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Chapter One


Landry

What have I done?

Disgust at my naivety has my stomach churning. It’s the fear, though, that has every muscle tight with tension and every hair on my body standing on end.

I did this.

To myself. To us.

Della.

I try to glean a sense of what I’m in for, scanning his bedroom for clues. It’s too normal for this situation. His bed is unmade from the morning before and clothes are scattered all over the floor. There’s a picture of him and his brothers framed and sitting on his desk. Nothing says that he’s a kidnapper…or worse.

A sob of horror tries to make its escape, but Scout’s hand is clamped almost painfully over my mouth. His arm around me is powerful and unyielding.

I’m trapped.

Walked right into the one he set for me.

Now I’m all alone with Scout. In his bedroom.

Flashes of the bathroom at school assault my mind. Any pleasure I thought I got from it is erased in an instant. Whatever pain he inflicts on me this time will be worse because I won’t enjoy one second of it. On Friday, when it happened, I cared about him. Thought he was sick. Craved his touch and attention. Needed the promise of safety he offered.

What a joke.

And I’m a damn fool for falling for it.

“You won’t scream,” Scout says, voice cold and sharp like an icicle, piercing its way into my heart. “Because if you do, I’ll tape your pretty mouth shut. Plus, you don’t want to upset your little sister.”

I gag and tears flood my eyes. Though the urge to scream and hope someone will hear is high on my list of wants, I know that I won’t. Not if it means risking Della’s safety. I got her into this mess and I’m going to have to get her out of it.

“Are you going to scream?” He takes some of the pressure off my mouth and nuzzles his nose against my hair, hot breath tickling my ear. “Hmm?”

I manage to shake my head, almost imperceptibly.

“Good girl,” he praises.

Slowly, he releases his hold on me. My legs are trembling so badly, they buckle. He grabs on to my biceps, keeping me from collapsing completely.

“W-what are you going t-to do to me?” I demand, voice hoarse with tears. “What d-do you w-want from me?”

His thumbs massage into my skin. I want to squirm out of his grip but I’m too terrified to move. He doesn’t answer my questions.

“Where’s Della, you freak?”

“She’s fine. All things considered.”

“I will kill you if you hurt her,” I threaten. Panic swells up inside me. “Do you hear me?”

“No one’s hurting the kid.” He winks like that’s supposed to convince me. “Did you carry her the whole way?” Scout asks in a velvety tone that seduces me into a false sense of security. “No wonder you can barely stand on your own two feet.”

My knees wobble again. His fingers bite into my flesh so I don’t fall. If I can’t stand, how in the hell do I expect to somehow grab my sister and run? I’m in way over my head. So over my head, I’m drowning.

Someone pounds on the door behind us and I shriek.

“Scout,” a deep voice growls. “Open this door.”

“No can do, Sparrow,” Scout calls out, grinning at me. “Me and the lady are having a discussion.”

Sparrow. I had sex with Sparrow in his car. Chevy.

“Chevy, please,” I croak out, begging the other man to help me.

Scout shakes his head at me. Sparrow slams another fist on the door making me jump.

“Open the goddamn door. I won’t ask twice,” Sparrow warns.

“Or what?” Scout taunts. “You’ll huff and you’ll puff and then blow the door in?” He laughs. “This door is solid. You’re not getting through.”

Sparrow slams another fist against the wood. “Fuck!”

His heavy footsteps thud away, leaving me alone with this crazy person.

“I can’t…I can’t…” I try to suck in air, clawing at my throat and wondering why I can’t breathe.

The room spins and darkens. With each unsuccessful attempt to bring air into my lungs, I grow dizzier and more lightheaded than before.

Help me. Somebody help me.

Tears continue to stream down my cheeks, but air is still difficult to obtain. A blanket of inky darkness covers my line of vision, blinding me to everything. My feet move but not on my own accord. He’s picking me up, I think. The world goes completely black and soundless.

Everything blurs into focus again, though I’m unsure how long I was unaware and out. I’m now on a bed that smells smoky, like I’m lying atop the devil’s favorite blanket. Cool air kisses my thighs, jump-starting my heart.

“W-what are you d-doing?” I croak out, frantic eyes meeting his.

“Undressing you.”

“N-no!”

“That word doesn’t work here.” He flashes me a sinister grin before divesting me of my jeans completely. “Remember, you promised not to scream.”

He goes for my panties next. I may have promised not to scream, but I didn’t say anything about not fighting. With as much force as I can manage, I kick at him, hitting him in the center of his chest. If I hurt him, he doesn’t flinch. Only smiles. Creepy and indicative of what’s to come.

“The more you struggle, the more I enjoy this.”

I shouldn’t give him what he wants, but I also can’t sit still while he strips me. I’m able to claw his face pretty good, earning a vicious snarl. That’s it. Too easily, he rips away the last of my clothing, leaving me naked and exposed.

“You can walk or I can carry you. Your choice,” he rumbles, nearly black eyes boring into me. “Decide or I’m going to decide for you.”

Sparrow must be back because the pounding on the door continues. Scout acts as though he doesn’t hear it.

“Make your choice,” Scout murmurs. “Three, two…”

I don’t know where he expects me to go but I’d rather walk naked than have him carry me. Shakily, I sit up as he counts to one and scoot to the end of the bed. It’s a futile attempt, but I try to cover my breasts with my arm and between my thighs with my other hand. It leaves my ass on display, but that’s better than nothing.

His starved gaze sweeps over my flesh and he smirks at my hand covering my pussy. “Walk. Into the bathroom.”

I’m not eager about having him at my back, but I don’t have any other option. Turning from him, I wobble on my way to the bathroom. Inside, the bathtub is filled with bubbles, smelling of lavender.

The pounding on his bedroom door is muffled now.

“What’s this?” I demand.

“You’re not sleeping in my bed smelling like a street rat.”

Sleeping in his bed?

Another fresh wave of panic hits my bloodstream.

“Get in.” He motions for the bath. “Now.”

I can’t move. My feet remain planted on the tile floor, sore and aching from my long trek. His warm palms on my hips, though, have me skittering from his touch. I nearly faceplant in my attempt to escape him. The second the hot water touches my sore foot, I cry out. Not from pain. It actually feels really good.

Sinking down into the hot water, I gladly hide beneath the suds to avoid his probing stare. I draw my knees to my chest, hugging them to me and rest my chin on top of them.

“Better?”

My eyes cut over to him and I glare at him. “Fuck you.”

His chuckle is deep and wicked. “Filthy mouth, filthy girl.”

Ignoring him, I try to make sense of my situation. How I got here. What will happen to me and Della. The events of tonight keep piling up.

Is Dad alive or did I kill him?

If he’s alive…

For a split second, I’m thankful we escaped him. I can pretend we’re at Ty’s, safe and protected, not in the lion’s den.

“Why are you doing this?” My voice comes out as a quaky whisper. “Why, Scout?”

“Because I can.” He prowls over to the tub and sits on the edge. “You’re my prize—our prize.”

He’s not making any sense, but now that he’s talking, I don’t want him to stop. I need answers. I need to figure out how in the hell I’m going to get out of here.

“I want my sister.”

“Your sister is sleeping. Don’t worry. She’s with the softy.”

These three men tricked me into a false sense of security, kissed me, were intimate with me, and I’m supposed to not worry. Right.

“I don’t understand,” I admit, my bottom lip trembling. “Why me? Why us?”

“You were a job, prickly princess.”

“A job.” My blood cools at his admission. “What exactly was your job?”

“A little bit of this. A little bit of that.”

“Seriously? These answers are pathetic,” I say with false bravado. “You’re pathetic.”

“Oooh, kitty has claws.”

I want to rip his eyeballs out.

“What am I to you now?” I demand instead.

“You’re ours. For a job well done.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, chasing more hot tears down my cheeks. The water soothes my sore feet and achy muscles, but it does nothing for the anxiety clawing at me and shredding my mind.

“We did you a favor,” he murmurs, his fingers tracing down over my spine.

Shuddering at his touch, I jerk away from him and move to the other side of the tub.

“A favor?” I demand in a shrill tone. “Are you insane?”

“So they say. Sully thinks it. Sparrow says it.”

“I want to talk to him,” I say, lifting my chin. “Sparrow.”

He studies me for a beat, gaze roaming over every tearstained inch of my cheeks before he settles it on my lips. “No.”

“Why not?” I shake my head in confusion. “You just said I was a prize for all of you.”

Sully and I kissed. Several times. He was so good with Della.

“I didn’t say not ever. But the answer is not now.” He cracks his neck and then stands, his dark-clothed body looming over me like a thundercloud. “It’s my turn. They’ll have theirs.”

He reaches behind his neck and tugs at his black shirt. Tattooed, muscled flesh on his abdomen is slowly revealed as he removes the material. The artwork painted on his skin is beautiful—he’s beautiful—but it’s nothing more than a trap to lure in his victims. His hand goes to the button of his black jeans.

“W-what are you doing?” I attempt to make myself as small as I can, pressing against the side of the tub. “Stay away from me.”

He ignores me, shoving his jeans down his thighs. Black boxer briefs are molded to his thick erection that strains against the material. He’s hard. For me. For this sick situation we’re in.

I want to run but my options are limited. I’m naked and outnumbered. Not to mention, my sister is here somewhere in this apartment. I need to think. Plot an escape. Running and fighting against any of them is pointless since they’re all much bigger and stronger than me.

This is going to take more than physical strength.

Think, Landry. Outsmart the monsters.

Hell, I had enough practice with Dad over the years. I’m a master at pretend. These men think they can keep me as some fucked-up prize. I’m no one’s prize, and neither is my sister.

He flings his boxers away. I keep my eyes focused on the edge of the tub. The bubbly water rises with each footstep and then dangerously reaches the top edge as he settles his weight into the water.

“Come closer,” he orders, like one would call a dog. “Now.”

I meet his stare, pouring every ounce of hatred I can into it. If my eyes were a weapon, he’d be slaughtered, burned to a crisp, shredded beyond recognition. His lips curl into a devilish grin. It’s not an amused one. More like he’s smiling at the idea of tearing my throat out with his teeth. Certain death.

Shivering under the chill of his attention, I hug my legs to me tighter. My attempt to ignore him doesn’t work because he grabs hold of me and drags me between his legs. I’m unable to resist as he physically pries my arms loose from my legs.

“Relax,” he murmurs against my ear. “Relax or I’ll be forced to make you.”

I’m not sure what that entails, but I’d rather have full control of myself. It takes several deep, ragged breaths until I manage to calm down enough to straighten out my legs. His chest is warm against my back and his cock is throbbing between us.

Is he going to make me have sex with him?

The thought of being forced into it nearly makes me nauseous. If I fight, it’ll hurt. If I scream, Della might get hurt. I’ll have to take it.

“You remind me a lot of her,” Scout murmurs, stroking my stomach beneath the water. “Not in looks or anything. It’s the fire in your eyes. I crave to snuff it out.”

Psychopath.

“They didn’t like Ash like I liked her. They weren’t obsessed.” He drags his fingers up, tracing beneath my breast. “You, on the other hand. You are very special, Landry.”

“So this is what you three do? Find some poor girl, trick her, and then share her?” I sneer at him. “You guys are royally fucked up.”

“We’ll have a family meeting soon to discuss your fate,” he assures me, his voice dipping a few octaves, “and then the fun can begin.”
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Chapter Two


Sully

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

I pace my bedroom, unable to tear my gaze from Della’s sleeping form buried under the comforter on my bed. She’s going to freak the fuck out when she wakes up, especially when her sister is nowhere to be found.

Fucking Scout.

I’m going to kill my brother. Sure, there have been times when I’ve wanted to beat the hell out of him, but tonight I actually want to get my hands around his throat and choke him.

That’s not going to happen.

Because Sparrow and I let him take her to his room. He’s in there doing God only knows what. We let him. We fucking let him.

Though, from the sounds of it, Sparrow quickly came to his senses because he’s been trying to beat down the damn door ever since. I’m kind of glad Della is deaf in this situation because she won’t hear anything that’s being said. And even though I didn’t stop Scout right away, because I wanted to protect Della from the scene, doesn’t mean I’m not going to.

Once I’m sure Della isn’t going to wake, I slip out of my room and make my way to Sparrow’s. He’s not in there and Scout’s door is closed. Landry hasn’t been screaming but that doesn’t mean anything. Knowing Scout, he probably gagged her.

Or knocked her out.

The thought of him hitting her ignites the blood in my veins making every inch of me fiery hot with fury. I nearly slam into Sparrow when he rounds the corner, a big-ass screwdriver in his fist. His nostrils flare and every vein in his neck bulges.

“Move,” he barks out. “I can’t believe he fucked everything up again.”

“No, he hasn’t already done it. He’s presently fucking everything up.” I rub my palm over my face. “We have to get in that door.”

Sparrow’s eyes darken. “I’m working on it.”

I follow him over to Scout’s door, listening for any sounds of terror. It’s quiet.

“What does he plan to do with her?” I ask, frowning as Sparrow jabs the flat end of the screwdriver into the doorjamb.

“Fuck if I know.” He grunts and his bicep flexes as he tries to jimmy the screwdriver in between the wood. “We have to get her out of there.”

“We can try, but have you met our brother? He doesn’t like when we take his things away from him.”

“He’ll get the fuck over it.”

“Accosting Landry is one thing, but man, we have a fucking kid asleep in my bedroom. Do you know how bad this is going to get?” I start pacing the floor in the hallway, popping my knuckles over and over. “This is worse than Ash. This is kidnapping a child plus whatever fucked-up shit he’s doing to Landry right now.”

“She’s not screaming.” Sparrow grunts. “I hope that means he hasn’t done anything stupid yet.”

“He better not be fucking her.” My stomach turns at that idea.

“I’ll kill him if he raped her. So help me, Sully.”

It’s too quiet. I think if he were hurting her, we’d hear it. Even if he was somehow getting her to have sex with him willingly, I think we’d hear something. Dread coils in my gut like a poisonous snake.

“The water was running,” Sparrow mutters. “I think he filled up the tub.”

The wood cracks and groans, but the door doesn’t open.

Unable to keep my cool any longer, I start banging on the wall beside the door, hard, so he knows I’m not fucking playing. “Let us in, asshole!”

“Give us fifteen minutes,” Scout calls out. “Then we’ll have a family meeting in the living room.”

“Scout,” I growl, the tone in my voice saying everything I don’t.

You better not hurt her.

His laughter resounds from beyond the door. “Don’t worry, guys. We’ll be out soon and then you can check with your very own eyes to make sure she’s unharmed.”

Even though he’s being a dick, I can tell he’s not lying. He hasn’t hurt her. Yet. With Scout, there’s always the promise of future danger.

“Make it five,” I snap. “We’re talking about this now.”

Scout will hurt her. It’s only a matter of time. We can’t let that happen. Not after everything she’s been through with her father.

Sparrow gets pissed and throws the screwdriver down the hallway. It pierces the sheetrock. He starts kicking the door as though that will work. It doesn’t. Eventually, he gets pissed and storms off. I follow him with a sigh, hoping Scout is honoring his word. But five minutes is all he gets before I let Sparrow start hacking at the wall to get in his room.

Several long minutes later, the sound of a door opening in the hallway has me stiffening. I can hear feet padding our way. First, Landry appears, her bare legs red from most likely a hot bath. She’s wearing one of Scout’s black T-shirts that nearly swallows her whole. Her eyes are bloodshot from crying and her golden-blond hair is wet at the ends. She hugs her middle, shying away from Scout as he approaches from behind in nothing but a pair of low-slung gray sweats.

“Sit,” Scout commands. “Either with me or with one of them. But you will sit.”

Her face burns crimson. I can’t tell if she’s terrified or pissed. Probably both. She glances at Sparrow, curls her lip up as though he disgusts her, and walks over to me.

“I want to see my sister. I need to see Della. Please.” Tears well in her red eyes and her bottom lip wobbles. “I’m so scared.”

My heart sinks. I want to punch Scout in the fucking mouth for this.

“She’s asleep in my bed,” I assure her. “I won’t let anything happen to her.”

Though she didn’t get the answer she wanted, she does find relief in it, giving me a curt nod. Then, she steps closer and shivers. On impulse, I draw her into my arms. She’s stiff but doesn’t resist. I sit down on the sofa, pulling her to my side, and then shoot Scout a questioning look.

Scout’s lips are quirked on one side. “I like her. She’s got a fighting spirit.”

“Fuck off, you monster,” she hisses under her breath.

Sparrow swings at Scout, nailing him across the jaw and sending him sprawling. Scout laughs like the madman he is and gets back to his feet.

“Look,” Scout says with an evil grin. “She has Sparrow going into alpha beast mode.”

I tighten my grip around her and shake my head in exasperation. “Shut the fuck up, man.”

“Isn’t this fun?” Scout asks, ignoring me altogether. “The three of us obsessing over the same woman like old times?”

“Landry—” Sparrow starts.

She cuts him off with a sharp wave of her hand. “Do not speak to me.”

Scout laughs, winking at me. “See? Fun.”

“My dad will come looking for me,” Landry threatens. “You don’t think he’s going to notice his daughter’s tutor is suddenly not showing up for work? He’ll trace Ford back to you three monsters and then here.”

“No,” Sparrow growls. “He won’t. At least, it won’t be easy for him. This apartment isn’t even in our name.”

She shudders in my arms.

“Your threats don’t work. We both know you don’t want Daddy to come save you, prickly princess.” Scout approaches us and sits down on her other side. “He’s the real villain here.”

She curls away from him, her fingers digging into my chest as if she can burrow herself inside me to escape my brother. He gives her thigh a squeeze that has her shuddering. Sparrow glowers at him like he’s going to do something, but everyone knows he won’t. He’s been unable to do anything thus far.

Which means she’s relying on me.

“She’s smart,” Scout says, as though he’s revealing some big secret to us. “She’s going to manipulate us and try to turn each of us against one another. But she has no idea the power of triplets, does she? We’ve been through a helluva lot and we’re still thick as thieves.”

I glower at him over her head, imploring him to move along with his little production. He basks in my annoyance for a beat longer before giving me a one-shouldered shrug.

“Her asshole father is going to be looking for her,” I remind him. “It won’t be long before he turns this entire city upside down.”

“Fuck,” Sparrow spits out. “He can’t get her back.”

“I’m not your problem,” Landry hisses. “Just a job, remember? Let us go. You won’t get into any trouble.”

Sparrow and I both flinch. Scout can’t keep his damn mouth shut.

“But I’ve already promised you a sleepover in my bed,” Scout reminds her.

“No,” Sparrow and I both bark out at once.

“I want to stay with Della,” Landry cries out. “Please.”

“No can do.” Scout shrugs. “And sorry, little bros, but you snooze, you lose. I called dibs first.”

For fuck’s sake. Why does he have to be such a tool?

“Please don’t make me go with him again,” Landry begs in a soft whisper only I can hear, burying her face against my chest. “Please, please, please.”

It makes me want to scoop her into my arms, carry her into my bedroom, and lock my brothers out forever. Which they won’t allow.

“It’ll be so entertaining,” Scout continues. “To see who snaps first. My bet is on Sparrow.”

Sparrow snaps all right. He starts for Scout, a murderous glint in his eyes, but is stopped by Landry’s voice.

“Della!”

The kid runs into the room, looks around confused, and then starts for me. She tugs on my shirt.

“So complicated,” Scout says in a deep voice as though he’s narrating. “The heroine wants to go with the princess, but the little princess wants the lion with the big heart to tuck her into bed.”

I grind my teeth together.

“You’re a dick,” Sparrow spits out.

“Sully,” Landry pleads.

“I’ll take care of Della,” I promise.

I can see it in her teary eyes. She knows being calm for Della is the best thing she can do right now.

“Is he going to hurt me?” Landry asks with a choked sob.

My chest tightens and my heart does a painful squeeze. “Honey—”

“He won’t hurt you,” Sparrow growls. “Will you?”

Scout shakes his head, an innocent smile on his face. “Never. I haven’t hurt her tonight and I had her pretty pussy naked and within reach. Didn’t I?”

“If she doesn’t want to be touched,” Sparrow hisses, “don’t touch her. Are we clear? And keep the door unlocked.”

Scout makes a motion of crossing his heart.

“You’re a psychopath,” she snaps. “I hate you.”

“Doesn’t change anything,” Scout says, rising to his feet. “Time for bed, Goldilocks.”

I run my palm over her back in what I hope is a reassuring manner. Based on her full-bodied shudder, I’d say she’s not at all reassured. It doesn’t matter. She’ll get there eventually.

We’ll make her get there. Because there’s no going back from this.

“I need to get Della to bed,” I murmur to her. “You’ve got this.”

I feel like an absolute dick, but what choice do we have right now? The last thing we need is a kid melting down on top of everything else.

Scout manhandles her until he has her locked in a bridal carry. She squirms and whimpers pitifully.

“If you force yourself on her,” Sparrow reminds him with a snarl. “It’ll be the last thing you do.”

Scout turns to face our brother and smirks. “Don’t worry. Everything I do to her, she’ll beg for.”
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Chapter Three


Landry

The fear Scout evokes within me begins to transform. One second, I’m terrified, and the next, I want to kill him. His melted-chocolate eyes pin me, a knowing gleam in them.

He sees the transformation.

It excites him.

This just pisses me off more. I put every ounce of hatred I can into my glare, chasing away the lingering tendrils of fear with fiery anger.

With my father, I had to dance around the monster, playing a delicate game of pretend because I needed to distract him to protect Della.

This monster—all three of them—are different than Dad. Though I’m outnumbered, I don’t feel outmatched. They have weaknesses and I’ll uncover them.

Scout reaches his bed and his expression goes blank. Unease prickles through me pressing deep into my flesh, tearing through muscle, and scraping bone. He places me down on his bed with surprising gentleness that has my blood running cold, apprehension like freezing rain.

He turns and limps over to the door, closes it, and turns the lock. A tremor of fear surfaces and I’m disappointed at how easily my bravado runs off now that I’m alone with him. I attempt to harness the anger, but with him flicking the light off and prowling my way, it’s impossible.

I’m in fight-or-flight mode.

“Sparrow said not to lock it,” I choke out, gesturing for the door. “What if Della needs me?”

He pauses for a moment and then surprisingly turns the lock. I wish it made me breathe easier but it doesn’t.

The light from the bathroom allows me to see his approaching form, but much of his face is shadowed. It’s not until he puts one knee on the edge of his bed and it creaks with his weight that I attempt to flee.

Too late.

His hand snares my ankle, squeezing until I can’t slip away, and he drags me back to the center of the bed. A whimper crawls its way out of my throat as he pins my body with his solid, much stronger one.

“You can’t get away, so stop trying.” His gravelly words are warm as they’re whispered on my face but chill me to the bone. “You’re ours now.”

Flight failed.

Time to fight.

Desperately digging deep inside me, I hunt for my earlier rage and use the burst of fiery heat to lash out at him. My fingernails score his cheek, enough to draw blood, but then his massive hand has my wrist pinned to the bed. And the other one.

Trapped beneath a monster.

Wouldn’t be the first time.

I spit at him, satisfied when he closes his eyes against the sudden assault. Blood dots the scrape marks and saliva splatters his face.

I hope he gets infected and dies.

His eyes reopen and I’m trapped now, beneath the weight of his suffocating stare. Beneath his hard gaze, there’s a darkness I don’t want to get close to, much less explore. And though I want to escape it, I’m being sucked in.

Into the void.

Reeled into a black hole.

I gasp for air, certain I’m going to asphyxiate from the toxicity of his evilness. Closing my eyes, I attempt to retreat. It’s worked before when faced with nightmares come to life.

“What did he do to you?”

His velvety-smooth voice nearly feels like a caress against my face. I’m startled by the question, and even more so by the genuine curiosity pulsating from his words.

“Who?” I croak out.

He rubs his nose along mine. “Your daddy.”

Being trapped in Scout’s unyielding hold, I feel exposed. Cut open and laid bare. The rawness of this moment stinks of rotten despair and memories that infect my entire being. There are things I don’t want to remember, much less share with someone else. Especially not him. My newest monster.

“Fuck off.”

His lips brush over mine, and for a split second, I consider tilting my head to encourage a kiss so he won’t probe around in the depths of my carefully concealed misery.

“This is much more than a pretty pussy for me,” he murmurs, punctuating his words with a sensual grind of his hips that has my body flaring to life. “Much more.”

I attempt to wriggle free of his grasp, but he rocks his hips and shifts until he’s successfully between my thighs. I’m bare beneath this T-shirt, so I can feel every steel inch of his aroused cock.

“Tell me, prickly princess,” he croons, slowly rotating his hips, “what did the bad dad do to make you not only run away, but steal his kid, too. Because he hit you?”

This is too much.

It’s one thing being Scout’s captive, but being forced to tell the horrors of my past feels like the ultimate torture.

“No,” I spit out. “You don’t get to know anything about me.”

“It’s awful, isn’t it? More than just smacking around his little girl.” His eyes narrow. “You’d rather fuck than tell me, hmm?”

Actually, yes.

I attempt to shut him up by lifting my head, seeking out his mouth. Distraction is what I’m good at. Distraction works to my advantage. My lips fuse to his and I kiss him in a violently needy way. Anything to shut him up and his line of thinking.

His teeth nip at my bottom lip and then he sucks on my tongue. All while slowly rocking his hips. If he weren’t a psychopath who tricked me, I’d almost say this was…hot.

But he is and it’s not.

He drags my wrists higher up the bed, above my head, and uses one hand to grasp them both. My chest heaves with nervous pants. Now that he’s freed up a hand, he slides it between us and skims it up beneath my shirt. His warm touch over my ribs shouldn’t feel exhilarating. I hate myself—and him—that it does.

“I’m not going to fuck you,” he murmurs, his palm covering my breast. “At least not yet.”

I gnaw on my bottom lip, my heart lodged in my throat. His words aren’t comforting because he’s staring at me in that penetrative way that says he’ll do whatever it takes to pull information out of me.

“Tell me what your daddy did to you and I’ll let you go.”

“You’ll let us leave?”

He chuckles, the vibrations of it quaking through me and shaking the bed. “I meant for the night.”

“No.”

“Ahh, so it’s worth more than temporary freedom.” He quirks a brow, reminding me of Sparrow. “What do you want, then, in exchange?”

He’s really bartering on my traumatic past?

“No one hurts Della. Ever.” Honestly, that’s all I care about at this point. Not me, not these terrible triplets, not my awful father. Just her.

“You’ll let us hurt you instead?” He’s teasing me, almost flirting, and I hate the way my body flushes at his playful words.

“It’s what I do, asshole.” I glower at him. “Always me over her. Always.”

His amusement fades and his brows furl together. He pinches my nipple beneath my shirt. “You have my solemn vow. No one hurts Della. Ever. Now tell me. Why are you running from your daddy?”

I swallow hard, hating that I’m going to have to voice something I really don’t want to talk about. But, if it means getting access to my sister, then it’s necessary.

“He’s abusive,” I murmur, shooting him a hard glare. “He’s cruel to Della. Targets her for being deaf. When at all possible, I try to be the barrier between them.”

His body is tight with tension and his grip on my wrists feels like it’s melting into iron, shackling to me in a way that can’t ever be broken. “So you provoke him to hit you instead?”

“Provoke him?” My words whip him in the face, furious and appalled. “Why would I provoke him?” I shake my head, hating that tears are forming. “It’s called protecting her.”

“So, he hits you instead?”

I try to shift under his weight but his body is too heavy. I’m stuck. Unable to move, unable to run from this prying line of questioning. “Sometimes. Mostly, I try to distract him.”

“How?”

My skin feels itchy and the blood in my veins is oily sludge. The bath from earlier seems eons away. I crave to take a hot shower, scrubbing at my skin until I’m clean again.

“Landry, how?”

The imploring, almost desperate tone of his voice imbeds itself in my bones. He shouldn’t care. Monsters don’t care. Especially not kidnapping monsters who force you to bathe with them and lie half-naked on the bed with them.

“How do you distract him?” His words are more demanding this time, laced with fiery threads of rage. “Tell me.”

I try to kiss him again, but he’s onto my games, pulling back just as our mouths graze. A pleading whimper escapes me.

“I see.” His lips harden to a grim line.

He sees?

He can’t see. No one can see.

“It’s not like that,” I rasp, needing for him to understand it’s not whatever he’s thinking.

What is he thinking?

That I’m sick.

He thinks I’m sick.

“I can see you judging me.” My tone is shrill. “Stop judging what you know nothing about.”

His head cocks to the side, studying me with more intensity than before. “Judging you?”

“It’s written all over your face. Like you have any room to judge me and my life. You’re a kidnapper and a liar.”

I shudder, not even a little repulsed, when his thumb slides over my nipple again. He plays with the hardened nub.

Shockingly, I don’t hate his touch.

“Did he…you know…” He trails off, his expression growing stormy.

“What?” I taunt. “Touch me?”

If only it were that simple.

Touch implies softness, exploration, a need to physically feel.

It was more than touch.

It was an invasion. A complete takeover. An infection I’ll never recover from.

“You’re angry,” he says, surprised. “Interesting.”

“My anger interests you?”

“It’s more appealing to me than your sadness.”

“So happy I can entertain you,” I snap. “Let me go.”

“Why? It won’t get you out of story time.”

“Scout. Let me go.”

“I’ll trade.”

Sickness roils in my gut. “Trade what?”

“Your shirt for your freedom.” He smirks. “Not complete freedom. Just freedom while in my bed.”

So I’ll be completely naked but he won’t hold me down. Not a fair trade, but it’s better than nothing. I’m practically naked anyway. At least now I’ll have my hands free.

“Fine,” I agree. “Now let go.”

He does let go, much to my surprise. And, true to my word, I pull off the shirt, tossing it away. He climbs off the bed and limps into the bathroom. I take the reprieve to burrow under the sheet and blanket to put a barrier between us. The bathroom light flicks off and I’m left in complete darkness.

