, asking adjustments where needed. It blows my mind that I have such advocates in the triplets. That I don’t have to make all the decisions by myself, or with limited knowledge, because I have them now.

A flash of worry tightens my stomach at how reliant I’m becoming on them for all of this, for depending on them so much with my care and with my heart. We hardly know each other. Shit, I don’t even know what their favorite colors are.

“What’s wrong, Goldilocks?” Blade asks as Patty finishes up.

I turn to look at him, his hunter-green eyes full of worry.

“What’s your favorite color?”

“Navy blue,” he answers, no hesitation or questioning as to why I’m asking. “My favorite food is pizza, any kind as long as there’s no fucking vegetables on it. I like working out, boxing is my favorite sport if I had to choose.”

My chest warms at the fact he somehow knew what I was worrying over.

“I like pizza too, plain tomato and cheese is my favorite,” I tell him, and he gives me a half smirk that melts me a little more inside.

“I’m a ham and pineapple kind of guy,” Thorn adds, and I snap my head to look at him.

“Of course you are.” I laugh as Patty gives my arm a little squeeze.

“I’ll be back later, just buzz if you need anything,” she tells me, and I give her a grateful smile before she leaves with the doctor.

“Now, what were you worrying about just then, Princess?” Blade asks, taking my chin in his fingers and turning my head to face him.

“That I hardly know you all, yet am relying on you for everything,” I confess, unable to resist the command in his tone.

He leans in, pressing our foreheads together. “You know our fucking souls, Goldilocks, because they are a part of yours. Everything else is unimportant.”

His words feel like a star has exploded inside me, rendering me speechless, because I know that he’s right. It’s like I’ve finally been reunited with the missing pieces of myself, which is fucking terrifying and exhilarating in equal measure.

“Now, Chase, order pizza for a snack and let’s get through this last bout together, then we can get the fuck out of here and take you home,” Blade commands and gives me a soft kiss before releasing his grip and settling back against the pillows, pulling me against his chest.

I look at Thorn, who’s staring at me like I’m every star in the sky, and it makes my heart skip a beat. Blade is right. Everything else is unimportant, because we have this connection which feels life-changing, and that’s all that matters…for now anyway. Everything else can follow.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


“STAY(SPED UP VERSION)” BY SAMI ROSE

THORN

Iwatch as Luna struggles with the effects of this final transfusion, and the helplessness is unlike anything I’ve experienced before. No, maybe similar to what I felt with Mom, though I was far less involved than I am with Luna, so this just ratchets it up to a new level.

Her skin is even paler than usual, her hands trembling as she takes a sip of water from the cup that Blade is holding for her. Fuck. This is the worst kind of torture.

Mom’s hand trembles so much as she picks up her glass that it slips from her hand, falling and splashing all over the carpet by her bedside.

“Shit,” she hisses, her head resting back against the pillows, her eyes closing.

“Hey, Mom, don’t worry, I’ll clean this up,” I say, rushing into her bathroom and grabbing a towel to soak up the spill.

“Thank you, Thorn, honey,” she replies, her voice cracking as I walk back into the room.

“It’s what I’m here for, to take care of you,” I tell her, and she smiles, though it’s strained.

“I’m your mother, I should take care of you.” Her green eyes, so similar to mine, sparkle as tears fill them. I immediately abandon the towel and climb onto the bed next to her, taking her frail body in my arms and pulling her close.

“What do you call a funny lizard?” I ask, and she sniffles.

“I don’t know. What do you call a funny lizard?”

“A stand up chameleon!”

I blink out of the memory, finding myself back in the hospital room, Luna resting on Blade’s chest, her eyes closed as she shivers in his arms despite the blankets covering them both.

Chase is on his laptop, no doubt organizing logistics for getting her home and her care once we’re back. Blade has her charts next to him, his phone in front of him as he clearly researches her treatments, searching for anything we may have missed. I’m here for emotional support and to be a distraction. I can’t do the science shit they can, but I can make her laugh, and that must count for something.

My lungs expand as I take a deep, satisfied breath. We may still have a long way to go to make up for being such assholes in the beginning, but we’re working together as a team, as a unit with one goal: to get her better. And it’s undoubtedly the most important job of our lives.

I get caught in blue eyes that sparkled last week but now look dull, washed-out.

“What did the llama say when he was banned from the zoo?” I ask, and her lips twitch upwards, which is like the fucking sun and warms me from the inside out.

“I don’t know,” she answers, her voice soft and quiet.

“Alpaca my bags,” I answer, and her peal of laughter is like the greatest treasure, something that makes my brothers light up just as it does me.

It’s a sound that I want to hear for the rest of my life, and so I keep telling her jokes until Patty returns.

“You can come again,” she tells me, and I give her my best bow, which has Luna laughing again. She heads over to Luna, pushing her trolley that has Luna’s final bag of fluid. “That’s the last treatment for this cycle. Just your final fluid and you’ll be ready to go home in the morning.”

Luna smiles wide, her body sagging into Blade, who holds her close, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “Thank fuck. No offense.”

“Oh, none taken. Much as I love all my patients, I’m glad when they get to go home,” Patty replies, making quick work of swapping the bags. “I’ll let you get some rest, and see you in the morning.”

With that, Patty leaves, and I muse over how lucky we are to have her as Luna’s nurse. I’ll be making sure we get her next time too. Luna is comfortable with her, and I want her to be as happy as she can, given the situation.

“Well, I’m calling that a fucking win,” I state, careful of her IV lines as I get onto the bed on her other side. Blade grumbles, but Luna sighs, snuggling between us like it’s the best place in the world.

She’s on her back, and so I steal one of her hands, bringing it to my lips and placing a kiss there. It’s freezing cold, so I wrap both of mine around it, trying to give her some of my body heat.

“Why did you all stay? For the whole time, I mean?” she asks softly, and I look over at her to find her gaze on the ceiling, her pale cheeks slightly flushed.

“Didn’t have anything else better to do, Goldie,” I reply, her head snapping towards me, her mouth agape. I laugh, darting in to press a kiss on her pale lips before pulling back, then reach out with my other hand, cupping her cheek. “I’m just messing with you. Where else would we be when you need us?”

“Thank you. It means…well, everything to have you all here.” Her blue eyes bore into my fucking soul, and I would happily live there for the rest of my life. I should be surprised at the depth of my feelings, but I’m not. If nothing else, what happened with Mom taught me that life is precious and we need to grab it by the balls, not wasting a single moment.

“It means everything to be here with you, Moonbeam,” I tell her, leaning in and placing my lips against hers.

She sinks into my kiss, melting every part of me until I’m sure we’re fused to our very souls.
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The next morning, Patty explains the discharge and home care to Luna as she practically buzzes with excitement. Well, as much as anyone who has just gone through three days of exhausting chemo can be buzzing. A slow smile spreads on Luna’s beautiful but pale face, showcasing her relief at finally being free of this place.

I feel like there are fire ants under my skin as I help Blade pack our things, Chase by her side and taking in every detail of what Patty says. I can’t deny the lightness inside my chest at the idea of going home. I can’t fucking wait to take her away from this place, because however comfortable it is, it’s not home.

Blade zips up Luna’s bag, and then like the caveman he is, takes it plus his own in his hand. I just roll my eyes, because it leaves me to push her wheelchair, which is sitting near the door and which Luna gave the most scathing look I’ve ever seen when Patty wheeled it in. That’s an imminent battle.

“Now, time to take out the port needle, Luna. It can be a little uncomfortable, okay?” Patty asks, and my head snaps up as Luna gives a nod, grasping Chase’s hand and wincing when Patty removes the needle. I hear a low rumble from Blade next to me, and my hands twitch at wanting to throw Patty out the fucking window for daring to hurt my Moonbeam. “All done. You are officially free to go.”

“Come on, Star. Let’s get you in the wheelchair⁠—”

“I’m not getting in the fucking wheelchair, Chase,” she argues immediately, and I can’t hold back the smirk at how, even exhausted she’s still, not lost her fire, her spark.

“Luna,” Chase chides, but she just shakes her head and attempts to get up before her knees crumple. Chase manages to catch her as Blade and I rush forward.

“Stubborn fucking woman,” Blade grumbles, thrusting the bags at me. “Hold these.” I barely catch them as he strides the few steps to Luna, sweeping her up into his massive arms. She opens her mouth in a protest, Patty chuckling as Blade just gives her a look. “It’s this or the chair, Princess.”

She huffs. “Fine.” Though I don’t miss the way her arms wrap around his neck and she nuzzles into him as he pulls her closer.

“Good girl,” he rumbles, and her whole body gives a shudder, like it always does at his praise.

We leave the room that, at times, has felt more like a prison in the past three days, and I catch a glimpse of all four of us in the glass doors leading to our freedom, Luna safe in Blade’s arms, Chase and I flanking them. We’re more of a unit than we’ve ever been, linked by our drive to make Luna well again, but she’s now a fundamental part of us, something which, if I have my way, we will never be separated from.

Patty leads us back the way we came three days ago, and I can’t deny how my heart beats faster the closer to the exit we get. We finally reach the foyer, which is just as empty as when we arrived, and it’s full of sunlight.

“Well, I will see you all in a few weeks,” Patty says, Blade pausing so Luna can see her. “Take care, and any issues, don’t hesitate to call, okay?”

“Absolutely, thank you, Patty,” Luna replies, a wide grin splitting her lips, and I feel the matching smile on my face too.

“I’ll brush up on my jokes for next time,” I tell Patty with a wink, and she laughs.

“I look forward to it,” she answers, giving us a wave and then turning to head back down the corridor.

“Let’s get the fuck home,” Blade orders, striding towards the glass doors, which open as we approach, letting in a blast of hot air. It is summer after all.

I watch as the sunlight hits Luna’s face, showcasing a mixture of exhaustion and relief, her eyes closing as she absorbs the rays as if they alone will help rejuvenate her.

Blade’s truck is waiting, a valet handing Chase the keys as Blade strides down the steps. I rush ahead, whooping, which makes Luna laugh that wonderful sound again that I will treasure always.

I open the door for Blade, and he carefully climbs in, placing Luna in the middle as I rush around to the other side and climb in.

“Bastards,” Chase utters, and I just laugh, giving him one of my shit-eating grins.

“Snooze, you lose, bro,” I quip back as I shut the door and buckle in before Chase starts the truck.

Luna’s head finds my shoulder as we drive away, like it’s the most natural thing in the world. My hand grasps hers, tangling our fingers together.

“First battle down, Moonbeam. We’ve got your back for all the rest.”

“I know,” she says sleepily, her head getting heavy as exhaustion washes over her and she falls asleep.

We drive in silence, and I memorize the weight of her against me, knowing with absolute certainty that I will carry her through anything that comes next. She’s the missing part of me, part of us all. Our world was incomplete without her, and I won’t go back to that.


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


“HOME - LIVE AT ST PANCRAS OLD CHURCH” BY FREYA RIDINGS

LUNA

The triplets take care of me for the next week, one or all of them by my side as I go through the dreadful side effects of the chemo. Being home is a vast improvement compared to being at the hospital, because everything is familiar and comforting here. We spend the time watching movies or lounging by the pool, me under a shade and covered up, them in swim shorts that leave all of their delicious bodies exposed for my viewing pleasure.

Mom was home when we returned, but only stayed the one night before Richard whisked them away on another business trip. She gave me an apologetic smile as they left, but I can’t deny the sting of being abandoned again.

The only saving grace is it means the triplets and I don’t have to hide our relationship, Blade assuring me the staff won’t tattle. Which is handy because even though we haven’t had sex since the bathroom at the hospital, there has been no shortage of kisses and soft caresses, driving me insane as they give me time to recover.

Today, we’re outside, the heat wonderful against my always chilled skin. My phone dings, and I pick it up to find a new message from Dr. Harrison. Sitting up a little, I open my patient portal to discover a new prescription, with medication that says it’s made by Banks Pharmaceuticals.

“What’s that?” Chase asks from the lounger beside mine, leaning over because the man has no concept of personal space.

“Just some new medication, one your dad’s company makes actually,” I tell him, shrugging.

“May I?” he asks, which to be honest, is somewhat surprising, because I kind of expected him to take my phone out of my hand, given that’s what they do in regards to my care.

“Sure,” I reply, handing over the phone and leaning back against the pillow that Thorn found for me. I turn to look at Chase, the sun highlighting all the gorgeous muscles of his abs, covered in that stunning ink of his. His brows dip. “What is it?”

“I’m not sure, but last I checked, this medication was still at trial stage, and I don’t remember Harrison discussing it with me back when we spoke about your treatment plan going forward.”

My forehead wrinkles. “Maybe your dad thought it might help?”

“Maybe,” he says, placing my phone next to him, his fingers flying across the keyboard of his laptop that never leaves his side. “I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about, Star. I’ll do some research, maybe get Blade on the case too.”

“Okay.” I turn back, picking up my journal, something Thorn bought for me and has the most beautiful cover of a galaxy with the constellations in shiny silver foil.

“Treatment cycle 2, day 8. White blood count: 1.2. Hemoglobin: 8.4. Platelets: 67. Statistics that define my existence now. Numbers that determine whether I can leave my room, whether I need another transfusion, whether I'm winning or losing this war inside my cells.”

I sigh as I read over my entry from this morning while a thought keeps circling my mind, one that I can’t seem to get rid of, no matter how much I try. Do I embrace the present like I want to, like I crave to? Or should I protect the triplets, the other parts of my soul, from the potential loss?

“What’s got you thinking so hard, Moonbeam?” Thorns asks, and I look up to find him in the pool, his arms crossed on the side, water droplets covering his colorful skin.

“Oh, nothing,” I say, shutting the journal and setting it back on the table next to me.

“Tsk, tsk, pretty stepsis,” Thorn chides, placing his palms on the side and pushing himself up and out of the water. My breath stills in my chest as I watch the water cascade down his skin, flowing down each and every muscle as he stalks towards me like a jungle cat. “Now I’m going to have to punish you for lying to me.”

“Huh?” I ask in a daze as he doesn’t stop when he reaches the lounger, but climbs on it instead, dripping water all over my legs. “Thorn!”

He doesn’t stop, just climbs over me until his wet body is resting between my legs and he’s up on his elbows, dripping all over my white, cotton, long-sleeved cover-up that Chase insisted I wear even though I’m under a massive umbrella too.

“What shall your punishment be, hmm?” Thorn purrs, and my body lights up, all the teasing touches of the past week adding up until I feel like the sun is burning underneath my skin.

My breath catches as his head dips down, uncaring that I’m now soaked with pool water as he licks a line up my neck.

“How about we skip the punishment and you reward me for being such a good sister instead?” I reply in a husky voice, my hand reaching between us and stroking his length, which is rapidly hardening inside his shorts.

“Jesus,” he hisses, his hips flexing into my touch as I continue to stroke him. “You make me wild, Moonbeam.”

“Please, Thorn. I’ve missed you being inside me so much. I need you,” I beg, shameless in how much I want him. Maybe it was thinking about embracing the present fully, or the fact that we may all lose this game of life, but the need is all consuming. “Please.”

He makes a masculine rumble, his fingers making quick work of untying my bikini bottoms. “When you beg me like that…fuck,” he rasps, batting my hand away from him and pushing down his shorts just enough to free his dick. It’s a matter of seconds before he’s inside me, a deep, satisfied groan falling from his lips against my neck. “Fucking hell, Goldie.”

“Thorn,” I moan, the stretch of him entering me exquisite torture, the piercing on the underside of his shaft lighting me up from the inside. “More, please.”

He keeps our bodies pressed together, but shifts so that we’re staring into each other’s eyes as his hips move, pumping his cock in and out of me.

“This is home, Luna,” he tells me in between thrusts, his eyes emerald fire. “Right here, when I’m buried deep inside you is where I find myself after being lost for so long.”

His confession makes my chest hitch, the pleasure mixing with his words until I’m spiraling out of control, a supernova ready to explode.

“I love you, Thorn,” I tell him, and his movements still, just for a fraction as his eyes fill with an intensity that shatters worlds.

“I love you, Goldie, so fucking much it hurts,” he replies, dropping his lips onto mine and devastating me with his kiss.

It’s a kiss that speaks of everything between us, of the fact that it’s too late not to be all in. We’re already so far past that there is no going back, and as he moves within me, I accept our love for what it is; a blessing.

“Thorn!” I cry out as I climax, my nails digging in deeply to the skin of his back as my world implodes and stars fill my eyes.

His own roar comes seconds later, my name a fervent prayer on his lips as he pulses deep inside me, filling me with his cum, claiming me and owning every fucking inch of me. Our breaths are synced, our souls merged as we lie there, the sounds of the water and the birds filtering back in as we both relearn our place in the world.

“You are everything, Luna. Fucking everything,” he whispers before kissing me softly and rubbing our noses together in a gesture so sweet it has the back of my eyes pricking.

“I’m scared that I should let you guys go, protect you from what might happen if I don’t make it,” I confess back, and his body stills on top of me.

“That’s not going to happen, Goldie. None of us will let it,” he tells me piercingly, and I sigh, reaching out to cup his damp cheek in my palm. It’s not just pool water that makes it wet, but sweat from our love-making too.

“It might though, and to deny it as a possibility is just as harmful as seeing it as the only outcome,” I tell him, and his eyes, full of sparkling green, soften.

“Okay, then let’s just take it one day at a time. No future, just the here and now.” He begs me to do as he says, and I can’t deny that a part of me agrees with him, because maybe this really is the only way to get through this.

“Okay, only the here and now. Nothing else,” I agree, and the smile he gives me makes the world shine that much brighter.

“Good girl,” he praises, pressing another kiss to my lips before pushing up and out of me. I gasp when he leaves my body, my cheeks heating when he kneels up, staring at the mess he’s left between my legs and I’ve left on the lounger. “Such a fucking beautiful sight. Don’t you think, Chase?”

My skin flushes as I remember that Chase was sitting right beside me, and I peer through my lashes to find him staring at my pussy, his pupils blown, a flush on his cheeks. His laptop is on the table beside him, forgotten.

“I think it needs a little more,” he says, and Thorn laughs, getting off the lounger as Chase climbs on, settling in the space that Thorn just was.

“Chase, I—” he cuts me off with a kiss, and I gasp into his mouth when he fills me in one smooth thrust.

“You just have to take it, sweet stepsister,” he commands against my lips as his hips begin to move, setting a quick pace from the start.

My body gives in, too tired and blissed out to argue, and there is the matter of our free use rule. Fingers find my clit, and I blink my eyes open to see Thorn kneeling on the ground next to me, his arm between Chase as I.

“Just let us take care of you, make you feel good, pretty stepsis,” he coos, and I moan as the first wave of euphoria washes over me. “That’s it, come for him, Moonbeam.”

Chase picks up the pace, and I’m grateful this won’t be drawn-out because as much as I’d love to make love for hours, I’m not sure I can right now. Pleasure rolls over me like a lightning storm, filling my entire being until I’m crying out my release, one hand gripping Thorn’s forearm, the other raking my nails down Chase’s chest.

“Fuck, Luna!” he shouts, thrusting deep, and I cry and writhe underneath him. His dick pulses inside me, his cum filling me up alongside his brother’s, and it’s so fucking dirty to have both of them like this that my orgasm keeps going, Thorn strumming my clit until I’m begging him to stop. “Good fucking girl.”

Chase gives me a lingering kiss, then he pulls out, kneeling up just like Thorn did, tucking his dick back into his shorts as they both admire the mess they’ve made of me.

“Happy now?” I ask, my voice all kinds of breathy and my eyes hooded as I gaze at them.

“I mean, it would be better if Blade added his, though he did get his turn in the hospital, so I guess now we’re even,” Thorn comments, and my mouth drops open.

“Triplets,” I huff, not even having the energy to argue about how fucking ridiculous it is to keep a score sheet like that.

“You should see us with a birthday cake.” Chase laughs as he reaches for a towel, cleaning between my thighs. “Thorn is the worst for making sure we get exactly the same size slice. He even has been known to get the scales out and weigh the pieces.”

“Oh my god! You’re joking?” I look at Thorn, who shrugs.

“It needs to be fair, Goldie. These jerks would eat all of it if not. Just you wait and see,” he replies, standing up and holding his hand out for me. “Let’s have a shower before dinner, maybe a nap.”

“But I’m not sleepy,” I argue just as my mouth opens in a wide yawn, and both guys laugh at me.

“Sure,” Chase says sarcastically, grabbing my journal and his laptop as Thorn tucks my arm into his and leads me back inside.

Bastards.

Though I guess, they are my bastards, and Thorn is right. I’m going to try and stop worrying about what might happen and just focus on what I’ve got now.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


“BREATHE” BY TOMMEE PROFITT, FLEURIE

LUNA

Iwake shivering so hard that it feels like my bones will rattle from my body, but instead of the usual chill, it’s like I’m frozen, encased in ice that’s so cold it burns.

“Luna, baby, what’s wrong?” Blade’s deep voice filters into my mind, but it’s like he’s underwater, and I blink in the light of my bedroom, the walls pulsing.

“Shit, her temperature is sky-high,” Chase says after he’s pressed something into my ear. The thermometer, I think. “I’m calling an ambulance.”

“Moonbeam, can you hear us?” Thorn’s face comes into view, but it blinks in and out, like a star that winks and keeps getting covered by a cloud.

“T–Thorn? I–I’m s–so c–cold,” I stutter, trying to reach for the blankets, but my hands can’t find them.

“I know, baby, but that’s because your temperature is dangerously high,” Thorn explains, though my ears feel muffled, his voice static-sounding. “The medics are on their way.”

I blink, and next thing I know, I’m being placed into an ambulance, panic making my heartbeat thrash until Blade squeezes my hand. “I’m here, baby. The others are following.”

Monitors beeping. Too bright lights. Voices urgent above me. Cold hands. Needle stick. Blade’s face swimming into view. His mouth is moving, but I can’t hear him over the rushing in my ears. Darkness edging in. His hand gripping mine. Holding on. Anchoring me.

I blink again, hearing an argument going on in the room with me. Twisting my head feels almost impossible, but I manage it to find all three triplets facing off against Dr. Harrison.

“Our blood is a match, use it,” Blade commands, unmovable, his large arms crossed over his broad chest.

“Take ours,” Thorn adds, and the doctor raises his arms in a placating gesture.

“But we can’t just⁠—”

“You can and will, Doctor, or I’ll make sure you never practice medicine again,” Chase tells the poor man, whose lips thin, but then he gives them a sharp nod before striding from the room.

I open my lips to tell them to stop being such cavemen, but everything fades to black as they turn around.

My lashes flutter open, the room filled with the soft light of daytime. There’s a figure slumped in the chair next to my bed, and as I shuffle, he sits up. Blade’s face is pale, and he looks fucking exhausted.

“Well, you look like shit,” I sass, my voice is a husky rasp and my body aches like I just went ten rounds with a Mac truck. He laughs, a deep sound that pebbles goosebumps all over my skin. 

“So would you if they just took several pints of blood to save your pretty stepsister’s life.”

My heart skips a beat, my dry mouth going even dryer. “What?”

“Our blood is inside these pretty little veins now,” Thorn tells me from my other side, and I turn to look at him as his finger traces down my arm to the IV line that is attached to a blood bag on a stand. He looks as rough as Blade, but there is a pleased smile on his plush lips as he watches the blood drip into me. “That means we will be a part of you for the rest of your life, Moonbeam. Deeper inside you than anyone else has ever been.”

“Or ever will be,” Blade adds, the possession in his tone making me shiver.

My blood tells my story in numbers. White count: too low. Red count: barely holding. Platelets: struggling. But now, as their blood flows into my veins, the story changes. Our narratives merge, cell by cell, heartbeat by heartbeat.

There is no going back from this, and I find a warm comfort in having them inside of me like this. Having them now a part of me that I never thought anyone could be.

“Rest now, Goldie,” Thorn instructs, pressing a soft kiss on my temple as my eyes close, darkness encasing me once more.
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“I WON’T” BY RICHARD WALTERS

CHASE

I head back into Luna’s private room, one that isn’t dissimilar to the room we all stayed in last week. I hate that we’re back here at Mount Vernon. That it felt like we almost lost Luna to sepsis and that I didn’t spot the signs sooner.

Taking a deep inhale, I enter the room to find my brothers watching her as our blood is pumped into her veins. A warmth spreads throughout my exhausted body at knowing that our blood is now hers, that we are now intrinsic to her being and will be even more so once she has the bone marrow transplant.

“Has she woken up at all?” I ask, placing the drinks and bag of food on the table at the end of her bed. I had Bernard make up and send lunch, not wanting Luna to eat food that is out of my control. I also called Dad and told him of the situation, because of course he’s on another business trip with Lorelei. He didn’t seem too worried, just told me to keep him updated.

“A little bit ago,” Thorn replies, not taking his eyes off her. “But then went back to sleep.”

My brothers look as alive as I feel, which isn’t very if I’m being honest. We told them to take as much as they needed, which turns out was quite a lot, and having that much blood taken in one go is not a walk in the park, but I’d do it every single day if it helps her.

“I’ve been looking into the new medication, the one it seems Father recommended,” I tell them, handing Blade a coffee and a sub, Thorn a cup of green tea and a sandwich.

“And?” Blade asks, drinking his coffee straight away as if it’s not scalding.

“And I’ve found some concerning emails about rushed clinical trials,” I say, taking a sip of my mocha. I don’t like straight coffee, it’s too bitter, but I do enjoy it mixed with my favorite hot chocolate and I need the caffeine right now to stay awake after the night we’ve had. “I also found emails from our dad that refer to a ‘liability,’ which I think might be referencing Luna.”

“He said what? Oh, hell no. That’s not happening on my watch,” Thorn hisses, Luna stirring but not opening her eyes.

“I don’t know for sure, but suffice to say, we need to investigate the situation further.”

“I’ve been looking up the medication too,” Blade says after a beat of silence, and I turn to look at him. “They’re withholding information about the side effects. I found the original research papers.”

“We have to get her off it,” Thorn insists, his tone urgent as he looks at our sleeping stepsister, still so pale and looking all too frail against the bedsheets.

“I’ll have a discussion with Dr. Harrison, revise our treatment plan, and tell him we need to change our approach.” I sigh, sinking into the chair at the end of the bed, knowing I need to eat but having no appetite. “We may need to find another doctor if he’s under Father’s thumb.”

I’ve never doubted our father before, never questioned his business practices, but if what Blade and I have discovered is true, perhaps Richard Banks is not the man I thought he was.

And that begs the question that I dare not voice to my brothers, not yet. Did he marry Lorelei to gain access to Luna to trail this new drug on?
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“ASTRONOMICAL” BY SVRCINA

LUNA

The room is dark when I next open my eyes, the soft breathing of three men sleeping lets me know that the triplets are still here. I cast my gaze around, spotting Blade and Thorn in chairs at my bedside while Chase is in one at the end of the bed. Poor things, it can’t be comfortable given how large they are to sleep in a chair.

Sighing, I rest my head back, and the hospital ceiling disappears as I trace familiar patterns with my eyes. Cassiopeia. Ursa Major. Orion. I’ve spent so many nights mapping the heavens, finding comfort in their constancy. Stars die too, I remind myself, but it takes millions of years, not eighteen.

“You’re thinking too hard again, Goldie,” Thorn’s voice whispers over my skin, and I turn to look at him. The room is dark, just a sliver of moonlight highlighting the guys. It falls across his face, and I spend a moment staring at his beauty, counting my lucky stars that I get to see it again. It felt like I was dying earlier, my mind a jumbled mess of images and sounds.

“What happened, Thorn?” I ask, my voice as quiet as his but a little raspy still on account of my dry throat.

He reaches over and grabs my insulated cup, the one that Blade had made for me, and brings the straw to my lips. I swallow gratefully, the ice-cold water a balm on my throat.

“You developed sepsis and needed a blood transfusion. Our blood is a match, so they gave you ours,” he informs me, setting the cup back down and sitting on the side of the bed. “We almost lost you, Goldie.”

His throat bobs as he swallows, and my chest tightens as the reality hits. I did almost die. I almost lost them too, and that makes the back of my eyes prick.

“I don’t want to die, Thorn,” I confess, the words ripped from my throat as my eyes fill with tears.

“Oh, Moonbeam,” Thorn murmurs, gathering me up into his arms as he lies down on the bed. “We brought you back and will do it again if needed. You’re not going anywhere.”

My hands grasp his T-shirt, clinging to him and pulling him closer to me, breathing him in as I quietly cry against his chest. He holds me just as tightly, whispering soft things into my ear, telling me with his words and actions that I am not alone. That I am loved. And that they will fight the heavens to keep me with them, whatever it takes.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


“WHAT WAS I MADE FOR? (FROM THE MOTION PICTURE “BARBIE”)” BY BILLIE EILISH

LUNA

‘Cycle two, day seventeen. My hair comes out in clumps now. The trees outside my window are shedding their leaves too. We’re synchronized in our losses, preparing for a winter neither of us is guaranteed to survive.’

I place my pen in the pages of my journal, looking up at the window. The past few weeks have passed in a round of managing horrible side effects, then the third round of my chemo last week, which was just as fucking brutal as the first two. The triplets were there with me again, my mom managing to pop by once to say hello before Richard called her away. I hate the apologetic looks she gives me now. They are fucking meaningless because she still always leaves.

I’ve had no more incidents of sepsis, no more rushed-to-the-hospital visits, so I guess I can be thankful for that. Yet as the summer comes to an end, I can’t help the pit opening up in my stomach. The triplets will have to go back to Harvard soon, then I’ll truly be alone, and I’m not sure how I will cope without them by my side.

Sighing, I turn away from the sunshine outside, not wanting to see the leaves are starting to change color, even if fall is usually my favorite season. I still as I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror of my dresser.

I look like death.

My skin is pale and dull, my eyes lifeless, and my hair… A sob catches in my throat at the patches of my scalp which are now visible. My hand floats to my head, my fingers touching the brittle curls, and as I pull them back, more of my hair comes with them.

Pushing up, my heart thudding inside my chest, I stride into my bathroom. Bending down, I open the cabinet and rifle through it, trying to find the clippers that I brought with me. I used these last time, wanting to have some semblance of control, and it seems the time has come to use them again, even if tears drip down my cheeks at the loss of a part of me.

My hand finally grabs the bag they come in, and I pull it out, standing up and holding onto the counter for a moment when dizziness washes over me. Once that passes, my trembling fingers open the zipper, pulling the clippers out and switching them on.

The buzz fills the room immediately as I made sure they were fully charged before I packed them. Looking up, I take a deep inhale, bringing the clippers to my head. Then I close my eyes as they make contact, unable to look at the defeat in the blue depths as I pass the blades over my skin, feeling the hair drop around me.

“Goldilocks?” Blade’s deep voice startles me, and my eyes snap open to find him in the doorway, his green eyes wide as he takes in the scene. He and his brothers were giving me some time alone, knowing that I need a bit of time to myself, though they never go too far for too long.

A sob rips from my lips, my hands shaking as I pull the clippers away. He’s striding towards me in moments, the clippers clattering on the countertop as he pulls me into his strong arms.

“Why didn’t you say something, baby? We would have helped,” he rumbles, kissing my tears away.

“I fucking hate this part,” I confess, knowing that out of all the side effects, this is the easiest and also the hardest to deal with. I don’t know why, but losing my hair has always been the worst.

“I know, baby, but we told you it doesn’t matter if you’re bald or not. We still love you. We still want you.”

My breath stills inside my chest. “You love me?”

He raises one brow, his lips tilted up in a half smirk. “Of course I fucking do, Goldilocks. I love you so much, you are all I think about, all I dream about. You’re it for me, baby.”

“I love you too, Papa Bear,” I whisper, and his half smirk turns into a wide grin.

“I know,” he replies like the arrogant asshole he is, and I huff a laugh as I swat his chest, which only hurts my hand. Stupid man muscles. “Now, let’s shave our heads.”

My eyes feel like they bug out of my skull. “What?”

“You heard me, gorgeous,” he tells me, keeping one arm around me as he reaches for the clippers and the bag. “Get that pretty ass into your bedroom so we can be comfortable.”

He herds me into the bedroom, my mind stuttering as he sits down at my dressing table, holding out the clippers.

I shake my head. “I am not shaving off your hair, Blade. There’s nothing wrong with it. It’s perfect,” I tell him, crossing my arms.

He just raises that fucking brow at me. “Thorn! Chase!” His yell makes me jump, and seconds later, the other two rush into the room.

“What’s wrong?” Thorn asks, his eyes wide as he searches the room before they settle on me and his brows dip. “Why do you have a bald stripe, Goldie?”

My cheeks flush and I resist the urge to touch it. This is ridiculous.

“She wants to shave her head but feels shit about it. So we’re all shaving our heads but she’s refusing to do mine,” Blade says casually, turning on the clippers. “One of you can do it, then I can do yours, and one of us can do hers when she’s ready.”

“I’m standing right here, jerk face,” I grumble, and Thorn laughs as he saunters towards me.

“I can’t wait to fuck you afterwards. Bald chicks are so fucking hot,” he tells me as he walks right by me, leaving me mouth agape and blushing. “Hand me the clippers, bro.”

I watch, eyes wide as Blade hands Thorn the clippers, and Thorn wastes no time switching them on to shave Blade’s head. Blade looks into my eyes, his beautiful hair falling around him onto my carpet, and my eyes fill with tears.

Chase’s arms wrap around me from behind, and my body sinks into him before my mind even catches up on what is happening. “Shaving our heads is nothing, Star.”

“B–But your hair is so perfect and beautiful,” I stammer, the tears scalding my cheeks as more of Blade’s hair is cut off.

“You’re perfect and beautiful,” Chase tells me, pulling me so close that there’s not a sliver of air between us. “And we know this is hard for you, so we want to share some of the burden.”

Soon, Blade gets up, his thick hair on my bedroom floor and a short buzz cut on his head. It’s not fair; if anything, it makes his eyes and cheekbones stand out more. Makes him more stunning. He comes towards me, and my hand reaches out to run my palm over the short bristles.

“It’s so soft,” I marvel, and his eyes flutter, the thick lashes that he has no right to, fanning against his cheek.

“If you keep petting me like that, Goldilocks, we won’t get the rest of us done,” he rumbles, and his green eyes snap open, the heat in them burning me from the inside out.

“Me next! I want pets!” Thorn cries, bouncing onto the small stool that Blade just vacated and making me laugh at his excitement.

“That okay, baby?” Blade asks, and I nod. Part of me wants to get this over with, but another is taking confidence from seeing them give me this gift of solidarity. It’s not something I ever would have asked for, but it means the fucking world to have someone else experience a tiny part of what I’m going through.

Thorn gets told off several times by Blade for not sitting still as he shaves his head, and I’m laughing so hard by the end of it that happy tears fall down my cheeks. No sooner has Blade told Thorn he’s done, than Thorn is up, throwing himself on his knees in front of me and begging for pets.

I indulge him, what else can I do? And he purrs like a cat, earning more giggles.

“Do you want to go next, Star?” Chase asks me, his arms still holding me close, and I pause with my hand on Thorn’s head, taking a deep breath.

“Will you do it?” I beg Chase, and he places a light kiss on my neck.

“Only if you promise to do mine afterwards,” he replies, and I swallow.

“Okay.”

Thorn moves, but then shuffles after me on his knees, placing his head in my lap as I settle on the stool, my back to the mirror. My hands tremble as I place them on his head, taking the comfort as if he really is my emotional support pet.

“Eyes on me, Goldilocks,” Blade orders as the buzzer starts, and my breathing quickens. My eyes find his immediately, locking onto his gaze as I feel the vibrations of the clippers against my scalp. My lips tremble, but Blade just gives me that dangerous smile of his. “You’re doing so well, baby. I’m so proud of you.”

My breath shudders out of me, his words of praise and Thorn’s comfort helping me to get through this.

It feels like only minutes later when Chase announces he’s done. The buzzing of the clippers stop, and he turns me on the stool, Thorn shuffling back as Chase blocks my reflection. His fingers grasp my chin, lifting it so I’m looking into his green eyes. The gold flecks in them shine, and they’re full of love and adoration.

“Absolutely stunning, Star,” he whispers, dipping down and placing his lips against mine. He tells me with his kiss how attractive he finds me, how much he loves me, and my throat tightens at all the words he speaks with his touch.

“I love you, Chase Banks,” I murmur against his lips when he starts to pull away.

“I’ve always loved you, Luna May Wilder. Even before I knew you, I loved you,” he replies, his breath fanning against my lips, and my breath hitches.

Placing one final kiss on my lips, he straightens up and moves aside, letting me see my reflection. My lips part in a gasp. Yes, I’m bald, but my cheeks are flushed, my lips kiss-swollen, and my eyes brighter than they were before. I look…beautiful, like a girl in love who knows that she’s not alone in the world.

“You are always beautiful, Moonbeam, because your insides are stunning, and nothing can hide it,” Thorn tells me, and I have to blink back the tears that are threatening to fall. I don’t want to cry again, not right now. “Are you feeling up to doing Chase?”

I catch Chase’s gaze in the mirror, my lips twitching. “Always.” Then I give him wink, and his eyes widen before the sexiest fucking smirk crosses his lips and he reaches down to adjust his sweatpants where I can see his dick growing.

Heat suffuses my cheeks as I get up and he takes my place. His eyes burn into me as I reach for the clippers, but his hands dart out, tugging down the cotton shorts I’m wearing, along with my panties.

“Chase!” I yelp, but Thorn sweeps down and tugs them away so I’m standing in just an oversized sweatshirt—Blade’s, I think—and nothing else.

“You’re going to keep my cock nice and warm while you shave my head, Star,” he orders, and my body flushes hot, a shiver falling over me. “Grab the clippers.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


“RIDE FOR ME” BY KAYAM

LUNA

With trembling fingers, I do as he commands, watching as Blade hands him a bottle of lube. Chase pulls down his sweats, and my mouth waters at the sight of him hard and ready, the piercing at his tip glinting in the light of the room.

“But Mom and Richard⁠—”

“Are downstairs, so don’t scream too loud,” Chase interrupts, and Jesus, the idea of getting caught just makes my core heat more.

“That turned you on more, didn’t it, naughty stepsis?” Thorn whispers in my ear, and a small moan falls from my lips as his fingers find my clit, rubbing circles around it. He chuckles deeply. “She’s already wet for you, brother.”

“That’s because she’s our good little sister,” Chase replies, and fuck, it’s so wrong but his words make me even wetter.

Thorn helps get me into position, my legs on the outside of Chase’s, and then lowers me down, Chase holding his dick so it fills me up as I sink onto his lap.

“Chase,” I moan, the feeling of fullness exquisite, even if the burn of the stretch borders on painful because there’s been no prep. They know I love it though when it’s like this, them forcing me to take them when I’m not ready.

I pant as he fills me up, my hand full-on shaking as I grip the clippers.

“Fuck, you always feel so good wrapped around my dick like this,” Chase groans, his hands coming up and grasping my hips, his fingers digging in. “Now be quick about shaving my head. I need to fuck you.”

I lick my dry lips as I turn the clippers on, trying to ignore the way his dick is buried inside me as I bring them to his head. I have a moment to wonder about the fact that hair will be everywhere, but then he flexes his hips and I decide that it’s worth it.

It’s not the neatest job, mostly because he tests my limits of concentration by moving his hips every so often, sending lightning racing across my skin. No sooner have I turned the clippers off than Chase is standing up, the clippers dropping to the carpet with a dull thud as he stays buried inside me and strides to my bed.

“I will never not fucking want you,” he rasps in my ear as he lowers us down onto the sheets. “Never not crave you with every fiber of my being.” His hips move in a rhythm that leaves me gasping, my back arching as he fucks me deep and slow. “With hair or without, you are beauty personified, Luna.”

His body is pressed to mine, but we’re wearing too many clothes, and I pluck at his shirt, needing it and my sweatshirt off.

“Off,” I demand, and he pauses, giving me one of his rare smiles.

“I’ll allow that order…just this once,” he arrogantly agrees, pushing up onto one arm and reaching behind him, pulling his T-shirt off in that sexy guy way that really has no right to be as attractive as it is.

My breath catches in my chest as he reveals all the glorious planes and dips of his body, using his hand and legs to push off his sweatpants. I gasp when he flips us, never leaving my body.

“Your turn,” he says, grabbing the hem of my shirt and helping me to pull it off. “All of it.”

I take my tank top off as well, still astride him, but now completely naked. His eyes drink me in, his pupils blown, and they travel down and pause at the part where we’re joined. “I fucking love being able to see myself disappearing inside you, Star.”

I glance down, seeing that there are some perks to losing my hair, I suppose, because it’s not just the hair on my head, but all over my body. My pussy is bare, and I didn’t even have to shave or wax. He’s right though. It’s fucking hot seeing us connected.

I rise up slightly, then sink back down, pleasure skittering across my body, my nipples pebbling as he groans.

“Goddamn, Luna,” he rasps, his hands back on my hips and helping me to ride him. “Just like that, baby.”

We lose ourselves, the sound of our joining getting wetter as my orgasm rolls over me.

“That’s it, stepsis, come all over your brother’s dick,” Thorn purrs from behind me, and I shatter completely, soaking Chase’s lap and my upper thighs as I squirt all over him, pleasure rendering me incapable of thought. “Good fucking girl.”

I fall down onto Chase’s sweat-slicked chest, panting, the pleasure making me turn to liquid. A deep moan falls from my lips as I feel another dick push in alongside Chase’s.

“Shhh, baby. You can take us both,” Chase rumbles in my ear, and I dig my nails into his pecs, breathing hard as Thorn thrusts inside me until he’s fully seated. “Fuck, bro, those piercings.”

Thorn chuckles, and I hiss because it made him jerk inside me. “Hear that, stepsis. You’re not the only kinky one here. Chase likes the feel of his brother’s dick piercings.”

Good. Fucking. Lord.

Both men moan deeply as I clench around them, Thorn’s words doing something to me that is so fucking wrong, but I’m here for it.

“Fuck, Star,” Chase snarls, his fingers digging into my skin as he moves his hips, thrusting in and out of me from underneath. “Gonna come so deep in this pussy.”

“Let’s fill her up, bro,” Thorn states behind me, also thrusting his hips until I’m lost to the rhythm they set, the pleasure they are forcing upon me. “And then Blade can have his turn until our cum drips down her gorgeous fucking thighs.”

Thorn’s hand claps over my mouth just as I scream, the visual sending me crashing into another mind-blowing orgasm, my body tensing between them as stars are formed inside me. My inner walls grip them so tightly, it forces their own climaxes. They both come at the same time with matching grunts of pleasure, stilling deep inside me and filling me up, just like they promised.

We’re a hot, panting mess, Thorn just managing to roll off and out of me with a wet sound before he falls to the bed next to Chase and I. His chest heaves, and I’m just blinking my eyes open when the bed dips behind me.

I whimper as Blade’s massive dick thrusts inside me, Chase still semi-hard and grunting as his brother takes Thorn’s space.

“Shhh, baby. Just take it like the good little sister you are,” Blade commands, thrusting powerfully in and out of my body, giving me no recovery time before pushing me towards another climax.

“Fuck,” Chase hisses through clenched teeth, his hips moving again, and I’m soon sobbing between them, the pleasure too much.

“I can’t,” I beg, tears running down my face because this feels like a mixture of heaven and hell.

“Sure you can, Goldie,” Thorn encourages, and I look over to find him on his side, his hand moving between Chase and I, his fingers landing on my clit. I cry out as he starts to rub it, adding another stimulation that is almost painful. “You can come for your brothers one more time.”

The world ceases to exist, my baldness forgotten as they force another orgasm from my wrung-out body, and I fucking love it. I love that they don’t stop because they’re worried I’m too fragile, or that I can’t take it. They don’t treat me like I’m broken, or about to break. They treat me like I’m a goddess who needs to be worshipped with lips, tongues, and dicks, and even when I beg them to stop, that I can’t take any more, they force me to do as they bid.

A strangled cry falls from my lips as my orgasm steals my vision, exploding behind my eyes as pleasure blinds me. My body is no longer on this earth, instead, I am a being made of starlight, and all I can do is ride the wave of euphoria as it engulfs me.

It might have been hours or minutes before I’m back in my body again, in Chase’s arms, Blade cleaning between my legs with a soft damp cloth and Thorn smiling at me as he strokes my trembling arm.

“Always so fucking beautiful,” he tells me, dipping down to kiss my lips. “Always so fucking ours.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


“ELEPHANT - LIVE AT ST PANCRAS OLD CHURCH” BY FREYA RIDINGS

LUNA

The next morning, I make my way down for breakfast, a colorful silk scarf wrapped around my head. Thorn presented me with several, mostly Hermès’ scarves, and to say I was touched by the gesture was an understatement. He knew that although I was trying to be brave about it, it still bothered me walking around with no hair, so he solved the problem in the way only Thorn can, aka spoiling me.

I can hear the clink of cutlery and low murmur of voices from the dining room as I make my way there. The triplets already headed down, leaving me to get ready. My heart flutters inside my chest, knowing that my mom and Richard are in there too. I’ve not had to face either of them too much, but I can’t help feeling Richard is cross with me about something, and I wonder if it’s the fact the triplets are spending so much time with me. Or perhaps it’s because they had doubts about one of my medications, one that his company is trialing, and that pissed him off.

Conversation halts as I enter, sending my pulse rocketing. The triplets all give me grins, though they look a little forced, and there’s definitely a tense atmosphere that’s making my muscles bounce up a little.

“Luna love, I adore that scarf. The colors suit you so well,” Mom gushes as she rises from her seat on the left of Richard’s. She comes up to me, drawing me into a hug, and for a moment, I’m a ten-year-old again, having to face this all for the first time with only her at my side. I sink into her embrace, and she breathes out a sigh. “Come, let’s get you something to eat.”

Giving me one final squeeze, she takes my hand and leads me to the table, next to her empty seat with Thorn on my other side.

“Morning, stepsis,” he says, his green eyes twinkling when my cheeks flush as I sit down. He whispered that into my ear as he slid inside me this morning, waking me up with a sleepy orgasm.

“Good morning,” I greet back, his grin widening, and I would whack him but I fear that would look suspicious, so I keep my hands in my lap as Blade pushes an already full plate towards me from his place across the table.

A staff member places what I know is a protein shake in front of me as well as another teacup, and Thorn pours me some of the cherry blossom green tea that we both like.

“I suppose what’s done is done,” Richard states, clearly continuing the conversation that was taking place before I entered. “We could use it to our advantage, perhaps a campaign around the new treatment and Luna’s crucial role in its success.”

My eyes widen as all the breath leaves my lungs.

“What new treatment? What success?” I blurt, and his dark gaze finds mine, his eyes narrowing as if he’s annoyed by my questions.

“The treatment you’ve been having, Luna, is one that Banks Industries has developed for the treatment of Hodgkin’s. The testing has shown that it’s a miracle treatment, and you can be our poster girl, so to speak. Your results are promising, and the testing we’ve done shows a good success rate. I thought Dr. Harrison went through all of this with you?”

I glance at Chase, because he’s been the one to undertake my treatment plan, and his knuckles are white as he clutches his cutlery.

“He failed to mention the newness of the drug, or that we were the ones to make and trial it,” Chase grits out, carefully placing his cutlery down to face his father. “And I’ve found some concerning information about the trials, that suggest they were rushed, and Blade found research that states not all side effects have been published.”