His telling footsteps approach and then the bed creaks again with his weight. My heart is fluttering wildly in my chest. He slips beneath the covers, much to my annoyance, and then his hard, hot body sidles up next to mine.

Naked.

We’re both naked.

This fucked-up game he’s playing pisses me off. If he wants to have sex with me, I wish he’d do it already. I hate this anticipation of what he might do next. He keeps turning the tables and leaving me disoriented.

“How many times?” he asks, his voice a gravelly whisper as his hand seeks me out, settling on my lower stomach.

I fight not to think about it, but it’s hard when I’m bathed in darkness. My memories and thoughts are flickering in front of me, forcing me to watch it all on replay.

“Enough,” I rasp out.

Silence befalls us and I want to scream, interrupting it. I’m frozen, watching the horror show replaying in my mind over and over and over, a torture worse than anything Scout could ever dream up.

Pain. Horror. Disgust. Betrayal.

I can’t escape the onslaught of emotions battering against me. Cold, bone-deep shivers rack through me. It isn’t until my teeth start to chatter that Scout makes a move. He easily twists my body and pulls me to him.

Everything in me begs to resist, but his warm body and strong arms around me provide a solace from the storm I’m caught in. With tears soaking his chest, I cling to him. My silent sobs can be felt, shaking the bed, but not heard. This naked embrace with my captor is too intimate, but it’s the only thing providing me comfort in this moment.

You’re safe.

You’re not there. Home.

Finally, after several minutes, my tears stop leaking out and the sobs give way to soft hiccups and whimpers. I close my eyes, exhausted more from the past hour than from my trek through the city carrying a child.

“Thank you.” My voice cracks. It sounds stupid. I hate myself for even saying the words. They’re sincere though. He listened without judgment. Took in my pained words, both spoken and unspoken. Somehow, he understood the agony inside me and just held me through it. “Can I sleep now?”

“Yeah, prickly princess, you can sleep.”
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Chapter Four


Sparrow

I wake in a panic, my skin clammy and the itchy crawlies all over me from being watched. I’m not sure what I expected—Heathen or Scout, maybe—but it’s not at all what I find staring at me curiously.

It’s the child.

Della.

She clutches a stuffed cat, hugging it to her chest while she peers down at me. It takes me a second to realize she’s sitting on the pillow next to my head and studying me intently.

Fuck.

Scout really got us into a mess. Not only are we having to deal with Landry being pissed and scared and betrayed, but now we have a confused kid who’s probably wondering how her teacher, Ford, is more than one person.

Her hand moves and I recognize it as sign language, though I have no idea what it means. I’m starting to feel like a dick for giving Sully so much shit for learning it. This kid is clearly wanting some answers, but I don’t know the question she’s asking.

Luckily, she doesn’t seem afraid which is good. The last thing we need is a crying, terrified kid in our apartment.

Since I can’t communicate with her, I shrug. I don’t know the answer and a shrug is interpreted the same way I’m sure. Her brows furl and she leans in closer. Where Landry’s eyes are blue—expressive and beautiful—Della’s are green. They glimmer with mischief which feels out of place considering her predicament. Slowly, she signs something even though I still don’t know what it means. I have the sinking suspicion she’s making fun of me.

“Dummy,” Sully says from my doorway. He’s leaning against the doorframe, smirking at me.

“Huh?”

“She thinks you’re a dummy.” His explanation has an edge of humor. “It’s her favorite insult.”

I turn my attention back to the girl. “You’re making fun of me?”

“She’s a bit of an asshole,” Sully reveals. “I’ve been through all this shit before with her. It’s your turn to be the object of her assholeness.”

“You can’t call a kid an asshole—”

Smack!

The kid, no, the asshole, grins evilly at me. She whacked me in the forehead. Mean little shit. Sully’s laughter grates on my nerves.

“You’re a brat,” I say to her, bitterness in my tone.

She sticks her tongue out at me before turning and scampering off the bed. I track her movement until she’s standing in front of Sully. Unperturbed by her rude behavior, he signs something to her. She signs back.

“What’s she saying?” I ask, sitting up on my elbows.

“That you’re better looking than me but dumber.”

“What the fuck?”

“Get used to it,” he says with a shrug. “She’s a monster.”

The girl—seemingly innocent with her chin-length golden-blond hair and tiny frame—shoots me a menacing look, baring her teeth at me.

“What did Scout get us into?” I grumble.

“Same shit he’s always getting us into. Something way over our heads.”

“Have you seen him this morning or…” Her. I leave that part off, but he knows.

He nods. “The door’s unlocked and they’re sleeping. She’s not tied up or anything.”

“I slept like shit last night.”

“Same. Too much fucking worrying.”

Worry and shame for the position we’ve put Landry infects my every cell. I hate how this feels. This is why I fuck chicks, not fall for them. Falling sucks. It’s messy.

Della slips out of the room and I wonder if we should go after her. I know shit about kids. I’m not sure if she’s at the age they get into everything or if she’s self-sufficient. It’s irritating that we’re in this position to begin with.

“By now, her dad’s probably going crazy with worry,” I mutter, reaching for the television remote. “I just don’t get how Landry ran away and ended up on our doorstep. Scout was meddling behind our backs. It’s disturbing.”

Sully scoffs. “His meddling is disturbing? How about the fact we’re now accomplices to kidnapping? That shit is disturbing. I’m just waiting for the Amber Alert for Della to come through on our phones.”

I flip on the TV and hunt for a local news station. Sully sits on the bed while we wait for any news on their disappearance. Nothing. No Amber Alerts or press conference or anything.

“Seems out of character for him not to report them missing.” I snap the TV off and slide out of the bed to throw on some jeans. “We’ve only got part of the story. I want to hear the rest.”

“Good luck getting it out of Scout. He’s cryptic when he wants to be.”

“We’ll find out from Landry exactly what happened so we’ll know what we’re working with.”

Sully sighs heavily and rubs at the back of his neck. “This ends with one or all of us going to prison. I thought about it last night. That prick isn’t going to roll over and take the fact his girls have left him. He’s too damn controlling and arrogant for that.”

“Which means he’s going to dissect every interaction she’s had with anyone she’s come in contact with.” I frown at this thought. “How long until he pieces together that Ford was a fraud and start sniffing our way?”

“Not long,” Sully admits. “And then Alexander will rope in the Constantines because that’s our shit luck.”

The thought of Winston aiding in that asshole’s quest to get his daughters back is nauseating. Winston, if he finds out we’re involved, will do everything in his power to help Alexander. He’ll see it as a way to take out the trash permanently.

“We could try and get Bryant to help,” Sully says, “but he’s such a dick. He’ll be pissed we disobeyed a direct order to stay away from Landry.”

We’re so fucked.

“Yeah, we’re not involving Bryant,” I grumble. “Maybe we can just load up the girls, drive them across the state, and dump them off at the Canadian border.”

Sully stares at me like I’ve lost my mind. “Great plan, dipshit. Because the authorities won’t be waiting there at all.”

“We’ll figure something else out.” It’s not like I was actually keen on the grand idea of dumping them anywhere. No, my best idea involves taking Landry and her sister away, but keeping her safe. Never letting her go.

Heathen bursts into the room, wailing out her usual warnings. Della chases after her, following her right into my open closet. The cat must find someplace to hide because Della comes back out, arms crossed over her chest and pouting. With her blond hair messy from sleep and her bottom lip jutting out, even I have to admit the brat is cute.

She signs something to Sully. I glance over at him, hoping for an interpretation. He frowns at her and signs something back.

The kid huffs in exasperation and then slowly signs, like Sully is too dumb to keep up. When she finishes, she throws her hands up in question.

“She wants to know if the maid will cook her something to eat.”

“The maid?” I scoff, lifting a brow.

“Spoiled,” Sully reminds me. “Their daddy is loaded.”

“Hmph. Better get to it, maid.”

Sully tosses me an incredulous look. “Seriously, dude? I’m not the only one who can order groceries and shit around here.” He angrily starts tapping on his phone, though, because someone has to do it.

This isn’t fun.

This is work.

Fuck Scout.

Heathen races out of the closet, whizzing past Della, and darts out the door. She chases after her, clearly having forgotten about being hungry. I’m sure the neighbors below us are hating the back and forth of her running through the apartment.

It won’t be long before someone complains and we’re found out.

“Can you make her sit still?” I grumble, motioning toward the door. “You’re already used to her. Make her behave.”

Sully snorts out a laugh. “She’s a tyrant. Nobody can make her behave, especially not me.”

He walks out of my bedroom, thankfully, and I’m hoping it’s so he can locate the kid. When Landry is allowed to leave Scout’s room, she can take over babysitting the little monster. Then, I want to know every damn detail about what Scout did to get them to run away. I’m working with half a picture here and it’s getting old.

After pulling on a white T-shirt, I saunter down the hall and make my way into the kitchen. Della is standing on the counter, with two cabinet doors open, surveying her options which are pretty limited. She plucks out a chocolate chip granola bar, studies it, and then tosses it back into the cabinet.

“Maybe you should make her some scrambled eggs,” I tell Sully who’s leaned up against a counter. “Kids like scrambled eggs, I think.”

“I ordered eggs,” Sully states. “And those juice boxes she drinks.” He signs something to her and she responds to which he smiles. “Oh, and graham crackers. She likes those.”

He knows a lot about Landry’s little sister. It makes my chest ache. While I was falling for Landry at school, he was imbedding himself in her world, learning things. I want to know things too. Even if she does call me a dummy. She said I was good looking, so I already like the kid.

“How long is Scout going to keep Landry holed up in his room?” I ask, irritated that they still haven’t emerged.

“Knowing him…forever.”

“Why are we letting him make the rules anyway?”

Sully crosses his arms over his chest as he studies me. “I don’t see you signing up for the job.”

“Fuck off.”

“You know she’s going to hate us now.”

Don’t I fucking know.

I sigh heavily, eyeing the kid who’s now rummaging around in a bag of cookies. “Maybe not…”

“There’s no maybe,” Sully grumbles. “There’s no coming back from this. At least you got laid.”

Problem is, I want to get laid again. I want Landry in my bed, naked and whimpering and writhing in pleasure. I’d have gotten my wish too had Scout not pounced when he did. She’s not going to willingly crawl into my bed anymore. Not when we’ve taken her and her sister, keeping them sequestered under lock and key.

Della throws a cookie at me and I barely dodge it. Damn, she’s feral. She starts signing frantically to Sully who frowns as he tries to keep up. Her face is turning red. Either she’s pissed or about to have a meltdown.

“What’s she saying?” I demand.

“She wants to know where Landry is and she wants real food.” He bites back a grin. “If we don’t give her what she wants, she’s threatened to eat the cat.”

“Does she know how much we hate that cat?” I ask, amused.

“I’m not going to spar with her. This kid can go all day. It’s best we give her what she wants.”

“What’s that?” a deep voice says from behind me.

Della is back to inspecting items in our pantry, so she doesn’t notice Scout’s approach. He’s dressed for the day and his hair is damp from a recent shower. While I feel like I slept like shit, he appears to be well-rested, missing the dark circles both Sully and I are sporting today.

“Landry and food,” Sully says. “Make it happen.”

Scout walks over to the fridge and pulls out some liquid eggs, cheese, and bacon. If we didn’t have him to cook for us, we’d probably starve or would have had to ask Bryant if we could have a maid to make us meals.

“Landry?” I ask as Scout locates a skillet. “Do I need to untie her from your bed?”

Scout smirks over his shoulder. “You’re the freak in this family, not me. She’s sleeping. Unbound.”

I don’t deny the fact I’m the freak because neither of my brothers have restraints installed on their beds. I may be the freak, but he’ll always be the psycho who takes everything just a little too far.

“Last night,” Scout says, his back to us. “She said some shit last night.”

My hackles rise. “What kind of shit?”

He tugs open a drawer and snags a massive knife. Turning slightly, he faces me and Sully, a creepily blank expression on his face. “We don’t need to worry about Alexander finding her.”

“Because…” Sully trails off, eyeing the knife warily.

“Because I’m going to fucking kill him if I ever see him.” He turns back to cooking as though he didn’t just threaten to murder their father.

What the hell did she say to him?
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Chapter Five


Landry

His mouth is hot on my skin. On my neck. My ear. The curve of my shoulder. The scruff on his face scratches my soft flesh, making it burn. I don’t want to be here. This isn’t right. It’s easier to disappear inside my head, pretending we’re not doing things like this. Every time I retreat, he brings me back with whispered words and scorching kisses that feel wrong for so many reasons.

“Such a good, good girl.”

I wake with a start, my heart hammering in my chest. Tears sting my eyes and I can’t stop the full-bodied shudder that makes its way down my spine from the base of my skull to my sore tailbone.

Relief floods through me, momentarily, as I realize it was a nightmare. He’s not here. I’m alone in bed.

The relief is no longer a rushing waterfall, but it turns thick and sludgy like tar. I’m alone in Scout’s bed. One of three triplets who, up until last night, I believed were the same person—the guy I really liked.

Irritation chases away the disgusting remnants of my dream. I can’t afford to be terrified anymore. Sure, Scout is scary sometimes, but he’s not unreasonable. Last night, we slept together and he didn’t hurt me or try anything. This is good. It gives me hope. Like maybe, just maybe, I won’t be their prisoner forever.

I just need to see Della.

To hug her and regroup.

Then, I’ll make a plan to get one of these triplets to turn us loose.

But my head start will be long gone. Dad will know we’ve run away and will be turning this city inside out to find us.

Defeat fills me to the very brim of my soul. I want to drag the blanket back over my head and go back to sleep. Pretend this isn’t my life. Inhale the admittedly good scent Scout leaves behind on his sheets.

“You okay?”

The voice is just like Scout’s, but it has a smoothness to it Scout’s lacks. Sparrow. I recognize the soft purring sound from when he murmured sweet things while we had sex in his car. Goose bumps scatter over my arms.

I don’t want to see him.

To stare into the face that watched me last night as I was dragged away. Sure, he may have tried to beat the door down, after the fact, but he let him take me away. It’s not all Sparrow’s fault but fixating on being angry with him helps ground me.

Was anything we shared real? Or was I just someone to conquer and fuck with? A job. My chest aches and I have to chew on my lip to keep from crying. His stare bores into me but I refuse to look at him, confirming it’s Sparrow.

“Laundry.” His voice has a hopeful lilt to it, like saying his nickname for me will somehow forgive him completely.

It doesn’t.

Ignoring him, I slide out of the bed, dragging the sheet with me. The last thing I’m going to allow is for him to see me naked. I’m sure he’s imagining all sorts of stuff he thinks Scout and I did. Good. I hope it hurts him. I hope it makes him feel like he’s been abandoned—like what we did meant nothing.

Because, now that I know the facts, it meant nothing to me, too.

Forgettable.

“Della?” I ask, hating that I have to speak to him. I still refuse to make eye contact. “Where is she?”

He sighs heavily, like my frostiness is irritating to him. “Kitchen. We should talk—”

“Get out so I can dress,” I snap. “Unless I’ve lost that right, too.”

Sparrow remains, an unmovable statue, and for a minute, I think he won’t leave. Finally, he storms off.

My backpack I brought with me, filled with our barest essentials, having been brought into the room by someone, sits on an armchair in the corner of the room. I unzip it, finding the picture of Mom stuffed between a pair of jeans and Della’s pajamas. Pulling it out, I try not to let the emotions overwhelm me.

She’s gone.

Mom was everything to me—to my sister.

Sometimes, the hurt of losing her is such a gut punch, hitting me out of nowhere and debilitating me. Sucking in deep breaths, I blink back my tears of despair and frustration. I’m not going to cry today. I’m done being pitiful. Della needs me to be strong.

I stare at Mom’s beautiful smile, press a kiss to it, and then push it into the backpack for safekeeping.

Don’t worry, Mom. I’m going to fix this. I’m going to save your girls.

I grab some clothes and quickly dress. Hygiene can wait until I’ve seen Della, insuring she’s okay this morning, though I know—deep in my gut—Sully stayed true to his word and kept her safe for me.

I make my way out of Scout’s room and toward the sound of voices. The scent of bacon in the air makes my stomach grumble. It’s disorienting seeing all three men, identical copies of one another, moving about the space together. Della sits on the counter, her pink cat resting in her lap, as she watches Scout cook.

I know it’s Scout because he just stands differently than his brothers, favoring his bad leg. Sully is easy to spot because he’s doing something on his phone, making a face of concentration, much like whenever he’d try to teach Della. Sparrow sits at the bar, eyes burning holes into me, actually having the audacity to be annoyed, like I’m the problem here.

I had no clue they were three different people, but now that I know, it’s so obvious. Last night, I saw Scout’s incredibly tattooed chest, and it makes me wonder if the other brothers have ink or not. I never saw them undressed, and now I know why. I’d have been able to determine who was who because it’s doubtful they all have the same tattoos.

Walking over to Della, I cup a hand beneath her chin and lift her head to meet my eyes. She’s not crying and doesn’t appear to be upset, but I ask anyway.

Are you okay? I sign, frowning at her.

Three Fords, she signs back.

Don’t worry. We’ll get out of here soon. I stroke my palm over her messy hair. Promise.

She shakes her head. I want to play with Heathen.

You can play with Heathen, but when it’s time to go, I need you to be ready. Since she ignores that statement, I grab her attention again, forcing her green eyes to look at me. Did they tell you their names?

Sully is the real Ford, she says with her hands, as though that’s obvious. Sparrow is the dummy. Scout is the maid.

I bite back a laugh. The maid?

She gestures at him cooking.

Smiling at her, I pull her off the counter and kiss her head. Go find Heathen, sis.

As soon as she scurries off to terrorize the poor cat, I edge to the corner of the kitchen where I can keep all three men in my line of vision. Sully has pocketed his phone and now studies me intently.

“Tell us what happened,” Sully says, his words directed mostly at Scout, but he’s looking at me.

Scout turns slightly from his skillet and smirks at me. “Landry ran away from her prison tower and I gave her a place to run to.”

My blood boils at his stupid answer. “I thought I was meeting Ty. How did you manage this anyway?”

“Ty’s my new bestie,” Scout says with a shrug and goes back to cooking.

I glower at his back. “That’s not an answer. Was Ty in on this? Did he betray me, too?”

“Your sweet little Constantine was clueless,” Scout replies with a dark chuckle. “He doesn’t even know he’s been played.”

“You said last night that I was part of a job. What job?”

Sully approaches, palms up as though if he makes one wrong move, I might bite. I might. He better walk carefully. Wisely, he stops a couple feet away from me.

“We do jobs for our uncle,” Sully explains. “It’s stupid, but he gave us a place in his family when our mother went to prison.”

“I thought she died,” I choke out. “You guys led me to believe she died.”

“She may as well be dead. Winston Constantine made it so she’ll never leave that hellhole,” Sparrow growls.

“Why is she in prison?” I shake my head. “Forget it. I don’t care. I want to know how I tie into your fucked-up games and why I’m here.”

Sully sighs, taking another step toward me. I narrow my eyes, warning him from getting any closer. “There’s this ongoing war between the Morellis and the Constantines.”

“So you’re Morellis?”

“Technically,” Sully agrees, “but legally, we’re Mannfords.”

Mannford.

Ford Mann.

Oh my God.

If I would have just googled Ford Mann, I might have eventually discovered the truth. I was too afraid of Dad finding what I’d search out, and when I had the opportunity, I was more concerned with finding an escape from my father, not researching my boyfriend.

Boyfriend?

Dumb girl. You were played by three evil twats.

“The Morellis hate the Constantines. We, specifically, hate the Constantines. So, when our uncle asked us to meddle in your dad’s life, since Winston Constantine was planning to do some business with him, we jumped at the chance.”

I sidestep Sully, unable to look at his face. My gaze finds Sparrow. “And it was in the plan to fuck me? I bet you guys had so much fun laughing at my expense.” Swallowing hard, I fight the tears forming in my eyes. “I feel so stupid.”

Sparrow slides off his stool, but I don’t want him near me either. I step backwards and bump into Scout. He wraps an arm around me, pulling me to his chest. Sparrow and Sully watch with matching jealous expressions on their faces.

“Don’t feel stupid, prickly princess,” Scout says, breath hot near my ear. “We’re really good at deceiving people. Been doing it our entire lives.”

“Scout,” Sparrow spits out, a warning in his tone. “Stop.”

“Stop what, little brother? Being real with her?”

“Stop antagonizing her,” Sully grumbles. “It’s…too much.”

“Don’t tone story time down for my benefit.” I seethe, my blood boiling over with fury. “Scout’s right. Give it to me straight. I deserve that. You know I do.” I want, no, I need to feel every blade of betrayal cutting through me so I don’t fall for their charms ever again. Or anyone’s for that matter.

“Our uncle set us up with fake IDs and gave us our jobs.” Sully gestures to himself. “I was in charge of, uh, infiltrating the home.”

All the hairs on my arms stand on end. A shiver of disgust ripples through me. Scout mistakes it for me being cold and he hugs me closer. I don’t want to be in his grip, but he’d probably force me to stay there anyway. It’s better I’m staying by my own choice.

“I was to be with you at school,” Sparrow mutters. “Hence our same schedules.”

“And you?” I ask Scout, slightly turning my head to look at him. “What was your job? Or was kidnapping your part?”

“That was just a bonus.” He grins at me. “My job was to befriend Ty Constantine.”

I wish Ty were here. At least he’s innocent in all this. All he wanted to do was to be my friend. Apparently, he trusted Scout, too. I’m putting together the pieces pretty quickly. Scout obviously used Ty to get me here.

“Ty was going to help me leave my dad,” I admit, frowning. “We made a plan on our date.” I chew on my bottom lip thoughtfully. “He was going to give me some money to get away.”

“How did you get here?” Sully asks.

I attempt to extricate myself from Scout. He squeezes me tight for a second and then releases me. Curling my arms around my middle, I back away from the three of them until my butt hits the counter behind me.

“Since they’re besties,” I supply, enunciating the word, “he obviously intercepted Ty’s message to me—”

“Beat him to the punch,” Scout interjects. “Go on. You’re good at these guessing games. It’s a shame you didn’t put it all together sooner.”

I want to kick him in his bad knee. Asshole.

“I came here thinking I was going to Ty’s. I thought I was going to get away.”

“You did get away,” Sparrow says, stepping toward me. “You’re safe here.”

Is he serious right now?

I was split up from my sister and forced to sleep naked with a monster. How is that safe?

“Don’t touch me,” I warn, scowling at him.

“Laundry,” he murmurs, eyes flashing in pain.

Unreal.

“You don’t get to call me that, Sparrow. You don’t get to look like the victim here. Fuck you. Fuck all of you.” I plant my palms on his chest and try to shove him, but he’s built like a brick wall, going nowhere.

“It wasn’t all a job for me.” Sparrow’s maple-syrup eyes dart back and forth, willing me to understand. But I don’t. It’s so stupid and wrong. “You and me—”

“There was me and Ford, but there was never me and Sparrow.” I move away from him and look at Sully. “Have you seen the news? What are they saying?”

His lips press into a firm line and he drops his gaze to the floor. “Nothing.”

“What do you mean nothing?”

“No Amber Alerts. No missing person reports. Nothing. No one’s looking for you.”

He’s wrong.

If my dad isn’t taking this to the news, that means he’s trying to fix this before it becomes a thing. Quietly. Efficiently. Him going to the news would be a last-ditch effort.

Dad is looking…

And I dread thinking about him actually finding us.

Being trapped with these three liars isn’t ideal, but it’s still better than being at home. I can breathe and think. I’ll get me and Della out of here.

The triplets used me.

My turn to use them back.
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Chapter Six


Scout

She’s so pretty when she’s mad.

Her blue eyes lose their softness, electrifying until they practically glow. The plump pink pillows of her lips twist into a sneer and the skin on her neck and face turns crimson from the emotions stampeding through her veins.

It makes me want to pull her close and twist my fingers in her golden locks, tugging and pulling until she’s forced to face one of the monsters in her life. I want to fuck her while she glares at me, drawing pleasure out of her that forces her snarls to be replaced with needy moans.

Landry Croft is sneaky.

Sneaky in the sense that I wasn’t prepared for her.

I was fixated on Ash Constantine—a fading ghost from my past. So distracted by the stale memories of what I thought I wanted that when something fresh tickled my nose, I wasn’t ready for my every sense to be invaded.

That’s what Landry did.

She chased away those old desires, replacing them with something heart-pumping and addictive. Too easily she lured me away from what I thought I wanted.

Now, she’s all I see.

And we have her.

I didn’t just do this for me. I did it for my brothers, too. I could see how they wanted her. How they cared. Either we each tug at a piece of Landry, none of us giving an inch, or we play nice and share.

Mom would have forced us to share when we were kids.

Since Mom’s not here, I’m stepping in.

We have Landry in our home and no one knows where she is. At the end of the day, she’s ours.

Not Ty’s. Not her father’s. Ours.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, distracting me from my thoughts. I pull it out and read the text.

Ty: Dude. Shit has gone down. Can you meet up? I’m so fucked.

Me: Yeah. At your office?

Ty: God no. I need to get out of here. There’s a coffee shop on the corner.

Me: I know the one. See ya in twenty.

I tuck my phone back in my pocket, my eyes darting back to Landry. She’s sitting next to Della at the table, signing something to her. They’re carrying on an entire conversation with their hands. It’s fascinating to watch. Where Sparrow and I watch in rapt interest, Sully intently stares at them, understanding on his face. Since he doesn’t appear to be alarmed, I assume it must be benign whatever they’re discussing.

“Looks like Sparrow is on dishes,” I say, pushing back my chair. “I’m meeting a friend and I’m going to find out how much Alexander knows.”

Landry abandons her conversation with her sister to glower at me. “Ty?”

“You think he’s my only friend?”

“Your brothers don’t count,” she drawls out, face flickering in a bitchy way that gets my dick really hard. “Me and Della are your captives.”

“Spoiled captives,” I say with a grin as I stand. “I made the kid extra bacon. No one’s tied up here or gagged, though it can be arranged.” I motion at the kinky fuck in the room. “Right, Sparrow?”

Landry shoots me the bird and Sparrow huffs in exasperation. I wink at Della who’s watching me with interest.

“Don’t have too much fun while I’m gone,” I instruct. “If the captives escape, I won’t be happy if I have to hunt them back down.”

Landry’s glare is sharp enough to cut glass. If she knew how much that look turned me on, I doubt she’d use it on me so frequently.

*     *     *

The coffee shop is bustling with people. While I wait for Ty to arrive, I sip my mocha latte and people-watch. I’m quite relaxed. Having Landry in my possession feels like a win—a win I’ve been chasing after for five long years. Victory is as sweet as the chocolate syrup drizzled over the top of my latte.

A bell chimes, barely audible over the hum of businesspeople buzzing around, aching for their next caffeine fix, and my gaze darts to the door.

Ty fucking Constantine.

His features are twisted into an expression of pure panic. He even looks a little green, like he might puke his guts up at any second. I take another sip of my latte before waving to garner his attention. Relief causes his shoulders to bleed away some of their tension and he forces a grim smile for me.

I’m his…friend.

Friends talk to each other through problems and offer advice when they can.

“What’s up, man?” I say, grinning at him as he takes a seat.

I push the coffee I ordered him closer to him. Cream, two sugars. I’m his bestie, so naturally, I know how he takes his coffee. He flashes me a grateful smile and then sips the hot liquid before relaxing further.

I like to think I have a calming effect on people.

Though, I’m sure few people would argue that idea.

“So?” I ask, leaning toward him. “Did you do it?”

He scrubs his palm over his face. “I didn’t get the chance. We had a plan, but she must have just left, Ford.”

Ford.

Ah, yes. My name.

“Left?” I furl my eyebrows together. “Where did she go?”

“Hell if I know.” He sips his coffee again, face going stormy. “He must have done something to upset her last night. She didn’t wait for my message, which I was going to deliver today, and just left. Took Della with her.”

“How do you know all this?”

His face pales. “Alexander. I got into the office this morning and I overheard him on speakerphone with his assistant.”

“The assistant I fucked?”

It’s too bad that Ty is just an easy person to lie to. The fucker believes every damn thing out of my mouth.

“I knew it was that old hag,” he says with a grimace. “Anyway, he told her his girls are missing. That he won’t be in the office until he figures out where they went.”

“Did he sound pissed?”

“No.” He groans, pinning his stare on me. “He sounded calm. So self-assured. Like he knew he was going to find them and very soon.”

“And you think because he sounded calm, he’s already figured out you were involved in her disappearance somehow?” I arch a brow in disbelief. “He’s cunning, but I mean, that’s a bit of a stretch, don’t you think?”

“You don’t know this guy,” Ty grumbles. “He’s just so…intense. Knows things before they even happen. His ironclad control on every aspect of his life is intimidating. Like on our date…”

He’s blathering on about Landry and the movies, but I’m overwhelmed with jealousy. Imagining him alone with her in the theater, especially now that she’s officially ours, has my blood heating to inhuman degrees.

“Did you hear me?” he asks, cocking his head to the side.

“Hmm?” My jaw clenches with barely checked anger.

“She had no money,” Ty explains. “She’s out there with nothing. No money, no shelter. And, worst of all, she has one of the most rich and powerful men hunting her down. When he finds her…”

He won’t.

He can’t.

She’s ours.

We have her and no one will be taking her away from us.

I don’t care if I have to throw Ty Constantine under the bus because I will. If he’s a casualty in our war against her father, so be it. And, if I need to do more shit for Bryant, like burn the entire goddamn city to the ground just to make all this go away, I will.

“I’m just fucking worried,” he grunts. “I wonder how long it’ll take for them to realize the timing of our date and her disappearance are suspect.”