Richard scoffs, waving his hand like they’re not discussing anything important. “I’m impressed you’ve been researching so thoroughly, but if you did find anything, it would have been from the early stages of development. I can assure you the treatment has passed all the necessary testing and all side effects are published and minimal.”

I suck my lower lip in, chewing it as I listen. He sounds genuine, but there’s something that I can’t put my finger on.

“So it’s safe?” I ask, and his gaze finds mine again. It softens, but somehow, it feels calculated, sending goosebumps pebbling over my skin.

“Of course it is, Luna. Your mother and I would never put you in jeopardy. You’re part of the family, and we look after our family, don’t we, boys?”

The guys murmur affirmatives, Thorn’s hand coming to land on my thigh. His skin warms mine through the leggings I’m wearing, and I take an inhale. “Of course, but I’m not sure I want to be some kind of poster girl for it. This is my journey, my battle, and I’d like to keep it private.”

There’s a slight twitch at the corner of Richard’s eye, but it’s gone before I can properly register it, then his forehead creases. “I understand that, I really do.” His head tilts to the side, his eyes imploring me to understand. “But, Luna, think of all the good you could do for others like you, other young people going through the same thing that you are. You could give them hope, connect with them through allowing them to follow your journey.”

My chest tightens, my palms becoming a little sweaty as his words sink in. Am I being selfish about this?

“I suppose if it could help others…”

“Excellent. I shall have my marketing team come up with a strategy, and we can organize a photoshoot when we announce the treatment. The boys can join you, —showing solidarity with the shaved heads could garner public sympathy.” It’s like I’m no longer even here, because he’s already coming up with all the ways he’s going to splash my cancer across the media, and my breathing picks up.

“Luna doesn’t have to do anything unless she agrees to it,” Thorn interjects, his hand squeezing my thigh, and it’s enough to have me gasping a breath. “If she’s comfortable with a photoshoot, then we can organize one.”

“Of course, Thorn,” Richard agrees. “I wouldn’t push her to do anything that she doesn’t want to, but you heard her, she does want to help others. Let’s talk options once my team has some ideas.” He picks up his coffee, taking a sip and dismissing the subject before I’ve even had a chance to think about all he said. “The next order of business is the start of the academic year. The triplets will be off to Harvard at the end of week, but don’t worry, Lorelei and I will be here to take over Luna’s care.”

“I’m not sure us leaving is a good idea. Luna still needs our support,” Chase interjects, and there’s that slight twitch again at the corner of Richard’s eyes.

“And you need to look to your futures and get your degrees. It’s what you’ve all been working towards for years. It would be a shame to throw it all away now, especially as Lorelei and I are more than capable of helping Luna through this too.”

Blade opens his mouth to say something, his nostrils flared, but I don’t want to cause an argument, so I speak before he can.

“I’ll be fine. You really should do what Richard says and focus on your studies. It’s important to keep working on your goals.” I hold Blade’s dark green gaze, begging him to not make this into an issue. Yes, I’m terrified about them leaving—they’re part of what’s keeping me going—but I can’t be selfish, especially as we don’t yet know if I’ll even survive. I can’t have them throw away their futures on something so uncertain.

Blade’s jaw works, but then he gives me a nod, and the tension in my shoulders eases. The rest of breakfast goes by quickly and mostly quietly, my mom talking about the time we will be spending together once the triplets head off with excitement that eases the terror of them leaving a little.

Richard finishes first, getting up and calling my mom to him as he leaves the room to no doubt start the ball rolling on making me his poster girl.

My chair is spun, leaving me gasping as Blade leans over me, fire burning in the depths of his eyes.

“I will only leave on one condition, Goldilocks,” he tells me, and I can’t take a full breath, the intensity of his gaze setting me alight.

“Anything,” I whisper, the word no more than a breath.

His mouth purses, and one of his hands lifts from the arm of my chair. Carefully, reverently, he places it over my chest, right on top of my pounding heart. “Keep this beating.” I can’t move as his plea hits my very soul, his tone soft yet commanding. He’s not asking, he’s ordering me. “Just keep your heart beating for me, okay?”

I swallow, wishing it were just as simple as making a promise. “I’ll try⁠—”

“Not fucking good enough, Goldilocks. You will keep this heart beating because it no longer just belongs to you.” His fingers dig into my chest slightly, like he will break through the skin and bone and force it to keep pumping blood throughout my body.

“It’s ours, pretty stepsis,” Thorn whispers from behind me, his face nuzzling the space where my neck meets my shoulder. Then his hand comes on top of Blade’s, and I know it’s not really possible, but I feel his touch like a burn straight into my soul.

“Just like our hearts are yours, Star,” Chase adds, and I look down to find him on his knees next to me. His hand reaches out and lays atop his brothers, adding to the heat that is threatening to burn me.

“So swear to me you will keep it ticking, because if your heart stops, so do ours,” Blade states, drawing my gaze back to him. “I won’t live in a world without you, Luna. I refuse to.”

I can’t think about his words being literal, because that means if I die, he will take his own life, and I can’t face that reality. I know Blade, know that is exactly what he’s telling me by the seriousness of his gaze, the conviction of his tone.

“Okay, Blade. I’ll keep it beating,” I finally answer, my voice quiet, eyes not leaving his.

“Good,” he whispers, leaning down and hovering his lips over mine. “Because if the only way I can be with you is in the afterlife, I will follow you there.”
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All too soon, it’s the end of the week, and the triplets are all packed and ready to go. I have to push my emotions deep down as I wait by the front steps, Richard and my mom there too as we prepare to wave them off.

“I’ll FaceTime every day,” Thorn says to me, casting a quick glance at our parents before he pulls me into a hug. My trembling arms wrap around him, and I breathe him in like it’s the last gasp of air I’ll have. “Every fucking day, Luna. I promise.”

“I love you,” I whisper, and he hugs me tighter.

“I love you too, Goldie. So fucking much.”

I swallow past the lump in my throat as we pull apart, Chase there to wrap me in his arms as Thorn goes over to our parents.

“I expect daily symptom updates, and I’ve set reminders in your phone for your medications,” he tells me, his voice tight as he brushes his lips against my temple. “Every day, morning and evening, make sure you check in, Star.”

“I will,” I assure him, fighting the pricking at the back of my eyes that tells me I’m close to tears, again. Last night they stayed with me, and I cried into their arms even as I made them promise me again they would go.

“I love you, Star,” he whispers, kissing my temple again as Blade takes his place, not giving me a breath as he pulls me tightly against his body.

A part of me worries that our parents will see our relationship isn’t platonic like it should be, but then part of me doesn’t give a fuck, especially when I’m wrapped in Blade’s arms and he’s holding me like I’m the start and end of his world.

“Don’t forget your promise, Goldilocks,” he rumbles in my ear, and I blink back the tears that are now hovering on my eyelashes.

“I won’t,” I choke out, holding him tighter as if that will keep him with me longer. It’s silly really, they’re only four hours away, but it feels like the other side of the world if they aren’t here every day, keeping me company and helping me through this.

“Love you,” he whispers, his lips brushing my forehead as he pulls back.

“Love you, Papa Bear,” I say back, my voice quiet because I don’t want our parents to hear.

“Ready, son?” Richard asks, interrupting our moment, and I let out a shaking breath as Blade steps away.

“Yep,” Blade answers, giving his father a brief handshake before he strides towards the truck. Chase and Thorn do the same, and then before I can even catch my breath, they’re gone.


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


“FALLING TOO” BY VEDA GAIL

LUNA

The next two weeks pass by in what I can only describe as a grey blur. All my symptoms seem to feel worse, and I’m not sure if they are or if it’s because the triplets aren’t here to make sure that I’m taking care of myself. Although Richard assured them he and my mom would be taking care of me, they’ve not been around much more than usual. Sure, they’ve not left to go off on business trips, but I’ve hardly seen them, and thus, when I’m too tired to eat or make sure I’m drinking the protein shakes or taking the vitamins the triplets used to force on me, they are forgotten about.

I feel like I’m in survival mode, not getting enough sleep now that I’m alone every night, the insomnia riding me hard. I just can’t relax, and the lack of sleep is just making everything worse.

The day of my PET scan arrives, and I step out of the car after a crack- of- dawn start and a four-hour drive to get to the Dana-Farber Cancer Institute in Boston. It’s a world-renowned cancer treatment centre apparently, and the guys wanted me to have my scan here.

Percy helps me with a hand in mine because I feel beyond weak today. The world is a little fuzzy, probably on account of the fasting on top of not eating well to begin with, everything feeling too bright and hyper-real. I take a step, then stumble when my knees wobble.

“Luna!” a masculine voice shouts, and moments later I’m wrapped in smokey vanilla, strong arms holding me up.

“Blade?” I ask, swallowing past the painful mouth ulcers I’ve now got.

“Why the fuck didn’t you tell us you were this bad?” he hisses while I’m still trying to make sense of why they’re here. I thought I’d be alone, Mom and Richard busy with something and the guys at Harvard.

“You’re here?” I question as he swoops down, picking me up like he always seems to. I’d protest, but aside from having no fucking energy, this feels like a dream, and so I snuggle into him.

“It’s not a dream, baby. We’re all here and you have some explaining to do,” he replies, and I realise I must have said that last part out loud, but I’m just so fucking glad he’s here. And the others too?

“What’s wrong?” Thorn’s voice drifts over to me as we enter the institute, Blade heading over to the reception area and taking a seat on one of the white couches.

“You really are here too,” I marvel, wanting to reach out and cup his face, but although my hand reaches out, my arm just falls limply at my side.

“Clearly she’s not being looked-after properly,” Blade snarls, jostling me as he reaches down and grabs something from his bag, the sound of ice in a metal cup filling my ears before he presses the edge of a metal straw against my lips. “Swallow.” He doesn’t give me much time to even make a rude joke before the cool taste of ice-cold water is filling my mouth and I’m doing as he asks, drinking down the refreshing liquid. “We can’t even give her glucose or the protein shake because she’s fasting.”

I gulp down another mouthful of the water, already feeling a little better as Thorn sits next to us and Chase comes striding over.

“I fucking knew he was full of shit,” Chase hisses, and the curses take me aback. He only ever usually swears during sex. Normally he’s so proper, but there’s a flush on his cheeks and his chest is heaving with his panted breaths. “Her check-ins from Jerry have been showing she’s not being taken care of, her vitals dipping.”

He kneels in front of me, and I move my lips from the straw. “Hey, Chase,” I murmur, a small smile tugging up my lips. It’s like the grey cloud has lifted now they’re here. Like I can breathe again.

“Hey, Star. Try and drink some more water, okay?” He presses the straw back to my lips, and I take a mouthful. “That’s it. Good girl.”

My cheeks heat, regardless of the fact I was seconds away from passing out just moments ago. Greedy fucking pussy.

Three male chuckles fill the air, and a tingle sweeps up the back of my neck and across my face. “I said that out loud again, huh?”

“You did, Goldilocks,” Blade mumbles, nuzzling his nose against the side of my head, pressing his lips to my temple in a brief kiss as his arms tighten around me. “And I promise we will fill up your greedy pussy when we get home.”

“Luna Wilder?” a female voice enquires, and I startle to find that we’re no longer alone, a nurse with a chart waiting just beyond our little circle. “Dr. Harrison is ready for you.”

“You okay, baby?” Chase asks, and I legit melt as his hand cups my cheek and he looks into my eyes.

“I really fucking missed you, Chase,” I tell him instead of answering his question, and his lips tug up into a smile that I’ve only ever seen him give me.

“I really missed you too, Star.” He darts in, pressing a quick kiss on my lips, uncaring of our audience or how we’re making them wait. “Let’s get your scan done and we can take you home.”

Taking an inhale, I give him a nod, already feeling much better now I’ve had a little water. Perhaps I was dehydrated, especially as I can’t remember the last time I drank anything and have been fasting for the past six hours.

Blade lets me get to my own feet, with Thorn’s and Chase’s help, and we make our way to the consultant’s room where Dr. Kim is waiting for us. He’s younger than Dr. Harrison, and is of Asian heritage, if I had to guess. His deep brown eyes are kind, wrinkled at the corners, and that reassures me, knowing this man smiles a lot.

“Luna, good to see you. How are you doing?” He takes a seat behind his desk and indicates the two chairs in front of it. I take one, Chase next to me, and Thorn and Blade standing at my back.

“Honestly? Like shit,” I answer, and he blinks, but his lips twitch like he’s amused by my cursing. Probably isn’t used to posh people swearing at him, I guess.

“Well, it isn’t an easy treatment, though it’s positive that you’ve had no more sepsis episodes,” he tells me, looking down at a folder which I assume are my notes that Mount Vernon sent over. “So, today we’re going to do a Positron Emission Tomography scan, or PET scan for short. This is a crucial imaging test for evaluating where you’re at and how the treatment is working so far. We can also use it to help guide our next steps.”

“Okay,” I reply, my hand seeking Chase’s. I knew all of this from before, but it’s good to have a refresher. There’s a knock on the door, and Dr. Kim calls them in. I twist to find a nurse waiting, a smile on her face.

“Hi, Luna, so lovely to meet you,” she greets, and I must admit she also has a calmness about her that I’m appreciating right now.

“Nurse Susan will take you to your room for the radio tracer injection pre-scan. She’ll explain it all to you, and I will see you again in a couple of days with the results. Any questions?” Dr. Kim asks, and I turn back to look at him.

“Nope. Thank you.” Chase helps me to my feet as Blade and Thorn follow Susan out the door. I’ve been through this before, so I know the drill, but it is nice to have the reminder.

Susan leads us to one of the rooms down the hall, and like the rest of the space here, it’s more like a bedroom in a fancy hotel than a hospital.

“I just need to check your blood glucose, then we can get started,” she tells me, and I lie down on the bed, Thorn sitting next to me, Chase on the chair, and Blade leaning against the wall. “I’ll grab another chair or two for you all.”

She does the check, happy with the results, then starts to prep me for the radio tracer by inserting an IV. I fucking hate those, and look away, wincing while the line goes into the back of my hand.

“You probably know, but I’ll tell you again anyway. This injection is of FDG—fluorodeoxyglucose—a radioactive glucose compound. The cancer cells which consume more glucose will absorb more of the tracer, so we can see where they are using the PET scanner.”

“Thank you for explaining again,” I tell her gratefully as she preps the needle.

“My pleasure, Luna. Now, you may feel a slight pinch, followed by a cold sensation as the liquid enters your veins.” She’s quick and efficient and I do feel the tracer entering my body. It’s a weird sensation, watching as the plunger goes down and then feeling it. “All done. Now you rest here for the next hour, and please avoid talking, reading, or electronic devices. There are blankets if you get cold.”

Giving her a nod, I watch her leave, Blade telling her he doesn’t need a chair so not to worry.

Thorn grabs a blanket, placing it over me before sitting back in his spot next to me. His hand grasps mine, the one without the IV, and we sit in silence. I try not to let my mind run away, spiraling with all the possible outcomes of the scan. It’s too much to hope the cancer is gone, but I can’t snuff that flame out, no matter how hard I blow it like a birthday candle.

Soon, Susan is back, pushing a wheelchair. “Now I hear you might not like these, but indulge me, just this once?”

Huffing a sigh, I let Chase help me into it, Thorn taking the blanket and wrapping it around me as Blade grabs the handles.

“Lead the way,” he rumbles at Susan, whose lips twitch as she does as instructed and takes us to the scanner.

The guys have to wait behind the glass separating the scanner from the technician area, and I chuckle when Blade crosses those massive arms of his, giving me his full, pissed-off attention.

“I’ll be fine,” I mouth to him as the guy helps me onto the narrow metal examination table, positioning my body how he needs it. I do get a pillow for my head, so it’s not too terrible, and I have to suppress a chuckle when I swear I hear growls coming from the other room.

Unlike an MRI scanner, the PET scanner is like a donut, open at both ends and isn’t as loud, thank fuck. I don’t know how people manage those, they’re scary as fuck looking. The scanner makes a quiet clicking noise as I lie perfectly still, the technician leaving.

The table begins to move slowly through the scanner, my breathing turning shallow as if that will somehow make a difference. Each new position is held for a few minutes as the scanner does its thing, and I’m scanned from the middle of my head down to mid-thighs, which feels like it takes hours.

In reality, it’s only twenty or thirty minutes, and soon I’m being helped back into the wheelchair, the guys all waiting for me at the door.

“Okay, Star?” Chase questions as Blade practically pushes the poor technician out of the way to take over wheeling me.

“All good. Hungry,” I reply, and he gives my shoulder a squeeze as Thorn pulls out another insulated cup.

“Luckily we packed your favorite protein shake, double chocolate flavor!” Thorn tells me, proudly handing me the shake as Susan leads us back to the room I was in before. I manage a slurp before I hand it back to him, Patty slowly taking my IV line out.

“You can resume your normal activities.” She gives me a small smile, her gaze flicking to the guys, and I can feel the blush spread across my cheeks. She definitely suspects something is going on between us all. The guys aren’t exactly subtle. “And make sure to drink plenty of fluids to flush out the tracer. You are free to go, and we will see you with the results in a couple of days.”

“Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Blade states, and as soon as I get up form the wheelchair, he scoops me up into his arms bridal-style. At this stage, I just roll with it. It’s not exactly a hardship being in his arms.

“A pleasure, Susan,” I hear Thorn say behind us as Blade strides from the room and heads towards the exit.

“In a rush?” I ask with a laugh as he doesn’t even wait for the guys before exiting the building, me still in his arms.

“Fucking hate hospitals,” he grumbles, a valet boy waiting by the truck, opening the back passenger door when Blade barks the order at him.

“Where’s Percy?” I ask as Blade gets in, still holding me to him, Thorn getting in on the other side, and Chase in the driver’s seat. Looks like they finally caught up.

“Told him we had you,” Blade answers, moving me so I’m on his lap, then grabbing the seat belt and placing it over both of us.

I probably should complain—this isn’t exactly the safest way to travel—but I’m enjoying being in his arms too much. So I just snuggle down, taking sips of the shake that Thorn is encouraging me to drink. The drive and exhaustion sweeps over me, causing my eyelids to flutter closed as sleep overtakes me, and I sink into my stepbrother’s embrace.
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“BEAUTY AND A FREAK” BY JOHN MICHAEL HOWELL

BLADE

Luna slips into sleep, clearly much needed if the purple smudges underneath her eyes are any fucking indication. When I saw her get out of the car, alone, and stumble, I vowed I was going to have it out with my father. He promised, fucking promised, he and Lorelei would look after her, but clearly Chase is right.

Our dad is full of shit, because by the looks of it, Luna has had to fend for herself for the past two weeks and it fucking shows. She’s clearly not been eating properly, and was dehydrated earlier.

“We need to talk to Dad,” Thorn whispers, and I nod, shifting Luna so she’s wrapped more closely in my arms.

“I also want us to transfer to somewhere closer. I’m not going back to Harvard,” Chase states, and my gaze finds his in the rearview mirror. In some ways, it’s a surprise he’d say that with such finality. He’s always been the most driven of us about getting our degrees, and leaving Harvard is a big sacrifice given what doors it could open for us. But as Luna makes a small noise in my arms, I know that it’s no sacrifice at all, and it’s not really a surprise Chase has come to the same conclusion.

“Dad won’t be happy,” I warn, not giving a shit, but just so that we’re all on the same page. “Especially when we all leave.”

“I don’t give a fuck,” Chase hisses, and although it’s rare to see emotion from my controlled brother, let alone hear him curse, it’s just another thing I’m grateful to Luna for. She’s pulled him out of the box he was keeping himself trapped in. “He can’t be trusted to look after her.”

“Agreed,” Thorn adds, placing the metal cup in the bag at his feet. “And she’s all that matters now. I might look into music therapy courses.”

My gaze turns to him, pride making my chest swell. “I think you should. I’m going to see about a research position studying Hodgkin’s.”

“But our priority is her and her care, education comes second. Just for now at least,” Chase reminds us, and I roll my eyes.

“Of fucking course, there’s no question,” I say, pressing a kiss on the top of her silk-clad head. I inhale her soft vanilla and jasmine scent, letting it fill my lungs for the first time in two long fucking weeks.

Even if Dad was looking after her, I’d need to move back. These past couple weeks have been hell, especially when her check-ins were showing us that she wasn’t doing well. She needs us here, and I need her to be able to take a full breath, so the only choice is to be together.

And I don’t give a fuck what my dad says, because nothing will ever keep us apart again.


CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


“BETWEEN THE WARS” BY ALLMAN BROWN

LUNA

Iwake up as we pull into the drive, blinking sleepily as Chase parks the car. The sun is low in the sky—clearly I slept the whole way back, which leaves me feeling a little refreshed. Thorn gets out first, Blade undoing our seat belt.

“Better?” Blade asks as I sit up, stretching out my back.

“A little, could do with another nap though,” I tell him honestly, and he brushes his fingers down my cheek.

“Let’s get you inside, maybe some food, and then another nap,” he states as Thorn opens our door.

“Hello, sleeping beauty,” he says, helping me out of the car and then pulling me into his arms. His whole body relaxes as his arms encircle me, and I can’t deny the way I take a deep inhale of his amber and dark rum scent, letting it ground me. “Fuck, I needed you in my arms, Goldie.”

We stay like that for a few moments, and I ponder how crazy it is that we were only apart for two weeks but it felt like a lifetime.

“Boys?” Richard’s stern question has my head snapping up to find him at the top of the steps that lead to the front door, my sleepy state disappearing as I’m now wide awake, my heart thudding at his harsh tone. “What are you doing here?”

I go to pull away from Thorn, Richard’s eyes taking our position in with a narrowed gaze, but Thorn doesn’t let me. If anything, he pulls me closer against his body, Blade and Chase coming in front of us like they’re blocking me from their dad’s sight.

“We need to talk, Father,” Chase states, his voice equally as cold as Richard’s. I hear Richard sigh, then Chase and Blade move, heading towards the steps.

“Fine,” he relents, and Thorn shifts us so his arm is around me, holding me close as we follow his brothers up the steps and into the house. “But it needs to be quick. We have dinner plans with the other shareholders.”

Thorn follows the others as Richard leads us down the hall to his office. I’ve never been in here before, and it’s everything I’d expect of a man like Richard. Dark walls with lots of wood, and my nose wrinkles at the scent of cigars that permeates the space.

We shut the door behind us, Richard going over to his enormous mahogany desk and sitting behind it. It strikes me as strange that he would talk to his sons in here rather than somewhere less formal, like the kitchen. He indicates the two leather chairs that are in front of his desk, and Thorn leads me to one, but instead of letting me sit down, he takes the seat and then pulls me onto his lap.

My breath stills inside my chest as Richard’s dark eyes narrow once again, his lips thinning as he takes in our position.

“What is it you needed to say?” he questions, exactly like the CEO he is, his eyes sliding to Chase. There’s a heavy note of disapproval in his tone that makes me shiver. Thorn pulls me into his body more, and I try to take comfort from his touch even as my stomach ties in knots.

Chase takes the other seat, Blade coming once again to stand behind me, his hand landing on my shoulder. Richard’s eye twitches as he notes the move.

“We will be transferring out of Harvard to local universities so we can continue to look after Luna. You have not been making sure she’s cared for, and her health has declined as a result.”

I suck in a sharp breath, Richard’s nostrils flaring at the criticism.

“She’s been more than adequately cared for. The fact that not only am I paying for her treatment but got her onto our new program that may save her life is proof of that,” Richard replies, anger lacing his tone.

“Actually, Father, we are paying for Luna’s care,” Chase tells him, and I stiffen atop Thorn’s lap, my head swinging towards him.