“But they won’t find anything,” I assure him, “because I gave you the money in cash and she’s not at your place. You never had a chance to send her a note. Stop freaking out, Ty.”

He nods vigorously as though he needed to hear those words. “I’m trying not to. My cousin will lose his shit if I make a mockery of our family. This kind of scandal will tarnish the Constantine name. Accessory to child kidnapping or whatever.”

“Which you didn’t do,” I remind him.

I’m the kidnapper around here and I’m certainly not bothered.

“Right.” He sighs heavily. “I just feel so guilty. Like it’s obvious I tried to help her.”

“They won’t tie you to it.”

“Maybe not,” he agrees. “It doesn’t change the fact she’s out there alone and penniless. Fuck. All I wanted to do was help her.”

I almost feel bad for the guy.

He really does care about her.

Lucky for him, she’s safe.

“Landry seems like a smart girl. She’ll make good choices.”

“I don’t know, man. This city is huge and you can’t do much without a dime to your name. She could be dead in an alleyway right now for all I know.” He cringes at that thought, looking as though he might vomit up the few sips of coffee he’s had. “I’d never forgive myself.”

“But you didn’t do anything.”

“Exactly!” He throws his hands up in the air. “I should have gotten her out of there the night she told me. Leaving her until I sorted shit out was the wrong thing to do. Clearly, she didn’t feel safe and needed an escape.” He curses, pinching the bridge of his nose. “She was terrified, Ford. Fucking terrified. I could have helped her right then, but I didn’t.”

As fun as it is watching a Constantine wallow in his own misery, I’d much rather be curled up in bed with the woman he’s obsessing over.

“He’s going to find them,” Ty mutters. “He’ll find them and there will be hell to pay. I feel it in my bones.”

Alexander won’t find his daughters easily. Our apartment is paid for by our uncle, who has a different last name than us. Even if Alexander figures out Ford Mann is the Mannford triplets, it doesn’t get him any closer to us—to Landry and Della.

“Sitting here, worrying about what might happen, isn’t doing Landry any good.” I give him a pointed look. “You need to get back to the office and learn what you can. Find out what he knows. Stay two steps ahead of him. If you really care about her getting free, like you say she wants, then you need to do what you can to help her. Hiding from Alexander will only raise suspicions.”

“You’re right,” he croaks out. “Maybe if he figures out where she’s at, I can warn her somehow.”

“Be her hero.”

My brothers and I will be her filthy villains.

After letting loose a heavy sigh, he nods. “I can do this. I’m going to go right back in there and make sure she stays ahead of him.”

And I’ll be right behind Ty, steering him away from the truth of her location any chance I get.

*     *     *

Bryant: I want it done. Today.

The text comes from Bryant just as I’m leaving the coffee shop. His demands make me edgy. Set fire to another one of Bryant’s enemy’s building. It’s absolutely the last thing I want to do right now, but I don’t want Bryant knowing we’ve gone off the rails, ignoring his demands for us to drop the Croft job. We’re making our own rules now. The longer he doesn’t realize that, the better.

Me: Yup.

I drive to the location—a sketchy area known for high crime. I’ll probably get my ass shot just for leaving my car. Luckily, I’m packing heat. I dare someone to fuck with me when all I want is to get back to Landry.

Passing the target building, I park a little way up the road in front of an abandoned shop with boarded-up windows. Black hoodies work best for this shit, so I yank one on and pull the hood up over my head. Climbing out, I stuff my gun into my hoodie pocket and then grab my bag from the backseat.

The fires I set aren’t going to bring down an entire building. They’re mainly meant to cause surface damage, involve the authorities, and stall sales or delay construction. I make my way up the stairs to the entry of the empty building. With a grunt, I slam my shoulder into the brittle door. It splinters upon impact of my weight and allows me to kick the broken door the rest of the way in.

Inside, it smells like mildew and piss. It’s littered with trash leftover from the last tenant or vagrants. I unzip my bag, yank out my giant jug of kerosene, and unscrew the cap.

I douse the papery-thin walls and shitty threadbare carpet. Any piles of trash I come across, I make sure to dump kerosene on those, too. The stairs going up are rickety and made of old wood that sags in places. I’m dumping some kerosene on the lower steps when I get the eerie feeling of being watched.

Halting my movements, I crane my neck and listen. No sounds within the building that I can hear. I wait for a moment, but the feeling won’t leave me.

I tug my hood down lower, just in case, and then make my way back to the door. Dumping the rest of the kerosene, I then toss the jug back into the room that now reeks of gaseous fumes, which I must say is a step up from the mildew and piss. I’m basically doing this guy a favor, gutting the building for him.

You’re welcome, man.

The hairs on my neck bristle with awareness. A cursory glance onto the street behind me reveals nothing. I still feel like I’m being watched, though.

If they’re inside, they’re going to quickly want to get out, that’s for damn sure.

Pulling out a box of matches, I strike one against the side of the box. The flame burns hot and bright as I stand in the threshold of the building. It’s strange that a tiny flicker of heat can turn into a monstrous inferno.

Kind of like Landry.

A tiny strike and now she blazes inside me.

I flick the matchstick into the room. It hits kerosene-drenched carpet and briefly turns a captivating blue before it spreads in a flash, transforming into beautiful shades of oranges, yellows, and reds.

Waves of heat pulse toward me, reaching to just where I’m standing on a slab of concrete, in an area not touched by gasoline. The force knocks my hood back and I can feel my eyebrows singeing.

I yank my hood back up, hike my bag higher on my shoulder, and take off running in the opposite direction of my car. It’ll mean going around the entire city block, but if anyone is watching me, I’ll throw them off my trail.

I’m not chancing anyone following me back to Landry.

No fucking way.
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Chapter Seven


Sparrow

After breakfast, Sully takes Della to the office in our apartment to work on her speechreading. The kid threw quite a tantrum, but Landry held firm, stating it was necessary to keep her life as normal as possible, “even in captivity.”

She’s not exactly a prisoner.

Sure, she’s not allowed to leave us, but it’s for her own good. If she goes out there, her dad will find her. It’s only a matter of time. At least here, the both of them are safe, fed, and sheltered.

Landry cleans the kitchen and I watch her. I’m not sure why she’s cleaning, since she hates us and all, but I think she just needs to do something to keep from losing her mind. When I can’t take it anymore, I crowd her from behind, pinning her body against the sink with mine.

“Can we talk?”

She tenses and shakes her head. “All that comes out of your mouth is lies. Kind of a boring conversationalist.”

The icy bitch I first met is back. And dammit, my dick is hard. Even when she acts like this, I want her. Badly.

“I have no reason to lie anymore,” I grit out, burying my nose in her hair. “I just want to talk to you.”

“Your dick says otherwise.”

Rocking my hips against her, I grind my erection into her lower back. “My dick’s not in charge here.”

“Neither are you.”

The challenge in her tone sends currents of desire rushing through my veins. I want to remind her she’s our captive—even if she is a spoiled one—and I can do whatever I please.

Fuck, I’d sound like Scout if I told her that.

But she’s being unreasonable. I’m not looking to fuck. Just talk.

“You may not want to talk, but honestly, I don’t care. You need to. You’re feeling alienated and alone,” I growl, sliding my palms under her shirt, seeking out her delicate flesh. “If you don’t come willingly, I’ll just make you.”

“You’d like that.” She struggles to get out of my hold, but I’m stronger. “Holding me down. Is that the kink you’re into?”

“Do you want to find out?”

Her gasp is telling—partly shocked but also curious. Going with my gut, I tighten an arm around her and tug. She puts up a mild fight that I easily manage to overcome. Every hateful curse she slings my way does nothing but make my dick even harder. I haul her into my room, close the door, and lock it.

“Now sit down on the bed and behave,” I grind out. “So we can discuss this beef you have with me specifically. You practically crawled into Scout’s arms and he’s the one responsible for getting you here.”

She scoffs, clearly appalled by my words. “I didn’t crawl into his arms. And the reason I’m so pissed at you is because you let it happen!”

Tears flood her eyes but they don’t fall. She’s more angry than sad, so trying to console her right now might earn me a punch to the junk.

“I was in shock, Laundry, but then I tried to get to you,” I say quickly, grabbing her hands. “I’m sorry, okay?”

Her head bows and she refuses to look at me. “I thought it meant something.”

“It did,” I assure her, squeezing her hands.

“No, it didn’t, Sparrow. When we had sex, I thought you were someone else.” Her bottom lip trembles. I want to kiss it so fucking badly. “I’ve been duped. I’m disgusted. At you and your brothers. At myself.”

I release her hands to yank off my T-shirt. This earns her attention. She skims her gaze over my muscular chest as though she’s searching for something.

“Your tattoos are different,” she murmurs, gesturing to the inked art on my ribs. “What does that mean?”

Lifting my arm, I look down at the three jagged lines on my rib cage that appear to drip with blood and are surrounded by feathers. “It’s meant to look like stab wounds.” I point to the one on top. “One for Mom, one for Sully, and one for Scout. The feathers are me.”

“They hurt you?”

“They’re the only ones who can hurt me. Everyone else is irrelevant.” Except you. I want to say that to her but now doesn’t exactly feel like the right time.

“Why are you showing me your tattoos?” she demands, lifting her chin. “I don’t care.”

“I’m showing you me. The real Sparrow. Before we fuck. So you’ll know it really does mean something.”

“We’re not fucking.” She bares her teeth at me. “Touch me and I’ll claw your eyeballs out.”

I smirk at her. “You know I like it when you’re feisty.”

Her eyes drop to my hands as I unbutton my jeans. She sucks in a sharp breath when the zipper goes down.

“I’ll scream,” she warns.

“Oh, I bet you will.”

She scoots back on the bed, eyes narrowing. “Not out of pleasure, dumbass.”

“Don’t be so confident. We had car sex once and it was interrupted. I have plenty of ways to make you scream…in pleasure.”

I shove down my boxers and jeans, allowing my hard cock to spring free. She’s momentarily silenced, staring at my dick like it hasn’t been inside her before. Lazily, I stroke it, squeezing the head to make a bead of pre-come roll out.

“Take off your clothes, Laundry.”

“This isn’t talking,” she hisses.

Her eyes keep darting to my cock and she licks her lips to moisten them. If she knew how hungry she looked right now, she’d probably never forgive herself. I’ll get us back to where we were before. I just have to get her beneath me first. I know I can fix it.

“Take. Off. Your. Clothes.”

“You’ll have to rip them off me,” she taunts. “I’ll never willingly undress for you. You’re a monster.”

“And what does that make you when your pussy gets wet for a monster?”

“Fuck you.”

I’ve seen real fear in her eyes twice now. Once, when her dad called when we were fucking. She’d shut down and gone somewhere inside herself. The second time was when Scout carried her to his room last night.

Fear doesn’t exist between us.

Her breathing is heavy, eyes dilated, and lips parted. But it’s all from barely contained want. Beneath her incensed surface, she’s aching for me to take her.

To have Sparrow claim her, not Ford.

The desire to do just that is overwhelming. I climb onto the bed, slowly prowling toward her. Beneath the fabric of her shirt, her nipples are hard, standing at attention. I want them between my teeth.

She cries out when I pounce. Her struggle is half-ass and I easily divest her of her shirt. With all her creamy skin on display, I salivate with the need to taste her. Vaguely, I take note of the way she slaps me across my cheek, but I’m focused on getting her naked, too. Once she’s bare, I take a second to admire how fucking beautiful she is.

“You slapped me,” I murmur, eyeing her pretty pink lips.

“You stripped me.”

I smirk at her. “You knew it was coming.”

“Doesn’t mean I was okay with it!”

“Hmm.” I arch a brow and slide a hand down her stomach to her pussy. With my longest finger, I slide between her lips, finding wetness there. “Liar.”

Her lashes flutter and she gasps. “What’s wrong with me?”

I press a finger into her body, reveling at how tight she is and knowing my dick will soon be replacing it. “You’re a little fucked up just like we are.”

She seems to settle at those words. “I shouldn’t get turned on being forced into submission.”

“Who says you shouldn’t?”

“I don’t know. Society?”

“Embrace it.” I push another finger inside her, my dick jumping at the moan she makes. “Accept it.”

“I can’t,” she murmurs tearfully. “It makes me an accomplice to my own demise.”

I curl my fingers, drinking in the way her body shudders when I touch her G-spot. “Do I need to relieve you of your choices? Will that help?”

She bites on her bottom lip and then gives me the slightest nod.

“Say my name,” I growl, fucking her with my fingers a little more vigorously. “Say it.”

“Sparrow.”

I close my eyes, allowing myself to bask in the breathy way she says my name. “Good girl.” I finger her juicy cunt until she’s begging for me to stop. Not stop the act but stop the torture and give her what she wants.

An orgasm.

Obeying her silent request, I rub her inside, just over the most sensitive place of her body, until my fingers get slicker and she hisses out my name again. It sounds so fucking good on her sexy lips. Once I’m sure she’s ridden her orgasm onto the cusp of another one, I slip my fingers out of her and grab on to her thigh.

Her fingernails score my biceps as she rakes them down my arms. The sting makes my dick twitch. I’m damn near desperate to be inside her. Grabbing hold of my dick, I tease her slick pussy and then push in with a quick thrust of my hips.

“Ahh!” she yelps, digging her nails deeper into my arms.

Driving all the way in, I claim her as mine. As Sparrow’s. My mouth finds hers and I fucking devour her, needing to taste her tongue and lips and every sweet moan coming out of her.

“It was real,” I murmur against her mouth, driving deep into her. “This is real.”

Her heels dig into my ass and she kisses me hard, like she’s trying to shut me up. I bite her lip and say the words again and again. I’ll keep saying them until she forgives me and believes them.

Having her in my bed and saying my name is better than that shit show in the car. No one will interrupt us. She doesn’t have the fear of her father hanging over her head. Right now, she’s doing what she wants. Me.

“Sparrow,” she chokes out, her body tensing. “Oh God!”

I crush my mouth against hers, chasing her tongue with mine as I fuck her relentlessly. Her pussy tightens around my dick when she finds another orgasm which makes my dick throb with the need to come. A few more desperate and messy drives of my hips and I’m growling out her name this time.

Her body is like a hot throat, drinking every goddamn drip of my seed—hungry, no, ravenous for it. I’m dripping in sweat and shaking by the time she’s wrung me dry. I nearly collapse on top of her, crushing her smaller body, but manage to land on my elbows at the last second. The heat of my release oozes past my still-throbbing dick, trying its damnedest to escape.

A primal, suffocating feeling of the need to possess and own her overtakes me. I want to force my come back into her body until I can regroup and gift her more. I want her so full of my seed, it runs out of her in a steady stream for days.

My scent. My bruising kisses. My come.

If I could mark her like she’s some kind of animal that belongs to me, I would. It’s maddening how deep inside my mind this girl has gotten. What’s more alarming is I don’t want her out.

I just want her.

“You came inside me,” she mutters. “Are you crazy?”

Shrugging, I push my dick a little deeper despite it softening. “I like filling you up.”

“Yeah, and keep doing it without protection, you’ll get me pregnant.”

I don’t hate that idea. At. All.

“I’m going to stay inside you forever,” I tell her, grinning. “You have to admit, it feels pretty good.”

She rolls her eyes, fighting a smile. “You really need me to praise you for your fucking skills?”

“Doesn’t every guy?”

Her amusement fades and her features harden. “This doesn’t make us an item, Sparrow. I’m still your captive.”

“What the fuck ever. You’re mine. I’ll take you and Della away from here. Just the three of us.”

Even as I say it, I know it can’t happen. Scout won’t let it. And I won’t be happy without my brothers. We’re tied together too tight for one of us to leave.

Which means she can’t either.

“I’m not sure what sort of fantasy you have in your head, but it doesn’t end that way for me. I’m not a happily-ever-after girl. My story never reaches the happy. You’ll learn soon enough for yourself.”

“I’ll make you happy,” I argue.

“Like you made me go to your room and made me talk and made me undress?”

“It’s not like that—”

“Sparrow, don’t delude yourself.”

I glower at her, imploring her to understand that this thing between us is solid and real. That I’ll take care of her and protect her.

She doesn’t get it.

“Can I please take a shower now? Alone?” she asks, her voice cold and clipped. “Or is that not allowed?”

I roll onto my side giving her the freedom she clearly wants. Her bouncy tits are still free of my claiming marks and if she wasn’t being such a brat right now, I’d take a minute to put my stamp on them. “We’re not done discussing this, Laundry.”

“We are, actually.” She climbs off the bed, my come making her thighs glisten. “And you get to tell your brothers what we did. That’s all on you.”

“They won’t say shit,” I growl.

She stops in the doorway of my bathroom, cocking her head to the side as she studies my boneless, sated form. “Like I said. You’re deluded.”

With those words, she escapes to the bathroom. I’m not delusional. Landry and I have a fucking connection. She’s slept with me twice now. Her body can’t deny what we have. If my brothers think they’re going to stand in the middle of that, they’re wrong.

Which means the four of us have to figure out how we’re going to make this work.
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Chapter Eight


Landry

They’re not going to hurt me.

If they wanted to, they’d have done it already.

Sure, I’m their “captive,” but it’s not like being imprisoned in my own home with Dad. They’re sheltering me and Della. That’s not captivity. That’s safety. My plans of escape were kind of shifty to begin with. So, while I didn’t expect to land here with them, it’s not the worst thing.

We’re playing video games for God’s sake, eating candy, and listening to Radiohead.

It’s so…chill.

Although, Sparrow’s weighted stares are anything but chill, especially considering I’m a little sore still from having him inside me. Each look he sends my way I feel all the way between my legs.

I’m not sure if Sparrow told Sully we had sex or not, but maybe their triplet bond is all he needs to know it happened. Every so often, Sully will shoot Sparrow a nasty glare and me one of longing.

Sorry, bud. I can only deal with one of you at a time.

“Anything on the news?” I ask for the millionth time today, tossing away the video game controller.

“Nope,” Sparrow and Sully both say at once, not bothering to look up from their phones.

“Any word on Scout?”

“Nope.” Again with the robotic parrot response.

This calmness feels like a false sense of security. As much as I want to lean into it, I don’t feel like it’s permanent. It’s not like we can hide out in this apartment, playing video games and ignoring reality forever. I feel like I need to do something besides play Fortnite. Anything. My mind races as I try to conjure up what I’d be doing if I were home and this were any other evening.

Stressing.

I would be counting down the minutes, not out of boredom, but out of fear. Becoming more and more worried as the time when Dad would come home would get nearer.

My eyes find Della who has Heathen in her tight grip, ignoring the way the cat squirms, petting her as she watches cartoons.

I’m still frustrated and a little mad at the triplets, but Della…Della is relaxed and happy. It hurts me, cutting deep, that I had to get us kidnapped in order to give her a stress-free day.

“Can I use your iPad?” I ask Sully. “Please?”

“To reach out for help?” he counters, a brow lifted.

“No one can help me,” I snap. “I’m just bored out of my skull.”

Lies. I just need to stay on guard. Pretending doesn’t make my situation go away.

He pats the couch beside him, flashing me a cocky grin. I roll my eyes, but scoot over to him. Sparrow makes a sound of protest, but it’s cut short when we hear keys at the front door. I spring to my feet, unsure what I think I’m going to do, just that I need to do something besides sit and wait.

“I’ll get it,” I offer, a little too eagerly.

Sparrow scowls at me, obviously annoyed that I’d even offer, and saunters over to the door to do it instead. He opens it to find Scout struggling with some bags and his keys. Sparrow takes one of the food bags, stepping aside to let his brother enter. Scout’s chocolate-syrup eyes find me immediately and I warm under his gaze.

At least Scout is entertaining.

“Where’ve you been all day?” Sully asks. “I thought you went to see Ty.”

“I did,” Scout says, dropping the bags onto the table. “Then I had shit to do.”

“You reek of smoke,” I say, hands on my hips. “Did you set him on fire?”

Scout’s grin is dark and terrifying. “No, but I like how you think, prickly princess.”

I don’t reward him with a reply.

“Seriously,” Sparrow grunts. “Why do you smell like smoke?”

“I told you. I had shit to do.” Scout starts pulling containers out of bags and setting them on the table. “Any more questions?”

Since we had a late breakfast, we skipped lunch, and now I’m starving. I grab one of the noodle bowls and a silverware pack to take over to Della. Heathen makes her escape which makes Della pout.

“Eat,” I say to her, making sure she sees my mouth. Once I set it down beside her, I smile and sign, Scout got your favorite. Chicken lo mein.

Her green eyes brighten. Did he get me a fortune cookie too?

Sully, clearly watching our conversation, chucks a handful of fortune cookies my way. I attempt to catch them, but miss all five that fall to the floor. Della happily collects them all, piling them up beside her. I ruffle her hair and then go back over to the table.

All three men are already diving into their meals, but all of them are staring at me as though I’m the one pulling the strings. I pluck open the lid on one of the containers and start eating. The thought of being in control of a situation, for once in my life, is gratifying. Empowered by that thought, I ignore them.

They say they like to play games.

Well, boys, I’ll play.

“So, Sparrow and I had sex today,” I say around a mouthful of fried rice.

Sparrow curses under his breath and Sully chokes on his food for a second. Scout doesn’t react, continuing to eat as though my revelation doesn’t bother him.

“He says I’m his,” I taunt, unable to stop now that I’ve started. “Is that true, Scout?”

Poke the beast, Landry. Terrific idea.

I’m so used to tiptoeing around the monster in my life, that these guys pale in comparison.

“Ours,” Scout clarifies, his nostrils flaring.

He’s not as apathetic as he’s trying to be.

“So how does this whole sharing thing work?” I continue with a saccharine smile sent Scout’s way. “Am I completely off-limits to Sparrow while you’re gone? Or are we just sleepover buddies who cuddle? What if Sully wants a piece? If there are rules to this stupid arrangement, I’m pretty sure we broke them. Oops.”

“Why are you doing this?” Sparrow demands, hurt shining in his maple eyes.

“Why not?” I shovel more food into my mouth, ignoring their intense stares.

“Yeah,” Sully chimes in. “What are the rules, because I’m pretty pissed that all I am in this situation is the fucking babysitter?”

“No one asked you to babysit,” I snap, glowering at him. “Maybe you three can schedule in who watches Della while the other two take turns tag-teaming me.”

Sparrow shoves his container away from him. “Enough. You’re just trying to rile us up and it won’t work.”

But it will.

They’re all getting pissed. I can see it all over their matching faces. Jealousy. Possessiveness. Each of them wants me all to themselves. I’m not a fucking pie you can cut into three sections and separate equally.

“I’m done eating. Scout? Is it your turn?”

“Stop,” Sparrow growls. “I said that’s fucking enough.”

“You’re not the boss,” I bite back, pointing at Sparrow. “Is he? Scout, are you the boss?”

“Honey,” Sully starts, his voice soft like he’s trying to calm me.

“I’m not your honey! I’m your stupid toy!” I yell in a mocking tone. “Take your turns! Use me up! Come on, Scout. It’s our turn to fuck!”

Push. Push. Push.

I crave to push all three of them right off the edge.

Scout’s stare burns a hole into me.

“You have a death wish, prickly princess.”

There’s one triplet I’ve pushed a little too far. Exhilaration skitters through me. I’m not afraid but am eagerly anticipating whatever happens next.

“No,” I argue. “I just want to know what the rules are.” I bark out a harsh laugh. “Maybe I should make the rules.”

Scout rises from his seat at the table, looming over us, his darkness shrouding like a thundercloud. Sparrow starts to stand too, but Scout gives him a sharp shake of his head.

I’m thankful Della can’t hear this ridiculous conversation. Hell, that no one but us hears for that matter. It’s insane.

And I’ve lost my mind.

They’ve driven me to madness.

“Come on,” Scout says, holding his hand out for me. “Time for bed.”

“Landry,” Sparrow mutters. “You don’t have to do this.”

“No one is forcing me to do anything,” I state in my sweetest, fakest voice I can muster. “I’m done following rules. I’m making them now. I’m calling the shots here.”

He fists his hands like he wants to pummel his brother.

“Seven days a week. Hmm.” I tap my chin. “I guess that’s two days each.”

“And we share the seventh day?” Scout asks, a spark of amusement glinting in his dark eyes.

“The seventh day we rest,” I hiss. “Let’s go.”

“We’ll look after Della,” Sully assures me. “You know I really didn’t mean what I said, honey.”

I relax a bit knowing I at least didn’t screw things up for Della. “I know. Thank you.”

After bidding Della goodnight, I avoid Sparrow’s glowering and take Scout’s hand. It’s strong and hot wrapped around mine. He’s the perpetrator of all of this, but I find myself clinging to him right now. Sparrow can eat a dick for all I care.

“Landry, goddammit,” Sparrow calls after me, venom dripping from his words. “Don’t you dare sleep with him.”

Oh, look, there’s another one I’ve pushed off the edge.

Have fun falling, fucker.

A shiver makes its way down my spine, rattling through every bone in my body, but it’s not from fear. It’s from the uncertainty of what he’ll do. Will he fight his brothers for me? I pretend I don’t even hear Sparrow and refuse to look at him. Like the dummy I am, I let Scout, the most terrifying of the triplets, take me to his bedroom.

After I’ve provoked him.

After I’ve made a mess of things.

Because I want to. Because I chose this.

I’m not scared of him.

I’m not scared of any of them.

He smells like smoke and violence and barely contained rage, yet I willingly follow him. The door closes behind us, sealing us in his room.

Scout releases my hand and steps until our chests are touching. He peers down at me, an unreadable expression on his handsome face. A startled gasp escapes me when he dips down to my neck and inhales me.

“You smell like him.”

I shudder at the deep accusation. “I showered and I told you what we did. You can’t punish me for coming clean.”

He toys with a strand of my hair, curling and uncurling it around his finger. “Who said I wanted to punish you?”

“You’re pissed. I can see it in your eyes. I’m pretty good at reading emotions.”

He pulls back, his dark eyes searching my face. “Because of your dad. You behaved accordingly to his moods.”

There’s no sense hiding from the truth now. He knows my deepest secrets.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“I’m not angry with you,” he says, surprising the hell out of me. “And I can’t ever stay mad at my brothers.”

“What, then?”

“Sharing is difficult when you really, really want something all to yourself.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be shared,” I challenge. My body prickles with heat, arguing that statement immediately.

“You want to be Sparrow’s only?”

“No,” I say too quickly. “He’s bullheaded and thinks with his dick.”

A wolfish grin stretches out over Scout’s handsome face. “Sully? Me?”

“No one. I just want to be on my own. With Della. Far, far away from here.”

His lips brush over my cheek, so soft it tickles me. Hot breath finds my ear as he says, “That’s not going to happen. Ever. So who do you choose?”

Swallowing hard, I wonder if forced to give an answer, could I?

“I said no one.”

“Until you choose, the answer is all three.” He steps back, raking his gaze over my face. “Take off your clothes.”

My eyes widen at his words. “W-what? No.”

“What did my brother do to get you to undress for him, hmm? Plead sweetly? Promise you gifts?”

“He just took them off,” I admit in a quiet whisper.

His eyes darken. “Should I get my knife?”

I jolt at his words. “No, you crazy-ass psycho. I have like two outfits. I’ll take them off before I let you cut them off.”

He smirks, losing some of the disturbing malevolence that was just brewing beneath his surface. “Strip and get in the shower.”

I’m not going to win a war with Scout.

Shooting him a dirty look, I strip out of my clothes, hoping it looks as un-sexy as a striptease can be.

“Turn the water on and get in.” He grabs the back of his T-shirt behind his neck and yanks it off, revealing his colorful tattoos and rock-hard abs. “Now, prickly princess.”

Turning on my heel, I scamper into the bathroom. After turning on the hot water, I climb inside. Last night, we bathed together and then slept together naked. I’m safe here. They’re assholes, but I can handle a few pricks. Seconds after I’m relaxing under the hot spray, he enters the shower as well, crowding me from behind.

Scout’s palms slide over my breasts. “I like your rules. Sharing you equally. Having you all to myself and no one to stop me.”

His dick is stone behind me, a thick rod of granite between us. It makes me wonder if he’d feel differently than Sparrow did inside me. Would he tie me down and gag me? Or would he be gentle, like how he was when he washed me last night? I’d never admit it to him, but I’m curious.

My voice is breathy as he thumbs my nipples. “I’m a person, Scout, not a toy. And there are lines, even in this fucked-up game of ours. When I don’t want to have sex, you can’t make me.”

He chuckles, nuzzling my hair. “How did I survive each day without you before now?”

A laugh tumbles out of me. “Are you for real right now? You sound like an obsessive stalker.”

Or in love…

But that’s impossible. People like Scout don’t have hearts. They have sexual needs and big dicks for brains and douchey cars.

“I am an obsessive stalker.”

I don’t understand his cuddling or weird brand of playfulness. I’m not hating it, though, which makes me question my sanity. He’s keeping me and my sister captive against our will. Even my mental attempt to remind myself he’s a kidnapper falls flat.

“What are we even doing?” I ask, defeated.

He grips my hips, fingers digging in almost painfully, and twists me around. I shriek at the cold tile against my ass. His lips find my neck and he sucks the flesh so hard it hurts. Again and again and again he marks me, as though he wants his brothers to see what he’s done. It feels good being the object of his single focus. I’m also looking forward to the look on Sparrow’s face when he sees hickeys all over my neck.

By the time he pulls away, I’m breathless and needy. I half expect him to lift me up, fucking me into tomorrow. Instead, he washes us both, dries us off, and then carries me to bed.

“You don’t want to have sex, we’re not having sex.”

To sleep. No fooling around or sex. Just cuddling and sleep.

I don’t understand Scout’s game he’s playing with me.

But I am learning I like lying against his hard, naked body. A lot.
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Chapter Nine


Sully

I wake to my phone buzzing. My neck is stiff from where I’ve been sleeping on the couch. If Della is going to be staying here for much longer, I’m going to convert the office into a room for her. There’s no way I can sleep on the couch forever. Buzzing continues and I blindly look for my phone that’s on the coffee table. Group text.

Scout: Family meeting. My room.

For fuck’s sake.

I take a detour to piss and brush my teeth before heading to Scout’s room. Sparrow stumbles out of his room reeking of liquor and pulling up a pair of sweats over his naked ass. I’m guessing he drowned out his sorrows with a bottle last night. And, because I’m the fucking babysitter around here, I’m feeling refreshed from going to bed early and not getting shitfaced.

Scout’s door is closed. Sparrow tenses, but when I thump his shoulder, he continues through the door. Like he’s the king of the fucking world, Scout is sprawled out—naked as the day he was born—with a sleeping Landry curled up against him. The sight of them is a kick to the chest I don’t expect.

Am I the only one around here not getting laid?

It’s not just getting laid. I could pull up Tinder and get with anyone with a few swipes. It’s that they’ve both clearly been with her. I’m jealous and annoyed and slightly turned on seeing her bare skin on display.

“Gloating?” I grumble, gesturing at them. “Real mature.”

Sparrow crosses his arms over his chest and glares at our brother like he’s seconds away from pulling Landry from his arms. I’d like to see him try. Scout won’t take lightly to that shit.

“Did you fuck her?” Sparrow demands, voice sharp like a blade.

“It sure looks that way,” Scout taunts. “Doesn’t it?”

Landry stirs at the sound of our voices. When she realizes we’re staring at them, she grabs the sheet, drawing it over the two of them.

“I told you—” Sparrow bellows.

Scout cuts him off. “No, I didn’t fuck her, little brother. Not that it’s any of your business.”

Landry bristles.

“You called us in here for a reason,” I blurt out, steering my brothers back on track. “What’s up?”

Scout reaches over to grab his phone and then tosses it to the end of the bed. Sparrow eyes it like it’s a bomb about to explode. With a huff, I pick it up to read whatever it is he’s showing us.

Holy shit.

It’s all over the news.

“Tech mogul Alexander Croft’s two daughters, Landry and Della Croft, were kidnapped,” I read aloud. “Though the suspect or suspects haven’t been apprehended at this time, police say they’re following up on several leads and assure Mr. Croft they’ll locate and safely bring home his daughters.”

I skim through the rest of the news article and find several more on other sites. It’s all over the news. There aren’t any details about the suspects, but it doesn’t comfort me any.

“Turn on the TV,” Landry says, her palm skimming over Scout’s pectoral muscle. “I need to see what’s happening.”

Sparrow remains frozen, watching the two of them lying in bed together. I can’t help the twinge of disgust I feel at seeing her touch him so…fondly. Like they’re lovers, or hell, even friends.

If she can trust Scout of all people, though, then surely she can get there with me and Sparrow. This is progress and I’m pretty fucking elated to think about having her in my bed soon. Bared to me in all the ways, safe and cared for in my protective embrace.

Scout obeys her and turns on the television. Soon, he locates a new station where Alexander is speaking. He pleads to the audience to please help him bring his daughters back home. A policeman takes over speaking when Alexander breaks down in tears. The officer takes some questions from reporters.

“How are you certain it was a kidnapping? Was there a ransom note?”

The officer’s expression gives nothing away. “There are many layers of this case, all of which we are using every resource possible to look into. I can assure you as soon as we have more to go on, we’ll let the public know.”

Many more questions get thrown at him, but he evades most of them, stating they’re unable to disclose certain facts since it’s an ongoing investigation. Finally, just when I think the press conference might be ending, another man steps up to the podium.

I’d recognize those sharp, calculating blue eyes anywhere.

Winston Constantine.

He emanates power, practically pulsating through the television screen, reminding everyone in this city of who is at its helm.

Him.

His family.

I fucking hate that guy.

“If Winston is getting involved,” I grind out, “we’re fucked. We’re so fucked.”

“What? Why?” Landry demands.

Glancing over at her, I note that she’s pressed herself closer to Scout. The man who started this shit storm OR SOMETHING A LITTLE SOFTER…

“He has contacts and connections. It’s only a matter of time before he’s back in our lives fucking it all up again,” Sparrow barks. “You did this, Scout. When he comes to take out more than a few kneecaps, remember that.”

“That’s the guy who hurt you?” Landry asks. “But he’s…he’s just a Wall Street guy. And you guys are so…”

All three of us turn to look at her, waiting on that answer.

“You could handle yourselves in a brawl,” she says finally. “That guy doesn’t look like he could take one of you, much less three.”

“He has more money than God,” I explain with a frustrated huff, “which means he pays people to do his dirty work.”

We all return our attention to the screen, catching the tail end of Winston’s statement.

“…but don’t worry. We’ll drown out the rats who did this and they’ll float to the surface. The girls will be reunited with their father soon.” Winston bores his knowing stare into the camera and it feels like he’s looking right at us. “I’m absolutely certain of it.”

Scout snaps off the television.

“How can he be so certain?” Landry asks, her voice cracking. “Does Dad know I’m here? What happens when he finds me?”

Her questions go unanswered because Scout’s phone I’m still holding in my hand buzzes with a text.

Bryant: Tell me you and your brothers didn’t have anything to do with this…

He sends a link to one of the news articles about the missing Croft girls.

“Bryant is asking if it was us,” I murmur, nervous energy buzzing under my skin. “What do I say back?”

“Give it here,” Scout demands. “I’ll deal with it. We don’t know shit about any missing girls.”

Landry visibly relaxes at his words. Keeping her captive here isn’t what I would have set out to do, but now that she’s here, it’s up to us to protect her from that piece of shit. I can guarantee that neither I nor my brothers will let anything happen to her.

That’s a promise.

*     *     *

While Scout makes breakfast with Della, and Sparrow showers off his hangover, I sit down next to Landry on the sofa. She’s been obsessively flipping through channels, trying to glean what her dad knows.

“You okay?”

She shrugs, hugging her knees to her chest and resting her chin on top. “I have to be.”

“Want to talk about it?”

“No.” She cuts her eyes my way. “Maybe.”

Knowing she won’t come on her own free will, I grab her by her hips and haul her into my lap. I expect a bit of a fight, but she curls into me, like she’s craving for someone to hold her and promise everything will be all right. She smells like Scout’s cologne which is irritating, but I’m able to ignore it since she feels so good in my arms.

“Your dad can’t hurt you,” I remind her. “You’re safe with us.”

“Doesn’t feel very safe.”

“Well, it is safe. You think me or Sparrow or Scout would let him touch you?”

She considers my words and then gives me a small shake of her head. “I’m grateful for you making sure things are as normal as possible for Della. I know you think you’re the babysitter while…” She trails off. “Just know it means a lot to me.”

Her head tilts up and I don’t miss the kiss she’s offering me. Threading my fingers into her hair, I caress her as my lips press to hers. The kiss is sweet at first. Until I become ravenous for more. A groan rumbles through me and I devour her mouth, nibbling and sucking and tasting.

Something whaps me in the head. A pink cat. I find Della, no longer in the kitchen, but perched on the arm of the sofa, watching us with an evil grin on her face. Reluctantly, I pull back from Landry and give Della a raised brow.

What? I sign to her.

Della narrows her eyes. Dummy.

Brat. I smirk at her. You.

She signs something quickly to Landry that I miss altogether before she scurries off to bother someone else. Landry is smiling which makes me smile too.

“What did the little twerp say?” I demand, pretending to be annoyed.

“She was pretty scandalized by the fact we touched tongues like, and I quote, ‘two puppies.’ Then she asked if we could get a puppy.” Her smile grows wider. “It’s good to see her happy.”

Landry cuddles against me, soft and warm, no longer tense. I didn’t do anything on purpose to change her mood, but it feels like maybe I accidentally conquered a big mountain.

“It’s good to see you happy, too, honey.”
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Chapter Ten


Landry

I thought we’d be past the tantrums, but Della didn’t get the memo. She’s throwing a fit of epic proportions, stomping her feet and throwing pillows off the couch. Her cute little face is red from anger and twisted into an expression that’s a little frightening.

“What’s the kid’s problem?” Sparrow asks, leaned against the wall and studying her from afar.

Sully is trying to appease her with the few ASL phrases he knows. It only seems to infuriate her more. I attempt to calm her down to no avail. It’s Scout, in the end, who diffuses the situation.

He walks over to her, thumps her on the head, and shakes his head. She bares her teeth at him like she might bite. At the last second she signs the word, cat.

“Cat?” he asks, arching a brow, making sure she sees his mouth.

A tear streaks down her cheek and she swipes it away before nodding. I’m surprised he knows the word. My heart does a tiny squeeze in my chest knowing these guys are trying to find ways to communicate with my sister. They’re obviously researching and learning ASL because of her.

“She’s tired,” I offer. “Needs to go to bed.”

He scoops her up, holding her to him and makes a click with his tongue. Heathen grumbles from somewhere within the apartment and then comes trotting into the living room.

“Time for bed,” Scout tells the cat. “Let’s go.”

Della is no longer upset and clings to Scout, resting her head on his shoulder. It breaks my heart that the only male role model in her life is an abusive prick. It felt like, until now, I was the only one who understood Della. These guys, though, are certainly trying which means far more than I’d like to admit.

Sparrow picks up her stuffed pink cat and hands it to her. Earlier, he tried this, and she threw it. This time, she takes it, snuggling it to her.

“I’ll get her to sleep and then take the couch,” Scout tells me before disappearing into his bedroom.

“I’m going to head to bed too,” Sully says. “She’ll be up at the crack of dawn.”

He walks over to me and kisses me on the mouth, completely ignoring the irritated huff Sparrow makes. When he’s gone, Sparrow makes his move, prowling over to me. His finger hooks under my chin and he pins me with a stare so hot, I break into a sweat.

“You’re mine tonight.” His jaw clenches. “And tomorrow night.”

“You always ruin everything by opening your mouth.”

“Rules are rules.”

“Who said you were next? Maybe Sully gets to be next.”

“Sully can wait. I need to make things right with you.”

I pull away from him, only to be jerked back into his strong arms. He smells good which makes me want to bury my face against his chest. He’s being a brutish dick, though, so I put up a fight and smack at whatever parts of him I can hit.

“Stop,” he warns, snagging both my wrists in his hands. “Or I’ll make you.”

Heat coils in the pit of my stomach. It frustrates me to no end. The more of an asshole he is, the more I get turned on. Being here with these men is complicated and confusing.

Safe.

Which is why I stop fighting and let Sparrow lead me to his room. He releases me when we’re in front of his neatly made bed. All the furniture is dark wood—sleek and expensive. Compared to Scout’s slightly messy room, Sparrow’s is nearly immaculate. Kind of like his stupid fancy car. He waits, eyes boring into me, for a compliment.

“And Della calls Scout the maid…” I say, trailing off and gesturing at how neat everything is.

“You’re a real bitch sometimes, Laundry.”

I smirk, shrugging. “I think, deep down, you like that part of me.”

“Take off your clothes and I’ll show you how much I like your rude mouth.”

Heat courses through me, decimating every cell in my body. It burns away all rational thought and I ache for him to do just that.

I’m about to smart off again, to see what he’ll do, when Scout enters Sparrow’s room. Sparrow squares his shoulders and glares at him.

“What?” Sparrow demands.

“Kid’s asleep,” Scout says with a sinister grin. “And you still owe me, little brother.”

“Owe you how?”

“You fucked her while I was gone. Now you get to watch while I fuck Landry on your bed.”

Sparrow gapes at him. My skin prickles at the idea of Sparrow watching Scout drive into me. It’s filthy, but intriguing. Now that I’m pretty sure Scout isn’t going to hurt me, I’m turned on by the idea.

“Fuck no,” Sparrow spits out.

“You’re not the boss of me,” I tell Sparrow. “Or him. If he wants to fuck me, and I want it too, then I guess you have to deal with it.”

Sparrow’s jaw clenches and his nostrils flare. “You’re playing with fire.”

“It’s the only way I know how to play.” I point to a chair. “Sit and watch, Chevy.”

His lips quirk slightly, and to my surprise, he obeys. Each footstep is heavy, indicating he’s still pissed and acting like a child, but he listens. Once he’s seated, I look over my shoulder, giving Scout a hesitant smile.

Scout limps my way, dark eyes sucking me into his abyss. His hand grips my jaw and he angles my head so he can kiss me in an almost painful, brutal way. I’m still reeling from the kiss when I’m being pushed facedown on the bed.

Sparrow is in my direct line of vision, elbows on his knees as he leans forward, watching me like I’m a savory piece of meat he wants to sink his teeth into. I grip the blankets, taking secret pleasure in messing them up, as Scout roughly yanks my jeans down my thighs. He smacks me hard over my panties on one ass cheek making me cry out in surprise. Sparrow’s maple-syrup eyes darken, reminding me of Scout.

“Suck,” Scout instructs, shoving his finger into my mouth. “Nice and wet.”

With my eyes locked on his brother, I suck on his finger, imagining it was Sparrow’s dick instead. Sparrow bites down on his bottom lip, pupils dilating as he watches. Scout jerks his finger from my mouth and then shoves away my panties to one side. I cry out at the slick intrusion of his finger inside me. He doesn’t use more than one finger, though I am nearly desperate to beg him for more.

Sparrow doesn’t move to touch himself or come closer. He’s a sentient statue, remaining poised and unmovable in his chair. I’m so fixated on the soft, wet curve of his bottom lip, I’m shocked when Scout pulls out his finger, quickly replacing it with the head of his cock.

We’re doing this.

We’re really doing this.

I’m going to let Scout have sex with me while Sparrow watches.

Rather than driving into me like I expect, Scout inches in painfully slow. I claw at the sheets on the bed, whimpering and begging for more.

These men want me.

Their obsession should scare me, especially after what I’ve gone through with my father, but I can’t seem to find the fear with them.

Dad broke me.

The Mannford triplets are fixing me in some fucked-up way.

“Tell him how good this feels,” Scout rumbles from behind me once he’s seated all the way inside me. “I won’t move until you tell him.”

I squirm, testing the validity of his words. He doesn’t move his hips, instead choosing to dig his fingers into my hips, keeping me still.

“It feels good,” I admit, my gaze locked on Sparrow. “Really good.”

Sparrow grinds his teeth together so hard I’m afraid he’ll break them. Still, he doesn’t move. Watches me with a wild energy I want to get swept up in.

Scout begins moving his hips, a slow, sensual tease that makes me whiny and desperate. I drag the sheets to my face, biting down on them, anything to keep me from begging like a shameless whore. He fucks me slow, but hard in a way that feels like he’s trying to climb inside me to learn all my dark, dirty secrets. I’m unable to stop it. I want him there. I want to be known and understood and cared for.

“Scout,” I murmur. “Oh God…”

“You’re so fucking tight,” Scout growls. “Jesus.”

Sparrow’s expression is murderous, but his dick is hard in his pants. He’s not stopping me or Scout. In fact, I think he likes watching. That turns me on even more.

“You’re wet for him—for us,” Sparrow taunts, voice thick with lust, betraying his angry scowl. “You like having an audience. You like punishing us.”

My heart flutters. I am wet for them. This moment is hotter than I could have anticipated. It’d be made even better if Sully were watching too.

“You’re not in control of me,” I hiss, stifling the moan of pleasure. “No one is. Not anymore.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, baby.” Sparrow’s smile is sinister, making him look much more like Scout than Scout right now. “You’re the one getting railed by my brother while I watch.”

“Take your dick out.” I whimper when Scout drives into me hard. “You want to see who’s calling the shots right now?”

Sparrow doesn’t take his eyes off mine. Then, to my utter shock and delight, he obeys me. Slides his pants down his thighs, revealing his gorgeous cock. My pussy clenches around Scout’s thickness. I’m slick with arousal and it’s not enough.

I’m a greedy girl.

I want more.

I want all of it. Them. Together. All at once. Over and over.

“What now, baby?” Sparrow demands.

“Stroke it,” I purr. “Pretend you’re inside me.”

His jaw clenches and heat burns like an inferno in his gaze. He jerks at his dick, stopping only to spit into his hand before going back to it.

“I don’t want to pretend,” Sparrow growls. “I want you to admit that you want all three of us. All three of your little holes.”

Scout makes a strangled sound of pleasure, his hips driving into me in hard thrusts that match the movement of Sparrow’s hand.

I lick my lips and drag my eyes over the veins popping out on Sparrow’s hands. His hand shouldn’t look so sexy, but curled around his massive cock, it’s a work of art.

“Pinch her clit,” Sparrow instructs.

Scout listens to his brother, brutally mashing on my sensitive clit. I cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Not in charge,” Sparrow reminds me with a wolfish grin. “Admit you want us all or I’ll just keep making him abuse your clit until you have so many goddamn orgasms you can’t see straight.”

Oh God.

“I can’t admit that,” I choke out.

Because if I do, that makes me positively insane, right?

“I thought you were in charge,” Sparrow taunts.

“I am,” I blurt out. “Oh God.”

Scout fucks me relentlessly, distracting me from this conversation. Sparrow doesn’t seem all that bothered about his punishment in having to watch. Kinky bastard likes it.

And I’m a kinky bitch for liking it too.

“Admit you want to fuck all three of us.” Sparrow’s hand moves faster and faster in time with the movement of Scout’s hips. “Say it and I’ll come for you. I’ll come all over my hand watching my brother fuck the hottest, most infuriating chick on the planet.”

“Maybe—oh, God!”

“Not good enough. I need a yes or a no, baby.”

“Y-yes!”

“I fucking knew it,” Sparrow barks out. “Do you want to come all over Scout’s dick now?”

“I do…”

“You’re in charge. Make it happen.”

“Pinch me again,” I tell Scout, my voice quivering with need. “Make me come.”

Scout rolls his finger and thumb over my clit, takes hold of it, and twists until the point of pain but doesn’t go any further. I arch my back up, my body singing with an impending explosion of pleasure.

“Good girl,” Sparrow growls, come jetting out of the tip of his dick and splattering his bared stomach. “You were made for this. For us.”

His words, coupled with the intense way he watches me and how Scout’s dick keeps hitting me inside in just the right spot, I completely lose it. Color explodes around me, detonating every nerve ending from my scalp to my toes. I scream into the sheets that I’ve tried to shove into my mouth to stifle the sounds escaping me. Hot tears prickle my eyes and snake down my cheeks.

“Mine,” Scout hisses, his thrusts becoming wilder and uneven. “Fuck.”

His cock swells, my only warning of his impending release, and then he’s coming with a feral growl. Heat floods into me, pumping and pumping, filling me to the brim. I know this is reckless and stupid. We’re all just having sex with no condoms or any sort of birth control, yet I can’t seem to stop them.

I’m beyond trying to be reasonable or responsible.

I’m just living in the moment.

For once, enjoying parts of my shitty life.

Scout pulls out, gives my ass an affectionate squeeze as his come drips all over the backs of my thighs, and then leaves.

He left me.

Wrecked and used and full of his come.

It’s so degrading. I should hate the whole ordeal.

I don’t.

I loved it.

As soon as the door clicks shut, Sparrow rises to his feet. My heart rate picks up, wondering what he’ll do. I’m too boneless to move, though. He disappears out of sight and then the shower cuts on.

Is he disgusted?

He can’t be. Sparrow may have been getting punished, but he liked it. It turned him on. He enjoyed watching me get fucked by his brother.

I loved it, too.

So why does he seem angry?

“Get up.”

His voice is behind me now, cold and harsh. Shame washes over me but is quickly chased by irritation. I slide off the bed and stand up. I’m bedraggled and messy. My pants are nearly to my knees while my panties are askew. Now that I’m upright, come drains out of me like a leaky faucet. Lifting my chin, I stare Sparrow down, daring him to ridicule or shame me for this—for something he was completely into a few moments ago.

He steps closer, his palm going around my throat and he kisses me. “It drives me insane that he’s all over you and inside you.”

“Sounds like a personal problem,” I sass back.

“One I’m going to take care of.” He nips at my bottom lip and then pulls back. “Get undressed. We’re showering.”

I don’t move, arching a brow at him. He remains still for all of three seconds before he loses patience and starts yanking off my clothes for me. A silly smile teases at my lips.

He’s eager to claim me like some sort of caveman.

Why does that make my heart trip all over itself?

“Does your dick even work anymore?” I ask, unable to keep from poking the bear. “Is there anything left for me after that mess you made?”

“My dick always works for you, smartass.”

The second we’re both naked, he grabs my wrist, hauling me into the bathroom. He might as well club me and drag me to his cave by my hair. The incoherent grunts of annoyance coming from him further add to this whole caveman scenario.

“I want you to smell like me,” he murmurs once we’re under the hot spray of the shower. “Only me.”

“It’ll only be temporary until one of your brothers gets a hold of me again.” I can’t help but taunt him. I’m powerful for once in my damn life. Like I’m holding all the winning cards and they’re just playing in my game.

He shoots me a withering glare that only serves to make me laugh. I find great satisfaction at the way he washes me from head to toe, making sure to clean my pussy extra well.

“My turn,” he growls.

I squeal at the abrupt way he picks me up and pushes my back against the tile wall. Clinging to his neck, I brace myself for his brutal intrusion.

Oh God is it brutal.

“And look, Laundry, my dick works just fine.”

He slams into my body, his thick, hard cock stretching my sore tissue. There’s no gentleness to this. It’s a pure claiming. Marking his territory. Leaving his scent. I’m still wet inside from Scout’s come, so Sparrow slides in and out easily. He sinks his teeth into the side of my neck as he fucks me like a wild man.

All I can do is hold on and go for the ride of my life.

And when he’s made sure to coat every inch inside me with his own orgasm, only then does he relax.

Later, when we’re naked in bed, tangled together on the brink of sleep, I allow myself to fantasize about a life where there isn’t a villainous father I’m hiding from. Just me, my three assholes, and my little sister.

It feels a lot like happiness.

A lot like home.
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Chapter Eleven


Scout

There’s a hand on my face. And why is my chest wet? Heathen’s purring vibrates on my stomach, which doesn’t explain the hand or drool. Blindly, I reach up to find soft, fuzzy hair on a little head.

Della.

Something inside my chest tightens. Gently, I pull the hand from my face and reposition her arm so it’s tucked between us. I left both her and Heathen in my bed last night when I went to fuck Landry and then crashed on the couch after a quick shower. Sometime in the middle of the night, both the cat and the kid found their way to me.

My mind drifts to the things Landry told me—things her father did to her. If that’s not enough to make me want to murder the fucker, he’s also cruel to Della.

Cruel to a deaf six-year-old.

I’ve done a lot of shitty things in my life, but that seems like the absolute worst.

A knock on the door startles me. I’m not sure who could be visiting. I’m certain whoever it is needs to go away. The knock resounds again and I’m forced to take action. Slowly, I slide out from beneath the kid and the cat. I make a detour for my gun and hold it behind my back as I go to the front door.

A man.

A pacing man to be exact.

I can’t make out who it is through the peephole, but determine they don’t exactly appear to be a threat. When I open the door, I’m surprised to find Ty Constantine standing in the hallway.

“Hey,” I grunt in greeting. “What’s up?”

His eyes flare hot and his mouth curls into a vicious sneer. “That’s what you have to say to me right now? ‘What’s up?’ Are you fucking serious right now?”

He’s going to wake the kid if he keeps up his bitching. I shove the gun into the pocket of my sweats and step out of the apartment, closing the door behind me.

“What are you doing at my apartment at the ass crack of dawn?” I demand, crossing my arms over my chest. “And how the fuck did you find out where I live?”

Despite the fact that I have a gun in my pocket that I’m sure he can see clear as day, he steps forward, a murderous expression on his face.

I’m pissed, too. Despite my best efforts, we’ve been found. It’s just Ty, who’s essentially harmless, but if he could find us, then anyone can. That shit makes me super fucking uneasy.

“You lied to me,” he hisses. “You fucking lied to me.”

He’s not making much sense. I mean, I know I lied to him, but how does he know I lied to him. My brow lifts and I stare him down until he speaks again. With Ty, it’s never too long without words. He has a lot to say. Always.

“You’re not Ford Mann.” He pokes me on the chest, just above my crossed arms. “You’re a fucking fraud.”

“It’s too early for this shit,” I grind out. “I haven’t had coffee yet.”

“Does it look like I give a fuck?” His face reddens with fury. “You lied to me about who you were and took advantage of me. It was you, wasn’t it? You took Landry?”

If Ty, the most oblivious idiot on the planet, has come to this conclusion, I wonder who else has figured it out. My blood boils at the thought of Alexander showing up here. I’d gladly use a bullet on that motherfucker.

“Oh, but our friendship was real,” I deadpan. “So I lied about my name? So what? You think I took the girl who friend-zoned you?”

“You fucking used me,” Ty complains, already losing some of his steam. “You used me and I don’t understand why. I thought you were my friend.” He starts pacing again. “What about the girl you were obsessed with? The married one? Was that just a ruse to take my girl instead?”

I unfold my arms and step toward him. “Not. Your. Girl.”

He blinks several times, like I’ve lost my mind. “She’s here? Landry is here?”

“Were you followed?”

“No. Now tell me where the hell Landry is.”

“She wanted you to save her and you took too long,” I grit out. “Someone had to be her hero.”

“You’re a psychopath,” he snaps.

“So I’ve been told.” I pat the gun in my pocket, reminding him I’m the psychopath with the gun. “Why are you here? How did you get my address?”

He lets loose a dark chuckle, ignoring my gun altogether. “I had this gut feeling something was up with you. Yesterday, instead of going to work, I went on a field trip. Followed you all over the city.”

So it was Ty watching me set fire to that building?

It could have been worse. Could have been Alexander or Winston. Ty is a situation I can manage. The other two…are slightly more difficult.

“Ty, Ty, Ty,” I chide. “I really wish you wouldn’t have followed me.”

“Stop being so flippant,” Ty growls. “You act like you don’t care. Like you’re untouchable. What’s your real name, man?”

“Come inside,” I instruct. “I’ll tell you everything.”

He narrows his eyes, studying me warily. “Why? So you can kidnap me too?”

“I can assure you, man, I would not kidnap you.” I smile at him. “Probably just kill you.”

His flinch is slight, but I see it. He’s still in hero mode, though, because he nods. “Take me to Landry. I need to see with my own two eyes she’s okay.”

“Are you sure you want to see her?” I ask. “She’s a little busy at the moment.”

“Take. Me. To. Her.”

I’ll give him an A for being ballsy. I’d pegged him for a bit of a pussy, but he’s showing a spine.

“Your funeral,” I tease with a taunting grin, ushering him inside.

He swallows hard before walking into the apartment. I close the door behind him and follow him into the living room. Della is still asleep, curled around Heathen who is tolerating her only because she’s not awake. The cat whips her tail back and forth, eyeing the newcomer with suspicion.

“You’re so fucked,” Ty mutters. “That’s Croft’s kid. When he finds out she’s here, he will destroy you.”

When he finds out.

Which means he hasn’t yet.

Ty’s at least a little loyal to our “friendship” that he’d confront me first before tattling on me. I can work with that.

“He won’t as long as you didn’t lead him right to us on your half-assed rescue mission. Come on.” I motion for him to follow me down the hallway. At Sparrow’s door, I don’t bother knocking. I twist the knob and push it open. “She’s here.”

Sparrow is spooning Landry from behind, both of them still asleep. She has a dark hickey on her neck. The sheet isn’t covering them, exposing all of their nakedness. Sparrow’s massive hand cups one of her breasts possessively, even in his sleep. Her face is serene, completely at peace with her bedmate.

“What the fuck?” he chokes out. “You have a twin brother? Landry is dating him?”

Dating.

Such a prissy little word.

What we’re doing is far beyond dating. We’re consuming her, owning her, making her ours. We’re a drug that’s entered her bloodstream and she’s too high from the way we feel to ever want to willingly withdraw from us.

Landry isn’t going anywhere.

Not now.

Not ever.

“If you must know the personal details, friend, we share her. Split her three ways.” I flash him a wicked grin. “She really likes getting fucked while my brother watches.”

“Who the fuck are you people?”

I shove at his chest, sending him stumbling back into the hallway. Closing the door behind me, I lead him to Sully’s room. Sully is sprawled out on his bed, tangled in his blanket.

“Triplets?”

“Mannford triplets. Look us up. We’re quite popular with the Constantines.”

His face pales. “What are you talking about?”

“Ask your cousin, Winston.” I smirk at him and then hobble my way into the kitchen to make coffee.

Ty is on my heels, hissing out a string of curse words under his breath. “I’m not asking Winston. Tell me what the hell is going on.”

After getting a pot started, I pull out a mug for myself and then hold one up for him. “Coffee?”

“Dude,” he snaps. “You’re insane. Focus for three seconds and tell me what’s going on.”

Ignoring his tantrum, I make us both a coffee. He glowers at me but accepts the coffee without argument. I lean my ass against the counter, inhaling the delicious aroma, take a scalding sip, and then sigh.

“The married woman I was after was Winston’s wife.”

“Ash?” He gapes at me. “Are you fucking serious?”

“Deadly.”

He bristles at that word choice. “Were you using me to get to Ash?”

“Oh, poor boy. I wasn’t using you for anything other than information. Which, by the way, you delivered.” I flash him a wolfish grin. “I’m sure my brother’s dick thanks you right now.”

Ty tenses, and for a second, I wonder if he’ll throw his coffee in my face. He doesn’t. Self-preservation on his part, that’s for sure.

“We were hired by our uncle to watch over your beloved Landry,” I explain. “And since we have history with your cousin, we were all happy to meddle.”

“Your uncle?”

“Bryant Morelli.”

His face blanches. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.”

“Scout Mannford. Pleased to meet you.” I offer my hand but he doesn’t take it. “Your cousin took Ash away from us. And this limp? He gave it to me. Ruined our lives.”