“You are?” I ask, a lump forming in my throat at how much they are doing for me. I had no idea they were personally paying for my treatment.

Chase’s gaze softens as he looks at me. “Of course we are.”

“Well, regardless of that,” Richard interjects, cutting into our moment. “I still got Luna accepted for cutting-edge treatment that is not available to just anyone.”

“The results of which are inconclusive right now,” Chase argues. “But that is another matter. What is important right now is that we will be moving back home to resume our care of Luna. I’ll be sending the relevant documents to Harvard within the hour, withdrawing our attendance.”

Richard’s fist comes down hard on the surface of the desk, making me jump and my heart race. “I won’t allow it. Harvard is where I went and where I expect you to attend if you ever want to take over Bank Industries and our other companies.”

I freeze, watching as Chase doesn’t show an ounce of emotion at the fact his father just threatened to cut him off. “Regardless,” Chase replies, his eyes never leaving Richard’s. “We will no longer be attending Harvard. Our priority is Luna and making sure she gets better.”

Richard’s eyes turn flint-like, his fingers flexing as he holds his hands on the surface of the desk. “I’ll cut you off…financially.”

“We have our own funds, as I’ve stated. We don’t need what you give us,” Chase answers smoothly, straightening out his cuffs like this is not a big deal. I daren’t fucking say a word, watching this play like a tennis match, my heart in my throat as they go head-to-head.

Richard gets to his feet as a noisy breath leaves his flared nostrils. “You will no longer be welcome in my home.”

My heart skips a beat entirely, horrified at how far this is going. Thorn pulls me closer into him, brushing his lips against the side of my neck in reassurance.

“We have another property, the one Mom left us, so that won’t be an issue,” Chase says calmly, and the tension in the room reaches suffocating levels.

Richard’s gaze darts to me, just for a second, before the tension eases from his body, and my stomach clenches. “It would be a shame for Luna to no longer have access to the new treatment that my company makes and is likely keeping her alive.”

I can’t stop the gasp as it falls from my lips, the tears as they sting my eyes. He’d use my illness against me.

“We’re fucking done here,” Blade snarls, coming to stand in front of me. “We don’t even know if this treatment is actually working, never mind the fact I’ve yet to see the conclusive testing results that I requested after you assured us that the ones we’d found showing not all the side effects were published were old.”

I can’t see Richard’s reaction, but my body trembles at the implication that whatever Richard has been getting me to take might be making things worse instead of better.

“Let’s get you out of here, Goldie,” Thorn whispers in my ear, and Blade turns around, dismissing his dad as he helps me to my feet.

“This obsession you have with your sister is unhealthy. Your relationship is unnatural,” Richard spits as Thorn and Blade lead me out of the room.

“Stepsister,” Blade corrects over his shoulder, leaving Chase in the room as we exit and he slams the door behind us.

“Shouldn’t we…” I say, my whole body shaking now that I’m out of there.

“Nope,” Thorn says, popping the P. “Chase will chat to him, but don’t worry, Moonbeam. It’ll all be okay.”

“How?” I ask as they take me to the kitchen, encouraging me to sit on one of the stools. Blade goes to the fridge, pulling out ingredients, though I’m too dazed by what just happened to note what he’s going to make. “How will it be okay if he throws you guys out?”

“Because you’ll be coming too,” Thorn adds, like that’s not an epic fucking deal. He comes to stand in front of me, shuffling so that he’s in between my legs. “And the house Mom left us isn’t far, plus we’ve kept it in good order, waiting for when we wanted to move out after uni anyway, so it really isn’t a big deal.”

“Me moving in with you guys isn’t a big deal?” I whisper, and he smiles widely as both his hands come up to cup my face.

“It’s inevitable, a done deal,” he informs me, and my heart flutters inside my chest. “It’s just the next step in our journey, Moonbeam.” He leans closer, pressing his lips to mine, and my eyelids flutter closed. It’s like he kisses all the worry from me, the tension drawing from my muscles as his tongue probes my lips, requesting entry. I give it to him because what else would I do?

“Luna love?” Mom’s soft, shocked voice startles my eyes open, and I pull away from Thorn, my cheeks burning as she stands in the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the way Thorn still holds my face and my kiss-swollen lips. “What’s going on?”

I open my mouth, but no words come out as I try to think of what to say. The kiss Thorn and I shared was more than something platonic step siblings would do. Blade comes around the island, taking my cold hand in his and bringing it up to his lips. He places a quick peck on the back, then turns to face my mom.

“We are in love with Luna. All of us,” he states simply, and tears prick my eyes at the way he just claimed me in front of her as if it’s not an issue.

“All of you?” she breathes out, her gaze darting to his hand in mine, then to Thorn’s hands still cupping my face. It finally settles on me, and I take a shuddering inhale, followed by an exhale.

“All of them, Mom. We’re all in a relationship, and I love them back. I’d be lost without them, and well, we might be moving out together.” I’m proud of the way my voice remains steady despite how much my body is shaking.

“Move out with each other?” she repeats, her face pale. “But you’re step siblings. It’s wrong. What would people say?”

“With all due respect, Lorelei,” Chase says from behind her, and she jumps, allowing him to stride past her to join our little group. “None of us give a flying fuck what anyone else thinks. Luna makes us happy, and we make her happy, and we plan to spend the rest of our lives together.”

“We do?” I say, eyes on his as he gives me that rare smile, which is becoming more frequent the longer I spend with him.

“We do,” he confirms, leaning in and pressing his lips against my temple before moving to one side so that I can see my mom again. Richard has joined her, his jaw tight.

“You can stay for now, and Luna will continue the new treatment, but this,” he sneers, his head jerking in our direction. “Remains between us. I don’t want it getting out. Lorelei, come.”

He turns on his heel and strides down the hall, my mom still looking between us with furrowed brows and tears in her eyes.

“Mom?” I say, moving as if to get up, but she holds her hand out to warn me off.

“I have to go.”

A small, pained noise falls from my lips as she turns her back on me and quickly walks after Richard.

“It’s okay, Goldilocks. We’ve got you, baby,” Blade coos, his large arms encircling me, and I twist on the stool so I can bury my face into his chest and sob.

She looked so disgusted, and then she left, like she’s been doing ever since she married Richard, and that hurt.

Hands rub soothing circles on my back, all three touching me and whispering assurances in my ear as I let them hold me and borrow their strength once again.


CHAPTER THIRTY


“MANY ARE THE STARS I SEE, BUT IN MY EYE NO STAR LIKE THEE” BY URSINE VULPINE

LUNA

The next couple of days pass in a bit of a blur, Mom and Richard having taken themselves off to god knows where, so we don’t have to deal with that tension, thank fuck. There is still some lingering apprehension, and the guys suggest that once we get my scan results, we should think about moving into their Mom’s property regardless.

My stomach swoops whenever I think about moving in with them. It’s like a dream, yet also terrifying because it’s such a big step, but then Thorn’s words replay in my mind. It’s just the next step for us, and I can’t deny that it feels right too. So fucking right.

Soon, we’re heading back to the Dana-Farber Cancer Institute for my results, and my mouth is dry as we once again pull up outside of the hospital after a fucking long drive.

“Thank you for driving me all the way here,” I say to Blade as we get out. He drove here, Chase offering to drive back, and I really don’t underestimate how tiring it must be to drive for that long.

“I’d do so much more for you, Goldilocks,” Blade states, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and pulling me into him, placing a soft kiss on my silk headscarf. It’s another colorful Hermès one that Thorn bought me.

I count my lucky stars as we enter the building, the feel of the Institute same as the last time; clinical but with an attempt at warmth. Chase goes over to reception while we go back to those white couches and take a seat to wait. There are a couple of people also waiting, but it’s not busy, which I’m grateful for.

Here’s something they don’t tell you about cancer: it’s fucking boring. Between the terror and the pain are endless stretches of waiting. Waiting for test results. Waiting for drugs to drip. Waiting to feel better. Waiting to feel worse. Waiting to live. Waiting to die.

“Luna?” a feminine voice interrupts my pity party, and I look up to find Nurse Susan smiling at me as Chase walks back to us from the front desk.

“Hi, Susan, how are you?” I ask, getting to my feet. I wobble slightly, dizziness rushing over me, but Blade is there to steady me, Thorn taking hold of my hand on the other side.

“I’m good. Are you okay?” she questions, her brows furrowed as her kind grey eyes look me over.

I huff a laugh, the foyer no longer spinning. “Yeah, just a little dizzy, but nothing I’m not used to.”

“Okay, well, let me know if it gets worse. I’m to take you to Dr. Kim for your results, if you could follow me?”

My chest feels tight as we follow her to the consulting rooms where we first met Dr. Kim, my stomach churning as I wonder what the scan will show. Will my cancer be gone? Or will it be worse?

“It’ll be fine, Goldilocks,” Blade whispers from next to me, clearly sensing my turbulent thoughts. “Whatever the results, we will get through it, okay, baby?”

I cast a glance at him as we approach the doctor’s door. “Okay.”

Susan knocks before opening the door, ushering us in.

“Luna, come in. You look a bit better than when I saw you last,” he tells me, his hand out, and I shake awkwardly because shaking hands is fucking awkward. He does the same with the guys, greeting them, which I appreciate.

“Yeah, I’m feeling a bit better. Nervous, but not as tired, I guess,” I tell him, taking one of the chairs in front of his desk. Blade remains at my back, as usual, his hand landing on my shoulder in silent support. Chase comes to sit next to me, Thorn standing on my other side.

“I’m glad to hear it. Now, we have your results,” Dr. Kim tells me, tapping at his keyboard, then turning the monitor screen so we can see. It’s a slice of me, with colorful areas, especially around my chest. “The PET scan shows uptake in the mediastinal nodes,” Dr. Kim explains while pointing to the hot spots. “This shouldn’t be the case if the current treatment was working optimally.”

Before he can simplify, I translate for the guys, remembering this possibility from last time. “The cancer’s still active in my chest and it looks like your dad’s treatment isn’t the miracle he claims.”

Blade nods, his face showing no surprise, and I almost roll my eyes. Smart fucking bastard didn’t need the explanation.

“What’s the next step?” Chase demands, already reaching for his phone, presumably to start making arrangements.

“I’d suggest stopping the current treatment, then starting the BEAM protocol followed by the bone marrow transplant, of which I believe you three are viable donors?” He looks down at his notes, nodding. “Yes, Blade Banks is the most optimal, but all three of you are a match.”

“Okay, let’s move forward with that,” Chase answers, and Dr. Kim nods once more, but to give him credit, he looks at me.

“Are you happy with that, Luna?”

I suck my lower lip in. I know the guys have reservations about their father’s ‘miracle treatment,’ and frankly, so do I, especially after seeing my results. But the transplant isn’t risk-free, in fact, it’s pretty risk-full. Plus the guys would suffer, and I’m not sure how I’ll feel watching them hurt for me.

“Whatever you’re thinking, Star, stop.” I look away from Dr. Kim to find the gold in Chase’s eyes sparkling. “We will gladly give you anything you need. It’s no sacrifice at all.”

“Did you know that people who get bone marrow transplants have mixed DNA?” Thorn interjects from my other side, and I look over at him, shaking my head. I didn’t know that.

“That’s right, Goldilocks, we’ll forever be a part of you, part of your DNA,” Blade whispers into my ear from behind, and my eyelids flutter as my cheeks heat. Why does that thought please me so fucking much? “We’ll be deeper inside you than anyone else has ever been.”

Oh god, I’m trying to hold in my reaction because the poor doctor does not need to see me being turned on by my possessive stepbrother.

“Not even death will be able to separate us, Star,” Chase informs me, and I turn to look at him again.

“Okay,” I say, holding Chase’s intense gaze for a moment longer before looking back at Dr. Kim. “Let’s do it.”

“Good girl,” Blade murmurs in my ear because he’s a fucking degenerate who wants to see me self-combust in front of my cancer specialist.

“Excellent, I’ll write up the new treatment plan and send it over,” Dr. Kim states, being the ultimate professional and ignoring the slight undercurrent of sexual tension in the room. Good man. “Then we can start transplant prep in two weeks time, which fits the timeframe of when you finished your last round of chemotherapy. Any questions?”

“Will it hurt her?” Thorn asks, the only question that clearly matters to him. My heart melts because he’s not asking about himself and what he’s about to undergo. Instead, he’s just worried about me.

Dr. Kim’s gaze softens as he looks from Thorn to me. “The pre-transplant conditioning is more high-intensity than your ICE Protocol and is used to eliminate all remaining cancer cells and suppress your immune system. It’ll be six days of consecutive treatment immediately before the transplant. You can expect similar side effects to what you’ve already experienced, and there’s a high-risk of potential organ toxicity and infection.” Taking a deep inhale, I give him a nod to continue, my hand gripping Thorn’s tightly. “The most painful part will probably be the repeated bone marrow biopsies. It’s the only way to get a definitive assessment of the cancer in the bone marrow. The pain can be moderate to severe during the procedure as they have to insert a needle into your hip bone, and the site can be sore for several days afterwards.”

I let out a shaky exhale, Blade’s hand tightening on my shoulder, letting me know he’s here and not going anywhere. “Okay. Let’s do this.”

Dr. Kim gives me a smile, like my false can-do attitude is amusing. “That’s the spirit. I’ll send through all the details, and we shall see you again in a couple of weeks.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” I say, getting up but not letting go of Thorn’s hand.

“We appreciate you taking on Luna’s case,” Chase states, holding his hand out to shake Dr. Kim’s again. See, he doesn’t make it look awkward. Bastard.

“I’m glad I can help, truly,” Dr. Kim replies, shaking Blade’s hand as he steps forward, and then Thorn’s, who keeps my other hand wrapped around his. “Take care until then, and you have my contact if you need anything.”

He walks us out to the reception, and then we’re walking out of the doors into the early fall sunshine. The trees sway in the breeze, and I just stand at the top of the steps, eyes closed and letting the sun warm my face, just breathing for a moment.

“You okay, Moonbeam?” Thorn asks me, and I open my eyes as I turn to look at him.

“I don’t know,” I answer honestly. “It’s a lot, and I hate that you guys are going to hurt because of me.”

He’s shaking his head as he takes a step to stand in front of me, dropping my hand so that he can cup my face in his warm palms. “Don’t think like that, Goldie. We would take all the pain away if we could. This is nothing, fucking nothing, if it means we can help in a small way.”

I open my mouth to protest, but like the asshole he still is, he silences me with his lips on mine. He tastes like the sun that tries to break through the clouds, like he’s willing his positive energy into my body, into my very cells, and my hands reach up to cling to his forearms as I open my mouth and let him slip his tongue inside. I want to believe him, want to believe that I will make it through this time like I have every other time this fucking disease has reared its ugly head.

Slowly, we part, and he presses a final kiss on the tip of my nose. “Let’s get you back home, and if you’re lucky, I’ll give you a foot massage.”

I laugh, opening my eyes to find the others have gotten in the truck, Chase in the driver’s seat, Blade in the back.

“I’ll hold you to that.” I threaten as Thorn and I make our way to the truck.

“I would hope so,” he answers cheekily, opening the door and helping me get into the middle. “I’ll even let one of my brothers eat you out while I do it.”

I almost faceplant into Blade’s lap as I stumble because of Thorn’s dirty words.

“I volunteer as tribute,” Blade states, completely deadpan as he helps me sit down and buckles me in.

“You don’t even know what we’re talking about,” I huff, though it’s all breathy and shit on account of the visuals that are currently playing through my mind.

“I don’t need to, Goldilocks. If it involves my tongue and your pussy, that’s all I need to know.”

“You are all fucking perverts,” I tell them, which earns me three masculine chuckles.

“You love us this way,” Thorn tells me with a wink as he buckles in and Chase pulls away from the Institute.

“I do, so fucking much,” I reply, leaning over and pecking his lips before doing the same to Blade.


CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


“RUN LIKE A RIVER” BY JAMICA

THORN

It takes us just under four hours to get back home, the sun lowering in the sky as Chase pulls into the driveway. Luna fell asleep again pretty quickly, her head on my shoulder, Blade grabbing a blanket we now keep in the truck for her. I bought it because it’s soft and fuzzy with the night sky and constellations all over it. She squealed when she first saw it, which was reward enough.

“Dad’s not going to be pleased that we’re stopping the treatment,” I murmur, placing a soft kiss on the silk of Luna’s headscarf. I’m beyond pleased she likes them, even if I wish she didn’t feel like she had to wear them. She’s beautiful with or without hair.

“Well, he can fuck off,” Blade rumbles, and my lips twitch upwards. I love how protective he is over our girl.

“It’s not his choice,” Chase says as he comes to a stop in front of the mansion. “You guys take Luna to bed, I’ll talk to him.”

“I’ll come with you,” I say, not wanting Chase to keep having to face our father alone. “I’m sure Blade can keep Luna occupied until we’re done.”

“I’m not a fucking toddler,” she grumbles sleepily, and I chuckle. “And shouldn’t I be there too?”

Her voice is a little hesitant, and I look at her as she sits up, seeing the tension but also weariness in her entire body.

“No, you don’t need to deal with him on top of everything else,” I tell her, and her lips part—no doubt to argue—but I speak before she can. “Let us do this for you, and you and Blade can start packing so that we can head to The Cottage.”

“The Cottage?” she questions, but I don’t miss the way her eyes light up, or how her pulse flutters in her neck at my words.

“Mom’s old place, it’s called The Cottage,” I say, unbuckling her seat belt. “Did we mention it has a private beach?”

Her eyes widen as her lips split into a grin. “Fuck off! Seriously?”

I laugh, opening the door and then helping her out as the others get out too. “Seriously. So pack your swimsuit.”

“And a cover up,” Chase interjects, walking towards us.

“Spoilsport,” Luna sasses, but Chase ignores it, gently grabbing the front of her throat. She fucking melts, her eyelids fluttering as they always do anytime one of us dominates her, and it makes my shorts tighten as my dick starts to get excited.

“I will punish bratty behaviors, Star, and I will make sure you are looked after. So be a good girl and pack your cover ups and wide-brimmed hat while you’re at it so that I can reward you instead.”

“Yes, sir,” she replies without hesitation, her tone all breathy, and now I’m going to meet with my dad with a full fucking hard-on.

“Good girl,” he whispers, using his grip to bring her face to his and brushing his lips against hers. Fuck. It’s so hot that a pulse of fire races down my spine. Releasing her into Blade’s waiting arms—because she’s definitely a little wobbly after that show—he strides towards me. “Let’s get this shit over with, then we can pack a bag and get Jerry to pack the rest of our stuff and send it on.”

Steeling my shoulders, my hard-on deflates with every step as we make our way inside after Jerry opens the door for us.

“Good evening, Master Chase, Master Thorn,” he greets warmly, and I must admit I will miss him once we leave.

“Good evening, Jerry. Is my father in his study?” Chase asks, and Jerr nods.

“He is, shall I announce you?”

“Nope, we’ve got it, Jerr,” I assure him. “But could you make Luna a quick snack please? We’ll be heading to The Cottage after this, but she might be hungry.”

“Righto.” Jerr agrees, saying hello to Luna and Blade behind us as Chase and I make our way to our dad’s study.

Chase knocks when we reach the door, Dad’s deep voice calling us in a moment later.

“Evening, boys. To what do I owe the pleasure of your company?” he asks, though his smile doesn’t reach his dark eyes. I’m suddenly glad we all got Mom’s eyes and not his. It’s something I’ve never thought about until now, until I see the coldness there looking out at us.

“We’re here to tell you that the results of the PET scan showed the treatment has not been effective, so Luna will be stopping it and we’re going ahead with the bone marrow transplant at the Dana-Farber Cancer Institute.” Chase’s voice is unemotional, relaying the facts as my heart beats faster inside my chest. Dad looks fucking livid, his skin flushing red.

“It just needs more time, and we’ve already planned a press conference for tomorrow to tell everyone of the success of the new treatment ahead of our quarterly reports,” Dad replies, and my mouth drops open.

“You were going to claim it a success before it’s even been proven to be?” His gaze snaps to me, his top lip slightly curled.

“It’s already helped her, I’m sure. It just needs more time, but the shareholders need some reassurance, which I’m confident we can give them, given that her cancer cells have seen a reduction.”

“It’s no wonder they need reassurance, given it’s not completed proper clinical trials,” Chase states, his words landing like a bomb in my chest. Dad narrows his eyes as he glares at my brother. “Tell me, Father, did you marry Lorelei to gain access to Luna so you could use her as a guinea pig?”

Holy shit.

“What the fuck?” I whisper, lead filling my stomach at what Chase is implying.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Dad scoffs, straightening his shirtsleeves, but I don’t miss the slight tremble in his fingers.

“I admit, even I was unsure, until I spoke to some of Lorelei’s old colleagues and discovered that she served at one of our fundraisers five months before Luna’s most recent diagnosis, and I know that you perform thorough background checks on everyone who works for you.” My brother goes closer to Dad’s desk, placing his hands on the top and leaning in. I’m hardly breathing, just listening with growing horror at the story that he’s telling. “They told me that you singled her out at the party, flirting with her, and that you pursued her with an unusual intensity and interest.” Dad’s lips flatten into a thin line, and my heart thuds loudly inside my chest. “You used your connections to monitor Luna’s medical data, then proposed after only three months, no doubt emphasizing the point that you could take care of Luna as well as Lorelei, paying off her past medical debts, but that it was best to keep it quiet for now, waiting until the time is right. Am I close, Father?”

“Of course not! I just wanted to help, and I care deeply for both Lorelei and Luna,” Dad responds, but there’s something not right about his words, like he’s playing a role. Plus, if he cared so deeply, why did he use Luna’s treatment as a bargaining chip the other day? And he hasn’t exactly shown the care a father figure would of her since her arrival, practically dismissing her at every turn.

“Well, how about the fact that three weeks before Luna’s diagnosis, Lorelei confided in you about her fears of the cancer returning due to Luna’s concerning symptoms? But you already knew this given you were monitoring her yourself and had identified her as a potential test subject for your new drug, even though multiple previous subjects had been rejected on account of the inconclusive results.” I’ve never heard Chase’s voice go so cold as it is right now. He’s beyond pissed, and the blood in my veins burns at this revelation. “But like a knight in shining armor, you arranged immediate medical attention for Luna, expediting her test results. When Luna’s results came through, you knew what they’d say having seen them first, and so you proposed to bring the wedding forward so that Luna could benefit from your insurance and the new treatment. You deliberately excluded Luna, and us, and got Lorelei to sign medical authorization papers as part of the wedding paperwork, a treatment plan already in place before the wedding was even finalized.”

Dad pushes to his feet, his nostrils flared. “You have no proof, you little shit. I was her savior. She’d most likely still be awaiting treatment if it wasn’t for me.”

My stomach swoops. He didn’t deny it, didn’t argue the fact that he targeted a mother at her most vulnerable moment just to help line his pockets.

“Oh, Father,” Chase states, straightening up. There’s a cruel smile on his face, one I’ve not seen since we discovered Luna’s condition. “You taught me better than that. Of course I have proof. Plus proof that the drug you’ve been using on Luna hasn’t completed proper medical trials and never should have been used in the first place.”

“You put her in danger?” I snarl, my blood boiling at all the what-ifs that come with using a drug that we don’t even know is fucking safe. “Who the fuck even are you?”

“I’m your father and you will show me some damn respect!” he yells, but I’m shaking my head before he’s even finished.

“We may share DNA, but you are not my father. Not anymore.” Curling my lip in disgust, my stomach churning with the danger Luna has been in this whole time, I turn my back on him. “Come, Chase. Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

“Our lawyers will be in touch,” Chase informs him coldly, then joins me as I stride from the study, the door slamming behind us.

“Fuck!” I hiss, my hands clenched into fists at my sides. “Why didn’t you say something sooner?”