“I’m sure there’s a reasonable explanation—”

“How can you be so sure? You aren’t exactly close to your cousin, are you?”

His lips press into a firm line. “No. I don’t know what happened. I mean, I attended their wedding and have seen Ash a few times, but we don’t talk about anything except her bird.”

Oh, how I miss her bird, Shrimp.

Heathen would love to play with little Shrimp. Too bad we can’t coordinate a playdate.

“Ash couldn’t handle our games and made her precious Prince Charming rescue her.”

“What games?”

“Ash was ours. She was our stepsister and we wanted her. But Winston swooped in and distracted her. Stole her. He had everything but he had to take the one thing we wanted.”

Ty’s eyes widen and his mouth gapes. “This is really fucked up, man.”

“She thought she could leave us, so we did everything we could to make her stay. Humiliated her, robbed her of every penny to her name, photographed her and exploited her any chance we got. All to prove a point.”

“That you’re all fucking insane?”

I flash him a sinister smile. “That she belonged to us.” My smile falls and anger pulsates through me. “But he laid claim too. And since he’s got more money than fucking God, he won the war between us. He didn’t stop there, though. He had to also take away our mother, our cars, our future. Hell, he nearly took away our ability to walk. Me and my brothers have been aching to make him pay ever since.”

Ty swallows, his hand slightly shaking. He sets the coffee down on the counter. “You’re telling me all this even though I’m a Constantine. Aren’t you afraid I’m going to tell?”

“Nah, man,” I say with a shrug. “Your hands are tied.”

“How so?”

“You aided in getting me—a Morelli for all intents and purposes—information that led to Landry’s escape. Your assistance in helping the wrong side won’t be taken as a little oopsie and easily forgiven. Trust me. Your cousin will do what he can to destroy you too. Maybe not as bad as he did us, but rest assured, he will disown you, strip you of any connections you have because of your last name, and make sure that you’re not tied to one cent of his money.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, fuck,” I agree. “Plus, if you tattle, to anyone for that matter, they’ll show up here and take those two girls right back to their monstrous father. Do you think he’s the forgiving type or do you think he’s also like your douchebag cousin?”

He scrubs a palm over his face, his blue eyes wild with indecision. “She doesn’t look unhappy here,” he admits. “But you’re not exactly someone safe. I mean, this is seriously fucked up.”

I take a long swallow of coffee before setting it on the counter. My eyes bore into his. Shoving my hand into my pocket, I produce the gun and set it next to my coffee.

“I will shoot anyone, and I do mean anyone”—I pause so he understands that means him too—“who tries to take Landry away. We only thought we wanted Ash. With Landry, we know we want her. Indefinitely.”

“You won’t hurt her.”

“Oh, I’ll hurt her, but she’ll enjoy it. The good kind of hurt.”

“That’s supposed to reassure me?”

“You don’t have a choice.” I gesture with my hand for him to leave. “Time to go, friend. I’m no longer feeling very hospitable.”

He shakes his head, his eyes darting back and forth. “You can’t hide out forever, man. You said it yourself. My cousin is too powerful. If you think he’s forgotten all about you and your brothers’ transgressions, you’re an idiot. He’s teamed up with Alexander already. After you three fall off the grid at the same time the Croft girls do, how long do you think it’ll be before he puts two and two together? You know he still keeps tabs on you guys. If I were him, I would.”

Hell, I would, too.

The uneasiness is back.

He’s right. We can’t hide forever, though that’s absolutely my wish. Winston is too smart for that.

“What do you propose, then?”

“Fuck if I know.” He runs his fingers through his hair, messing it all up. “A public appearance? To show all is well?”

I mull over his words for a second and then nod. “Find something public. We’ll send Sparrow. He’s like you and your people.”

“And what exactly am I like?”

“A spoiled prince in an expensive suit.” I give Ty a two-fingered salute. “Bye, little Constantine prince.”
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Chapter Twelve


Landry

Anxiety claws at my throat and infects my every thought. Ever since I learned Ty dropped by this morning, and Scout told him everything, my mind has been a mess.

What if he tells my dad?

I have to believe he wouldn’t. Ty is my friend. He was going to help me escape until Scout hijacked our whole plan, injecting himself into the equation instead.

Still, I’m worried and I can’t stop.

If I was smart, I would leave. Sneak out the front door when the guys are all asleep, carrying Della far, far away from here.

And then what?

Get stopped by the first cop I see only for them to haul me back home, depositing us both back into the hands of a monster?

I shudder at that thought. At least here, even while feeling like a sitting duck, I’m somewhat protected. The Mannford triplets are shockingly obsessed with me. It’s unnatural and unhealthy, yet it’s my biggest and most powerful shield against my father.

Scout doesn’t seem to be worried at all about Ty or my father. He’s been going about his day today like his story this morning didn’t shake the ground I walk on. Sully’s concern has been for me while Sparrow has been pacing around endlessly.

“You’re exhausting me,” Scout says with a yawn. “Sit down already.”

Sparrow shoots him an incredulous glare. I’m with Sparrow on this one.

“Why aren’t you worried?” Sparrow demands. “Ty showed up here. Here. At our fucking apartment, man. How can you sit there and be so chill about this?”

Scout runs his fingers through Heathen’s fur. “I told you. I took care of shit. Unlike you two.”

“How?” Sully asks. “Your methods aren’t exactly awesome.”

“They’re effective,” Scout says with a wide grin. “Now calm the fuck down before you give yourself an ulcer, little brother.”

“Good idea. I’m going to the gym,” Sparrow huffs out. “I need to blow off some steam.”

His gaze lingers on me for a moment and then he leaves to change into his workout clothes. Sully sidles up beside me, slinging an arm over my shoulders.

“You okay?” Sully asks, kissing the side of my head.

I can’t help but melt in his comforting hold. Sparrow stalks past us a few minutes later, giving his brother an icy glare, before leaving the apartment. Scout laughs at his dramatic exit and then motions for Della to come help him in the kitchen.

As she takes his hand and he limps away, I can’t help but think how much I appreciate his kindness toward her. For whatever reason, she’s glued herself to his side today. They don’t try to communicate with each other, but instead do it with smirks and smiles. Like they just get each other. If I wasn’t stressed to the max over this new revelation about Ty, I’d find it completely adorable that Della could turn someone like Scout into a big teddy bear.

“You need to chill,” Sully says. “You’re tense as fuck.”

Of course I can’t relax. It’s not that simple.

“Come on,” he murmurs. “We’ll watch a movie or something in my room until dinner is ready.”

Della is now perched on the counter like a little bird, watching Scout with rapt attention as he pulls things out of the refrigerator. I give her a wave and then let Sully guide me to his room. He shuts the door behind us, locking it.

A thrill of excitement chases away the uneasy feeling I’ve had all day.

“Sparrow leaves and you’re going to fuck me now?” I ask, unable to keep the taunting grin off my face. “Smooth getting me here under the guise of watching a movie.”

He rolls his eyes. “My intentions were noble, I assure you, but if you’re wanting to relax the old-fashioned way, I’m happy to serve.”

“What’s the old-fashioned way?”

He walks over to me until his scent is invading my nostrils and his solid body is looming over mine. His mouth finds my ear and he crudely licks the inside making me squeal. Hot breath tickles the wet flesh as he says, “With my tongue.”

“Your tongue?”

“You won’t be able to think straight, much less worry, by the time I’m done with you.”

“You don’t want to fuck?” I ask, astonished. “You just want to eat pussy?”

“I’ve been craving another taste of your honey, honey, ever since you let me get my mouth on you. It was rushed and I didn’t get to do what I wanted.”

Oh. Wow. He’s serious.

“You…” My cheeks burn hot. “That time in the bathroom was the only time I’ve…”

His eyes burn with fiery lust. “Still?”

“Still.”

“Those bastards don’t know how to please a girl.” His lips kick up in a roguish smile. “Take your pants off. I want to get between your thighs, Landry.”

I melt a little at his words. It’s exhilarating knowing he wants to do this to me.

“Sully…”

His hands find the button on my jeans and he unfastens it. “I like when you say my name.”

These guys and me saying their names.

“Sully,” I breathe, running my fingers through his messy dark hair. “I’m nervous.”

He captures my mouth for a soul-shattering kiss. I notice the way he flicks his tongue and slides it over mine, keenly aware he will probably use the same tricks on my pussy. A gasp leaves me as he pushes my jeans down my thighs. He breaks our kiss to push my panties down as well.

“I want you naked and sitting on my face, honey.” He winks at me. “I’m going to get you so fucking messy.”

Fire burns down my spine, settling in my core. An aching need possesses me. I can’t shed my clothes fast enough. He also strips down, giving me a glorious view of his perfect, sculpted body. Where his brothers have some ink, Sully is tattoo-free.

A glimmer of silver flashes when he turns, his cock jutting out toward me. He has a piercing on his cock. The silver hoop crowns the head of his dick. The pre-come beading his tip beckons for me. I lick my lips, wondering if he’ll want me to reciprocate.

He climbs onto the bed, his ass muscles flexing. Once he’s settled on his back and pumping his dick with one fist, he curls his finger with his other hand in a come-hither motion. Because I’m in desperate need of his tongue, I obey him, crawling over his strong, naked body.

“On my knees?” I ask, my voice barely audible.

“No, honey. I want you to hold on to the headboard and squat over my face. Put your feet on either side of my head. I need your pussy open and dripping all over me. I want to eat you everywhere.”

I shudder at his words. “O-okay.”

It feels awkward revealing such an intimate place of myself to him, but his eyes drink me in like I’m the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen. It emboldens me to assume the strange position.

He grabs hold of my ass cheeks, squeezing. “Bring that pretty pussy here. I want to lick you until you can’t think.”

I have to tighten my grip on the headboard and angle my body toward his mouth. His breath is hot against my sensitive flesh. It drives me wild with need. He lifts up, pressing a sweet kiss to my pussy and then he nips at one of my lower lips in a not-so-sweet way. Before I can react, his tongue flattens out and he licks along my slit all the way to my clit. My entire body trembles with pleasure.

“Fuck, woman,” he growls. “You taste so good. I could do this all fucking day and be perfectly content.”

The idea of him with his face buried in my pussy all day is ludicrous. It’s also hot. Very hot.

He sucks on my hole, like he’s trying to drink my arousal right from the source. It’s so bizarre but wonderful, I forget where I am for a minute. All that matters is the hot mouth between my thighs. He growls—so feral and starved—and then pushes his tongue inside me. It’s so filthy and wrong, but I love it.

Testing his orders from earlier, I bounce, his tongue literally fucking me. I nearly black out with how fantastic it feels. He pulls his tongue back out to feverishly lick at my clit. His efforts have me shaking so bad I feel like I might collapse.

“Oh, God,” I moan. “Sully. Oh my God.”

He sucks on my clit and then he’s back to tonguing my opening, lapping away more of the arousal he’s responsible for.

“I want this pussy all over me,” he rumbles and then pushes his tongue so deep I see stars. His fingers bite into my ass, urging me to move. Not just move. Grind. He wants me to grind on his face.

So I do.

The erotic slurping sounds he’s making are dizzying. His nose is pressed against my clit and his teeth are pressing into sensitive flesh as he licks me like a beast from the inside.

“Don’t stop,” I plead. “Oh God.”

He sucks on my pussy, his tongue rubbing over my tender nub inside. It’s insanely wonderful. White-hot bliss explodes over me and I cry out in shock, my orgasm seizing me suddenly. I can feel my pleasure leaking over his face and smearing my thighs. My whole body trembles with the need to collapse. He pulls out of my body and then too easily manhandles me down his body.

I slide right over his cock, my body inviting him willingly. His piercing teases the throbbing part of me that he’s licked to life. All I can do is ride his dick like I just rode his face. He grabs my nipple, dragging me down to his face. It’s soaked—drenched from saliva and my orgasm. I like the way I taste on him. Our kiss becomes frantic and starved.

It doesn’t take long before he’s groaning out his release. I’m so wet and slippery from this encounter, the juicy sounds echo so loud I’m sure we’ll get complaints from everyone in the building.

His dick eventually quits throbbing, long after he’s spilled every drop of his release. I collapse on him, burying my face against his neck. Every muscle in my body burns but in a delicious sort of way.

I’m floating on a cloud.

Drifting in and out of blissful thoughts.

This is nice. Really nice.

We remain on the bed, clinging to one another, both of us panting for air. Sparrow must still be at the gym because I don’t hear his voice. I do hear Scout still banging around in the kitchen.

“If Ty could find us…” I murmur, unable to finish that thought.

“Hey,” Sully croons, hugging me closer. “He followed Scout, but he hasn’t told anyone. Besides, we’re in an apartment under our uncle’s name which isn’t the same as ours. It won’t be easy to find us.”

“This thing with me and your brothers isn’t right.”

He laughs. “Nothing, when it comes to me and my brothers, is ever right. Who cares if it’s a little fucked up. Feels good.”

That it does.

Feels a little too good.

“I’m the worst captive ever,” I say with a smile. “I slept with my captors.”

“Stockholm syndrome. It’s not your fault. We convinced you to fall in love with us.”

“I’m not in love with you guys.”

“Liar.”

He runs his fingers through my hair, calming me back down into a relaxed state. I could spend hours in his arms, daydreaming, talking, touching, kissing. It’s like I’ve stepped away from my real life for a bit and am playing in a fantasy one.

“What if they do link you guys?” I ask, unable to keep away from the topic. “What then?”

“I think we’ll have a buffer,” Sully assures me. “We may be Mannfords, but we’re under the Morelli umbrella. Back when Winston destroyed us, we didn’t know about our Morelli blood. Now, he’d be a fool to fuck with us. The Morellis have tons of shit on the Constantines. They’re not going to do anything to jeopardize their name.”

I know I should feel somewhat settled by his words, but I don’t. Just because the Constantines won’t publicly go after the triplets, it doesn’t mean my father won’t. My father beats his own children—and worse. He’d take great pleasure in a public flogging where my captors turned lovers are concerned.

I’m safe for the time being.

Even if it isn’t promised for forever, I’m going to enjoy it while I can.
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Chapter Thirteen


Sparrow

Elegant piano playing from somewhere in the expansive eighty-first floor Penthouse and the glass of champagne I downed when I arrived at this party do nothing to calm my erratic heart. I’d rather be literally anywhere than in the hoity-toity home of some city politician, rubbing elbows just to “make an appearance as Sparrow Mannford” as Scout described it.

Fuck appearances.

I want to be at home. With Landry. Watching her as she gives herself up to me—to us. It was exhilarating watching Scout fuck her. I liked it. A lot. Not that I get off on seeing my brother’s dick. I just like watching Landry battle with her emotions and sensations running through every nerve ending. I love the mental torment she subjects herself to. That she secretly wants us but hates that she does.

She belongs with us.

All of us.

Landry admitted to wanting us. Together. I’m eager to test that admission. To see how much she struggles with it or if she just gives herself over freely. I ache to see the transformation. To be a part of it. To watch her lose the control she claims she has over us.

It’s driving me crazy being at this damn party wondering what they’re doing at home. Without me. Every situation I imagine involves her naked and getting tag-teamed by my brothers.

I’m jealous.

And fucking horny.

She’s going to let us all three take her. I’m not sure when or how it’ll evolve, but I know it to be true. I saw it in her eyes when she got off on my voyeurism. Landry is just as fucked in the head as we are.

Which is why I have to be successful tonight. Distract those who are watching and make them think nothing is amiss when it comes to the Mannford triplets. The sooner I can convince these partygoers everything is business as usual, the sooner I can drag Landry into bed with me and my brothers.

My dick thickens in my tuxedo pants. They’re already fitted, so it makes shit super uncomfortable. I take a second to think about unsexy things like public transportation or the news or Sully’s baseball cap collection.

I can’t believe I’m at this dinner party with a fucking stiffy.

The party is crowded with New York’s finest, which means it’s inevitable I’m going to run into at least one Constantine. Hell, a Constantine was the one who planted the seed in Scout’s head in the first place and got me the details of this party.

I fucking hate that dude, Ty.

Not in an “I want to murder him in his sleep” kind of way like I do with Winston. He just gets under my skin. His desperation to help Landry grates on me. Like he has some say in her happiness.

Ty is paranoid, according to what he told Scout this morning, that they’re going to dig into Ford Mann and uncover that it’s a false identity. If we’re in hiding, shit will go south quickly because Winston will immediately sniff out our absence and team up with his buddy Alexander. Then, they’d show up on our doorstep to take the girls away from us. Ty is right. By showing up at this bougie-ass party, it’ll be a distraction. That if anyone has thought to link Ford Mann to the Mannford triplets, they’ll be thrown off by my presence.

The loser in question straightens when he sees me. I can tell he wants to come over to talk to me, but the last thing he needs is to be seen with a Mannford triplet. If that gets back to his cousin, Ty will be so fucked. Not to mention, it’d be easier to piece together our involvement with Landry’s escape.

Giving him a slight nod, indicating I have this and not to worry, I make my way over to the bar. A woman in a sleek red dress flashes me a flirty grin. It does nothing for me. All it does is make me want Landry.

Fuck, she’s perfect.

A total bitch, but so goddamn perfect.

I’ve really liked chicks in the past. Never like this, though. Never where I constantly think about them every second of every day. I don’t want to conquer Landry. I just fucking want her. In my bed, in my apartment, in my life. The fact I have to share her is driving me to insanity. However, it beats the alternative. I’d rather share her with my dipshit brothers than lose her altogether.

I’m so pussy-whipped.

I finally get Sully and his always being “perfect boyfriend material.” With Landry, I want to pleasure her and make her laugh. I want to verbally spar with her but then make her scream while I fuck her into oblivion. I want to hold and kiss and fucking pet her like a sweet little kitten.

Stiffy is back.

Fuck.

“Hi,” the red-dress woman purrs, leaning forward, making her tits jiggle from the movement. “Haven’t seen you around before.”

“Hmph.”

Real smooth, asshole.

Undeterred, she grins. “Someone’s grumpy. I’m Stasia. I like to think of myself as a bit of sunshine. Seems like we might get along well.”

Something about her too-perfect smile sets my teeth on edge. I’m not exactly being friendly and she’s persistent, nevertheless. I know I’m hot, but damn. She reeks of trying too hard.

My hackles rise. Normally, I’d flirt right back with a gorgeous woman who was practically throwing herself at me. Not anymore. Especially not when Landry is at home, maybe not waiting for me exactly, but there.

I give Stasia a quick smile before turning to order my drink from the bartender. He gives me a nod and then starts making it. The scent of sweet roses permeates the air as Stasia sidles up beside me. Her bare arm brushes against my tuxedo jacket. I want to move away from her, yet something compels me to stay. I’m curious what her angle is.

“I’ll have what he’s having,” she tells the bartender. “He’s paying, too.”

She looks up at me, grinning wider and batting her long lashes at me.

“You don’t give up, do you?” I grunt, arching a brow at her.

“Never. I’m like a dog with a bone.” Her smile falters briefly, as though she’s given something away. “So, what’s your name?”

“Sparrow. Sparrow Mannford.”

Her eyebrows furl slightly, as though she wasn’t expecting that answer. It makes me more suspicious of her. I’m starting to feel targeted. It’s like she already knows me.

“Sparrow,” she parrots. “What an interesting name. Is there a story behind it?”

More phishing.

“Nope. My mom just liked it.”

She waits for me to elaborate. I don’t.

“So, do you have any siblings?”

Again with the weird questioning. The bartender drops off our drinks. I take a healthy swig that lights my esophagus on fire before I answer her question.

“Two brothers. We’re triplets.”

“Triplets? How interesting!” She nibbles on her bottom lip. “Do you ever play together? Or try to trick people?”

“We had our fair share of tricks as kids.”

“And now?”

“We’re a little too old for that, don’t you think?” I take another sip of my drink. “What do you do? Here for work or family duty?”

“Work.” She glances into the crowd before affixing me with another probing stare. Her finger toys with my bow tie. “You want to get out of here?”

“You barely know me.”

“Yet,” she murmurs. “I want to get to know you.”

I glance down at her cleavage, making a show to lick my lips. My free hand palms her ribs and I run my thumb along the underside of her breast. She playfully giggles, backing away and blushes bright red.

Too late, Stasia.

I felt the fucking wire.

I’m being set up. Did Ty do this? Glancing over at him, I look for clues. He’s eyeballing a man near the door. Ty finds me watching and then makes an obvious show of pointing with his eyes to the man.

Cop, he mouths.

I don’t have to hear it to understand it clear as day. If he’s warning me about a cop, then he doesn’t know there’s more than one. This one, specifically, is trying way too hard to get me to take her back to my place which means they at least suspect we might be involved. But, based on her earlier conversation, I think she expected me to say I was Ford Mann. I’ve thrown her off by stating my real name and not giving in to her flirty advances.

Since there’s no way they could have known I’d be attending this party, it means I’m just a bonus. A lucky break. Because the Mannford reputation precedes us everywhere we go.

Are they after Ty? Or is this a cattle call for suspects.

“So, what do you say?” she asks, stepping closer, but not too close. “Want to get out of here and go to your place?”

I can either give her the cold shoulder and she’ll know I’m onto her, or I can play along. Reaching up, I run a finger along her jawline, letting my lips curl into a sensual smile that has her face heating red again. I wonder if it’s driving this undercover cop to madness knowing her suspect is turning her on.

“Yeah, babe, let’s get out of here.” I drop my hand and trail my stare down to her lips that are painted the same crimson as her dress. “I need to make my rounds and then I can leave. Why don’t you go ahead and get a head start? I’ll have my driver take you to a hotel I’ve booked for the night. Wait there for me. Naked.”

She deflates some, as though this wasn’t the answer she was looking for. “Alone?”

“What? You were wanting my brothers to be there too?” I flash her a wolfish grin. “We’ve been known to share our things on occasion, so I can certainly arrange that.”

“Sounds like a blast.” Another forced smile. “I can get my own ride though. Just let me know the address.”

“The Four Seasons. I’m right behind you. When you get there, ask for the Mannford room at the front desk. They’ll have a keycard for you. Order us some champagne and I’ll see you soon, beautiful.”

She downs the rest of her drink, presses a kiss to my cheek, and then saunters off. The woman is pretty, but she’s nothing compared to Landry. Landry is more than a pretty package. She’s fucking everything.

Ty’s gaze meets mine again and he seems to visibly relax. Okay, so maybe he really does want to help Landry, and by default, us. I finish my drink and then head in the opposite direction as cop Stasia. I’m getting the hell out of here. I did my duty, threw off the cops, and need to get back to my girl. So focused on my escape, I barely take note of the man I bump into.

“Excuse me,” we both say at the same time.

And then our eyes meet.

I’m eye-level, staring into the coldest blue eyes on the planet. Cruel, ruthless, insidious. It’s been years since I’ve been face to face with Winston fucking Constantine. The first difference I notice is he’s getting old. While he still exudes strength and power, I outmatch him on size. My shoulders are broader and my biceps threaten to tear the seam along my tuxedo jacket. I have youth and muscles on my side. All he has is his money.

The urge to knock my fist through his blinding white veneers is overwhelming. Hot rage burns in my gut and my hands curl into tight fists. I could do it—get my satisfaction by leveling his ass. If I’m lucky, I might hit hard enough to make the old geezer croak.

Then what?

Get my ass sent to prison where Landry and my brothers most definitely won’t be?

There’s a reason I attend these events and not Scout.

“Constantine,” I say, my tone cool and revealing nothing about my anger level. “Fancy meeting you here.”

His nostrils flare, an infinitesimal sign of his own feelings toward me. “Edward Jefferson doesn’t usually let rats into his elite parties. Especially not Mannford rats.”

“And, as you’re well aware of, we have the ability to get in wherever we want. Even into a corrupt politician’s ass-kissing party.”

He takes a step closer. “My wife says she saw one of you twats last week. Are you stalking her again? We all know what happened last time you meddled in my fucking affairs.”

I don’t back down, squaring my shoulders and leaning into him. “We’re not kids anymore, man. Your threats mean shit. I’m sure Ash was just seeing things.”

“Keep my wife’s name out of your mouth.”

The violence gleaming in his eyes brings me great joy. Watching a composed, indestructible man lose it so easily gives me a sense of power. Like maybe, just maybe, we’re on a more level playing field.

“See you around, Constantine.”

He grabs my bicep, preventing me from leaving. “Behave.”

Jerking my arm from his grip, I sneer at him. “Behave?” I growl. “We’re not teenagers you can fuck with anymore. Me and my brothers don’t abide by the same rules as you or our cousins. We do whatever the hell we want.”

Winston presses his lips together in a firm line. I can tell by the flare of his nostrils he wants to say more, but is calculating the risks. He knows I’m right. If he keeps antagonizing me, I’m going to fucking retaliate. We’re not a part of whatever agreement they had and it’s best he knows, because I won’t be intimidated.

He turns on his heel without another word.

I don’t breathe any easier. I still want to chase after him and bash his fucking skull in. But, knowing I’ve rattled him will have to do.
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Chapter Fourteen


Landry

I’m going crazy.

My mind is a mess of thoughts, all of which lead back to the triplets. They’ve gotten themselves under my skin. Burrowed so deep, I don’t have any hope of digging them out.

I don’t want to.

No, what I want is complicated.

Or is it?

Maybe it’s much simpler than I think. If I’m honest with myself, the murkiness fades and one thing becomes clear.

I want them.

All three of them.

Sparrow made me admit it, but was it just some kinky moment for him to get off to? Does he really want to get naked with me and his brothers?

I can’t even begin to imagine what that sort of encounter would entail, much less how to even initiate it. I may think I’m in control, but I’m spinning around helplessly, desperate for a guide.

Does this sort of sexual connection between four people, three of which are related, even come with a guide? It feels unknown and completely foreign. Like floating in space, drifting further and further from the safety of earth, being sucked into the void of their black hole.

I want to be with them.

Tonight.

I’m going to make it happen. I’m not going to second-guess myself or feel guilty at what kind of person it makes me. For once in my life, I just want to feel good and happy. These three men keep circling around me, caught up in my orbit.

It would be easy, right? As easy as it is lying on the sofa right now with two of them in comfortable silence. Sully lets me use his lap for a pillow for my head and I have my feet in Sparrow’s lap. Scout left a bit ago to watch a movie in Sully’s room with Della to get her to go to sleep, but one shout for him, and he’d be here in a second.

Just tell them—no, demand it.

“Any news?” I ask Sparrow who’s scowling at his phone at the end of the couch.

Not the question I wanted to ask.

Why can’t I be brave for once?

Sparrow glances at me and shakes his head. “Still searching. They’re staying tightlipped about any leads they have.” He squeezes my foot and then starts massaging it. “But don’t worry. Scout had several of his contacts make anonymous tips to the cops today in New Jersey stating they’d seen a woman and child walking down the street there. The police will be too busy following those leads to even look our direction. We’ll make sure we stay two steps ahead of them at all times.”

“I can’t hide here forever,” I blurt out.

Sparrow scoffs. “Says who?”

“It’s just not sustainable. Eventually, Della will need to go to school. We’ll want to leave the apartment at some point.” I sigh and go to bring my foot out of his lap, but Sparrow tightens his grip around my ankle, stopping me.

“You’re not going anywhere,” he growls. “Ever.”

These guys really are possessive pricks sometimes. Angling my head to look up at Sully, I expect some sympathy toward me. Instead, he’s watching me with a stubborn expression that matches his brother’s as he runs his fingers through my hair.

“Fine, but at least entertain me,” I murmur, grasping for the nerve to say what I want.

You said you were in control, so take control.

The air crackles with tension. It’s evident they’re thinking the same thing, which is almost positively what I’m thinking, because it grows quiet and both their attention is solely on me now.

“I want to do it,” I whisper.

“It?” Sully teases, a grin on his stupidly handsome face.

“You. All three of you. Together.”

Sully’s playfulness fades and a ravenous glint flashes in his dark eyes. “Because you’re ours.”

Theirs.

It sounds so good. So simple. So easy and fun and perfect.

I want this. I want them.

“Fuck yeah she is,” Sparrow growls. “Say it. Beg for what you want.”

I try to kick him, feigning annoyance. “I’m not going to beg. I demand—”

My bold words are cut off by the sound of harsh knocking on the door. I freeze, terror chilling me to my bones, chasing away all desire. Sparrow flies off the couch just as Scout comes storming down the hallway from Sully’s bedroom and into the living room, a gun in his grip. I sit up and practically climb into Sully’s lap.

Don’t let him take me.

I can’t open my mouth to say the words. He hugs me tight, his arms an iron grip around me. If his hold on me is anything to go on, I’d say he’s not letting me go without a fight.

Sparrow walks over to the door and peeks through the peephole. “Fuck.”

“Who is it?” Scout demands.

Sparrow moves out of the way and lets Scout take his place. The tension in Scout’s body relaxes. He shoves the gun into his pocket before unlocking the door.

Is it Ty?

My heart does a happy leap at the prospect of seeing my friend. But, when the door flings open, it’s not Ty standing there.

This man is terrifying.

Dark hair, dark eyes, imposing stature. I’d liken him to a beast. Somehow more feral and dangerous than the triplets. Despite his seemingly calm nature, he still scares the hell out of me. I shiver in Sully’s arms.

The slight movement captures his attention. Like an animal tracking his prey, the man’s dark eyes slice over to me. I wither under the terrible expression on his face—a mixture of surprise, anger, and annoyance.

I don’t know this guy.

He’s not one of Dad’s men, yet he’s looking at me like he knows me. Like I’m a bother to him.

“Leo,” Scout says with an edge to the false cheer in his voice. “What a surprise, cuz. I didn’t even think you knew where we lived, much less cared enough to pop in for a visit.”

This is bad. It has to be. Scout says no one knows where we’re at but this is the second person to show up.

“Don’t act like we haven’t done business together before.” Leo frowns at Scout. “Of course I care.” His tone is dry. Almost sarcastic.

“No, you don’t. You dropped us as soon as you were done with us. We haven’t heard from you in months.”

“I moved on to other things. So did the three of you.”

“Yeah. Look at us now.” Scout grins, darkness in his expression betraying his effort to be jovial.

“Seriously,” Sparrow interjects. “How the hell did you find us?”

Leo eyes him up and down as if Sparrow’s not equally massive. “I have people everywhere in the city, and my father wasn’t very invested in keeping this place a secret. I don’t give a fuck what he does with his money. I do give a fuck if there are reports that my three renegade cousins kidnapped a woman and a child.

“She’s ours,” Scout barks out at the same time Sully says, “We didn’t kidnap her.”

With those words, Leo’s penetrating stare is back on me. He scrutinizes every detail about me from my messy hair and no makeup toSully’s hoodie, which I’m wearing over my leggings. There’s no way he can miss the way I cling to Sully.

“You’re the Croft girl,” Leo says, his tone gentler. “Alexander’s daughter.”

“Yes,” I whisper.

“And you’re here on your own free will?”

Talk about a complicated answer.

“Yes,” I say, darting my eyes over to Scout. “They saved me.”

At this, Leo’s brows shoot up. “These three?”

“We’re noble creatures,” Scout offers.

“For fuck’s sake.” Leo rolls his eyes. “You’re shameless criminals. The entire city knows it.”

“But, Leo,” Scout says in a dry tone, “we’ve been such good little boys lately.”

Leo ignores him and runs his fingers through his dark hair. Now that I know he’s not going to drag me back to my father, I allow the tension in my muscles to release some.

“The kid is here, too, right?” Leo asks. “I need to know what I’m dealing with.”

“No one asked you to deal with it,” Sparrow tells him, eyes narrowing. “You’re the one who showed up here. We were doing just fine on our own.”

“Just fine?” Leo’s stare sharpens. “You have two missing people in your apartment. One of them is a child. Both of them are members of Alexander Croft’s family. You three are members of mine. This won’t just blow over.” He curses under his breath. “Lucian needs to know about this, too.”

Scout’s features darken. “You don’t have to say shit to anyone.”

“How can I make this clear to you?” Leo snaps. “This situation has the potential to be a fucking catastrophe. The news will get out. Before it does, I need a plan in place to protect my siblings from any of Alexander Croft’s bullshit.”

“These guys haven’t done anything wrong,” I say when I find my voice. “They’re giving us a safe place to say. But you already know this, right? You have people watching, which means there’s probably footage of me and my sister walking into this building on our own free will.”

Question is, now that he’s received this information, why hasn’t he gone public with it? Because the triplets are family? I bite down on my bottom lip, keeping the tears at bay.

“So you’re buddies with our fucking doorman?” Sparrow huffs out. “And now that authorities are sniffing around, you’re trying to do damage control?”

“You didn’t invite just any woman and child into your apartment. Anyone else on the planet wouldn’t have been my problem” Leo says, scrubbing a palm over his face. “But you invited the daughters of Alexander Croft. You work for my father. You’re in my fucking family tree. That makes it my problem.”

“My dad is abusive,” I rush out, needing for this man to understand. That we’re not spoiled runaways. We’re running for our lives. “Because he’s rich, he gets away with it. It’s safe here. With them.”

Leo frowns, studying me with new eyes. The shift from angry to understanding happens within a second. I’m relieved that my words, somehow, seem to get through to him.

“And these guys are better?” Leo asks. When Sparrow starts to speak up, he cuts him off with a wave of his hand, boring his gaze into me. “If they’re hurting you, we can walk out of here right now. Together.”

“It’s safe,” I assure him, lifting my chin. “The safest I’ve ever felt.”

Though he seems surprised by this answer and mildly put off by the smug grin Sparrow shoots at him, he continues on. “How old is your sister?”

“Six.”

“He hurt her too?”

I nod, fighting tears. “If I didn’t do a good enough job to protect her, he would.”

“I understand.” Leo’s voice is soft. I believe him when he says it. “That should never have happened to you.” He breaks our stare to look at each of the triplets. “Lucian has to know we’re involved in a high-profile police investigation. The ripple effect is endless on something like this. We need to stay ahead of it.”

“Thank you,” I say to him.

He purses his lips. “How did you get involved with these guys anyway?”

That’s a long and complicated answer.

Scout doesn’t let me reply, interjecting. “Sparrow was taking some college courses and met her.”

He’s leaving out a lot of the story, but I don’t offer more.

“Right.” Leo shakes his head. “Whatever. What matters now is keeping these two safe. The fact that the apartment’s not in your name will buy you a little time. Lie low. Do not go out in public until I have a solution.

“Lie low?” Sparrow grunts. “Maybe we should pack up and leave this city tonight.”

I’m not hating that idea. At all.

Leo scratches at his jaw, his brows furling as he thinks. “Give me until the morning to find a secure place.”

“Until the morning,” Sparrow agrees. “And then we’re gone with or without your help.”

My big dream of getting the hell out of this city is being realized. And better yet, the triplets are going to go with us. Hope curls tendrils around my heart and latches on.

Leo glares. “Don’t take a risk with their lives to prove you’re a prick. Can you just accept that I’m trying to keep you out of prison and sit tight?”

“Accepted.” Scout gives him a mock salute. “Is that all? We have a date for an orgy and you’re wasting precious seconds.”

Sully groans and Sparrow shakes his head. Meanwhile, my face burns hot with embarrassment. Scout grins in that evil way of his that makes me crazy.

Leo ignores Scout’s comment. “We’ll talk soon.”

As soon as he’s out the door and it’s locked, I shoot Scout a nasty glare. “Seriously?”

“What?” Scout asks, smirking. “I was telling the truth.”

Maybe I don’t have to make a big deal out of this thing with us. Maybe it’s just…inevitable. I need to just let the black hole suck me in and stop fighting it.

Sparrow fights a smile. “Man, I’m kinky, but not that fucking kinky. I’m not into incest, bro.”

“Because it should be said,” Sully chimes in, “I’m not into it either. Any of you dudes touch my dick and I’m going to fuck you up.”

“Now that you guys have provided an admittedly hot image in my head, I can’t un-think it,” I say, teasing. “Are you sure you don’t want to get a little freaky with each other?”

Sully tickles me and I cackle with laughter. Eventually, he gives up, shutting me up with his mouth instead. I moan at his deep kiss, those mental images of the three of them rolling around in the sheets together still burning brightly in my head.

“What if…” I nip at his bottom lip and pull back. “What if I want your dicks to touch?”

Scout laughs and Sully smirks.

“I knew you were a kinky fucker,” Sparrow says triumphantly. “To be honest, I’ll touch anyone’s dick, even my brothers’, if it means getting a chance to fuck you this time while they watch.”

Sully closes in with another soul-stealing kiss. When we break from our kiss, Scout and Sparrow are gone.

“Ready for bed?” Sully asks, his voice deep and thick with lust.

“Yes,” I murmur. “Are we really doing this?”

“Yes, honey, we are.” His brow lifts. “You’re okay with it?”

“Yes.” The quiver of the word is telling of my nerves.

He nuzzles his nose against mine. “We won’t hurt you. Promise.”

“I know.”

I do know that.

They’re willing to share me and I’m willing to travel down this road with them.

He stands with me in his arms and carries me from the living room into Scout’s room. Once inside, I see them both. Waiting for us. Sparrow is sitting in a chair, sprawled out and gloriously naked like a god or a king on a throne.

Scout, also naked, is stretched out on the bed on his side, his head propped up on his hand. He’s pumping his cock in a slow, teasing manner meant to entice me, which is totally working. A flood of warmth surges through me, settling between my thighs.

We’re really doing this.

I don’t know what the dynamics will be or how it’ll end up going, but I’m eager to try. For some reason, I like all three of these guys, even when they’re being super pricks. Beyond being occasional assholes, they’re attentive and protective and caring.

My super pricks.

“Are you scared?” Scout asks when Sully sets me to my feet.

“Of you guys?” I scoff. “No.”

“Just wait until we’ve tied you to the bed and have you at our mercy,” Sparrow rumbles, smirking at me.

I don’t think he’s joking.

“I trust you,” I tell him with a soft smile. “You guys haven’t hurt me yet. I don’t expect you to now.”

He sits a little straighter, his expression shifting from playful to caring. “Take off your clothes, Laundry. Me and my brothers are dying to see how hot this shit makes you.”

My panties are already wet and my heart is hammering out of my chest. If I’m already this hot for them now, and they’re just looking at me, I know this evening might shape up to be one of the best of my life.
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Chapter Fifteen


Scout

This is the moment we’ve all been waiting for. It’s taken a little bit to get here, but each day, she tugs more and more of us until we’re tangled in her web. Together, the four of us, feels right, like it wouldn’t be quite whole without my brothers right now.

All our lives, we’ve fought over the same girls, but we’ve never really put any real effort into sharing them.

Until now.

Because Landry isn’t some random girl. She’s not a prize or someone one of us has fixated on. This girl is the fucking sun, warming us and chasing back our haunting shadows. The decisive expression on her face fills me the fuck up with…happiness. And, because of my brothers and our unique bond, I can feel their happiness too.

Landry is what holds us all together and makes everything okay.

Sully wastes no time undressing himself. Landry, however, just keeps darting her eyes back and forth between me and Sparrow like she doesn’t even know where to begin or what to do.

Good thing she has us to guide her into the darkness with us.

Sparrow stands and saunters her way. She shivers at his proximity but stares up at him in that defiant way of hers that gets every single dick in this room hard as fuck.

His hand lifts and he curls it around the front of her neck. She gasps, leaning toward him, and grabs on to his shoulders. A soft moan leaves her lips just seconds before he crashes his lips to hers. Sully crowds her from behind and runs his palms up under her hoodie, revealing her ribs as he lifts it up. Sparrow breaks their kiss and releases her long enough for Sully to pull off her hoodie and bra. When they’re gone, his mouth is back on hers. Sully makes quick work of stripping her leggings and panties off too.

Naked.

She’s so fucking hot right now between my brothers. Energy buzzes in the room, tethering all three of us men to her. I want to drag her into my arms, but I’m also quite content with watching Sparrow and Sully run their large hands over her soft skin.

I slide my hand under my pillow, retrieving a bottle of lube. Sparrow stops kissing her, his attention darting my way. Darkness glimmers in his expression. He twists her around to face Sully who eagerly takes his place kissing her. Sparrow holds up his hand and I toss the bottle to him. He flips open the cap and pours some on his fingers.

Sully kneels down in front of her, lifting her thigh and resting it on his shoulder. He drags his tongue along her slit causing her to whimper. My dick twitches in response.

“One day you’ll be able to take two dicks at once,” Sparrow rumbles, sliding his lubricated fingers down her backside. “I’ll be the first to take you here.”

She cries out, her eyes flying wide open. Based on the half-shocked, half-pained look on her face, I’d say he’s pressing one of those slick fingers into her asshole right now. Sully starts eating her pussy noisily, distracting her from the intrusion. She trembles and then gives in to the pleasure. With his free hand, Sparrow grabs her hair tugging and twisting until her face angles toward his. He kisses her brutally. His bicep flexes as he fucks her ass with his fingers.

Sully pulls away from her pussy long enough to pick up the lube bottle Sparrow tossed back onto the bed. He also slicks up his fingers. His mouth goes back to her clit and then she whimpers as he pushes his fingers into her other hole.

Fuck, this is hot.

I sit up to grab the lube bottle, pouring some into my hand. Slowly, I stroke my cock, getting it nice and slippery so it’s ready for her.

The sounds coming from her become ragged and whiny. Sully is eating her pussy like it’s his favorite fucking snack. Sparrow devours her lips, biting and sucking, while he keeps fucking her ass with his fingers.

She comes without warning, a loud shriek echoing in the room. Sully sucks on her clit as she rides out the aftershocks, and then pulls away. She’d collapse if it weren’t for the brutal grip Sparrow has on her hair and his fingers in her ass.

“Come ride my cock, prickly princess,” I instruct. “I want to feel how juicy you are.”

Sparrow pulls his fingers out of her. Her knees buckle and both my brothers grab her before she falls. They lift her and deposit her on the bed. She shakily crawls my way. Her blue eyes are hooded and her sexy pink lips are swollen and parted.

She straddles my waist, giving me a prime view of her wet pussy. I reach up to tug on her nipples and pull her to my mouth. Her lips meet mine, frantic and hungry. Grabbing on to her waist with one hand, I grip my dick and guide her onto it with my other.

I’m not sure what my brothers are doing but I feel them closing in. The bed dips from one of them and I feel the presence of the other beside the bed. Pressure against my dick makes me groan. Must be Sparrow back to fingering her ass. It feels good and I wonder what it’d feel like with his dick there instead. There’s no way either of us would be able to keep from coming in three seconds.

Sully kisses her body wherever he can get his mouth. At one point, his mouth sucks on my fingers that are gripping her tit. I release her there so he can get his fill.

I thrust my hips up since her moving is uneven. She’s probably overwhelmed by the fact three men are completely obsessed with having her. All at once.

“That’s it,” Sparrow rumbles. “Let me get this finger inside you.”

The pressure intensifies and I groan. Landry’s breath mixes with mine as she hovers her lips over mine. Sully grabs her jaw, yanking her from our barely kiss so that he can steal one of his own. Since I still need to taste her, I kiss her neck instead, sucking and biting, hoping to leave love marks all over her for all to see.

“One more,” Sparrow urges. “I want three fingers inside you, Laundry.”

She whimpers. “I can’t. It hurts. Oh, God. Stop!”

Her pleas send me over the edge. My nuts seize and I come into her tight pussy. I’ve barely filled her up when the pressure in her ass disappears completely. She’s moved roughly off my dick and then Sparrow is climbing on top of her, flattening her to my body. My dick, wet and still twitching, throbs between our bodies. Sparrow mounts her from behind and then slams into her pussy. I can feel my brother’s balls rubbing against mine. Normally I might think it’s kind of fucking sick, but right now, it’s hot with her being the reason.

“Suck my brother’s dick,” Sparrow orders. “Now, beautiful. He’s feeling neglected.”

I grab hold of her hair, pulling her up some and turning her to face Sully. He moves into position, angling his cock toward her mouth. Since she can barely move because Sparrow is railing her hard, I help my brother out and help guide his dick to her pretty waiting lips. Greedily, our girl sucks him into her mouth.

Our girl.

I like that. A lot.

Sully is gentle as he thrusts his hips. He’s just biding his time. I know for a fact he doesn’t want to get off this way. He’s just waiting his turn.

Sparrow smacks Landry’s ass hard and she cries out around Sully’s dick. He curses, grabbing on to her hair, his fingers brushing over mine. Together we hold her still by her hair so he can fuck her face.

Sparrow curses and smacks her ass a few more times before he comes with a growl. He pulls out abruptly and then repositions himself. Landry makes a fearful sound, which means he’s planning to breach her other hole. Her fingernails dig into my chest, a sob choking her nearly as bad as Sully’s fat dick. Sparrow’s thrusts are small and shallow. I knew he’d be the first one to get inside her pretty ass.

He pulls out and then Sully does the same. She falls against my chest, her body shaking from her tears.

“You’re doing so well taking all these cocks,” I croon. “But you’re not done, are you?”

She starts to cry harder, which wakes my dick back up, and shakes her head. Gently, I push her off me, rolling her onto her back. Sully takes his place between her thighs, pushing her legs up and then enters her with a hard thrust. She moans and I devour it with my mouth. Sparrow must join us on the bed because it dips on her other side.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he tells her. “You’re perfect for us.”

Sully’s hips buck harder and harder, his skin slapping against hers, echoing loudly in the room. I bite her tongue and then suck it into my mouth.

“Make her come again,” Sully barks out. “She’s been a good girl and deserves it.”

Both Sparrow and I obey, our fingers finding her pussy at the same time. I can feel my brother’s dick sliding in and out of her as Sparrow and I take turns rubbing at her clit. Her whole body starts vibrating out of control. Sully curses and his thrusting becomes erratic. He reaches forward, grabbing one of her tits and squeezing hard as he comes. She’s writhing and moaning, lost in her own blissful world.

“Fuck,” Sully mutters, pulling out of her. “Fuck that was good. Damn.”

He pushes our hands away from her pussy so he can lick her clit. Sparrow drags her mouth to his and kisses her like he could own her just with his lips. As much as I want to fuck all night, I think we’ve worn her out. I slip from the bed to grab some towels to clean up. I make sure to wet a cloth, getting it nice and warm, before bringing it back to our love nest.

“I’ll clean you up, prickly princess, but I want to see what a mess we made first.”

Sully pulls back, grinning down at her spread legs like he’s quite proud of how filthy she is. I sweep my gaze over her body that’s already bruising in some places or bearing hickeys. Her pussy is red and swollen, steadily leaking my and Sully’s come. The pucker of her asshole is a little raw, also leaking come.

I have this insane desire to take a picture of her like this—wrecked and ruined—to send to her useless father. After all he’s done to her, it would make him crazy to see his little girl ruined by the likes of us.

Fuck that would be amazing.

But, a possessive, claiming part of me refuses to let anyone else see her. She’s ours now. Just ours. Something slots into place. Used to be, my brothers and I were competitive as fuck, but it feels like we’ve found a way to have Landry all at once. Nothing about what we just did felt wrong. It felt super fucking right.

I dab at her pussy with the wet cloth. She flinches and I wonder if she’s sore. As gently as I can, I clean her up, swiping away the come leaking from her body. Sparrow starts to climb off the bed and she shakes her head.

“No,” she croaks out. “I want you to stay. All of you.”

He shoots me a questioning look. I shrug. My bed is big enough for four. Sparrow shuffles to the middle and drags her over his chest. She buries her face into his neck. Her nice ass is on full display, reddened still from Sparrow’s spankings. Sully climbs onto the bed beside Sparrow and Landry takes his hand. I toss away the rag and mimic my brother’s position. After pulling covers over us, I let her take my hand, too.

“Can we stay like this forever?” she asks, her voice thick with exhaustion.

Sully laughs. “Honey, I think, at this point, we’d give you whatever you asked for. You’re fucking ours now.”

“Ours,” Sparrow agrees. “We’re going to spoil you. With our dicks.”

She snorts out a laugh. “I hate you.”

Nah, she doesn’t hate us at all. In fact, I’m pretty sure she loves us. I mean, how could she not? We just fucked her into another world.

We’ll keep fucking her like this night after night because she belongs to us now.

Ours.

Ours.

Ours.
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Chapter Sixteen


Landry

Every muscle in my body aches. I’m bruised all over my neck, breasts, and hips. Between my legs, my ass tingles and my pussy is sore.

That’s what it feels like being wrecked by three burly beasts.

Boy did they wreck me.

Waking to being tangled up in a mess of limbs, buried under their sturdy weight, though, makes it all worth it.

They care about me.

Desire me. Want me. Need me.

The feeling is mutual.

And, today, we’re getting the hell out of here. It almost feels too good to be true.

I fell asleep on Sparrow’s chest, but somehow I’ve wedged myself between him and Scout. Scout’s dick, even hard in sleep is pressed against the crack of my ass. Sparrow’s palm is covering my ribs and breast, holding me possessively. My arm is stretched over him and Sully has our fingers entwined, his lips resting on the back of my hand.

Sleeping like this, safe in their love nest, is the best sleep I’ve ever had. I hope we have hundreds more nights just like this. In another city, someplace where no one knows us and we can blend into the background.

My thoughts drift to when I’d learned they were three people instead of one. I’d been humiliated and furious.

But now…

Now, I’m happy.

It feels right. Having three of them is much better than one. No more lies or secrets standing between us. I have all of them and they have all of me.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

All relaxed, easygoing feelings dissipate as terror washes over me. I completely tense up and squeeze Sully’s hand to the point I wonder if I’ll break his fingers.

Just like that, my guys wake, on alert, too.

“Who the fuck is here?” Sparrow growls.

“Leo?” Sully asks, voice raspy from sleep.

Oh, God, I sure as hell hope so.

Scout rolls off the bed with impressive speed, throwing on the pants he discarded last night. Sully is right on his heels. Sparrow stays with me, his face twisting into one of worry.

Scout disappears from the room and Sully follows after him.

“Where is she?”

Ty’s voice carries through the apartment to Scout’s bedroom. I shoot Sparrow a questioning look.

“Get dressed. Let’s go,” Sparrow says, pressing a chaste kiss to my lips before getting out of bed.

I throw on some clothes, stop by the bathroom to brush my teeth and pee, and then make my way to Sully’s room to make sure Della is up. She’s already dressed for the day and has Heathen cornered trying to put one of Sully’s ball caps on the cat.

Squatting down beside her, I sign, Good morning, sis.

Her grin is taunting as she signs, I saw you in bed with them. They’re your boyfriends. Did you kiss them? Then she pretends to gag.

I’m not about to explain a polyamorous relationship to a six-year-old. I kiss her head and then sign for her to come get some breakfast with me.

Heathen tears off, ducking into the hallway and out of sight the second I have Della’s hand in mine.

We make our way to the living room where all three of my guys are standing in a semicircle, listening to Ty talk. His hands are gesturing wildly and he has a terrified expression on his handsome face.

“What’s going on?” I demand, earning the attention of the four of them.

Ty’s features fall at seeing me. “Landry, I’m sorry. I wanted to warn you but there’s no time.”

Scout glowers at him. Sully’s face is pained. Sparrow’s jaw clenches hard and he wears a murderous expression.

My stomach flops and then seems to drop several floors below me. The fog of our safe little word has faded and reality creeps in, cold and at a breakneck speed.

“I don’t feel so well,” I say as a wave of dizziness washes over me.

Sully is closest, grabbing for me as my knees buckle. Panic claws up my chest, gripping my throat.

I can’t breathe.

I can’t breathe.

“Honey, calm down,” Sully murmurs, pulling me to his chest. “We’re not going to let you get hurt.”

Looking down, I find Della staring up at me. She’s no longer playful and being a bit naughty. Her face is devoid of emotion. I don’t have to tell her what I’m afraid of. She knows. She senses the vibe in the room, even if no one has signed anything to her.

I’m about to reach for her, to assure her it’ll be okay—even though it won’t—when someone pounds on the door.

“NYPD! Open up!”

No. No. No. No. No.

I’m shaking my head, muttering the word under my breath over and over.

“Fuck,” Sparrow curses. “Fuck.”

“Ty, you need to hide,” Scout commands. “Go to one of the back rooms. Now.”

“W-what? Why?” Ty mutters. “I can help.”

“No,” Scout growls. “Your cousin will ruin you if he finds out you helped us. Go. Fire escape in Sully’s room.”

“Fuck. Okay.” He hurries out of the room.

“Open the door or we’ll kick it in,” a deep voice booms. “Three, two—”

Sparrow stalks over to the door and flings it open before they bust through it.

Several cops enter the apartment, guns drawn and pointing at the guys.

“Let them go!” one of the cops bellows.

Sully holds me tighter and Della clings to the both of us.

Everything is about to get really messy unless I do something. I pull away from Sully, turning to fully face the cops.

“We ran away,” I croak out. “They just gave us a place to stay.”

“Landry,” Sparrow spits out, taking a step closer to me.

The cops start shouting at him to get his hands in the air or they’ll shoot.

“No,” I tell him, tears brimming my eyes, attempting to keep this from escalating into a bunch of arrests, or worse yet, one of them getting shot. “It was me. I kidnapped my little sister and forced them to take us in. Pull the building cameras and see for yourself. I walked here on my own free will. If you’re going to arrest anyone, arrest me.”

I step forward, offering my hands to them. The cops falter, confusion on their faces. One of them radios a muttered question to someone. Seconds later, another man enters the apartment.

All the air in the room turns to ice.

My father.

He’s here.

Scout charges for him, but Sparrow grabs him in a bear hug from behind before he can reach my father. He’s spitting out curse words and threats. Sparrow is able to restrain him. Barely.

I wait for my father to lash out at me, but then I remember…we have an audience. He’s so much better at pretending to be a perfect father when others are watching—when his reputation is on the line.

“You can’t take her,” Sparrow says to my father over Scout’s snarling. “We won’t let you.”

Dad sneers. “You’re about to go to prison for kidnapping, son. You’re hardly in a place to be making demands about my fucking girls.”

Now Sparrow is seconds from losing it like Scout. If they both attack him, those cops won’t think twice about shooting them both in the head.

“They didn’t do anything wrong,” I tell my dad, lifting my chin. “I swear. It was me. I took Della. They’re my boyfriends. I wanted to be with them.”

Sully’s palm on my back gives me the support I need. I swallow down all my fear and turn on the bratty princess mode.

“You grounded me from my phone and computer. You promised me a car. You lied, Daddy. I was so mad at you.” Crocodile tears form and my lip wobbles. “I just wanted to be with them and you took away all my ways of communicating with them.”

Dad’s eyes narrow. He knows better than I do that the reason I ran away was because of him—because of him hurting Della and me both. He knows I’m sacrificing myself to save these guys which puts a target on their back, but it’s better than allowing them to go to prison because of me.

“You can’t take them to jail for what I did,” I tell him firmly. “If you want to punish someone, you punish me. Not them.”

His eyes flare at my words. I feel like I’m going to throw up.

“No,” Scout bellows. “You sick fuck—”

“Get him out of here,” I tell Sully. “Now.”

Sully pecks me on the cheek and then takes over for Sparrow, dragging Scout out of the room.

The cops are no longer pointing their weapons. They’re all waiting on Dad to instruct them on what to do next. Money talks and his is very loud.

Sparrow sidesteps over to me. His hand curls around the back of my neck. So strong and powerful, a promise to keep me safe.

Too bad it’s out of his control now.

I was stupid to think I could actually escape my father’s steely grasp. He’s too powerful and rich. His influence is apparently over the police too. They literally just sit, waiting for his command. Even if I told them everything he’s done, he’ll find a way to twist it. I know this in my bones.

It’s over.

I’m not going anywhere ever again.

I’ll go back to playing my father’s fucked-up games while keeping Della as safe as I can in the process. It’s all I can do.

“No,” Sparrow mutters when I attempt to step forward. “I won’t let you go back to that piece of shit.”

A sob catches in my throat. “We have no choice,” I whisper. “You don’t know what he could do to you.”

“I don’t give a fuck about me,” Sparrow growls. “This is about you.”

Turning, I give him a quick kiss to his lips. “I’m sorry.”

“No!” he shouts. “You’re not fucking leaving, Landry!”

“Sir, I will put you in cuffs if you don’t let the woman go,” one of the cops barks out.

I jerk out of Sparrow’s hold, rushing toward my father. I can’t look at him. I can’t. His scent envelops me and I choke back a gag. Della clings to me, her face buried against my hip.

“My girls,” Dad says, fake emotion coloring his voice. “I’ve missed you so much.”

He pulls us to him for a fatherly hug that has me withering on the inside. All light and happiness are being sucked out of me as darkness creeps in.

“Stay right where you are, sir,” a cop bellows at Sparrow, “or I’ll be forced to shoot.”

“Please, Dad, get us out of here. I want to go home. Now. Sparrow didn’t do anything wrong. I promise I’ll be good. Just get us out of here.”

He pats my back. “Stand down. I’ve got it from here.”

I turn to look at Sparrow one last time. His face is twisted into a furious scowl. Both his hands are fisted at his sides. He looks seconds from attacking everyone in this room.

“I’m sorry,” I murmur to him. “This is for the best.”

His lips press into a firm line, but he wisely remains rooted in place. I want to run over to him and kiss him one more time. That would just escalate things again, though.

I need to leave.

Clean break.

Last night and this morning were perfect. I’ll hold on to those moments and remember them when Dad is making my life a living hell. It’ll have to be enough.

When Della realizes we’re leaving, she has a meltdown. Kicking and squirming with big, fat tears rolling down her cheeks. She tries to run back over to Sparrow, but one of the cops grabs on to her, easily dragging her back. Sparrow’s nostrils flare, anger burning hot in his stare, yet he remains a statue.

Thank God.

Just stay put until we get out of here, Sparrow.

Soon, we’ll be gone. My guys will be safe. Ty will be safe. They won’t get arrested or shot at because of me. All will be well in their world.

It means subjecting me and Della back to our own personal hell, though. I’m sickened by the thought of going back there. I don’t know what else to do. This seems like the only way. Maybe, after some time passes, I’ll have another opportunity to escape. I will try and remain hopeful.

Dad leads us out of the apartment and into the elevators. It’s not until the doors close do I fully comprehend what I’ve just done.

I left the only men who’ve ever tried to protect me or save me, willingly going with the monster.

Hopeful?

There’s no hope anymore.

I left hope in Scout’s bed this morning.

Hope is lost. All that’s left is darkness and it’s quickly swallowing me up.
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Chapter Seventeen


Landry

My father’s fury is a thick, suffocating cloud in the car. Della’s face is buried into my side as she refuses to look at him. I take shallow breaths, attempting to calm the raging storm of anxiety inside my chest.

What was I thinking?

I sacrificed us for slaughter to save the triplets.

The silence in the car is almost worse than if he were yelling at me. I can feel each unspoken word like a lash against my flesh. I hold Della tight, trying to convey to her that this is temporary.

It is temporary.

I’ll figure out a way to escape for good. I did it once; I can do it again.

Find a way to hide away from my father forever.

Save Della.

Save myself.

The driver pulls up in front of our building. A heaviness settles on my shoulders, weighing me into the seat. My whole body feels as though it’s filled with lead.

I can’t willingly walk up there.

I can’t.

A crowd of people rush the car, startling me from my daze. Reporters are snapping pictures and shouting out questions. At least in front of these people, Dad won’t do anything cruel.