“I only got confirmation when we stopped on the way back. It was just suspicion before then,” he admits, his jaw tight as we quickly make our way upstairs.

“How the fuck are we going to tell her? Especially as she still has the transplant to come?”

Shit. This is so fucked up.

“Let’s get out of here, and we can tell her once we’re at The Cottage. Let her decide how she wants to proceed,” he advises, his hand landing on my shoulder and squeezing. It grounds me, just enough to take a breath and calm my racing heart.

“He will pay for putting her life at risk,” I murmur darkly, knowing that regardless of what Luna says, I won’t let our dad get away with this.

“Yes, he will. It’s a legal issue, though be prepared to lose Banks Industries. I’m not sure it can recover from something like this.”

“I don’t give a fuck. I just want her to be safe,” I reply, and he nods.

“Me too, brother. Me too.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


“I CAN’T HEAR IT NOW (FROM THE SERIES ARCANE LEAGUE OF LEGENDS)” BY FREYA RIDINGS

LUNA

The guys are quiet as we drive to The Cottage, which is only forty minutes away from Greenwich. There’s been tension in the air since Chase and Thorn returned from the meeting with Richard, and I suspect it’s more than just the fact they told him I’d be stopping his treatment and we’d be moving out.

The tension coils in my stomach, making the food that Jerry made me settle uncomfortably. I’ve tried to ask several times, but Chase just insists that they’ll tell me everything when we get to The Cottage.

The sound of the ocean hits me first. I opened the window to let in some fresh air, and now it’s tinged with salt as we drive through a small set of metal gates that quickly leads to a modest but charming little house.

“It’s only got three bedrooms, but the master is big, and we’ll put the beds together so we can all stay in there until our new large bed arrives,” Thorn tells me, catching my gaze in the rearview mirror. There’s a smile on his face that’s been missing since his talk with his dad.

The Cottage is pretty, made from warm-colored stone and with what looks like a cedar shingle roof. There are lots of windows, and they’re painted a sweet light blue, but the best bit is that I can see the private beach as we pull up outside the front. The house is basically built into the side of the stone outcrop, which the waves lap against, with a sandy beach curving out from it.

“It’s stunning,” I whisper, waiting for the car to stop before I unbuckle myself and reach for the door handle. Thorn is driving, Blade next to him, and Chase beside me, but I don’t wait for them as I get out, slipping my sneakers off and walking barefoot onto the sand, straight into the water.

It’s a little warm, and quite refreshing as it laps at my ankles, and I don’t give a shit if my leggings are getting wet. It’s as if, for just this moment, all the stress leaves my body and I just breathe in the sights, smells, and feel of the sea.

Strong arms wrap around me from behind, the scent of warm cinnamon letting me know that it’s Chase who’s holding me.

“I’m scared that what I need to tell you will hurt you,” he confesses quietly, and some of the anxiety returns to my body as I stiffen in his arms.

“As long as it’s not you guys leaving me, I can handle it,” I answer, my pulse rushing in my ears as I wait for his next words.

“That’s never going to be an option, Star, and this…” He sighs, pulling me closer as the water keeps lapping at our legs. “This may make you want to leave us.”

“Never,” I reply without hesitation. I know that maybe it’s unfair of me to continue with them, especially as they have already lost one person to cancer and I can’t stand the idea of my death hurting them. “I won’t leave you by choice, Chase.”

“You won’t leave us at all,” he growls, his embrace tightening around me. I love how possessive they are of me. It makes me feel invincible, like I really will beat this. Then he lets out a rough exhale. “Dad targeted your mom because of the likelihood of your cancer returning. He wanted to use you as a test subject for his new drug, which hasn’t been properly tested. It was all planned, Star. He had a treatment plan including his new drug before the wedding was even finalized, and got your mom to sign medical authorization papers as part of the marriage paperwork.” I’m frozen, his words hitting my ears but not sinking in properly. “Say something, baby, please.”

It’s his begging that breaks me from my stupor. “So the drug may not be safe?”

“Correct,” he answers, pulling me even closer into him. The warmth of his body leeches into mine, which suddenly feels cold, and I realize I’m shivering. “I’m so fucking sorry, Luna. I should have checked more thoroughly, I should have⁠—”

“This is not on you, Chase,” I tell him, looking away from the water and turning in his arms so I can gaze into his tortured green eyes. The gold in them is dull, the skin around them tight. “His sins are not yours, love.”

He hangs his head like he’s ashamed. “I didn’t look after you properly.”

“Hey…” I reach up and cup his cheek in my hand, tilting his face so he’s looking at me again. His eyes are sparkling now, but not with happiness, instead, with unshed tears that rips my soul apart. “You’ve looked after me better than anyone ever has, Chase Banks. You’ve given me something to fight for, made me feel invincible and sexy and like I can really beat this. Don’t let your father’s actions sully that.”

His lips tremble as he swallows hard. “I feel like I’ve failed you, so fucking badly, and it’ll be my fault if we lose you, and I can’t lose you, Luna. I just can’t.”

The first tear drips down his cheek, and I pull him into me, my own eyes stinging as he holds me so tightly I can barely breathe. Rough sobs fall into my neck as he lets go, and I hold him, my own tears making a hot path down my cheeks as he gives up the careful control on his emotions he always has.

The sounds of the water lapping the shore provides a calming backdrop, soothing both of us as all the uncertainty of dealing with this horrible fucking disease washes over us. But we won’t drown under it, because we have each other.

Footsteps splashing through the water have my eyes looking up to find Blade and Thorn coming towards us. They don’t say a word, just encircle Chase and I in their arms, the sunset casting its stunning orange rays over us.

“I’m still here,” I whisper as Chase’s cries quieten, my neck damp from his tears. “And I don’t intend on leaving anytime soon. I made you a promise, and I’m going to try my best to keep it.”

He places his lips on my neck before pulling back slightly, the others dropping their arms but keeping close. “You better, or I’ll have to punish you.”

His voice is gruff, his eyes red and puffy, but a small chuckle falls from my lips at his words. “I would hope so.”

Going up on my tiptoes, I place my lips against his, my eyes closing as I kiss him. His fingers tangle in my hair, his tongue demanding entry, which I give him, desperate to reconnect. Then I flinch, hissing in pain as he strokes one of the sore patches in my mouth.

He immediately stops, pulling back, his brows lowered. “Did I hurt you?”

“It’s the fucking sores. They’ve gotten worse,” I tell him, my lips pressed tightly together as frustration fills me. Is this fucking disease going to steal everything from me?

He leans closer, pressing a sweet kiss on my lips. “Then I guess I’ll have to kiss your other lips until they’re better.” My mouth drops open as he falls to his knees in the shallow water, uncaring that his linen shorts are now soaked. “Hold her up.”

Blade moves to my back, his arms sliding around me as his lips drop to my neck, peppering kisses along it. I moan at how it sends tingles racing down my spine, goosebumps pebbling my skin when Chase grabs the waistband of my leggings and panties and pulls them down, exposing me to the early evening air.

“Fuck, I love seeing your bare cunt dripping for me,” he murmurs, and I look down to find him staring at my pussy, his tongue darting out to lick his plush lips.

“Let me improve the view for you, brother,” Thorn says from my side, his hand trailing down my stomach to my lower lips. Using his fingers, he parts them, Chase giving a satisfied rumble.

“Teamwork makes the dream work,” he comments, a sexy smile on his face, and I shiver at the raw intensity in his eyes. The naked admiration. “Now be a good girl for me, Star, and come all over my face so that all I can taste, all I can fucking breathe is you.”

He gives me no time to answer, his hand gripping my thigh and slinging it over his shoulder as his lips find my core and he begins to devour me.

“Fuck! Chase!” I gasp, my head tipping back onto Blade’s chest, my eyes closing as his brother eats me like he’s never going to see food again. One hand goes to Chase’s head, feeling the soft stubble that he and the others have maintained since we cut my hair off. The other hand clings to Blade’s thick forearms, his hot skin puckering underneath my nails as I dig them into his arm.

“That’s it, baby, feel every swipe of your brother’s tongue, the way he nibbles and sucks your pretty little clit,” Blade rasps in my ear, and I groan, his dirty talk making fire race through me.

“She’s already soaking my fingers,” Thorn muses, his hand still between my legs, his digits holding me open for Chase. “Such a good little sister for your brothers.”

Oh. My. Good. Fucking. Lord.

They know what mentioning the taboo nature of our relationship does to me, and I swear the sun may have set, but it’s inside me right now, pushing to burst free again as Chase keeps licking and sucking, his teeth even scraping against my tight bud as he forces me towards an orgasm.

“Thorn, play with her needy clit,” he orders before going lower and spearing his tongue inside me with a deep, masculine growl that has my pussy walls fluttering.

“Yes, sir,” Thorn teases, moving his fingers to play with my clit. My hips buck, a cry falling from my lips as they push me higher.

Blade releases one arm from around me, his hand snaking up underneath my sweatshirt and vest to find my bare breast underneath. I stopped wearing a bra a while back because life is too fucking short for those torture devices.

“Come for us, Goldilocks. Come for your brothers like the good little sister you are,” he commands, pinching my nipple between his fingers, and I detonate.

The sun truly bursts from my skin, rearranging my very atoms as pleasure renders me speechless. My body is not my own; it’s full of celestial light, and I cry out to the heavens as wave upon wave of exquisite agony fills me. They hold me through it, Chase and Thorn not easing up or slowing down until tears fall down my cheeks and I’m pleading with them for mercy.

“Only because you beg so prettily,” Thorn whispers, kissing my sweaty temple as he removes his fingers.

I slump in Blade’s arms when Chase finally pulls back, managing to crack my eyes open to find him sitting on his heels, the water running over him. He catches my gaze, his lips puffy and swollen, his chin glistening with my release.

“Good girl,” he praises simply, but it’s no less devastating than the pleasure he just gave me, my tired body lighting up. “Now let’s get you inside, showered and fed, then sleep.”

He gets to his feet as Blade sweeps me into his arms—bloody caveman—and my eyes dart to the very obvious hard-on pushing against his wet linen shorts.

He notices where my gaze has landed, giving me a stern look. “Shower, food, then sleep, but if you’re a good girl and follow my orders, we’ll wake you up with our dicks inside you and give you our cum in the morning.” My brain stalls out, the others chuckling as he leans in, pressing a light kiss on my lips and allowing me to briefly taste myself. “Okay?”

“Yes, sir,” I reply, snuggling into Blade’s neck as he carries me out of the sea.

“That’s my perfect, precious girl,” Chase says from beside us, and I’m filled with all the warm and fuzzies while the first few stars twinkle above us as we make our way to the house that I’ve yet to explore.

But that’s okay, because we have time, and I’m starting to believe, with these three at my side, that we may have all the time in the world.


CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


“INFINITY - PIANO VERSION” BY JAMES YOUNG

LUNA

The next few days pass in the closest I’ve come to bliss in a long time. The Cottage may be small, but it still has quite a few rooms, including a music room where Thorn takes me to play the guitar or piano, something I’m ashamed to say I didn’t realize he could. When I asked him why I’d not heard him play before, he just shrugged and told me his dad wanted him to join the family business, but now that is no longer a pressure he has, so he’s letting himself do what he wants for once. I’m so fucking proud of him.

We’ve spoken about Chase’s revelations, and for now, we’re focusing on the next phase of my treatment, aka the transplant. Chase pointed out that Richard no longer has me to use as his test subject or success case, and with the threat of exposure, we have some time.

The guys are resolute in what they want to happen to their dad. They want him to answer for his crimes, mostly because he put me in danger, and I agree with them. I just don’t have the energy to face it right now, and they assure me that’s okay. It can wait a few weeks.

I’ve not heard from Mom, and I’m not even sure if she knows the extent of Richard’s deception. Then again, it’s not something I have the spoons for right now, so I’ve put it on my to-do list for after the transplant.

All three triplets take my care seriously, picking up where they left off and making sure I’m eating well, taking all my medications and supplements, plus doing all the other things they deem necessary for my recovery and to get me in, what Thorn calls, fighting shape for the transplant. Some might say it’s overbearing, but there’s a relief in just following instructions and not having to think about what I need to do next.

Time passes quickly, and before I know it, we’re heading back to the Dana-Farber Cancer Institute to start the BEAM Protocol. There’s an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach and my muscles feel twitchy, not letting me rest for the whole four-hour drive. We’ve all packed bags, enough for the near month that we’ll be staying at the Institute. Chase has organized a private room for us all, getting them to move two extra beds in so that the guys can properly rest too.

“It’ll be fine,” Blade assures me from beside me as we finally pull up outside the front of the medical facility. His hand has been clasped in mine the entire journey, and he squeezes it gently now. “We’ll be here with you the whole time. You’re not facing this alone.”

I give him a thin smile, trying to remain positive, but I’m fucking scared. This is going to suck, it’s going to hurt, not only me but them too, and that makes it somehow worse.

“I hate that you guys will be in pain,” I say quietly as he helps me out of the car. He pauses, his fingers gripping my chin and lifting it so I’m staring into his dark green eyes.

“Now you know how we feel every fucking day since we found out what you’re going through,” he tells me. “And I would take even that away from you if I could because you’ve suffered enough, Goldilocks.” He leans down, pressing a sweet kiss to my lips. “But know that we would rip every cell from our bodies if it would help you, and we’d do it with fucking smiles on our faces.”

“But then you wouldn’t be here and that would be terrible,” I state, the nerves making me tremble.

“Well, I guess we better get ourselves inside so we can help each other make it to the rest of our lives,” he tells me simply, placing a kiss on my lips again before taking my hand in his and leading me to the front doors. Thorn and Chase follow with our bags, and butterflies flutter in my stomach as we’re greeted by Nurse Susan.

“Good morning, Luna and tribe,” she says with a wink, and it eases some of the tension inside me. “I’m here to show you to your accommodation, help you settle in, and explain the next few days.”

“Thank you,” I whisper back, swallowing past the lump in my throat as she gives us a smile and leads us down the corridor and to a lift.

We’re taken to the fourth floor, and we walk down a clean, modern corridor, reaching a door with a small window in it.

“I hope it’s to your liking. You should find that we put everything in you requested,” Susan says, opening the door.

Again, I’m reminded of a posh hotel room as we step inside. The room’s cream walls with splashes of teal and gold are soothing. There’s a double bed on one side, and then two single beds opposite, with a table in the corner with four chairs. An open door is on the back wall, and I spot a bathroom and walk-in shower through it. There are even a couple of sets of drawers for our clothes. The large window lets in lots of light, and I’m kind of blown away by how luxurious it is. Also, how much space we have.

“It’s perfect, thank you,” I tell Susan, the guys agreeing with me as I head towards the window.

Parting the sheer drapes, I find that we’re looking out over a green valley, the trees ranging from dark green to reds and golds as fall settles over us.

“Okay, I’ll give you a few to settle in, then be back to take you through the next steps,” Susan informs us, and I turn back to her to give her a smile before she leaves the room.

“How about you rest up while we unpack?” Chase suggests, already putting his laptop bag on the table.

“I want to help,” I protest, even though my body already feels bone-weary, which is fucking ridiculous because I’ve just spent the past four hours resting in the car.

“Come snuggle with me, Moonbeam,” Thorn commands, taking my hand and toeing off his sneakers, pulling me towards the bed. “You can be my little spoon.”

“How can I resist such an offer?” I tease, taking my own shoes off and allowing him to help me into the bed. “Fuck, this is like a cloud.”

“Only the best for our sister,” Thorn whispers, pulling me into his body so that my back is to his front. I find my eyes closing, even though I could have sworn I was too amped up to sleep. “Rest, baby. We’ll wake you up when Susan returns.”

[image: ]


It feels like only minutes later when Thorn gently kisses me awake, and I open my eyes to find Susan sitting in the chair that is next to the bed with a smile on her face, a clipboard in her lap.

“I’m glad to see you’ve rested, Luna,” she says. “Are you feeling up to me going through the next few days?”

“Sure,” I reply, rubbing the sleep from my eyes and sitting up. Thorn sits up too, wrapping me in his arms so that I’m leaning against him, and the skin around Susan’s eyes crinkles as she smiles at us.

“Right, so we will start with Carmustine tomorrow, a two-hour infusion. You may experience a metallic taste in your mouth, nausea, and flushing.” I give her a nod when she pauses. “Then tomorrow and for the next three days, we’ll have you on Etoposide, again, daily two-hour infusions. This will probably increase your fatigue, and you’ll likely have blood pressure fluctuations, so be careful getting up too quickly. The following day, we start you on Ara-C, or Cytarabine infusions, twice daily. This may increase your side effects, and it’s likely you’ll develop a fever.”

“We’ll help keep you cool, Moonbeam,” Thorn interjects, and I’d laugh because not once have they ever cooled me down, but I’m trying not to talk about our sex life in front of the good nurse.

“Excellent, you’ll be nurses in no time.” Susan smiles, and I swear Thorn preens behind me as Chase and Blade look on with small smiles. Chase is at the table, laptop open, reading along as Susan speaks, so no doubt he has all this on his screen. “That takes us to two days before the transplant, where you have your final infusion of Melphalan, which is considered to be the harshest. You may experience extreme nausea, stomach cramping, and your mouth sores are likely to get worse.” I take a deep inhale, letting it out as Thorn presses his lips to the top of my head, which is still covered by my silk scarf. “The good news is the day after is a rest day, though you’re likely to be at your weakest.”

“We’ll be here to look after her,” Blade states, coming to sit at the end of the bed, his hand finding my foot underneath the blankets and giving it a squeeze. I give him a grateful smile, then turn to look back at Susan.

“What about their stuff? What will the guys be going through?” I question, and she turns her attention to Thorn and then Blade.

“Well, on day minus five before the transplant, which is considered day zero, so in two days time, we will start with daily subcutaneous injections in either the abdomen or arm. This is likely to cause bone pain, like your skeleton is bruised, headaches, muscle aches similar to severe flu, low-grade fever and chills, and possibly insomnia from the discomfort.”

I take in a sharp breath, hearing the trauma that they are about to go through because of me making a lump form in my throat.

“Don’t think about it,” Thorn murmurs in my ear, somehow knowing that I’m freaking out. “It’s nothing, and we’ll all be here together.”

“Will you give them pain medication?” I ask, and Susan nods, but before she can speak, Blade interrupts.

“I don’t want it. If you’re suffering, then so am I,” he states casually, and my head snaps towards him.

“What? That’s fucking ridiculous!” I can’t believe he’d refuse the pain relief, say no to anything that might ease his suffering.

His jaw tightens. “Regardless, I don’t need it.”

“Me neither,” Thorn adds behind me, his arms tightening around me when I try to pull away.

“But you’ll be in pain, a lot of fucking pain,” I argue, my gaze landing on Chase. His face is set in a hard line, and I just know the bastard is going to agree with his brothers.

“We’ll manage, just like you have to,” he tells me, his eyes locked on mine.

Before I can argue more, Susan interjects, “Well, it’ll be available if you need it, and so will pain relief be available for Luna. You’ll all be able to decide whether or not to take it at the time.”

“Fine,” I grumble, crossing my arms over my chest, the effect of my ire no doubt ruined by the fact that Thorn won’t let me the fuck go.

“Okay, well that brings us to the day before the transplant. While Luna rests, you three will have what we call an Apheresis collection. It lasts for six to eight hours, and you can either sit up or lie down but you have to remain still. They’ll be large-bore needles in both arms, one to draw the blood and the other to return it. The blood then circulates through a machine which separates the stem cells. You’ll probably experience temperature fluctuations, and due to the calcium depletion, a tingling or numbness in your fingers and lips.”

“But I can visit them?” I ask, and she gives me a soft smile.

“Of course, though you’ll probably be very tired, Luna, and sleep for most of the day.”

“All the same, I want to be able to see them if we’re apart for that long,” I insist, and Thorn kisses my temple again while Blade rubs his palm along my calf over the blanket.

“Absolutely,” Susan agrees, looking back down at her clipboard. “After that, is the day we do the transplant, which I’m told is pretty anticlimactic. It’s effectively a blood bag, and the infusion only takes about thirty to sixty minutes. You’ll be monitored throughout for any adverse reactions.”

My chest feels a little tight at having it all laid out like this. It’s a lot to take in, and I know that I don’t need to think about it all now, but this is intense.

“We’ll be here, baby. The whole time apart from the day before, and even then, you can come play nurse,” Thorn gently says, and some of the tension in my muscles drains at his teasing tone.

“I know it’s a lot, Luna, and it doesn’t end with the transplant, but you have a really good support network, plus the best care here,” Susan assures me, her face full of understanding. “Shall we leave it at that? Or would you like more information about what happens afterwards?”

I take a deep inhale, letting it out through my lips in a somewhat shaky exhale. “Hit me with the rest of it.”

“Okay, days one to fourteen is what we call the nadir period. You’ll be at your lowest due to the complete immune suppression. It’s likely you’ll be unable to speak or eat solid food, so we may have to use a feeding tube or deliver nutrients via a TPN, through your vein. This is where you’ll also likely want the pain meds, and you’ll have an antibiotic as this is the highest infection risk period.”

I swallow hard, the sores already in my mouth uncomfortable. A feeding tube though, that sounds shit.

“You’ll get through it, Goldilocks,” Blade assures me. Chase gets up, leaving his laptop on the desk to come and sit on the other end of the bed.

“We’ll be with you and make sure you’re comfortable,” he tells me, and I give him a small nod.

“Okay, what happens afterwards?” I turn to Susan, who glances down at her paperwork.

“Days fifteen to thirty is the engraftment period, when the donor cells begin producing new blood. It’s here we usually see the first signs of white blood cell recovery, which is often accompanied by a low-grade fever. You’ll probably also have a gradual improvement in energy, and your mucositis—the mouth sores—will begin to heal.” She gives me another reassuring smile, and I dip my head for her to continue. “And it’s typically between days twenty-one to thirty that you’ll be discharged. So you’ll get to go home, provided you have enough white blood cell recovery, no active infections, and are able to take medications by mouth. You will have to have a daily outpatient visit initially, but I believe Chase has organized that to take place at Mount Vernon as it’s closer to you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Chase replies politely, and Susan smiles.

“Right. Do you have any questions? Any concerns or worries?” She looks at me, and I nibble my lower lip.

I have so many fucking concerns and worries, but I guess nothing can really be done about those. I have my guys, and they have me, and we will get through this.

“Let’s do this,” I say instead of voicing all my swirling thoughts, and Thorn kisses my head again while both Blade and Chase give my feet a little squeeze.

I am not alone, and that, more than anything else, gives me the confidence I need to take this next step. Plus, I want to live, so fucking badly, and I can’t forget the promise I made.


CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


“FOUND A HOME” BY AG, NILU

LUNA

After that, Susan leaves, giving us one last day of freedom before the hell of the next few weeks starts. We spend it resting, and just enjoying being in each other’s company. Chase unhappily accepts that we can’t have a chef prepare our meals, but the food they do serve us is delicious and healthy, something he begrudgingly admits.

Soon it’s nighttime, but I’m too amped up to sleep. My brain just won’t shut down.

“Stop twitching,” Blade rumbles from behind me. He won the game of rock, paper, scissors to get to sleep in the bed with me for tonight.

“I can’t help it,” I grumble with a sigh, moving again, and the arm he has clamped around me tightens. “I can’t get to sleep. My brain is too busy.”

His arm shifts, his large palm sliding up my bare leg, sending tingles racing across my skin, and my cheeks heat. He can’t mean what his actions suggest, we’re in the hospital for Christ’s sake. Then I remember the other times we’ve been here, during my treatment, and realize he doesn’t give a shit.

“Let’s switch your focus,” he purrs in my ear, and my mouth parts as his hand dives underneath my panties, his fingers finding my clit and gliding easily over it. He makes a satisfied noise against the skin of my neck. “Always so ready for your brother to fuck you.”