Dad’s security push away some people opening the side door for us. Della is pulled from my grasp and one of the men carries her off. I scramble after her, my heart in my throat.

A reporter steps right in my path, shoving a microphone in my face. “Is it true you were kidnapped and held against your will?”

“Miss Croft!” Another microphone bumps into the side of my head as someone tries to get it near my mouth. “Were you hurt? What did the kidnappers want from you? Did they touch you?”

Dad wraps an arm over my shoulders, smacking the microphones away. “The police did their jobs and got me my girls back. Please allow me some time to reunite with them. I’ll give an official statement later.”

The reporters start shouting again, but Dad is done speaking. He ushers me through the crowd and into the building.

“Where’s Della?” I croak out, hysteria building in my throat.

Dad ignores me, guiding me into the elevator. She’s not there. Just the two of us and some more security detail.

“Dad,” I plead. “Where’s Della?”

His jaw clenches but he won’t look at me or speak. I bite back a sob, pushing past him when the elevator doors open to our floor. I break out into a sprint, desperate to see my sister once more before the monster is let loose and life goes back to the way it was before.

Bursting through our front door, I find Della clinging to Sandra. Sandra’s features are pulled tight, disproval shining bright in her eyes.

I’ve made things worse for us.

I can see it written all over her expression. And I know it’s true. That’s why it feels like a punch to the chest, knocking the air out of me. Footsteps resound behind me as my dad and his men approach. Sandra’s spine straightens and she turns on her heel with Della, guiding her down to her bedroom. She disappears inside with her and closes the door. For once, I’m thankful for Sandra’s presence. At least Della has someone and maybe Dad will just take it out on me, not her. It wasn’t Della’s fault.

Not waiting to be told, I bolt to my own bedroom. It’s not until I close the door behind me do I notice the change.

The room is empty.

There’s a bed, stripped down to the mattress, but that’s it. No dresser or vanity. No pictures on the walls or curtains. A quick glance into my closet tells me it’s empty too. I’m confused and dizzied by this new revelation.

The doorknob twists and my father steps in. His regal authority is cold and numbs me. I can’t help but shiver and run my palms over my arms, hugging my arms to my chest to try and keep warm.

Gone is the relieved expression on his face that was all for show at the guys’ apartment.

Gone is the quiet, hidden rage in the car.

His monster is loose and thrumming with the need to punish.

There’s nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide. I’ve done this to myself. I brought all of this on myself.

What choice did I have?

Trust in the policemen who are deep in Dad’s pockets? Fight him and get my boyfriends shot or hauled off to prison?

This, unfortunately, was the only way.

I can endure it long enough until we get our next opportunity for escape. He can’t keep us locked away forever. Not now. Not when the whole city now knows we exist and matter. They’ll want to see us at events and parties. The public will be curious.

“You disgust me.”

His words are like a whip, lashing at my skin, leaving it raw and exposed. I recoil, taking a step backward.

“It was bad enough that you attacked me,” he growls, raising his hand to touch the back of his head. “But then you took your sister and ran.”

I take another step back, needing as much space between us as possible.

“Imagine my surprise to find out you’d shacked up with those Mannford boys.” He grinds his teeth so hard I can hear the sound. “Winston Constantine confided in me just what horrible people they were. How dare you expose my daughter to such filth.”

“Dad,” I croak out, needing to diffuse this bomb that’s about to explode. “Please, I—”

“What perverted shit did you let them do to you?” he demands. “Did you let them fuck you? All at once? You’re a sick child. So fucking sick.”

A sob chokes my throat and tears blur my vision. I blink furiously, needing to keep him in my line of sight. Somehow, he’s advanced in that fateful second, and now looms over me.

“You let them mark you,” he snarls, dragging his finger along the column of my neck. “Like you were their whore. Where else did they mark you?”

I’m shaking my head, desperately trying to find the words, but none come out. Before I can process, my clothes are being forcefully ripped from my body. I cry and scream, begging for Sandra or anyone to help me, but no one comes. He shoves me to the bedroom floor and nudges my hip with his dress shoe.

All my bruises are on display—a colorful map of the unusual and erotic week I had with my guys. It’s all here blinking like a neon sign for Dad to see. I don’t have to tell him what I did with them because he can see it with his own two eyes.

The situation is all too much. I can feel the separation begin when I disassociate myself from these horrible encounters. My mind drifts to warm, safer places while I leave my body to fend for itself. I’m vaguely aware of him crouching beside me, poking bruises and snapping pictures.

I’m not in my room.

I’m in Scout’s bed, melting under his intense glare. I’m in Sparrow’s arms, feeling safe and protected. I’m captured in Sully’s kiss, my heart fluttering every time he calls me honey.

“That’s enough evidence,” Dad says. “Get up.”

I blink away the haze of where I’d rather be and drag myself to the present. I’m shaking so hard my teeth are chattering. I don’t know what comes next, but this doesn’t feel like other times with my father. This doesn’t feel like when he’d blur the lines of our relationship. This feels like he’s the warden and I’m a lowly prisoner who somehow managed to breach the prison walls.

He wants to make me hurt.

So I won’t forget this moment.

So I won’t ever try to escape again.

He grabs my bicep, hauling me to my feet when I make no moves to get up. I can feel his fingers biting into my flesh, leaving their own possessive mark. My entire naked body is on display and I hate being seen this way.

“On the bed,” he barks, spittle showering over my face.

I shake my head violently. “N-no.”

“You don’t get to tell me no, child.”

My screams echo in the empty room, but no one comes to save me. He pushes my body over the bed, leaving my ass exposed.

Think of them. Think of anything.

The sound of his belt buckle jangling keeps me rooted in the present.

I don’t want to do this. Please don’t make me do this.

Sparrow’s warm maple-syrup eyes and taunting grin flash in my mind. The way he calls me Laundry like it’s every bit of an endearment as honey. His deep, claiming kisses—

Whap!

The fantasy of Sparrow is erased by white-hot pain lashing across my ass. It’s not until I feel it again do I realize what is happening.

He’s not going to…

He’s whipping me with his belt instead.

Whap!

The pain is otherworldly. I claw my fingernails into the mattress material, trying to find purchase so I can crawl away from this madness.

A painful grip on my thigh prevents me from getting away, dragging me back into position.

Whap!

The burning, bruising pain is all I can think about. I want it to stop. Please, God, make it stop.

But it doesn’t stop.

It happens over and over and over and over again until I black out.

When I come to, I’ve been moved. I’m no longer hanging off the bed but now lying on top of it. A thin blanket covers my naked body and I’m alone.

Or at least I thought I was alone.

“Sit up and take your medicine.”

Dad’s cold, soulless voice materializes from a dark corner of my room. He’s no longer wearing his suit jacket and his tie is gone. His face is wearing a neutral expression, the rage having finally quieted.

Medicine?

What medicine?

He holds up a pill. Everything is blurry because of all the crying I’ve done. I blink trying to focus on the pill and figure out what it is. Doesn’t look like ibuprofen.

“What is it?” I croak out.

“It’s to erase your mistake.”

Mistake?

“I don’t understand.”

He scoffs. “There’s a lot you don’t understand about this world, sweetheart. Plan B. Take it willingly or I’ll force it down. I will not be raising some bastard child again.”

“Again?”

“Not you,” Dad assures me, holding the pill to my lips. “Your sister. I’ll never forgive your mother for that horrible mistake.”

Before I can process his words, he holds my nose and shoves the pill down my throat. I gag and choke, but eventually swallow it.

“Sleep, sweetheart. You can rest now. You’re finally home where you belong. With me.”
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Chapter Eighteen


Scout

She’s gone.

She’s fucking gone.

This wasn’t supposed to happen. She was supposed to stay with us forever.

How did Alexander find her?

A discarded pink cat sits on the couch cushion beside me. Seeing it punches me in the gut. Della is gone, too. Just when I was really getting to know the kid. She’s back in that hellhole with her evil-ass father.

I pick up the stuffed cat and bring it to my nose. It smells like Della. Her shampoo is lavender scented and I could easily pick it out of a thousand other scents. My chest aches with longing.

“I didn’t tell a soul,” Ty grinds out. Again. “I swear it.” He’s back from his hasty exit now that the cops are gone. “You know I’m telling the truth.”

I glower at him, watching him for any sign he’s lying. Unfortunately, as much as I want to blame him, I believe him. He may hate me for lying to him and for who I am to his family, but he does care about Landry. Ty has a shitty last name but he’s not like his cousin.

The appearance at the fancy-ass party Sparrow went to and the anonymous tips to the cops were supposed to work, at least until Leo found us a new place to lie low. But they didn’t work. We weren’t fast enough and weren’t able to save her in time.

“He found out somehow,” Sparrow spits. “Maybe you were followed.”

“I wasn’t,” Ty tosses back. “I was careful. Maybe it was one of you coming or going.”

There hasn’t been any coming or going, though, aside from my job for Bryant. This entire week, none of us have left the building. Sparrow worked out some, but never left. Even our groceries were delivered. There’s no way they should have found us. I was careful, dammit.

What if the person I felt like was watching me wasn’t Ty after all? Maybe it was whoever pieced together our involvement. That makes me responsible. Fuck.

“Leo?” Sully asks. “I mean, it could have been him, right?”

“Leo wanted to fix the situation,” I say, shaking my head, “not make it worse. This is fucking worse.”

Leo wanted to fix it. He said he understood what I’d gone through. Then who? There’s only one other person who knows where we are. And even though he’s supposed to be an ally—fucking family—I’m beginning to realize we may have just been played. I’m not sure why yet, but I’ll find out.

Their voices merge as one, a dull roar behind me, as they discuss who could have led them to us.

But I know.

It hits me like a ton of bricks.

That motherfucker…

“I have to go,” I growl, jumping to my feet, tossing the pink cat back onto the sofa. “I’ll be back. Keep me posted if you hear anything and start working on a plan on how we’ll get her back.”

We will get her back.

There’s no question in my mind.

It’s only a matter of when, and how many assholes we have to crush along the way.

*     *     *

All that can be heard echoing in the cavernous halls is the unique cadence of my gait as I limp toward Bryant Morelli’s study.

It boils my blood.

I knew not to trust him, and I didn’t, but I didn’t expect him to actively work against us. Especially after all I’ve done for him.

His muffled laughter cuts through the otherwise silent home which pisses me off even more. When I reach his door, I push through it without knocking. He has his back turned to me, the phone up to his ear, but swivels around at the sound of me coming into his office.

“I’m going to have to call you back,” he rumbles. “Talk soon.”

He ends the call and sets down his phone before motioning to one of the seats. “Please, sit.”

Grinding my molars together, I try not to lose my shit. I attempt to keep my emotions in check, feigning an impassive expression. With a nod of my head, I take the offered seat and then bore my gaze into him.

“Wasn’t expecting a visit,” he drawls out. “I suppose I can carve out a couple minutes for you, though.”

I crack my neck and lean back in my chair. “Cut the bullshit, Morelli.”

His easy expression morphs into a hard one. “You’ll do well to watch your tone, young man. Best remember who you’re speaking to.”

I want to shoot this prick in the fucking face. I could, too, considering I have my Glock in my pocket.

“You knew she was there with us,” I grind out. “You knew and you ratted us out for some goddamn reason.” I let out a humorless laugh. “All that crap about family was just a lie.”

He smirks, shrugging his shoulders. “Family is nothing more than a tool to use when necessary. Eventually, you will learn this.”

He’s wrong.

My brothers are everything to me. And now that Landry is ours, she’s everything too.

“You shouldn’t have done this,” I say, my voice cold and dipping dangerously low. “You really shouldn’t have done this.”

Bryant’s face twists into a hateful expression. “Don’t threaten me, boy. I think you forget who you’re speaking to.”

An old man trying desperately to hold on to power in this city that his sons have ripped from his grimy paws. Yeah, I didn’t forget who I was addressing.

“I did everything you asked—”

He cuts me off with a vicious slice of his hand through the air. “And you will continue to do exactly as I say. No fucking distractions like the Croft girl.”

“I’m not going to be your dog anymore, Morelli.”

“You will heel, goddammit. And if you don’t, I’ll turn you in for arson.”

Cold fury rushes through my veins. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me,” he rumbles, smugness dripping from him. “I own you. I have since the moment Constantine dropped you in our laps.”

“You can’t do this to us.”

“Oh, but I can.” He smiles wide and cruelly. “I had someone follow you and record you setting those fires.”

It was him.

He set me up.

“On your order!” I bellow, rising to my feet. “You made me do that shit!”

“Being a leader means having many spoons in many pots. Always stirring. You’re just a fucking pot that belongs to me. My sons are pots, too.”

“Why turn on us?” I demand through gritted teeth. “What did we do to deserve this?”

“Deserve?” He scoffs. “You hoodlums don’t deserve the toilets you shit into. What you deserve is a cold, hard dose of reality.”

Fisting my hands, I glower down at him. “It’s because of Leo, isn’t it? You found out he was helping us last night and threw us under the fucking bus. Your little spies told you, huh?”

He bristles and I know I’ve hit the nail on the head. “He’s not the only one with loyal contacts.”

“You’re pissed,” I continue, words heating as I spew them, “that we didn’t shut down the Croft project as soon as you told us to. That we fell for the girl and care for her now. It infuriated you that your dogs didn’t obey, and when you found out your son was helping us, you lost your fucking shit.”

“Even you know you’re nothing but a dog.”

“This dog,” I say, gesturing at myself, “has no qualms about biting his owner. I’m not a loyal dog.”

“Scout,” Bryant warns, his tone losing some of the cool and rising with fury.

“I’m done with your bullshit, Morelli,” I grind out. “From now on, I’m playing by my own rules. You can threaten to turn me in, but just know I won’t go down without a fight.”

“The apartment, the cars—”

“Quit while you’re ahead, old man.”

“Scout!”

I limp out of his office, ignoring his rage-filled demands. He wants to threaten me? I’ll make his life a goddamn hell and torch the entire thing to the ground.

Morelli will soon learn you don’t poke a bear.

This bear will rip his fucking heart out and not feel one ounce of remorse.

I’d rather sit my ass in jail for eternity than let him get the upper hand.

“Scout!” he bellows, charging out of his office after me. “Stop!”

Screeching to a halt, I turn on my heel and wait until he’s inches from me. I tower over the man and I let him feel every bit of my rage, pulsating from me like fiery heat from a volcano about to erupt.

“You will stand the fuck down, old man, while we work on getting her back.” I sneer at him. “Understood?”

“Or what?”

“I will go to the police or the motherfucking FBI,” I warn, spittle flying from my lips and showering his face. “Or maybe I should just tattle to your sons. Let them know what a monster their senile daddy is. What do you think they’d do to you, hmm? Are they loyal dogs?”

His face blanches and I know I’ve hit him where it hurts.

“You pulled the trigger too soon,” I spit out. “Because you were pissed at Leo for intervening. You’re going to pay for that mistake.”

“Now listen here, son—”

“I’m not your son. I am done with you. You will back the fuck away or I will expose every nasty secret in your life. And, Bryant?”

His jaw clenches. “What?”

“If Landry’s father hurts her because of your stunt, I will hurt you in kind. An eye for an eye, motherfucker.”
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Chapter Nineteen


Landry

Yesterday was a nightmare.

My fantasy nothing more than a rug being yanked out from beneath me. Today is reality. Cold, bitter, lonely. I wallowed all night in my sadness, but today my senses are sharpened with the pain from the assault. Bruises mar my lower back, ass, and thighs making me wince every time I sit down or move. Anger at my situation is slowly replacing fear, infecting my every cell with bitterness.

We deserve a better life than this.

Sure, we have endless amounts of money.

Money means nothing to me. I would rather have not a single dime and be happy than be forced to live another second with a wealthy monster.

Della needs me to be strong.

I need me to be strong.

Which is why, rather than curling into a tiny ball, crying my eyes out, I’ve straightened my spine and made a promise to myself.

I’m going to get us out of here. The first step is getting out of this room. I have to stop feeling sorry for myself. These bruises hurt, but I can’t let it stop me. There will always be bruises with Dad. There will never be a good time. I have to act.

He’ll go to work eventually. And when he does, we’ll bolt. I can do something extreme like set the kitchen on fire. The security guys will be forced to evacuate us. Making the slip would be easier then. I’d just have to run like hell.

I have to get access to the kitchen first.

Unfortunately, that means biding my time. I’ll play Dad’s games, keeping Della as safe as possible, until the time is right. I won’t be afraid. Not like before. Staying with the triplets taught me something. That we’re capable of being loved and cared for without malice.

I want those guys back.

I will get them back.

When I got out of my shower earlier, I found several things on my bed. A beautiful dress, matching undergarments, and a killer pair of shoes. My makeup and hair stuff was also returned to me. The note Dad left me angered me and I wanted to rip it to shreds.

Dinner tonight with some important people. Prove to me you’re not the whore from yesterday and an actual lady. Perhaps you’ll be treated like one.

I finish the last of my makeup and walk over to my full-length mirror. It took a lot of concealer to hide all the hickeys on my neck, but I eventually made it work. The dress fits me like a glove. Seductive red, formfitting, but also still chaste enough that it hides my cleavage and hits my knees. The black Jimmy Choos give me several inches on my height. With my blond hair straight and smoothed down coupled with my flawless makeup and daring shade of red on my dress, I appear to be fierce. Not some demure toy meant to be paraded around like a show pony.

Beneath the silky material of my dress and panties, bruises tell the real story. The slight wince every time I move or sit reveals Dad has attempted to break his toy. Despite how much it hurts, I refuse to be broken.

I have claws.

Rage inside me is the color of my dress.

Fiery. Volcanic. Explosive.

A knock at the door has me lifting my chin and tightening every muscle in my body. The door creaks open and Dad steps in, immaculate in a bespoke navy suit. His eyes rake over me, scrutinizing every detail.

“You look nice,” he murmurs, walking toward me. “Even if red is the color of whores.”

I don’t flinch at his nasty words. Instead, I stride over to him, not cowering from his cold stare.

“I’ve just fixed my makeup, Daddy. Don’t make me cry.” I deliver my response with an impassive facial expression. “Is it time to leave yet?”

His eyes narrow, flashing with irritation, but to my surprise, he nods. “They’re waiting at the restaurant. I told them we’d be a little late.”

I start past him, but his hand encircles my wrist, stopping me. “Be good, sweetheart. Don’t let that mouth get you into trouble. It won’t end well for you.”

His threat makes me internally quake and the welts on my ass throb. I refuse to let him see what it does to me. Biting hard on the inside of my cheek, I give him a curt nod. “Always on my best behavior, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

Fuck you.

*     *     *

All of my carefully constructed walls come crumbling down the second I lay eyes on Ty. He’s sitting at the table with a scowling man I recognize from the news, Winston Constantine, and a beautiful, smiling brunette. There are two seats available at the round five-top table, one beside Ty and one beside Winston.

Hurrying ahead of my father, I greet Ty with extra enthusiasm. “Ty! So good to see you!”

“Landry,” he says, standing and planting a kiss on my cheek. “Sit. We need to catch up.”

He pulls out the chair beside him and I ease into my chair, whimpering slightly at the pain of it. Ty tenses and I feel Dad’s penetrating glare on me. I may be a good actress, but I can’t erase the pain—the pain he inflicted—and I’m tired of hiding it for his benefit.

“Winston, Ash,” Ty says, “this is my friend, Landry Croft, Alexander’s daughter.”

The woman, Ash, gives me a little wriggle of her fingers. “So nice to meet you.”

Dad, Winston, and Ash get pulled into conversation with the three of them, but my attention is solely on Ty.

“How are they?” I whisper, my voice quavering.

“Worried about you.” He glances down. “He hurt you. I can tell you’re hurt. Are you okay?”

I chew on my matte-red-painted bottom lip, willing the tears to stay put. “I’ve been better.”

His jaw clenches, anger flashing in his blue eyes. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s temporary,” I tell him, meeting his stare. “It has to be.”

“It will be. They’ll figure something out.”

I can feel eyes burning into me. When I glance over, Winston is watching me. Like he can see right inside me head. A shudder passes through me. Quickly, I look away, taking solace in Ty’s friendliness.

“What would happen if he knew you were helping them?” I murmur softly.

“Winston can’t know,” Ty says back. “Ever.”

We get through dinner easily enough, Ty and I stealing secret conversations when we can. To an outsider, it might seem we were two would-be lovers, on the path to a happily ever after. To me, he’s my link to the outside—to them.

Dad starts talking to Winston about his birthday party that’ll be here next weekend. It gives me an opportunity to escape his suffocating presence. He shoots me a warning look when I rise to my feet, excusing myself to the restroom, but he’s too engrossed in conversation to do more than that.

“I’ll go with you,” Ash says quickly, scrambling to her feet.

I’m not eager to make friends with this woman—since she’s married to some dude who’s friends with my horrible father—but I can’t exactly tell her no either. I force a warm smile her way.

She babbles about nothing of interest until we’re safely inside the bathroom. Her entire demeanor changes. Concern washes over her features.

“Are you okay?” she asks. “I can tell you’re in pain.”

Am I that transparent? If Dad knew she was in here checking on my wellbeing, he’d be pissed.

“I’m fine,” I lie, lifting my chin. “Thanks for asking.”

She approaches with careful hesitation. “Did they…” She trails off. “I’m so sorry.”

They?

Frowning, I shake my head. “I don’t know what you’re referring to.”

“Those men. The terror triplets.” She winces and her facial expression sours into a pucker. “Did they force themselves on you?”

She says it so knowingly.

Like she’s certain this is what happened.

Fire ignites in my chest, the need to defend them burning through me. “They didn’t force themselves on me.”

I want to scream at her that it was my father who hurt me, but I don’t trust this woman even a little bit.

“Oh?” Shock morphs her features and her lips part in surprise. “I just assumed. You were with them for an entire week. That’s what Winston told me.”

“You assumed incorrectly,” I hiss, bitterness in my tone. “I chose to be there.”

“Chose?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

She scoffs. “Actually, I would. Better than anyone. I have my own history with those three. The things they did to me…” Her eyes well with tears. “They’re cruel, callous monsters, Landry. I’m sorry they duped you into thinking—”

“They didn’t dupe me!” I shriek, batting away her hands that are reaching toward me in an effort to comfort me. “Don’t touch me!”

Ash purses her lips, studying me intently. “I don’t mean to pry. I’m only looking out for you. You can’t trust them.”

But I can.

I’m not some conquest for them. I’m theirs. Whatever they did to her doesn’t matter to me because they’re different with me. I care about them. I need them. I miss them.

“I’m sorry I pried,” Ash says. “You seem like a smart girl. I’m sure you’ll figure it out. Just know that if you need anything, I’m here. Me and Winston both are.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I bite back. “Thank you.”

She sighs and then exits the bathroom. I close my eyes, sucking in several deep gulps of air. Minutes pass by too quickly. I’ll have to go back soon and I can barely stomach the idea.

The bathroom door opens and I brace myself for my father. He’s probably wondering what’s taking me so long.

“Laundry.”

My eyes fly open and I jerk my head toward the sound of Sparrow’s voice. He’s immaculate in a fitted black suit and gorgeous as ever. Behind him, Scout and Sully are also dressed nicely. I don’t think about my father or anything Ash just said about them. Just them. So handsome and protective.

“Oh my God,” I croak out, hobbling over to them. “You’re here. You’re really here.”

“We’re here,” Sparrow says. “We had to see you.”

Sparrow engulfs me in a bear hug, lifting me off the ground. I don’t want to cry and blink rapidly to keep the tears at bay. He kisses my neck before setting me back to my feet. His mouth captures mine for a deep, claiming kiss, and then I’m being pulled into another pair of familiar arms. Someone grips my ass and I yelp.

Sparrow’s glare is murderous. “He hit you, didn’t he?”

I keep my eyes on Sparrow’s as one of his brothers lifts the back of my dress and pulls down my panties. Sully curses and Sparrow cups my ass, touching me so softly it almost feels like a whisper of air over my bruised flesh.

“He will pay for this right the fuck now,” Scout says in a cold, awful voice that should chill me to my bones. Instead, I find comfort in his rage on my behalf.

“He will, but not yet,” I murmur. “Della’s not here. I can’t leave her. If you do something, we’ll lose her.”

The air crackles with their fury, making the hair on my arms stand on end. A storm is coming. Three tornadoes ready to rip a path of destruction through Dad’s life. And I want that. I do. But not at Della’s expense.

“We have a plan,” Sparrow tells me, swiping a tear from my cheek with his thumb. “We wanted to tell you in person. To give you hope that we’ll get you out of there.”

“Everything’s going to be okay, honey,” Sully assures me, running his palms over my back and pecking my lips. “Do you trust us?”

“I do,” I say, nodding.

He kisses me harder this time, making my toes curl with happiness. Finally, he releases me and then I’m pulled against Scout’s sturdy chest. His hand splays over my stomach and he nuzzles my hair.

“Hey, prickly princess.”

“Hey,” I say, grinning.

Scout twists me around and brings his palms to my cheeks. His mouth crushes to mine. He devours me, tasting every part of my mouth, before nipping my bottom lip and pulling away.

“We’re going to blackmail him,” Sparrow explains. “Or at least try to.”

“We’ll get you back soon.” Sully smiles. “Promise.”

“And if that doesn’t work,” Scout murmurs close to my ear, “we’ll kick his fucking teeth in.”

Sparrow curses, looking at his phone. “We have to bail. Now.”

I don’t want them to leave, but them getting caught with me could be catastrophic.

“I love you,” I blurt out, unable to keep it in. “All of you.”

They each steal one more kiss and then they’re gone, seconds before my father barges into the bathroom.

He makes a great show of checking all the stalls, as if he might find the triplets lurking. Of course, he finds nothing. Once he’s satisfied no one is here, he stalks over to me, taking in my appearance. My lips are swollen from their kisses and my hair slightly wrecked from their touching it. The air still smells of Sparrow’s expensive cologne.

“What’s taking you so long in here?” he demands, glowering. “Answer me.”

In the past, I might shrink away from his harsh words, but there’s only so much he can do to me at this restaurant. We’re not at home, secluded from prying eyes. Seeing the triplets has emboldened me.

Touching my lips with my fingers, I say in a bitchy tone, “Nothing.”

But we both know I’m lying. I know he can smell them, sense them, feel their presence still clinging to every part of me.

Smack!

His openhanded strike is more of a surface sting than a bruising one, but it still hurts. Tears spring in my eyes, but they cling to my lower lids and don’t escape. I gently rub where he smacked me and shoot him a nasty glare.

“Such a gentleman,” I mutter.

“And you’re such a whore. I thought I raised you better than that.”

“Raised me? Don’t act fatherly now.” My lip wobbles but I try to remain fierce. “You hurt me. You continue to hurt me. I have nothing in here for you.” I point to my chest. “Nothing.”

His expression cools and he storms over to the door. “Get back to the dinner table and stop making a spectacle of yourself.”

With those words, he leaves me, my heart hammering in my chest.

I can handle this—him—because my guys are working on something. They’ll figure something out. In the meantime, I’ll do what I can to survive, but I am done playing the dutiful daughter. At least if he hurts me beyond repair, I’ll have gone down with a fight.
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Chapter Twenty


Landry

It’s been a full week since my dad smacked me in the restaurant bathroom and he hasn’t hit me since. He’s thrown himself into work, and planning his birthday party that happens tonight, so he’s been leaving me and Della blissfully alone. When he’s not there, I’m allowed out of my room and have been able to see Della. Under the watchful eyes of one of his men, but it’s still progress.

Dad has always been this way.

Either his obsession is on work or us. It’s not ever really a balance. Since he has us back in his hold, he’s able to focus on work now.

Fine by me.

My bruises from his belt are finally healing. Still discolored, yellow and green, but no longer sore like they once were. I feel stronger and more prepared for battle than usual.

“Miss Landry,” Noel says, peeking her head in my doorway. “Your costumes have arrived. I’ve already sent Mr. Croft his and Sandra is helping Della with hers.”

I take the garment bag from her and send her on her way. Della is going to make the cutest little wolf. Laying the bag on my bed, I unzip it carefully so I don’t snag the material. I open the flap and frown down at what’s inside.

It’s not red.

There’s no hood.

We leave in less than an hour, so there won’t be any switching it out. Not this late. Sighing, I pull out the outfit, trying to understand what it is I’ll be wearing and if it’s even my size since there clearly was a mistake.

The tag attached says, “Sexy Goldilocks,” and happens to be my size.

Great.

I pull out the blue and white polka-dot dress. It’s girlish in its design but incredibly short. The capped sleeves and white scalloped edges are cute.

Goldilocks it is.

I spend a bit curling my hair into kinky curls and pulling them into pigtails that I tie up with the matching blue ribbons included with the costume. The dress barely covers my ass. I can’t help but think how much the guys would love this outfit. I settle for a plain pair of white panties, some knee-high white socks, and my black patent leather Mary Janes.

When Dad sees this outfit, he’s going to throw a fit.

So, like the rebellious woman I’m becoming, I hide out in my room, failing to let him know about my incorrect costume until the last second.

“Ready, sweetheart?” Dad asks, entering my bedroom.

He’s dressed as a boxer, wearing nothing but a satiny red pair of shorts. Someone has slicked him down with oil—and I shudder to think who got that awful job. His face is painted to look like he has a black eye and a busted lip. I wish he really were injured.

“What is this?” he demands, holding up his boxing glove-covered hands.

“Goldilocks.” I smile sweetly at him. “The costume shop made a mistake, but luckily this one was my size. I made it work. I know how important this party is to you.”

His features darken, a storm passing over him. If we didn’t have to leave right now, I’d worry about him using those dangerous gloves on me. I wouldn’t stand a chance.

“Mr. Croft,” Sandra calls out. “Mr. Constantine is here.”

I lift my brows in surprise. “Ty?”

“He’ll be accompanying us to the venue,” Dad growls. “I have half a mind to tell everyone there you came up with a sudden illness.”