My lips part on a protest as he removes his hand, but then he’s pulling the fabric from me and off my legs, then lifting my thigh to rest it back over his hip.

“Blade,” I moan when I feel the large pierced tip of him nudge my entrance, the breath punched out of my lungs when he thrusts hard and deep.

“That’s it, take all of me in this tight pussy that belongs to me,” he orders in my ear, his hips already moving and sending lightning racing up and down my spine. Fuck. This position feels so fucking good, his piercing hitting all the right spots as I become immediately wetter for him. “See, such a dirty little thing for your brother, desperate for his cock.”

The sound of movement in front of me has my closed eyes blinking open to find Thorn there, naked and stroking his hand up and down his cock, which glistens with what I can only assume is lube.

“You brought lube?” I question, gasping when Blade gives another deep thrust.

“Never leave the house without it,” Thorn says with a smirk, the light of the moon highlighting his face like he’s some kind of night fae come to ravage his human lover. “Now, sharing is caring, brother, and I want in on that pussy.” The bed dips in front of me as Thorn gets in, pulling the blankets back. “Damn, that really is a beautiful sight, seeing you stretched around my brother’s thick cock.”

Gods, these boys and their dirty talk. How’s a girl meant to function when faced with that?

Blade stops thrusting as Thorn lies down in front of me, shuffling close.

“Hi,” I whisper, his lips tilting up into his beautiful smile.

“Hey, pretty stepsis. You gonna open up and let me in too like my good little sister?”

“Fuck, Thorn,” Blade rasps behind me, and I agree. His words make fire flash through my veins.

Thorn reaches over and takes my leg off Blade, wrapping it high on his waist as he holds his dick against my already full entrance. My hand reaches out and grabs onto his shoulder as he starts to push inside me, alongside his brother.

“Breathe, baby,” Thorn coaches, and I take a gasping inhale as he goes deeper, stretching me so good the burn just makes it feel better. Blade’s hand snakes between us, his fingers finding my slippery clit and playing with it, pleasure rolling through me and letting Thorn in deeper. “You’re doing so well, taking both your brothers like our perfect little sister.”

With a masculine groan, Thorn bottoms out, and they remain still, letting me adjust to the both of them. Blade’s fingers dance over my bud, which sends tendrils of pleasure spiralling all over me until I feel like I’m made from the galaxies themselves.

When I start to writhe, they begin to move, finding a rhythm that leaves me gasping and moaning. God, it feels so incredible to be between them, to have both of them worshipping me like this.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” Blade rumbles in my ear, kissing and sucking on my neck. “Feel so fucking good wrapped around us like this.”

I can’t speak, can’t even think, and can barely breathe while they build me higher. My eyelids flutter closed, and I just let myself feel their love, let the pleasure roll over me and take away any worries or concerns for what tomorrow will bring.

“Surely she can take one more?” Chase’s deep voice comes from the end of the bed, and I open my eyes to find him standing there, naked like Thorn, his hand slicking lube up his shaft. I swallow, feeling the sores in my mouth and cursing them because I want Chase there, want to taste him. He must see something on my face as the others slow their movements, a wicked grin tugging his lips up in the moonlight. “Not in your mouth, baby. Blade, prep her ass.” Then Chase throws something on the bed near Blade.

I moan when Blade pulls out, his fingers disappearing from my clit as Chase climbs on the bed and shuffles up my straightened leg until he’s poised over me, his cock nudging my already full pussy.

He doesn’t give me any warning, just holds my gaze as he forces himself alongside Thorn. “Fuck, baby,” he rasps, gliding in and out of me. To be fair, Blade had already stretched me out, I guess, but it’s still a snug fit, and I’m not sure I’ll be able to take Blade in my ass too.

But fuck if I don’t want to try.

My body has been full of restrictions. I can’t do this or that because of what’s going on. There is something liberating about taking back control and playing, pushing myself to see if I can take more than I think. After all, I’ve gone through so much that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to handle. I suppose that’s the silver lining of this disease. It’s shown me what I am truly capable of enduring.

“Oh god,” I gasp when Blade’s finger slides inside my ass, spreading lube and pumping in and out before he quickly pushes a second digit inside.

“Shit, I can feel them both,” he moans, his hand moving quickly as he finger fucks my ass. It sends sparks flying across every nerve, my breaths panted as Thorn and Chase move too. God, I don’t know how I’ll even breathe when they’re all inside me. “I need inside you too, Goldilocks.”

He removes his fingers, the others pausing as the head of his cock pushes against the tight ring of muscle.

“Keep breathing, baby,” Thorn encourages as Blade breaches my entrance and starts to slowly push inside me.

“It’s too much,” I whine, my nails digging into Thorn’s skin so deep I feel them pierce it, droplets of blood beading around them.

“You can do it, Star,” Chase encourages, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing it, distracting me from the fucking burn happening as Blade pushes inside my body alongside his brothers. “You’re such a good little sister for us.”

“Fucking hell, she’s so tight right now, strangling my dick,” Blade hisses, pushing his hips the final few inches until he’s fully seated.

I cry out, part pleasure and part pain, but I don’t want to stop. This feels like it’s going to alter my very being, change me completely and utterly into something new. Something made just for them.

“Shhh, baby. We don’t want the nurses to hear,” Thorn instructs me, and my eyes fly open.

“Y–you didn’t l–lock the door,” I stammer, because Chase is still teasing and toying with my clit.

“Nope, so someone might come in at any moment.” Thorn grins, and then they all groan as I clench around them. I should hate the idea of being discovered, especially as they all know that we’re step siblings even if they suspect we are something more too. “Dirty girl, you like the idea of someone walking in on us, seeing us fucking our sister, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I admit in a husky whisper, and I have to bite my lips when Blade begins to move, sliding his thick length in and out of me.

That seems to be the cue for his brothers to move as well, all of them finding a rhythm that leaves me reeling. All I can do is hold on, trying to remember how to breathe as Thorne instructed me, the pleasure so consuming nothing else exists.

Not the cancer. Not the hospital. Not even Richard and what he’s done.

All there is right now is us, in this moment, connected in the most primal and ancient way.

Pleasure spirals through me until I am a being made for it, each cell and atom lighting up like the night sky full of stars.

Then they pick up speed, and I’m hurtling off the end of the world into pure ecstasy, Thorn’s mouth slamming against mine to hold in my cries as I come. And come. And fucking come. Everything is heightened with my release, the sounds of their bodies slapping into mine obscene, but they don’t stop.

They keep fucking me hard and fast, Chase’s fingers not letting up on my clit as one orgasm rolls into another. Then Blade is stilling behind me, thrusting deep inside my ass as he fills me with his climax, his lips pressed against my neck.

Thorn follows next, groaning into my mouth as he comes, his hips giving shallow but deep thrusts as he fills my pussy. Chase isn’t far behind, his fingers finally stopping their exquisite torture on my clit as he too fills my pussy alongside his brother with his cum.

They stay inside me for a moment, all of us panting and covered in sweat. Blade is the first to leave my body, making me gasp when he pulls out, Chase and Thorn following soon after. Blade gets off the bed, Chase falling into his spot as Thorn continues to hold me, pressing sweet kisses on my lips while murmuring praise against them.

“You are so fucking perfect,” he tells me, my chest heaving as my entire body tingles. “So beautiful, so amazing.”

Blade returns with a damp cloth, gently cleaning up the mess between my thighs, and I huff a laugh.

“I think it might take more than that.” I chuckle, and he gives me a grin.

“Well, it’s a start. Thorn can help you wash while Chase and I change the sheets,” he says, and my flushed cheeks burn, my nose wrinkling when I realise the huge wet patch I’m now lying in.

“How are you going to explain it?” I ask as he moves away, and Thorn sits up, helping me up too.

“Tell them that we took care of you,” Blade answers, completely deadpan, and my eyes bug out.

“Don’t you fucking dare!” I scold, but he just gives me that devastating smile of his as Thorn scoops me into his arms and takes me into the bathroom.

Bastards.
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Iwake up the next morning, deliciously warm as two bodies sandwich me between them. Just as I’m blinking my eyes open, the door opens and Susan peeks in.

“Good morning, campers,” she greets, not batting an eyelid at finding me in bed with two of my brothers, all of us practically naked. “I’ll let you get ready, and then it’s time to start the first treatment, okay?”

“Sure,” I reply, my heart giving a thud inside my chest. Blade tightens his arms that are wrapped around me, Thorn stroking hair back from my face and turning me to face him.

“It’ll all be okay, Goldie. We’re here and aren’t going anywhere,” he assures me, his emerald eyes boring into mine with an intensity that doesn’t allow for any other truth but his.

Giving him a nod, because I’m still too nervous to focus on more than the next step, they help me get out of bed and get dressed.

“Have a few sips, Star,” Chase says, handing me some of the protein shake he brought with us. I’m grateful, because I don’t think I could manage much more. I do as he says, taking a couple of sips before the door opens again and Susan strides in with my first treatment.

“Right, this is the BCNU, the Carmustine. You may feel a bit nauseous and have a metallic taste in your mouth, plus flushing of the skin. Ready?” Susan asks, and again, I nod, because I’m so not fucking ready.

I lie on the bed, Blade sliding in beside me as Susan hooks it all up.

Pretty quickly, I start to feel a warmth spreading through my veins, and I purse my lips as the taste of pennies fills my mouth.

“You okay, baby? You’ve gone pale,” Chase asks from the chair next to the bed, and I look at him, swallowing.

“Yeah, just a yucky taste and a bit hot, but nothing too bad.”

“Well, you just ring the bell if anything gets worse. I’ll be back in a couple of hours,” Susan tells me, giving me a reassuring smile before leaving the room.

“What do you call a bear with no teeth?” Thorn asks, and I turn to look at him, my lips already twitching upwards because I know this is going to be terrible.

“I don’t know,” I say, and he gives me that cheeky, boyish grin of his that makes my heart flutter.

“A gummy bear!” I can’t stop the giggle-groan that falls from my lips, but it just makes Thorn grin wider.

“Dude! That was truly fucking awful,” Blade grumbles from beside me, but I can hear the smile in his voice.

“But it made our pretty sister smile, so I’ll keep ‘em coming,” Thorn argues, his gaze locked on me.

“What did the volcano say to the mountain?” I ask, and he comes closer, perching on the end of the bed.

“I don’t know. What did the volcano say to the mountain?”

“I lava you.” My voice comes out a little breathy, the words pushing past the lump in my throat. I honestly don’t know what I’d do without Thorn and his terrible jokes, or Blade and his steady strength, or Chase and his quiet way of taking care of everything.

Thorn’s face softens, his chest rising and falling with a slow breath.

“I lava you too, Moonbeam.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


“ANGEL” BY CAMYLIO

CHASE

The next few days pass in what I can only describe as the worst kind of torture. Not because the G-CSF treatment we have to go through is excruciating, but because we watch as Luna gets weaker with each treatment she has to undergo. By day minus four—four days until the transplant—we have to help her to the bathroom because she can no longer walk on her own. By day minus three, she has a fever, and we take turns through the night to apply cold compresses, which she cries out at because her skin is now so sensitive.

Day minus two is the worst by far. She can no longer eat, her mouth pain is too severe. We crush ice for her to suck on, trying to get her to sip the protein shakes as well, though Susan hooks her up to a nutrient drip so she doesn’t become too depleted.

We’re all struggling, Luna asleep and Thorn curled up in pain on the spare bed. There’s a pounding behind my eyes and my muscles ache, plus all three of us are running a low-grade fever and keep shivering. It’s nothing compared to Luna, but Thorn seems to be experiencing the worst as a low moan falls from his lips.

“T–Thorn?” Luna’s raspy voice calls quietly, and I watch as she struggles to sit up. I rush to her side, ignoring the flare of agony in my own body to help her. “T–Thorn?”

I watch as Thorn blinks his eyes open, the green dull with pain, and a quiet gasp leaves Luna.

“Yeah, baby?” Thorn asks, his voice husky and rough.

“I–I’m s–so s–sorry,” Luna stutters out, her voice thick with the tears that fill her eyes.

“No, baby,” Thorn says, gritting his teeth as he gets up and makes his way over to her bed. He stumbles, but Blade is there to catch him and help him the last few steps. “I’d go through so much worse for you, Moonbeam. I love you.”

“I–I wish you d–didn’t, because t–then you wouldn’t h–have to go t–through this,” she mumbles, the tears falling down her pale cheeks, and as Thorn shuffles to lie next to her, I gently take her chin in my hand and turn her gaze to me.

“This is nothing, Star. We’d all endure hell to keep you with us,” I tell her. She opens her mouth, but I continue, needing to chase away the guilt from her eyes. “We didn’t ask to love you. We chose to, freely and wholeheartedly, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. You are our home, Star. Our guiding light. Our world revolves around you now and for the rest of our lives.”

I watch as she absorbs my words, more tears falling from her beautiful eyes to trace a path down her sunken cheeks, but I brush them away.

“I–It hurts to watch y–you in p–pain,” she tells me, and my heart gives a jolt, because there’s no mention of the hell she’s experiencing, just worry for us.

“I know, baby,” I say, leaning over so our foreheads are touching. My eyes close and I take a breath in, her vanilla and jasmine scent almost hidden underneath the chemical smell of her treatments. “It kills us to see you hurting like you are.”

Placing a kiss on her dry lips, I encourage her to lie back, Thorn snuggling into her side and Blade covering him so that he’s under the blankets with Luna. Both close their eyes, arms and hands holding each other as they rest, and I look up, catching the eyes of my eldest brother.

“We’ll beat this,” he quietly vows, sitting in the chair we placed on the other side of the bed.

We will, we have to. There is no other choice when it comes to Luna.
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The next day is Luna’s rest day, but it’s the day they need to collect our blood for the transplant. They tried to get us to go into a separate room, but I managed to convince them to bring the collection machines in Luna’s room so that we don’t have to be apart from her for six to eight hours. I don’t think any of us would have been able to cope with that.

Blade and I stay on our chairs by Luna’s bedside, Thorn in one of the spare beds as they hook us up. Luna is asleep, something that she’s been doing more of as each day passes, which I’m glad for because at least she’s resting.

We’re reminded by a stern Susan that we can’t move our arms, and so I put the call button in easy reach in case we need to get Luna help. It’s not the most pleasant feeling, having the big needles go into both my arms, and I can see my brothers grimace when it’s their turn.

Luna stirs when the nurses leave, blinking her eyes open just as I become hot, and then cold.

“Hey,” she whispers, her voice beyond painful sounding.

“Hey, Star,” I reply, wanting to reach out and touch her, but knowing that I can’t.

“How i–is it?” she asks, her eyes darting to the tubes coming out of my arms.

“It’s okay, nothing I can’t handle, baby,” I tell her, and her muscles relax as her eyes drift closed.

“Good,” she murmurs, sleep already taking over her body.

The rest of the day passes uneventfully, mostly with Luna and Thorn sleeping, Blade clearly calculating the collection volumes and monitoring the machines in that way he has. I use my laptop, being careful to only move my hands and not my arms. I check our plans for after the transplant, and make sure everything is in place for when we return to The Cottage, our home for the foreseeable future.

The door opens and I glance up, expecting to see the nurse, but Lorelei walks in, her steps hesitant, her eyes darting around the room, landing on Luna, then finding mine.

“Hi, Chase,” she says, hovering by the open doorway, as if she’s afraid to walk in.

“Hello, Lorelei,” I return, my voice devoid of all emotion. I can’t help but be angry at her. She’s Luna’s mother for Christ’s sake, and she’s not been present at all during her treatments.

After a deep inhale, she takes a step inside, closing the door behind her. “How is she?”

“Do you care?” Blade snaps, and she flinches, her blue eyes that same shade as Luna’s filling with tears.

“I’ve not been the best mom recently, but I do still care about Luna. So much,” she replies in a small voice, Luna not even stirring as Lorelei takes another step forward. “And I’m so grateful that she has you all. You’ve all helped her so much, and now…” she trails off as she glances down at the tubes taking my blood away for her daughter. “Thank you.”

“We love her, so this is the least we could do,” I tell her honestly, and she nods her head.

“I’ve left Richard,” she announces, taking another step closer to Luna, and my eyebrows rise to my hairline. “I got the email you sent me, and I, well.” She stops, swallowing hard. “It was wrong, him using her like that. Using me like that.”

“But?” I ask, hearing it in her voice. She looks at Luna, her face softening.

“But then she wouldn’t have met you, and wouldn’t be getting this treatment which may save her, so I guess in that way, I’m glad. I don’t know.” She heaves a sigh, closing the gap between herself and the bed. Reaching out, she gently strokes Luna’s foot over the top of the sheet. “Sometimes out of terrible things, good things come.” She gazes at Luna, and I wait to see what she says next. “Luna’s dad, he was a mean son of a bitch, one of those charming ones who show their true colours when it’s far too late. I almost lost her the last time he beat me, I was midway through a pregnancy that he forced on me.” I take in a sharp breath, realising that she means Luna was a product of rape. “So I left, and when she came, I fell so deeply in love I knew that regardless of the circumstances of her conception, there was no way I could give her up. That I would fight for her as no one had ever done for me.”

“Does she know?” I ask, and she shakes her head.

“How could I tell her? She feels so much, she’d somehow feel guilty for something she had no part in.” She brings her fingers to her lips, pressing a kiss onto them and then brushing them back over Luna’s blanket-clad foot. “I’m staying nearby, call me if you need anything, but if it’s okay, I’d like to come back and visit when she’s up for it?”

“Of course. I’m sure she’d be glad to see you,” I reply, and she gives me a grateful smile before one final glance at Luna. With another sigh, she turns and leaves the room.

“Shit, that’s fucked up,” Thorn rasps from his bed, and I twist to glance at him.

“You heard?”

“Yeah. Poor Goldie. And Lorelei.” He looks at our sleeping beauty in bed, none the wiser to the bombs that her mom just dropped on us. “I think she should know. She’s never mentioned her dad, but she should know what an asshole he is so she never tries to find him.”

“Agreed,” Blade rumbles, and I look at him to see his face set in a deep frown. “But maybe one day we can pay him a visit.”

There’s that glint of violence in his eyes that I’ve seen peek out over the years. My brother wants to heal the world, but he also isn’t afraid to take out the trash.

“I’ll add it to our list of things to do once this is all over,” I say, not even joking as I open up Notes on my MacBook and add it to my list.

	Get Luna better 

	Take Luna to see the world 

	Cancel her dad’s membership on earth 
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“TETHER ME - ACOUSTIC” BY GALLEAUX

LUNA

I wake up full of pain and feeling like shit which has died and then been warmed up only to die again.

“Happy transplant day!” Thorn croons, holding a bunch of balloons and wearing a party hat, the room covered in streamers and more balloons.

I rasp a chuckle, then wince when it hurts my mouth. Fucking sores.

Susan laughs as she walks in. “Someone’s been busy.”

“Only the best for our girl, and it’s a day to celebrate, right?” Thorn answers. He ties the balloons to the end of my bed, then comes and sits on one side. He’s looking a bit better, less in pain, and when I find Chase and Blade, I notice the same. They all look, well, not quite normal but less shitty than they have for the past week.

“Definitely a day to celebrate,” Susan agrees, coming over with what looks like a blood bag. “This is it, your liquid gold,” she tells me, and my brows drop.

“Doesn’t look like much,” I rasp, thinking about all the crap we’ve dealt with just to get to this point and it looks like a normal blood bag.

She laughs. “That’s what they all say.” She sets it up so the blood goes through a central line and that’s it. Huh. “I’ll stay here just to monitor things, but it should only take between thirty and sixty minutes.”

Once she’s done, she takes the chair next to the bed, Thorn getting on next to me and snuggling in that way of his which I love. Blade takes the other chair, Chase on one by the table with his laptop.

There’s something ritualistic, almost sacred, about this moment. The atmosphere is heavy with meaning as we all watch their cells flowing into my body. They are becoming part of me, part of my very DNA, their blood forever in my veins now.

“How many boyfriends does it take to change a lightbulb?” Thorn asks out of the blue, and my eyes widen, flashing to Susan, who just gives me a wink and a smile. I shake my head at him, and his grin grows. “None. They just compliment you in the dark and tell you how beautiful you look!”

I huff a laugh, too tired and sore for much else, but he leans in anyway, placing a chaste kiss on my lips. What feels like only a minute later, the bag is empty and Susan is unhooking it all.

“All done. I’ll leave you to rest but someone will be in and out over the next few hours to check up on you, alright?”

“Thank you, Nurse,” Chase replies, and Susan leaves. His gaze finds mine. “You’re ours now, Star,” he tells me, his tone unwavering, and my heart thuds inside my chest. “Have been since that first day, though we were too blind to see it.” He gets up, coming to sit next to me on the chair Susan was just in, his warm palm cupping my cheek.

“I don’t belong to anyone,” I whisper, even as I lean into his touch. It’s a lie, I do belong to them, wholeheartedly, but the idea still scares me a little.

“No,” Blade agrees, reaching over Thorn and taking my hand on the other side. “You choose us every day. That’s different than belonging.”

Thorn completes the circle around me. “And we choose you. Cancer and all.”

With their warmth surrounding me, my eyes close, knowing that I’m safe and loved. That I’m chosen.

When I next open them, I find the room dim and Blade sitting beside my bed, saying nothing, his gaze on the machines surrounding me, monitoring every one, every number on the screen. Thorn is asleep next to me, his warmth a comfort, while Chase is on the other bed, having a nap.

Chase would fill this silence with plans and promises, Thorn would chase it away with jokes and stories, but Blade lets it exist between us, and somehow, his silence feels more honest than any words could be.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX


“BORDERLINE” BY SØD VEN

LUNA

The next few days pass by in an exhausted, agony-filled blur. The pain meds help when it gets too much, but leave me so drowsy that I sleep for most of the time, waking only for a few moments before the darkness claims me again. I have complete immune suppression at this point, to help my body accept the triplets’ blood, so it’s the highest infection risk period.

I end up with a TPN, my nutrition through a vein, because I can no longer eat solid foods. My mouth, throat, and GI tract is so badly inflamed that even swallowing is hard. Talking is a no-go for me, but the guys still chat to me when I’m awake. Thorn telling me his terrible jokes, Chase explaining all the plans he has in place for our return to The Cottage, and Blade giving me all the praise.

One day, as I’m unable to speak through the pain, Thorn settles on the bed, careful of my IV. He pulls out one of my favourite romance books, a dark romance with a stepbrother trope, which has my dry lips twitching. He begins reading, and somehow, it feels more intimate than a kiss at this moment. Every time I’m awake, he continues, the sound of his voice soothing. I love that he knows what I need, this small touch of normalcy in such a trying situation.

After about two weeks, I start to get a little more energy, apparently the triplets’ cells are beginning to produce new blood cells, which is supported by my white blood cell count recovery. I’ve got a low-grade fever, but I’ll take it, especially when my mucositis—my throat and mouth sores—start to heal.

Chase helps me to the bathroom on the fifteenth day—I’m beyond the point of worrying about peeing in front of them—and I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My body is a battlefield now—parts of me missing, other parts marked. It’s not easy to look at myself, to see the journey I’ve undergone so viscerally and in all its stark horror. It’s this more than the pain, more than all the other symptoms that has a moment of doubt flickering in my mind, a dark voice whispering it’s time to give up.

“What if I don’t—” I start, but Chase presses his finger to my lips.

“Don’t. We already lost someone we loved once. It won’t happen again. You are getting better, Star, everything else will follow.”

“And we’re choosing this, choosing you,” Blade adds from the bathroom doorway, his certainty unshakable as his eyes catch mine in the mirror, unflinching at the wreck that is my appearance.

Thorn appears by his side, his eyes holding mine. “Every moment. No matter how many we get.”

I meet Chase’s green eyes again, the gold inside them almost sparkling. His gaze dips over me, heating every place it touches as he looks at me, his eyes dark with want despite everything that I can see. When Chase looks at me like this, when any of them look at me with a banked heat making their eyes burn with green fire, I feel whole in a way medicine can’t achieve.

The next few days pass with my energy increasing and my pain decreasing, the guys watching me like hawks. There’s a new dark heat in their eyes, and I can feel it in my veins, quite literally. The fact that they are such a fundamental part of me is heady for us all, and although I’m too tired to act upon it, it’s building all the same.

Mid-morning on day twenty, there’s a knock on the door, and when Chase calls for them to come in, my mouth parts as my mother walks in. Chase told me that she’d visited once before, and that she’d asked to come back when I was more awake. He also told me she’d left Richard, after Chase had sent her an email telling her what Richard had done, how he’d used me for his own medical trials.

“Luna love,” she greets, her voice going thick as her eyes fill with tears.

“Mom,” I whisper, Thorn places a kiss on my temple, then gets up from the bed. All three guys head to the table in the other corner, giving us some space.

“You’re looking well, love,” she says, stepping into the room and closing the door behind her. She walks over to the bed I’m sitting up in, hesitating. “Can I… Can I hug you, love?”

“Of course, Mom,” I manage to get out around the lump in my throat. She bends over, her arms wrapping around me, and her familiar floral perfume washes over me, opening the floodgates as tears drip from my eyes.

“Oh, love. I’m so sorry I’ve been such a shit mom lately,” she tells me, her own voice wobbly. “I thought I was doing the best thing, but, well, I’m just so fucking sorry.”

She doesn’t usually curse quite as much, but I know that just shows she means what she’s saying.

“It’s okay, Mom,” I reply automatically, but I feel her shake her head even as she pulls back a little, her blue eyes sparkling with the tears in them.

“It’s not okay, Luna love. I should have been here more for you, and not reacted so poorly when you told me about your relationship with the guys. I’m so glad you’ve had them, and they’ve taken such good care of you.” I cast a glance over at them to find all three of them looking at us with soft smiles.

“They’ve been amazing, Mom. I wouldn’t have gotten through this without them,” I tell her while holding Blade’s dark green stare. “They’ve been my rocks, and with the transplant, well, what we have is serious and forever.”

I switch my focus to her, anticipating her censure, or at least doubt. I know I’m young, that we all are, but if my life and recent experiences have taught me anything, it’s that life is too short not to take happiness where you can find it. And if it feels right, it usually is.

But she just looks pleased, happy even as she beams at me. “I know, love, and not that you need it, but you have my full blessing. I couldn’t think of anyone else I’d trust with my daughter’s happiness.”

“Thank you,” I murmur, my gaze flicking back to the table to see them all grinning. “And thanks for coming here, to see me.”

“I should have been with you the whole time, but Richard kept me away. I didn’t realise he was doing it on purpose before, I was just so grateful for his help. I’m so sorry I didn’t see what was going on, what he’d been planning even before we got married. I should have seen it, Luna.”

“No, Mom, it’s not your fault. It’s his,” I tell her as she sits down in the chair, wiping underneath her eyes with the hand that’s not clutching mine. “Men like him, they are manipulative and know how to target vulnerable people, Mom. It’s not your fault, you were just trying to help me.”

She takes an inhale, squeezing my hand. “Maybe, but it still feels like I should have somehow known.” I go to protest again, but she holds her other hand up. “But enough of that. I want to hear about how you’re doing, and what your plans are for when you’re discharged.”

We spend the next couple of hours chatting until my eyelids start to droop, and she gets up to leave.

“I’ll be back soon. I need to talk to you about your father, something I should have maybe told you long ago, but it can wait.” She casts a glance over her shoulder at the guys, who nod, but I’m too tired to insist they tell me now. I trust that if they know, and are happy for her to leave it for another time, then it’s not urgent. She’s not spoken about my dad much before, and although I’m curious, I always got the impression it was painful for her, not exactly a pleasant story. “I love you, Luna. See you soon.”

She gives me a kiss on my forehead, then I watch as she goes over to the guys, hugging them each before she leaves as my eyes close.

Over the next few days, I’m able to start taking food and my medications orally, and with no signs of active infections, it looks promising. On day twenty-five, Susan comes in, a large grin on her face.

“Well, good morning, campers. How are we doing today?” She looks at me, and I give her a smile in return.

“The mouth sores are almost all gone, and though I doubt I’ll be running marathons anytime soon, I could definitely stay awake for most of the day,” I reply, and her smile grows.

“That’s good to hear, because Dr. Kim has reviewed your progress and has agreed, given you have such good caregivers at home, that you are ready to be discharged.”

My mouth drops open as Thorn gives a whoop, pulling me into a tight hug.

“Really?”

“Yes, Luna, really. You’ve made amazing progress, and you’ll have daily outpatient visits at Mount Vernon to keep checking you continue improving,” she tells me, and I glance over at Blade to find a smile on his plush lips, then at Chase, who is also grinning. It’s like a weight has finally been lifted, and I can breathe a bit easier. “Now, there are a few more things to go through. Chase has the strict food safety protocols, no crowds or public places for the time being, and no sharing of personal items.” I raise an eyebrow at her and she chuckles. “Wear a mask if you do have to go out, but I recommend for the next three to six months to stay away from others as much as you can to really give yourself a chance to heal fully.”

My heart stops. “You think I can heal? Fully, I mean?”

Her face softens as Thorn’s arms pull me closer. “Yes, Luna. I do, and your results are looking that way too.”

A lump forms in my throat, and I swallow hard as my eyes prick. “Thank you.”

Hope has been such a dangerous thing before now, but this…this feels like all my best days rolled into one and I don’t want to run away from it.

“You’re most welcome. Right, I’ll go and get the paperwork sorted, so I suggest you start packing.” She gives me another wide smile before turning around and leaving.

“We’re going home, baby,” Thorn whispers, gently turning me in his arms. His green eyes sparkle, unshed tears making them shine bright. “Told you it would be okay.”

A happy sob falls from my lips, and I bury my face into his chest, my arms encircling him, clutching him tightly to me as the feeling overwhelms me. Warmth at my back followed by the scent of smokey vanilla is followed by Blade’s arms coming around me too.

“I’m so fucking proud of you, Goldilocks,” he rumbles in my ear, making my tears fall faster. “You’ve done so fucking well.”

I turn my head to find emerald eyes with flecks of gold gazing at me, Chase’s hand reaching out and cupping my damp cheek. “You are astounding, Star. Braver than anyone else I’ve ever met. I love you.”

“I love you too, all of you,” I whisper, his thumb brushing the fresh tears that glide down my cheeks. “Can we go home now?”

“Of course, baby,” Blade replies, placing a kiss on my head before stepping back. “Chase and I will start packing, you rest with Thorn.”

“No complaints here,” Thorn states as Chase’s hand falls away and he joins Blade in packing up all the shit we’ve got. Thorn leads me to a chair that we placed in front of the window, sitting down in it and then pulling me onto his lap. “What will be the first thing you do when we get back?”

I look out the window, seeing the first buds of spring flowers in the ground pushing up, the leaves on the trees starting to unfurl.

“Can we go in the sea?”

He blows out a breath. “It will freeze my balls off, but sure, Moonbeam. We can go paddle.” We both chuckle as we stare outside, the sunshine feeling like a fresh start, a new beginning.

The hospital discharges me at six forty-two PM. By seven fifteen, I’ve shed my patient identity along with my hospital bracelet and I’m in the truck we arrived in all those weeks ago, heading back home.

Home.

The Cottage by the sea feels just that, especially with the triplets with me. The three pieces of my soul who I can’t see a future without.

Just as my body accepts their blood, my heart betrays me too—adapting to their presence, creating space where there used to only be walls, which is the most dangerous side effect of all this that no one warned me about.

And one that I would gladly accept for the rest of my life.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN


“WALK THROUGH THE FIRE” BY KLERGY, BELLSAINT

BLADE

Fuck, having Luna back home is bliss. Pure. Fucking. Bliss.

We go into the sea for a paddle, just like she told Thorn she wanted to, though we only spend about a minute before she gets too cold, which I’m grateful for because I was freezing my balls off. Come summer, it will be warmer and we can spend more time in the water, maybe even get a boat and go out on it properly.

While Luna recovers, my brothers and I continue our investigation into our father, and Chase discovers the documents that prove Dad knew the medication risks before he gave it to Luna. Both my brothers have to hold me back when Chase tells me because I’m ready to go and fucking kill him, related or not. How dare he put her at risk!

We compile the evidence that, in Luna’s specific case, there was no consent, and when Thorn confronts our dad’s assistant, he confirms it. We knew what happened, Dad admitted it to Chase even if he still refused to acknowledge how wrong it was, but to have the proof, the confirmation, is a blow I didn’t know would hurt so much.

Even if Dad was work-obsessed for most of our lives, and cold towards us especially after Mom died, I still looked up to him. I never imagined he’d put someone’s life at risk for financial gain. I thought he wanted to heal people, not harm them.

The three of us are sitting around the kitchen table when Luna comes downstairs from having a nap.

“What’s up?” she asks, immediately coming over to me. I reach out and tug her onto my lap, and she comes with no resistance, which eases some of my rage and worry about what could have happened if we’d not stopped Dad when we did.

“We have all the proof we need to get Father arrested for medical malpractice,” Chase tells her, and she freezes in my arms. I pull her closer, and her body softens, sinking into me more. “Banks Industries will go under investigation, and stocks will most likely fall in value.”

“Plus I doubt Dad will ever forgive us, not that I want anything from that asshole,” Thorn adds, his tone dark and his brows deeply furrowed.

“He’s dead to me,” I state, and Luna gasps.

“Blade—” She twists in my lap to look at me, but I place my finger over her lips.

“No, Goldilocks. He put you in danger, knowingly, and all for what? More money which he doesn’t need,” I tell her, my jaw tight with just how furious I am with him. “We’re meant to help heal people, not put them in more danger. He deserves everything he gets, and I want nothing more to do with him.”

“But he’s still your dad,” she argues, and it makes me love her more, even if she’s misguided in this.

“Some things matter more than loyalty to your blood,” I state, staring into those beautiful, diamond blue eyes of hers.

“So we agree then? Let’s leak all the information we have to the medical authorities and let them deal with it,” Chase suggests, and both Thorn and I nod. “Star?”

She takes a deep inhale, turning back around to face him.

“Okay. I don’t want him to be able to do this to anyone else.”

Chase gives her a nod, then taps the keys on his laptop keyboard. “Done. I expect we’ll see movement on this within the next forty-eight hours.”

It takes much less time than that, and by the end of the day, the scandal is not only all over the news, but the company is under investigation, stocks and shares plummet, and Dad has been arrested. I should feel something other than a sense of satisfaction, he is my father after all, but I don’t.

He wronged the woman I love, the other part of my soul, and for that, if nothing else, he has to pay. I hope they lock him up and fucking throw away the key.
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“PILLOWTALK” BY CONNOR MAYNARD

LUNA

I keep watch over my guys for the next few days, but they seem to be taking the fact their family company is on the brink of bankruptcy and the arrest of their father in their stride. There’s still an undercurrent of anger there, a rage towards the man who raised them, and I feel a smidge of guilt that it’s my fault. Then again, I didn’t ask for him to use me in his medical trials without giving me all the information or even seeking my consent. Didn’t ask him to effectively groom my mother so he could access me.

Richard has attempted reconciliation several times, but each time it’s rebuffed, his calls ignored.

The guys move Mom into a new home, given the old mansion is still—for the moment—in Richard’s name and so has been seized along with his other assets. All the staff have come to us in The Cottage, and it’s nice to have Jerry back, plus Bernard to make all the delicious foods.

Mom’s new place isn’t far, a small apartment closer to town that she loves already. She’s had some friends over for a girl’s night, which I was invited to but politely declined just because I’m trying to stay away from too many people as instructed.

She’s settled into her new life really well, even getting a new job now that she refuses any money from Richard. She's working at the local coffee shop, and is full of stories of her lovely customers and co-workers. I caught Chase putting money in an account for her, so she doesn’t actually have to work, but she enjoys it and it just makes me love my guys more that they’re taking care of her too.

May twenty-first rolls around, my birthday, though I didn’t mention it to the guys, not wanting to make them feel like they need to do anything. They’ve already done so much, missed so much of school, postponing until September in order to focus all of their attention on my care and recovery.

I walk down the old oak staircase to find the entire downstairs has been decorated with balloons and streamers, all in galaxy colors.

“Happy birthday, Moonbeam!” Thorn sings, skipping up to me and pulling me off the last step and into his arms, smacking a kiss against my cheek.

“How did you know?” I ask, laughing as he swings me around and the others come into view.

“We know everything about you, Star,” Chase tells me as Thorn sets me back on my feet. Chase pulls me into his arms, using his hand to tip my face up to his. “Happy birthday.”

I smile as he kisses me, heat flaring in my core at the touch. They’ve not done anything sexual since I came back from the hospital, and it’s driving me batshit crazy. He pulls away just as I’m spun and end up in Blade’s strong embrace.

“Happy birthday, Goldilocks,” he murmurs in his deep, gravelly voice, lowering his lips to mine and kissing me thoroughly. My entire body feels like it’s on fire, and I whimper, feeling his lips curve into a grin as he pulls back. “Patience, baby.”

I pout at him, which has his smirk pulling up even more, the asshole. He releases me, tangling our fingers and pulling me to the kitchen, where I find four bowls of porridge, two with pots of Nutella beside them. I laugh at the memory of tasting their porridge that first morning, of Thorn catching me.

I’m guided to my seat, which they decided was the head of our table, and I sit down, all three of them joining me. Taking a spoon, I put a big scoop of the chocolate goodness into the creamy porridge, stir it in, then bring the spoon to my mouth, and I sigh as I find the temperature perfect.

“Just right, huh?” Thorn asks from my left, and I grin at him after I swallow.

“Just right.”

The rest of the day is spent exactly as I want it. We walk along the beach, then watch the sunset until it’s dark and stars twinkle in the sky.

“We have another surprise for you,” Chase tells me, and I arch a brow at him.

“You didn’t think we didn’t get you a gift, Moonbeam, did you?” Thorn says, a huge grin on his face as they lead me back indoors, then wrap me up in Blade’s hoodie. They grab hoodies of their own and we head back outside.

Taking me down a path I’ve not been before, my mouth drops open as an old observatory comes into view. My eyes drink in the domed roof, and I wonder how I’ve not seen this building before. Twisting my head, I see that none of the windows look out this way and it’s surrounded by trees.

“Mom also loved to look at the stars,” Blades states, holding my hand as they lead me to the old door and we head inside.

The interior is clean, and by the smell of fresh paint, it looks like it’s been done recently. Blade lets go of my hand and I do a slow spin, looking up at the dome and drinking in the sight of the stars through the opening. I pause when I turn to find all three guys, on one knee, in front of me.

Thorn reaches into his pocket, bringing out a small navy blue velvet box and opening it, a rose gold ring with a small diamond glints back at me.

“Moonbeam, I can’t imagine my life without you. You make everything shine brighter, make all my dreams feel possible, and I want that for the rest of my life,” he tells me, his voice thick with emotion. Reaching into the box, he takes the ring out, then grasps my left hand in his. His eyes find mine. “Will you be mine, now and always?”

I lick my dry lips, swallowing past the lump in my throat. “Yes.”

The grin he gives me rivals the North Star, and he slips the ring onto my finger, placing a kiss over it before gently turning me to Chase, who is also holding a box. He has his box open, a white gold band with a small diamond nestled inside.

“I need you more than I need air. More than I ever knew it was possible to. You make me complete, Star. You are everything. Please say you’ll be mine.” His voice is choked, the emotion pouring off him in a way that, when I first met him, seemed impossible. Gone is the coldness, replaced with a fire that will consume me.

“I was already yours, Chase,” I tell him, and his smile is brighter than the sun as he takes my left hand and slides the ring onto my finger. He too presses his lips to my hand, then turns me to face Blade.

In his box, a yellow gold ring shines, another diamond set in it.

“You were mine the moment you were born, Goldilocks, so I’m not asking. I’m telling you that we will spend the rest of our lives together so you can be the light in my darkness, the star in my sky.” He takes the ring, placing it on my finger like the asshole he is, not asking but possessing, and I fucking love it, tears pricking my eyes as I look down at the three bands which fit perfectly.

Blade doesn’t kiss my hand like the others, he gets to his feet, grasping the front of my throat, and pulls me to him, slamming his lips on mine.

“Mine,” he growls against my mouth, consuming me with his kiss so that I can’t think, feel, or do anything other than let him in.

I whimper as hands unzip my hoodie from behind, taking it off my arms and then reaching for my tank top. Blade breaks away enough for that to be stripped off me, leaving me naked from the waist up, because life is too short to wear fucking bras.

“Fuck, I love your tits,” he rumbles, dipping down and sucking one nipple into his mouth.

My lips part on a moan, hands taking off my shoes and tugging down my leggings and panties until I’m naked in front of them. Blade steps to one side, his hand still wrapped around my throat, Thorn kneeling in front of me as a hot, naked body presses against my back.

“This pussy is perfection,” Thorn whispers against my mound, and I shiver, crying out a moment later when he licks a stripe up my centre. “And all ours.”

One hand comes to grip his head, which is still covered in a short fuzz, given the fact that mine has only just started to grow back. They insist on shaving theirs until mine grows back fully.

“Such a beautiful, desperate sister for your brothers,” Chase coos in my ear, making me moan loudly and thrust my hips into Thorn’s face. “I’ve been waiting to feel you wrapped around me for weeks, Star. So I’m going to fuck you like this while Thorn sucks that pretty little clit and Blade worships those gorgeous tits.”

I feel him nudge my entrance, one of his hands on my hip, the other helping to guide him inside my already dripping pussy. The stretch is exquisite, and I gasp his name as he keeps pushing until he’s fully inside me, as much as this position allows anyway.

“Fuck, bro, she’s so wet already,” Thorn comments, using his tongue on my sensitive clit and making me even wetter.

“That’s because she’s our good little sister, aren’t you, Goldilocks?” Blade questions, his grip around my throat tightening as he looks into my eyes. I nod, watching as he gives me a sexy smile before flicking his tongue out over my nipple.

“She likes that,” Chase rasps, pulling out before thrusting back inside me, hard. “She’s so fucking tight around me. Shit, baby.”

His control seems to snap, and I love it when Chase loses it like this. I love being the cause of him becoming wild. He fucks me hard and fast, Thorn sucking and playing with my clit with his tongue while Blade toys, bites, and drives me wild.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come…” I gasp out, feeling the storm swirling inside me building, like a hurricane that won’t stop until it’s decimated everything in its path.

“Come for your brothers then, Star,” Chase orders in a husky voice, pounding into me even harder. “Coat my dick so everyone knows who I belong to.”

His words are my undoing, and I scream as I squirt all over Thorn’s face. He moans, deep and low, and he keeps licking me, swallowing my release and prolonging the most intense orgasm I think I’ve ever had.

It’s like my body is no longer on this earth. I’ve been catapulted into the stratosphere and am now among the stars, blinded with pleasure. Chase thrusts deep, groaning behind me as he buries himself inside of me and spills his release.

“Such a good fucking girl for us,” Blade praises as I sag into their grips, letting them support me as I pant and try to come back down to earth.

Thorn finally stops his exquisite torture, sitting back on his heels, his lips, face, and the front part of his shirt glistening. He gets up, placing a kiss on my lips, and he strips as he strides towards a huge bed that I’d missed in my first perusal of the space. He lies down, looking back at me with his usual shit-eating grin and crooks his finger in a come-hither motion.

Chase pulls out of me, our combined releases sliding down my legs as Blade picks me up and carries me over to the bed, placing me on it.

“Straddle me, pretty stepsis,” Thorn commands, and on wobbling legs, I do as he instructs. “Good girl, now line me up with that cunt dripping with my brother’s cum.”

Fuck me, this man and his mouth.

With a trembling hand, I reach between us, putting him at my entrance and then slowly sinking down. I feel every one of his delicious piercings, my eyes rolling in my head as they find all the sensitive spots inside me.

“Goddamn, baby. You always feel so fucking good,” Thorn moans, his hands grasping my hips as he thrusts upwards the last few inches, and I cry out.

“Thorn!” It just feels so good, the way he stretches me even after his brother has fucked me good and hard.

“Ride me like I’m yours, Moonbeam,” he instructs, using his grip on my hips to guide my movements. “Then Blade is gonna fill up that tight little asshole of yours and we will fuck you until you can’t remember your own name.”

My breath hitches as the bed dips behind me, hands landing on my waist and squeezing. “He’s right, Goldilocks. You won’t be able to walk by the time we’re done, and then we’ll do it all over again until you’re so full of us it spills out of every hole.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


“BEG” BY GONEDARK

THORN

Goddamn this woman.

I can’t take my eyes off her as she rides me, her slick pussy gripping me so good it’s taking all my energy not to shoot my load right fucking now.

A gasp falls past her lips when Blade pushes her down onto my chest, and feeling her sweat-slicked body rubbing up against mine while I’m balls deep inside her is the purest heaven.

“Fuuuuck,” she hisses as Blade starts to push inside her sweet asshole, and fuck me, I agree, a snarl escaping as she becomes tighter with his dick stretching her too.

“That’s it, baby. Take all of me inside this peachy fucking ass,” Blade rumbles, which only makes her clench tighter. She’s a sucker for praise, and when she reacts like this, we all crave to give it to her.

“You’re doing so well, pretty stepsis. Taking both your brother’s dicks,” I coo, and she makes this sound that shoots straight to my balls.

The bed dips beside us as Chase gets on, and I look at him through hooded eyes as he leans over and reaches a hand between us, finding her clit and playing with it.

“Shit, Chase!” she gasps, wriggling on top of me, tightening around me as Blade thrusts all the way in.

“Breathe, baby,” Blade instructs as she pants. “That’s it, good girl.”

I clench my jaw, needing to focus on anything else or I might just blow.

“Please, please move,” she moans after a few moments, her hips wiggling.

“As you beg so prettily,” Blade purrs, and I can feel him withdraw before he slams back inside her, leaving the three of us crying out.

“Shit, that feels so fucking good,” I rasp, pulling out as Blade is deep inside her, both of us finding a rhythm that never leaves her empty.

She’s like a fucking fountain, dripping all over me, making the most delicious noises that tell me it’s one long orgasm for her as her pussy convulses around us.

“That’s it, gorgeous, come all over my brothers,” Chase demands, and I pick up speed, thrusting hard and deep as I chase my own orgasm.

“Fuuuuccck!” I shout as my pleasure explodes out of me, filling her up and making her even wetter.

“Thorn!” she screams, her nails digging into my skin as she grips me tightly.

I hold still inside her, Blade fucking her hard and fast now that I’ve stopped moving. His movements prolong my own orgasm, and I swear I see fucking stars by the time he stills, roaring as he pours his release inside her.

We all panting and breathing hard as the pleasure fills us up. After a few moments, Blade pulls out, leaving Luna and I groaning as he slumps next to us on the bed. Luna falls down on me, and I peek at her, her eyes closed as her body grows heavy.

“I think we wore her out,” I whisper, wrapping my arms around her, uncaring that we’re both covered in all kinds of bodily fluids.

“I think you’re right.” Chase chuckles, leaning down and pulling a blanket over us as Luna remains silent, her breathing steady as she sleeps on top of me. “Let her sleep and we’ll clean up in a bit.”

The observatory dome creaks as it rotates, ancient gears protesting the movement. Stars emerge as the opening aligns, pinpricks of light in endless darkness. They feel full of hope, full of the endless possibilities that our lives now have. This moment stretches, elastic and precious, as if time itself knows to be gentle with gifts like these. Knows that only a few weeks ago we weren’t sure if Luna would be home in time for her birthday.

And I, for one, will never again take these moments for granted. They are beyond sacred, more than just what they seem, and they are all ours.
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The next couple of weeks pass by in complete bliss. We don’t hear much about what’s happening with Dad and Banks Industries, so we choose to ignore it and focus on Luna and her recovery. She gains more energy with each passing day, laughing and smiling and filling our lives with a sunlight we didn’t know was missing.

One morning, we’re just finishing breakfast when Chase switches on the TV. It’s the news, and I freeze, my heart thudding loudly inside my chest as my father, cuffed and being escorted by two officers, is led away from a courthouse.

“Richard Banks was denied bail due to flight risk concerns…” the news anchor says as we watch him bundled into the back of a truck. She then goes on to talk about the Banks Industries federal investigation, and I discover that it wasn’t just Luna who was targeted. Apparently there are several individuals who are demanding recompense for what our Dad did. Bile rises in my throat at the thought, the fact that he abused his position so horrifically. Put so many lives in danger. “Black Knight Corp has been brought in by federal authorities to manage the company during investigation...”

My gaze snaps to Chase, who looks unsurprised.

“You knew.” It’s not a question, and he gives me a sharp nod.

“I’ve been keeping up to date with the case, our lawyers informing me of the situation,” he tells me, his gaze sliding to Luna, whose eyes are fixed on the screen. There are two spots of red on her cheeks, telling me she’s pissed, but her shoulders are down like she’s relaxed, a sense of relief filling me at the fact that she’s no longer in danger. “I didn’t want to worry you all, so I just monitored it. I’m sorry if that was wrong.”

Luna turns to him, blinking but already shaking her head. “No, Chase love. It wasn’t wrong. Thank you for taking it on, but you shouldn’t have had to shoulder it alone. We’re here to help carry any burdens. We’re a family.”

I watch my once cold brother melt, his hand cupping her cheek as he does so often, his eyes focused on her.

“Love?” he whispers, and I hold my breath, waiting to hear what she replies.

Her lips pull up into a soft smile. “Yes, love.”

“I like it,” he tells her, leaning in and pressing a kiss to her lips. “And in the interest of sharing the load, Black Knight Corp will be here soon to discuss the future of Banks Industries.”

“Could have given us more notice, asshole,” Blade grumbles from the other side of Luna just as the doorbell rings.

Chase has the grace to look sheepish as he releases Luna, and Blade punches his arm as he walks past. Serves him right for keeping this from us, though in some ways, I agree with him. It was nice to escape the world these past weeks.

We hear voices, then footsteps as Chase leads several people back into the kitchen, where we are seated around the table. Luckily there are extra chairs, because it seems like the whole board of Black Knight Corp is here.

In the lead is a woman with brunette hair, maybe in her mid to late twenties, and my eyes snag on her rounded stomach. She looks pregnant, and by the way the large guy with blond hair in a bun hovers behind her, I’m guessing she is, but fuck asking just in case.

Three more guys come in after them. One with jet black hair and tattoos all the way up to his jaw. Another with messy auburn hair and green eyes not a dissimilar color to ours, but with a mischievous look to them. And the final guy has brown hair, glasses, and is carrying a laptop that reminds me so much of my brother that I huff a chuckle.

“Good morning,” the woman says in a British accent, her gaze finding each of ours but settling on Luna. “I’m Lilly Knight, and these are my husbands and business partners.”

I watch Luna’s eyes widen, a smile forming on her lips as Lilly’s words register. Husbands as in plural. Now there’s an idea. I know we all pledged ourselves to Moonbeam, but an official ceremony might have to go on Chase’s to-do list. “Mind if I sit?”

“Oh, of course!” Luna says, going to stand, but Lilly waves her off, sitting down with a sigh of relief. “Pregnancy number three, and I swear it doesn’t get easier. Only one more, then I’m done.”

Luna’s brows scrunch in the cutest way. “Why one more?”

Lilly smiles. “Gotta keep it fair, am I right?” She gives Luna a wink, whose eyes go even wider as she glances around the four imposing guys, then she laughs.

“Imagine if they were brothers. I swear, keeping things equal with these three is a full-time job.” Both women laugh, the guys and I all smile like the assholes we are. She’s not wrong, though we always make sure our pretty stepsis enjoys our rivalry.

“I knew that we would get on,” Lilly says as the one with glasses sits down next to her, the massive guy with blond hair standing behind her as the dark-haired one takes a seat. The redhead looks around the kitchen, his body flexing like he wants to go exploring. I get that energy, finding it difficult to sit still myself, hence standing by the countertop. “Right, introductions first. This here next to me is Kai. The viking is Jax, Mr dark and broody is Ash, and the one who’s twitching is Loki.”

The guys all give us nods, looking at Lilly with indulgent smiles like they’re used to her style of intro.

“Hello.” Luna waves, then her cheeks flush, which is just too fucking adorable. “I’m Luna. Next to me is Blade, Chase let you in but I guess you might know him already, and the one by the counter is Thorn.”

Lilly gives us a head dip, then takes a breath. “I don’t believe in beating around the bush. The Banks Industries will survive, but it needs to be completely rebuilt ethically, and we think you are the guys to do that.”

My eyebrows raise. I expected them to want us to give up our shares and distance ourselves given the connection with our father.

“Your names still carry weight in the industry, but we want to make sure it’s for the right reasons,” Jax rumbles, his voice even deeper than Blade’s.

“We’re also establishing a victim compensation fund. Luna’s case will be the template and we’d like her input and involvement, if that’s something you’d like, Luna?” Ash states, his gaze intense on Moonbeam. I like that they’re involving her, making her feel a part of this too.

“Um, well, sure. I’d like to help if I can,” Luna says, and Blade pulls her onto his lap. She doesn’t even try to tell him off, just snuggles into him and allows him to give her comfort.

“Provided her health allows, and she wants to go to college, so we’d need to account for that,” Chase states, coming to a seat across from Lilly.

“Also, any cooperation with the federal investigation would be voluntary, but helpful,” Kai adds, opening up his laptop. “I know it must be difficult, going against family, but, well, sometimes doing the right thing is more important.”

“He’s not family,” I interject, all eyes looking at me. “Not anymore. Our family is right here.”

Lilly gives me a smile, her look full of understanding and agreement. “Sometimes the family we choose is more important than the blood in our veins.” She looks at each of us in turn. “We want to offer you something your father never did—a choice. You won’t be inheriting Banks Industries, but building something better from the ashes. Something that will help thousands of people.”

“And Black Knight Corp has an educational foundation,” Loki interjects from his place by the windows. He looks at Luna. “We’d be honored to sponsor your education, in whatever field you choose to go down. When you’re ready of course.”

Luna’s mouth parts, her eyes going a little glassy. “Thank you, that’s… Thank you.”

“It would be our pleasure and honor as Loki says,” Lilly replies softly. “Well, we’ll leave you to think about it. Kai will send Chase all the details of our offer, which includes you three finishing your degrees first. Think about it and let us know.”

She uses the table to push herself up, but Jax is by her side in an instant, helping her. The smile she gives him is one of pure love, so radiant that it feels like I’ve intruded on a private moment.

“Let’s get you home and resting,” he orders, and she rolls her eyes playfully at him.

“Not my first rodeo, big guy,” she tells him, but takes his arm as Chase gets up to lead them out. She turns back to us, looking each one of us in the eyes. “I really hope we see you all soon.”

Then they all head out, each of the guys giving us nods and saying goodbye until we’re left with just us again. I don’t know about the others, but my mind is racing. Chase returns before any of us have spoken a word.

“I like her,” Luna says, snuggling into Blade. “I like her a lot.”

“Me too, and the guys. They seemed solid,” I add, heading over to the table and taking a seat next to Moonbeam and Blade. “Do we have the full offer?”

Chase opens his laptop, which is pretty much always nearby, and he whistles. “Kai works even quicker than me. They are suggesting I finish my degree, specializing in ethical pharmaceutical consulting, and continue that role within Banks Industries when I graduate, but also work with them as an intern and board member while I’m studying.” His eyes race across the screen as he reads. “They’re offering Blade a research fellowship at Dana-Farber, with Black Knight Corp funding. And Thorn, they suggest you head up an expanding music therapy program for cancer patients, again paid for in its entirety by Black Knight Corp.”

We’re silent for several long moments, just absorbing the information. It’s…Fuck, it’s a lot.

“Would we have to move?” Luna asks, and I glance at her, seeing the furrow in her brows. “Dana-Farber is quite a commute.”

Blade pulls her even tighter to him. “We could move closer, but we’re not splitting up, baby. I’ll commute if I need to, but I’m coming home to you every night.”

“Ditto,” I agree, and she takes in a deep inhale, giving me a nod.

“Well, then I think you should all go for it. It’s an amazing opportunity, and one not likely to come around twice.”

“Okay, so we’re doing this then? All of it? Helping with the investigation as well?” Chase questions, looking at each of us in turn.

“He made his bed, he can rot in it,” Blade states, his voice cold and unyielding.

“Think he’ll go to prison?” I ask, my stomach churning a little. I agree with Blade, he put the love of my life at risk, and by the sounds of it, countless others too. He’s still my dad though, still one half of me, and I’m not sure how to marry the two opposing feelings.

“I think he already has. He chose isolation over family,” Luna says, a sadness to her tone, and it just makes me love her all the more.

“We chose differently.” Blade places a kiss on Luna’s head, and the sadness from moments ago dissipates.

“We chose each other,” Chase points out, and he’s right. We chose this family of ours, and it’s all the stronger for it.


EPILOGUE


SIX MONTHS LATER…

“LOVE CHANGES EVERYTHING” BY RUELLE

LUNA

“Well, Luna, I have your latest scan results here,” Dr. Harrison tells me, sitting at the kitchen table at The Cottage. He’s been making home visits for the past six months, after the guys made sure he was no longer under any influence from Richard. Apparently he had no idea what their dad was doing, having been shown false documents stating that the treatment Richard was offering had passed all its tests and trials.

“And, Doc?” Thorn asks from next to me, practically bouncing in his seat. I can’t even be mad, I feel like I’m going to crawl out of my skin with anticipation.

“It’s remarkable how quickly you’ve responded to proper treatment, Luna,” Harrison says kindly, a twinkle in his eyes. “And I can now say, with all confidence, that you are officially in remission.”

A gasp falls from my mouth as Thorn whoops loudly, leaping to his feet. He pulls me up into a hug as tears fill my eyes, happiness bubbling up inside me.

“Fuck,” Blade hisses from behind me, stealing me from Thorn. His eyes are glistening, making the dark emerald color shine. “Fuck, baby. You did it.”

I laugh as he pulls me into his large arms, his entire body trembling as he holds me tightly.

“We did it, Blade,” I whisper, pulling back just enough to look into his eyes once more. “I wouldn’t have made it without you guys.”

“And we wouldn’t have made it without you, Star,” Chase tells me from behind, Blade turning me so I’m facing his brother. “I’m so proud of you, baby.”

I step into Chase’s embrace, resting my head on his chest, feeling and hearing every thud of his heart. I realize that this is a sound I will hear for the rest of my life, and my eyes close as my body sags in relief.

“Well, we will keep with the check-ups, though they will become less frequent. I’ll email all the details and let you get on with your celebrations. Congratulations, Luna.” Dr. Harrison beams at me, Thorn and then Blade shaking his hand vigorously as Chase continues to hold me.

“Thank you, Doctor,” I reply, in no rush to move, so he gives me a nod, then follows Blade who shows him out.

“What do you want to do to celebrate, Star?” Chase murmurs, his arms still wrapped firmly around me.

I take a deep inhale of his warm cinnamon scent, breathing him into me deeply. My lips part as a warmth at my back encases me.

“I can think of something that we could do,” Blade’s deep voice rumbles over my skin, and my heartbeat fills my ears as my breath quickens.

“Orgasms to celebrate being alive, perfect idea, brother,” Thorn states as he strides into the room, already taking off his shirt and revealing all the beautiful ink that covers his body.

My eyes widen as I spot a new piece, right over his heart. It’s a moon, in a beautiful purple and blue galaxy sky, stars around it.

“When did you get that?” I ask, pulling out from between Blade and Chase and stepping towards Thorn. The ink looks pretty fresh, raised and a bit red around the edges.

“Yesterday,” he tells me with a smirk, then nods behind me.

I twirl, finding Chase and Blade also now shirtless and both sporting the same tattoo, right over their hearts in a space I hadn’t noticed was empty. It’s the only spot of color in their black ink.

“You all got one?” A lump forms in my throat at the gesture.

“Yes, over the past few days,” Chase tells me, prowling towards me. “You already own our hearts and souls, Star. This is just so everyone else knows it too.”

Heat radiates through my chest at his words, at the love that they show me every single day.

“Now, pretty stepsis. You are wearing far too much for this celebration,” Thorn purrs in my ear, his hands going to the bottom of my loose dress and pulling it up and off me.

“Goddamn, Goldilocks,” Blade rasps as my body is revealed to them all. I’m once again not wearing a bra—I hate them and the guys prefer me not to anyway—so I’m just in a pair of plain cotton panties, nothing special. “Something about those innocent-looking panties makes me so fucking hard.”

“Ditto,” Thorn agrees in a low hum, the heat from his body pressing into my back and sending shivers cascading all across my nerve endings. “Now, I don’t believe we’ve properly christened our table, plus, every celebration deserves a cake…”

My brows dip as Chase’s smirk turns wicked. He steps closer to me, picking me up and seating me on the edge of the table as Blade walks towards the fridge, pulling out a box. Chase distracts me by kissing along the column of my throat, pleasure making my nerve endings tingle and my nipples pebble.

“Congratulations, Goldilocks,” Blade states as he sets the box next to me, opening the lid, and my eyes widen.

Inside is a beautiful cake, with the phrase ‘Happy Remission, Star’ in scrolling cursive.

“How did you know?” I ask, looking up at Chase, who just gives me a shit-eating grin.

“We guessed,” he says. I raise a brow at him, and he huffs a laugh. “Fine, I saw the results yesterday, but wanted you to hear them from Dr. Harrison.”

I probably should be mad, but I laugh, accepting that it’s just Chase being Chase. He dips a finger into the buttercream on the top, taking a blob and then bringing it up to my lips.

“Forgive me?”

“Always,” I whisper, opening my lips and wrapping them around the digit. Sweet, sugary vanilla fills my mouth, and I hum with how nice it tastes.

“Lie back, Goldilocks,” Blade commands once I’ve licked Chase’s finger clean, and I immediately obey. It’s his Papa Bear tone, which I know to follow if I want orgasms and not edging. “Good girl.” A gasp leaves my parted lips when he brings some of the buttercream to my nipple and swipes it on, then uses his tongue to lick it off. “Fucking delicious.”

“My turn,” Chase states, wiping some on my other nipple and doing the same as Blade, licking it off with his tongue. My back arches off the tabletop, a moan leaving my mouth at the slow tease.

They repeat the move, then I feel someone tugging my panties down my thighs, forcing me to lift my hips for them to come off. I look down to find Thorn grinning up at me before he brings my underwear to his nose, taking a deep inhale and sighing. “Love the smell of you, pretty stepsis.” He pockets my panties in his jeans, then dips his hand into the box, bringing out several fingers covered in the buttercream. “Open those beautiful thighs for your brother.”

I shiver, doing as requested and opening my legs so I’m fully exposed to him.

“Such a pretty pussy,” Chase praises, and my entire body lights up at his words. The hair all over my body has started to grow back, but I keep my pussy bare, just for them because they enjoy it so much. Who am I kidding? The pain of the wax is nothing when I think of watching their dicks entering me, the view unhindered.

“That it is, brother,” Thorn agrees, swiping his buttercream-covered fingers all over my lower lips. “And I couldn’t resist combining my two favorite tastes.”

His head lowers, his tongue darting out and swiping a line through my now frosting-covered pussy. A moan falls from my lips, my back arching once more as my nails scrape against the wood. God, I love his tongue, all of their tongues.

I lose myself as Thorn feasts, his groans of appreciation building me higher and stars fill my eyes.

“It’s not fair that you’re not enjoying your cake too, Star,” Chase states, and I open my eyes to look at him just as he smears frosting all over his hard shaft. “Open up, baby.”

My lips part before he’s even finished the command, and we both moan as I lick up his dick, sucking the head into my mouth and playing with his piercing.

“Fuck, you look pretty with my brother’s cock in your mouth, Goldie,” Blade murmurs from the other side of me, and I pop off Chase to find him naked, his hard dick gripped in his hand.

Thorn takes that moment to remind me of his presence by sucking my clit hard while slamming two fingers inside me. I scream as I come, my head thrown back, my entire body going rigid as waves of euphoria wash over me. Thorn’s arm clamps around my hips, holding me in place as he keeps sucking and finger fucking me, prolonging my pleasure until tears leak from my eyes.

“Please,” I beg, using my hands to push at his head, the pleasure almost painful as it consumes me.

“You beg so prettily, Star,” Chase coos, leaning down and kissing my lips. “Thorn, stop so we can move her.”

Thorn does as his brother orders, pulling away and licking his lips, his eyes hooded and his chin glistening with streaks of my cum and buttercream. I’m limp, but still, Blade and Chase manage to turn me so I’m lying across the table, my head cushioned but hanging off one end, my legs the other.

“Open up, Goldilocks,” Blade rumbles, and I do as he says, inhaling when I feel Chase thrust his dick inside my pussy at the same time Blade pushes his between my lips. “That’s it, baby. Take all of us.”

I fight my gag reflex as he goes deeper, his hand wrapping around my throat and squeezing when he enters it. My hands grip his thighs, my nails digging into his skin.

“Fuck, look at the way your dick bulges in her throat,” Thorn rasps, the table moving, but I can’t see what’s going on as Blade is blocking my view with his balls. I feel Thorn climb on top of me, Chase and Blade holding themselves deep inside me as Thorn shuffles until his knees are either side of my chest. “I’m gonna fuck these beautiful tits while my brothers fuck your holes, pretty stepsis.”

I moan, the sound muffled by Blade’s shaft, which is still buried down my throat. We’ve done this before, so I know to breathe through my nose, and to be honest, I love the slight restriction. Chase starts to pull out, clearly tired of waiting, and then thrusts back inside me, his hands grasping my hips to stop me from moving too much.

Blade chuckles as he goes a little deeper into my throat, then he slowly pulls out, giving me a moment to breathe properly before he sinks back inside my mouth. I use my tongue to massage him as he does, the deep sounds of satisfaction sending shivers all across me.

“These tits, Moonbeam,” Thorn moans as he swipes what I’m suspecting is frosting across them and between them, then pushes them together, his dick sandwiched in the gap. “Fuck, that feels amazing.”

They create a rhythm of pushing and pulling, filling me up then leaving me empty only to do it again. Thorn curses and praises me in equal measure as he fucks my tits, his fingers playing with my nipples, sending jolts of electricity down to my core.

“Can’t wait to spend the rest of my life fucking you, Star,” Chase grits out, his grip becoming punishing as he fucks me even harder. “Gonna fill you up every day.”

“Amen, brother,” Blade rasps, cursing when one of my hands leaves his thighs and massages his balls. “Fuck.”

He loses it, fucking my throat hard and fast until I feel him go rock-solid just before he comes down my throat. I swallow it all greedily, barely breathing, and his brothers continue to chase their own pleasure all the while building me higher and higher.

Thorn is next, coming with a deep groan and covering my tits and chest with his cum just as Blade pulls out of my mouth and leaves me gasping. I open bleary eyes to find Thorn slumped over, his chest glistening and his dick indeed covered in frosting and cum.

“You’re coming with me, Star,” Chase snarls, one of his hands leaving my hip as Thorn climbs off me so I can finally see Chase. He looks almost feral, his inked skin covered in sweat and shining in the sunlight, the gold in his green eyes almost hidden by his blown pupils. “Now!”

He smacks my oversensitive clit, and I go supernova. My scream is silent as my body is filled with blinding light, pleasure obliterating all that I am. I hear his growl of approval as he climaxes, sinking deep inside me and filling me up with his cum, just as he promised.

But I’m still lost to my own release to register much else. It’s overwhelming in the best sense, and I’m boneless, weightless when I finally start to come down. My eyes flutter open, finding Blade and Thorn smiling down at me, cheeks flushed and looking like the sex gods they clearly are.

“I love you all, so much,” I tell them, my voice all kinds of raspy given the fucking my throat just took.

Both their faces soften, their smiles blinding.

“I love you too, Goldilocks,” Blade replies, leaning down and pressing a sweet kiss to my no doubt swollen lips.

“Love you so fucking much, Moonbeam,” Thorn states, taking Blade’s place as soon as his brother straightens up. His kiss is deeper, leaving me even more breathless.

He pulls back, both of them helping me to sit up as Chase leaves my body. “Love you beyond the moon, Star.” Chase pulls me into his arms, his lips finding mine and uncaring that his brothers just kissed me, or that Blade came inside my mouth. He just kisses me like he needs it to stay alive.

And I kiss him back the same, because I do need them in order to live. I need them so much that sometimes it scares me, but then they are there, to catch me and show me that together we are able to take on the world. Beat anything.

My heart beats for them, and theirs for me, and though the world keeps turning, the sun rising and setting, we have all that we need right here.

The End xxx

If you’re not quite ready to let Luna and her triplets go, hit this link to download the bonus epilogue which happens a year later.


AUTHOR’S NOTE


As I mentioned in the forward, this book was one that allowed me to vent and explored my feelings about living with a chronic illness. For those that follow me and subscribe to my newsletters you might know this but for those who are new readers, I was diagnosed with CFS (Chronic Fatigue Syndrome) back when I was 17.

I can’t tell you how that felt, to be barely a teenager and be told that you need a routine, that this is something you will have for the rest of your life and that some people have been left bed bound by it.

Also that there was no real treatment plan for it, and when I turned 18 I was no longer under the care of Great Ormond Street Hospital and told well, that was that. No further options were offered, and so I just managed.

There were ups and downs, especially with having three children, but I managed, kept on keeping on.

Then, in February 2024 my fatigue took a nosedive and I couldn’t work out what was wrong. I’d been dealing with fatigue for years, my whole life, and yet this was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I was exhausted.

My lovely friend Sara told me about a function doctor and so I went to see her, and after some tests and consultation we discovered I had Hypermobility and Ehlers-Danlos syndromes (EDS), both of which cause a great deal of fatigue. My body is running a marathon doing basic tasks. And I was in an acute active phase of EBV, or Epstein-Barr virus. Again, something that causes extreme fatigue.

None of these conditions will go away, they can be managed and symptoms can ease, but like the CFS they’re with me for the rest of my life.

Then in the midst of this I started to get symptoms of Perimenopause. At 38. My mum went through early menopause so I understand, and again, the fatigue increased.

2024 was a brutal year for me. A year or relearning my boundaries, my capabilities. A year of coming to terms with what felt like more restrictions (something I feel will be a challenge for the rest of my life).

So, I decided 2025 my word for the year would be Emerge and this is part of that. Of accepting that sometimes emerging takes time. That it’s a process and there may be setbacks. That sometimes staying still, resting is the best way to move forward.

Gosh, I didn’t realise I needed to get all that off my chest, and if you’re still reading, thank you.

Writing for me has become a way of not only emerging but exploring things that have happened to me, or themes that I resonate with, often on a very personal level.

So thank you for joining me on this wild ride.

I want to leave you with my favourite affirmation, one I say to myself often:

You are wildly capable of amazing things.

Rosa xxx
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NOW WE'LL BATTLE DEATH ITSELE TO KEEP HER
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