“Everyone is going to be asking about me,” I remind him, leveling him with a fierce stare. “You know seeing me will erase their curiosity.”

“Don’t embarrass me,” he warns, “and so help me if you say one word—”

“Got it, Dad.”

I rush past him and down the hallway to the sound of Ty’s voice. He’s wearing a green outfit, matching green hat with a feather, and a quiver of arrows strapped to his back.

“Robin Hood?” I guess with a grin.

He makes a showy bow. “And you are…”

“Goldilocks,” I say with a shrug. “Supposed to be Little Red Riding Hood but the shop made a mistake.”

His grin widens. “Their mistake is everyone else’s gain. Lookin’ hot, Goldilocks.”

I hug him, ignoring my dad’s heated glare behind me. “How are they?”

My whispered words are barely audible, but he hears. I’m thankful to have Ty on my side. He’s my lifeline, my only connection to my guys.

“They’re fine. You’re their primary focus.”

His assurance is all I need to feel braver and stronger.

“Ow, fuck!” Ty complains.

We break apart and Della hisses at him, baring her teeth. She’s so cute dressed as a gray wolf. Apparently she’s taking her role seriously and is biting people for sport.

What big teeth you have, I sign to her.

She hisses again, showing off her teeth, and we both laugh. Laughing feels good.

We’re going to get out of here. We absolutely will. Then, we’ll laugh all the time.

*     *     *

I knew Dad couldn’t keep it a small affair. He’s a narcissist. This day is all about him. Of course, he’d invite everyone. The beautifully decorated hotel lobby is teeming with people. I recognize a few famous faces. My costume gains the attention of a few men.

Dad is whisked off, much to my relief, so I take the Big Bad Wolf’s hand and let Ty lead, introducing us to some people. Several Constantines are present at the party. He has a lot of cousins. I’ve met Vivian, Keaton, Perry, Tinsley, and a whole slew of other people I can’t remember their names.

“You two make a lovely couple,” a severe woman says, her voice icy and not at all convincing.

“Thanks, Aunt Caroline,” Ty says. “I’m wearing her down. Maybe one day she’ll marry me and give me lots of babies.”

She grimaces and then walks off without another word.

“She’s pleasant,” I deadpan.

He chuckles. “That woman scares the shit out of me.”

We make our way over to a table that’s overly filled with desserts and sweet treats. Della happily snags bites here and there. She notices a couple of children, one near her age, and looks up at me in question.

You can go play with them, I sign to her. No biting.

She pouts but scampers off, making sure to scare the kids by pouncing behind them. I laugh because she’s such a mess sometimes. It’s good seeing her happy. For the past week, we’ve been wound too tight.

“Should I go keep an eye on her so she doesn’t eat my second cousins?” Ty asks, smirking at me. “Maybe you should go get a drink.”

He motions for a darkened area of the lobby, hidden by ornately decorated trees. I feel like he wants me to go get more than a drink. With a nod of understanding, I make my way over to the trees. I step behind one of the larger ones, stopping to take a breather.

“Lost, Goldilocks?”

The hairs on my arms stand on end. I try not to cry out or make a scene. Warmth closes in behind me and a furry hand settles on my hip.

“You did this?” I turn to look at the man touching me. “You’re responsible for my costume mix-up?”

“Oops.” The dark chuckle that follows argues his feigned contrition.

His face is hidden behind a bear mask, but I recognize the maple-syrup eyes devouring me. Sparrow. So handsome, even dressed as a silly bear. His chest is naked but he has faux fur painted on him. His pants are the same fur as his gloves and he’s wearing black boots.

“You weren’t invited,” I say, unable to look away from him. “You’re crashing the party, Mr. Bear?”

“Brother Bear and Psycho Bear are here too.” He chuckles from behind the mask. “We’re wild animals. Can’t be domesticated. We don’t follow the rules of civilized society.”

Grabbing my hands in his furry ones, he tugs me through the trees and into a hallway. My heart trips over itself at seeing him again. I missed them. Sparrow pulls me into a room and closes the door behind us. He locks it before ripping off his mask and gloves.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he growls, gripping my jaw in his strong grasp. “I need to kiss you.”

He claims me with a brutal kiss, biting on my lip hard enough I whimper. God, I’ve missed their intensity. His hand slides up under my dress too easily and he groans as he rubs his fingers over the front of my panties.

A moan whimpers out of me when his fingers find their way past the material and he rubs at my pussy, seeking my clit. I clutch on to his shoulders, messing up the paint there, and not finding it in me to care.

“Sparrow,” I beg.

He pulls away, his eyes hooded, before diving in for another kiss. His tongue lashes against mine as his finger slides through my slickness, diving deep inside me. I gasp at the intrusion, loving the stretch my body does to accommodate him. He grabs my thigh, hiking it over his hip and then pushes another finger into me. My head falls back against the door with a thud. His fingers work their magic, drawing pleasure out of me in record speed. I cry out, shuddering at the bliss he offers.

“You’re so pretty when you drench my fingers, Laundry. I need inside you.”

I’m nodding, attempting to pull him closer to me. I want him to claim me fast and hard.

“Where are they?” I breathe as he slides his fingers out of my body.

“They’ll be here soon,” he assures me. “Taste how good you are.”

I open my lips at his filthy command. He brings two wet fingers to my mouth and pushes them inside. Sucking on his fingers with fervor, I meet his dark stare, wishing I had another part of him in my mouth.

“Goldilocks wants to suck cock, hmm?”

His dirty words have me biting his fingers, daring him to take what he wants. A sinister smile curls his lips up. Then, with brute force, he pushes me down on my knees. I don’t wait to be asked or instructed and make quick work at pulling down his furry pants.

Sparrow has a beautiful, thick cock.

I could stare at it all day. Knowing I’ll get to taste him has me running my tongue along my bottom lip in anticipation.

From somewhere else in the room, a door clicks shut. Heavy footsteps thud our way. I try to look to see who’s joining us, but Sparrow grips on to my pigtails.

“Suck it like a good girl.”

His words ignite a fire in my lower belly. I crave him—crave all three of them—more than my next breath. I wish they could whisk me and Della away, keeping us safely locked away forever.

“I want to suck their cocks, too,” I whisper, teasing the tip of his dick with my tongue. “Can I?”

He curses and nods, releasing my hair. To reward him for sharing, I take him deep into my mouth, so far I gag on his thickness and am forced to pull back. Another one of my bears is patiently waiting.

“Hey, honey. You look so pretty on your knees for us.”

I bat my lashes and peer up at Sully. He’s not wearing his bear mask but is dressed exactly as his brother. Scout, also wearing a furry ensemble straddles my calves from behind, sitting on my feet. I shiver as he hugs me from behind, his mouth finding my neck.

Sully pushes down his pants, freeing his gorgeous pierced cock. The tip leaks with pre-come and my mouth waters for a taste. Scout pulls his lips from my neck and makes quick work at dragging my wet panties down my thighs.

“Let him feel your tight throat,” Sparrow urges, running his fingers through my kinky curls of one pigtail. “I want to watch you choke on my brother’s cock.”

Sully groans, stepping closer. His grip on his dick looks painful, as though he’s holding on tight to keep from fucking my face. I lean forward, desperate to taste him. He paints my lips with his pre-come before pushing past them. My teeth scrape along his shaft as I widen to accept his massive girth.

“They’re going to take turns fucking your sinful mouth, prickly princess, while I wreck your needy little pussy.” Scout’s fingers open me up to him and then he’s pushing his bare cock inside me. “Fuck, you feel so good, baby.”

He thrusts hard, making me cry out, and Sully does the same. I gag and squirm, but I don’t really want to get away. I want them to use me until I’m a boneless heap they’ll have to carry off.

I don’t want them to stop.

Ever.
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Chapter Twenty-One


Sparrow

God, I’ve missed this girl.

Seeing her, on her knees, taking Sully’s cock in her mouth and Scout’s from behind, I’m reminded of how perfect she is for us. So fucking perfect.

One day soon, we’ll have her all of the time.

“Share your dick-sucking lips with me, dirty girl,” I croon, tugging on her pigtail to earn her attention. “I’m feeling neglected.”

I step up beside Sully, making my cock bounce up and down in front of her. She eyes it hungrily, eagerly leaning forward to suck on it. Scout isn’t exactly gentle with her, fucking her like he can find a way to climb inside her and stamp his name on her soul. She moans and whimpers around my dick.

“Can you take two dicks at once?” I taunt, “or is your little-girl mouth too small?”

She pulls back and glances up at me. Her pouty lips are swollen and reddened from all the dick sucking she’s been doing today.

Sully rubs his slick, pierced crown along her cheek. She opens her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out, inviting us to use her. Sully and I both attempt to push our dicks into her mouth at once. They rub together, sliding over her hot tongue, which feels incredible. We find a rhythm of taking turns shoving into her mouth. The wet, hungry sounds she makes are so fucking hot.

Scout grunts from behind her, thrusting so hard, she gags over my dick when she’s brutally pushed forward. He wrenches the sleeves of her dress down over her shoulders, exposing her upper chest. His palms claim the flesh and then he pushes the material down until he has her pert tits in his hands.

God, she’s a fucking vision.

“I’m going to come so deep inside you,” Scout growls, “it’s going to run down your legs all night. You want that?”

She tries to nod but Sully shoves his dick into her mouth.

“Our girl is so greedy for come,” I tell Scout. “Fill her the fuck up while we paint her pretty face.”

Sully and I both set the tip of our dicks on her waiting tongue, stroking our cocks in unison. Scout pounds into her relentlessly. He slides one of his hands between her legs and feverishly works at her clit. Quickly she unravels, moaning so loud I’m sure half the party can hear. It sends me and Sully both over the edge. Thick ropes of come shoot out of both our dicks, landing on her tongue.

So. Much. Come.

I’m mesmerized by how fucking amazing she looks with our come filling her mouth. Her cheeks bright crimson and wet with tears from her earlier choking. Her entire body trembles, but she’s such a good fucking girl keeping her mouth open to accept every last drop.

I pull back, as does Sully, and curl my fingers under chin. Quickly, I close her mouth so no more of our seed will run down her chin. I smear my thumb over the come, dragging it back to her lips and shoving it inside.

“Don’t swallow yet,” I rumble. “I want you to keep it in your mouth until I tell you you’re allowed to swallow.”

She nods, her cheeks puffed out, filled with semen. Scout grunts, his teeth finding her neck. He bites her hard enough she whimpers, but she keeps her lips tightly shut. As soon as he lets out a groan of pleasure, I stroke her cheek and nod.

“Swallow, Laundry. Take all our come.”

Her neck bobs as she swallows down our salty load. Scout’s thrusting slows and then he pulls out of her. Sully is the first to yank up his pants. Scout scoots away from her, panting hard from exertion. Sully kneels to right the top of her dress. I fix my own pants, putting away my dick and then help Sully haul her to her feet. Scout tugs her panties back up her thighs and then fixes her dress.

“Her bruises are better,” Scout says, eyes flashing with anger, “but still there.”

I grit my teeth, trying like hell to swallow down the fury boiling inside me. She’s been through enough. The last thing she needs is the three of us melting down and adding to her emotional torment. We have to remain calm for her.

Landry falls into Sully’s embrace and she hugs him tight. Her back moves as she starts to cry. My heart cracks right down the middle hearing her broken sobs. Scout’s glare is murderous. I’m sure it matches mine. Not one of us wants to send her back to that piece of shit. But what choice do we have? Scout, of all people, has demanded we play this smart.

We have to play it smart.

If we want her for good, and get her a clean break from that fuckface, then we need to plan several moves ahead.

“Honey, we’re close,” Sully assures her. “Leo is helping us. We’re going to get you both out of there soon.”

“How?” Her body trembles. “I keep trying to think up ways to get away but he’s always there.”

“Tonight, around three in the morning, after he’s drunk and passed out, we’re going to set fire to his company building. Ty’s going to get Scout the access he needs,” Sully explains.

“He won’t be thinking too clearly when he gets the call about the fire,” I tell her. “He’ll rush out of there with some of his men. We’re going to break you two out of there and get the hell out of town. For good.”

“You have to trust us,” Scout murmurs.

“I do,” she sobs. “I just miss you all.”

I untangle her arms from around his middle, forcing them around mine instead. She whimpers when I grip both of her cheeks and tilt her head up to look at me. Her eyes flutter closed and I capture her lips in a promising kiss.

Could we just steal her?

Take her and Della right now?

Scout grabs her hips, ripping her out of my arms, greedily wrapping her up in an embrace. She relaxes against his chest, like his silent assurances can be heard. I’m aching to have her back. This sharing shit is annoying sometimes. He squeezes her ass over her dress. My gaze falls to her thighs that are slick with come running down them.

My dick hardens in an instant, not at all bothered that I just unloaded in her mouth. Fuck. I’m going to go crazy until this girl is back in bed with us.

“Goddammit,” Sully groans. “Why can’t we just take her and bail right now?”

My thoughts exactly.

“He has the exits of this place full of his goons,” Scout spits out. “Remember, we have to be smart about this. It’s one thing to slip in undetected by dressing as bears, but it’ll be a dead giveaway when we try to smuggle Goldilocks and the wolf girl out with us.”

Sully, like an animal possessed, crowds Landry from behind. He lifts her dress, pushes her panties down her ass, and then is inside her, fucking her like he can’t help himself.

I’m jealous.

I want to be inside her again too.

Based on Scout’s ravenous expression, I’d say he’s right there with me. Landry whimpers and writhes as Sully fucks her from behind. Scout has to keep her on her feet so she doesn’t collapse. Her legs keep quivering, so it’s a real possibility that if it weren’t for him, she’d be on the floor.

Sully drives into her over and over again until he’s hissing her name as though it’s a prayer. Scout takes his turn, not giving her any time to recover. And when I think she can’t take anymore, he deposits her into my arms. Her blue eyes are glazed over from pleasure. I lift her up and sink into her slick cunt that’s spilling with come. There’s something so carnal about the way we have to claim and mark her—how she desires it just as much.

“Beautiful, perfect girl,” I croon as I come for the second time inside half an hour. “You’re ours. You’ll always be ours.”

She’s quiet as the three of us right her clothes and attempt to fix her hair. We take turns kissing her and groping her whenever and wherever we can.

I love how she’s this sweet middle between us.

We were made to share her.

“I should get back out there,” she says, her voice cracking. “Ty’s probably wondering where I am. I sort of dumped my sister on him to watch.”

“Ty would do anything for you,” Scout says. “Let him.”

I sit down in a chair, pulling her into my lap. She curls up against me, soaking in the last few minutes she can before she needs to leave. Sully perches on the arm of the chair, toying his fingers through her curls.

“What if the plan doesn’t work? What if he just sends his men and stays back?” she asks. “What then?” She shudders. “He’ll be drunk and the things he does when he’s drunk…”

I crack my neck to ease the tension. “We’ll still come for you. His days of hurting you both are over.”

“Della’s pink cat,” Scout rumbles, crouching beside us as he takes one of her hands in his. “It’s in your room.”

Landry frowns at him. “What?” She blinks several times studying him. “Why would you do that? How?”

“One of your maids was going into your building and Sully stopped her,” Scout tells her. “She was glad to help.”

“But why would one of the maids do something so reckless for a pink stuffed animal? What if Dad finds out or she confesses?”

“She won’t. We paid her a lot of money for her assistance,” Sully says. “Leo guaranteed her safety. She’ll be okay.”

“All for a cat?” She shakes her head in confusion. “I don’t understand.”

“You don’t need to. We’re coming for you anyway. But, just in case you run into any problems, there’s a surprise for you in it. In case you need it.” He kisses her knuckle. “Won’t be long, prickly princess.”

Someone bangs on the locked door. Landry jolts upright, shooting a terrified look toward the sound. Scout rises to his feet and limps over to it.

“What?” he bellows through the door.

“Incoming, man. He’s on a warpath.”

Fuck.

Thank God we have Ty on our side. I hate to say it, but he’s actually kind of cool. His loyalty is to Landry, and consequently us.

“Use the back door because he’s coming to this one,” Ty warns. “Landry, I hope you’re ready to deal with this.”

She shakily stands, nervously smoothing out her dress. I notice the wet spot on the back of her dress from where she was sitting and hope like fuck her dad doesn’t see it.

“Hurry,” she says to us. “Leave before he gets here.”

Scout kisses her, leans his forehead to hers, and then leaves without another word. Sully envelops her in a tight hug and a chaste kiss to her lips. He stalks out of the room after our brother. I linger long enough to memorize the lovely pout of her lips and the exact hue of red on her cheeks. Our mouths fuse together for a hungry kiss until someone beats on the door.

“Landry. You in there?”

She shudders at the sound of her dad’s voice.

“Laundry,” I whisper, cradling her jaw. “Look at me.”

Her eyes bore into mine.

“I love you, baby. After tonight, that motherfucker won’t ever touch you. You’ll never have to see him again. Understood?”

“Y-yes,” she murmurs, nodding. “I love you, too.”

It takes everything in me to tear my body from hers. Anger consumes me from head to fucking toe. I slip out of the room and into a hallway where my brothers are waiting. The next several hours are going to be the longest goddamn ones of my entire life.

“This fucking sucks,” I snap and turn toward the exit doors. “Let’s go before I change my mind and go back in there to break that sick asshole’s neck.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two


Landry

I’m buzzing.

High from their touch and taste and growly voices.

If I had more time, I’d savor it. I’d sink into a chair, curl my knees up to my chest, and replay the last hour or so of bliss I had with my guys.

I don’t have time.

Dad is here and, based on his increasingly urgent pounding on the door, he’s losing it.

Sucking in a calming breath, I exhale, and then make my way to the door. Once I’ve unlocked it, I open it, unable to look him in the eyes for fear he’ll see right into my brain.

Some secrets need to stay hidden.

Some secrets belong just to me.

“What have you done?” Dad growls, grabbing on to my shoulders and shaking. “Answer me!”

I stare at his fake busted lip, refusing to make eye contact. His boxing gloves are gone, and he digs his fingers into my flesh, no doubt bruising me. The scent of liquor hangs thick in the air.

“Go find your sister and then we are leaving.” He releases me and takes a step back. “I can barely look at you.”

Good.

I hope I disgust him.

And, after tonight, I won’t have to look at him anymore, either.

Slipping out the door, I make my way back to the party on wobbly legs. Ty is sitting on a chair near where I left him while Della climbs all over him messing with him from his feathered hat to his quiver of arrows. From far away, because of her wolf costume, she looks like an overgrown puppy.

She’s having so much fun. I hate to have to ruin this night for her.

“Everything go okay?” Ty asks, studying my expression.

“He’s making us leave.” I chew on my bottom lip. “I saw them. I…I…I wish they could take me with them right now.”

Ty tickles Della and she rolls away from him before finding something else to interest her. He stands, taking my hand.

“I know, but just stick to the plan. It’ll all be over soon.” He bends down and pecks me on the cheek. “Stay strong.”

One of Dad’s security guards shows up, scowling at me. “Mr. Croft is waiting in the limo for you and your sister.”

Right.

Time to face the music.

Let the countdown begin.

*     *     *

Della’s hands move a mile a minute as she tells me about the friends she made, the food she ate, and how Ty isn’t a dummy like Sparrow. It warms my heart how much she enjoyed herself. I’m once again thankful for Ty and his friendship. He’s a good guy and one day he’ll make a woman—just not this woman—very happy.

Dad sits on the other side of the limo, downing mini liquor bottles one after the other. I’m hoping he’ll get shitfaced enough he’ll just pass out. I’ll deal with tomorrow when it comes, but I’d love to take a hot shower and curl up in bed, reminiscing about my seeing my guys.

As soon as we arrive at our building, I scramble out of the limo with Della. Dad remains behind. We hurry inside and make it onto the elevator, not waiting for our father. Eventually, I manage to get Della into our apartment and convinced to take off her wolf costume.

Still no Dad.

I think I dodged a bullet.

Only a few more hours…

After running Della a bath, I find her some pajamas and lay them on her bed. I want to change out of my costume, but that might mean running into Dad. I hide out in her bathroom, helping her wash her hair and get it all brushed out. Usually Sandra helps with these things. Tonight, I gladly take on the task.

I want to see Sully, Della signs after brushing her teeth.

I frown and reply back, Me too.

Sparrow is a dummy but he can beat Dad up for us. Della grins like this is the best idea she’s ever had. And Scout can make us pancakes every day forever!

Her excitement is catching. I wish I could give this happiness to her. Where every day is pancakes and silliness and chasing around Heathen.

We’ll be back with them soon, I promise her. I miss them.

She hugs me and my heart melts. Della is feisty a lot of the time, but at her core, she’s sweet and loving. This kid deserves a much better life than the one she was dealt. Dad alluded to her not being his kid, which explains a lot about his treatment toward her. I wish Mom were around to ask her who the real father is. Maybe if we knew, we’d have a chance of him helping us on our quest to escape.

Of course, it could be wrong.

Dad could be lying or just assuming.

Until I know for sure, I can’t do anything about it.

I’m still a mess from being ravaged by the triplets. I need to shower desperately. Dad returned some of my clothes to me and all of my bedding this week. If it weren’t for that stuff being in my room, I’d shower in my sister’s bathroom.

My life isn’t that easy.

I’ll have to risk being seen.

Time for bed, Della, I sign to my sister. Love you.

I love you too.

I kiss the top of her head that smells like her lavender shampoo and finally make my exit I’d been putting off for far too long.

The house is quiet which makes me breathe a little easier. I’m just heading into my bedroom when I bump into someone coming out.

“Oh,” Noel cries out. “So sorry. I was just looking for you. Your father has sent everyone home for the weekend. Do you need anything before I leave?”

“Everyone?” A cold, oily feeling washes over me. “Even his security?”

She nods, her lips pursing. “I can stay, but he wasn’t exactly in the best mood.” Noel glances down the hall and then back at me. “Will you be okay?”

“I have to be.”

Her brows furl and she gives me a knowing smile. “I made up your bed. I believe Della left one of her toys in your room. A pink cat.” She pauses, glances past me and then bores her gaze into me. “Be careful.”

I freeze, struck by her words.

“I always am,” I say, my voice cracking. “Goodnight, Noel.”

We both know this is more than just goodnight. It’s goodbye. Forever. At least I hope. And I hope the triplets know what they’re doing. If they don’t get her and her family someplace safe, then she’s risking much more than a job. Dad will bury her and her family if he discovers her aiding in my escape. A housemaid has no chance against a tech billionaire.

She remains for a beat and then gives me a clipped nod. “Goodnight and good luck.”

*     *     *

I stare at my reflection in the foggy mirror. Somehow, I made it through tonight unscathed. Dad must have drunk himself until he passed out. Thank God for small mercies.

Now all I have to do is wait for my guys to show up.

When I exit the bathroom, all relief is sucked from my lungs. Sitting on my bed, clean and dressed in sweats, is my father.

I’m happy I brought my clothes into the bathroom with me. I wrap my arms around my middle, chancing a look at his face to gauge his mood.

“You’re different,” he says in a cold voice. “Since you came back.”

I don’t dare ask how. He doesn’t want an answer or to discuss this. I’m smart enough to keep my mouth firmly shut.

He stands, swaying slightly. “Too ballsy for your own damn good.” His jaw clenches. “Did you fuck them at my birthday party? With my friends and colleagues on the other side of the wall?”

Swallowing hard, I blink back tears and shift on my feet. There’s no right answer here. If I lie, he’ll call me a liar. If I admit that what he’s saying is true, he’ll rage. All I can do is remain quiet. It’s the safest bet right now.

“I asked you a question,” he roars, backhanding me across the face.

Since I was expecting some sort of hit, I manage to recover and not crash to the floor. Holding my stinging cheek, I meet his stare. All the hate for him burns in my eyes. I hope he can feel the fiery heat of it. I hope it hurts.

“I raised you better than this,” he bellows. “To be a lady, not a fucking whore. And look at you!” He shoves me against the wall, smacking me on the neck where Scout bit me. “Spreading your legs for not one prick, but three.”

He grabs my jaw in a painful grip, wrenching my head up to look at him. Tears freely leak down my face. My heart seems to slow to a stop.

This isn’t how this is supposed to go down. He was supposed to get drunk and pass out. I was going to be safe until they rescued me.

“When I caught her fucking him, she looked just like you do now. Guilty!” He spits in my face. “She deserved what I gave her.”

My mind reels at his words as I try to catch up to what he’s saying. “W-what?’

“Speak when you’re spoken to, child!” He drags me by my jaw and then pushes me facedown on my bed. “I don’t have my belt. My hand will have to do.”

A spanking.

I can handle a spanking.

His fingers grab the material of my sleep pants, yanking them down along with my underwear. I clench my ass, waiting for the hit.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

The strikes are hard enough I know I’ll bruise from them. More bruises. The story of my life. A sob rips from my throat. I hold on to the comforter, praying for this to all be over soon.

It will be.

A few more hours.

Over and over he smacks me until I feel like I’m going numb. And then it’s over. Whispered apologies and soft caresses. I hate those more. My mind is curling around itself, blocking everything else out, especially him.

I’m not here.

I’m not here.

I’m with them.

Don’t think about the hand or the warm flesh rubbing against my sore ass.

Think about Sparrow and Sully.

And Scout.

Scout. Scout. Scout.

A furry pink cat paw sticks out from beneath the pillow.

“There’s a surprise for you, too. In case you need it.”

Did he leave me a phone? To call him in case it got too bad?

Awkward caresses in terrible places make me gag, forcing me to rejoin reality and take note of my body. My pants and underwear are gone. I want him off me. Away from me.

Scout.

I need Scout.

Not hours from now. Right now!

Fumbling under the pillow, I reach for the phone, hoping I can somehow call him without Dad noticing.

He didn’t leave me a phone. He left me something heavy and metal.

When my body is flipped onto my back, I grab hold of the metal. As my legs are wrenched apart, I aim it.

This is going to happen—again. What he first took from me, when I was so fucking young and every time thereafter, was wrong and sick. It’s happening all over again. Like it’s his right to take and take and take.

No.

I scream the word. Over and over and over. A plea. A demand. A warning.

He doesn’t listen.

Squeeze.

The bang is loud, echoing in my ears. It’s effective in stopping all the prodding. I gasp when his body slumps against mine. Warm liquid oozes out of the hole I made in his chest, soaking my own.

A gun.

I have a gun in my hand.

Help me.

I need help.

Deep, soul-crushing sobs begin wracking through me. What did I do? How could I have done it? This is real. I really did this.

“I’m t-tired,” I choke through my tears. “D-Dad, I’m t-tired.”

He’s not saying anything.

Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.

“Read me a story,” I whisper. “Like when I was little.”

So quiet.

So, so quiet.

My teeth start chattering so hard my jaw aches. A chill races down my spine, cooling every vein in my body. I’m so cold. I just want to sleep.

I’m tired.

I’m tired.

“Daddy, read me a bedtime story.” I shake his shoulder. “Dad! Dad, wake up!”

He slides off the bed, falling to the floor with a loud thud. I’m drenched in crimson.

So. Much. Blood.

“Wake up!” I scream, shuddering so bad the bed creaks. “Wake up!”

But he doesn’t.

He’s going to sleep forever.
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Chapter Twenty-Three


Sparrow

I can’t get her out of my mind.

How stunning she was, wrecked and her supple lips parted as Sully and I took turns fucking her mouth.

“I’m done waiting around,” I grind out. “Let’s do this shit already.”

Our original plan to dig up dirt and expose him was fruitless. We wasted a fucking week on that shit. We all know Alexander Croft isn’t squeaky clean because he abuses his own children, but he is really good at cleaning up trails. I had the best people on it, because I took advantage of any and all Morelli connections I’d made over the years. Even they couldn’t find anything hard to nail him to the wall on.

“I’ll call Ty,” Sully offers, waiting for Scout to tell us to hold back.

Scout’s nostrils flare and then he nods.

Thank fuck.

Ever since we left her at the party and came back to our apartment, we’ve all three been on edge. Our need for her is a living, palpable thing. It’s starting to become maddening.

After tonight, she’ll always be with us.

No one, not even her billionaire daddy, will stand in our way.

“Do you think Ty has left the party yet?” Sully asks, fishing his phone from his pocket.

Scout holds up a hand, his brows pinching as he reads something on his own phone. The next second he’s on his feet and jabbing a finger at the front door.

“We have to go. Now!”

Sully jumps into action, shoving his feet into his shoes, and then we’re out the door. As we make it into the elevator, Sully and I shoot Scout a questioning look. His expression is thunderous, the rage beneath the surface a violent tornado waiting to be unleashed.

“He hurt her?” I guess, unable to keep my own fury at bay.

“When doesn’t he hurt her?” Scout seethes. “She called Ty.”

An explosion of jealousy detonates inside me. I want to demand to know why she called him instead of us, but Scout is already powering forward.

“From Alexander’s phone. Ty’s number was saved on there and she didn’t have ours memorized.” His words cool my blood a bit. He continues, his eyes flickering with malevolence. “Ty said she was crying so hard he couldn’t even understand her. She kept asking for us. He’s still at the party, stuck schmoozing with his family.”

Alexander hurt her.

Or worse, raped her.

Even though Landry didn’t tell us what happened before with her father, Scout did this week while she was away from us. Retold every horrifying detail that she told him. It’s unfathomable to me how you could do that to your own daughter.

If I find out we sent her back to that monster and he managed to get his hands on her again like that, I will burn his entire empire to the ground. I’ll kill him myself with my two bare hands.

The drive to her building is a blur. My car is the fastest and I take every street, pushing the speed limits of my car. We make it to her place in record speed, but it feels like every second is flying by.

We need to get to her.

I can’t explain the overwhelming sense that something is deeply wrong.

All carefully laid out plans are thrown out the window as desperation sets in. We’re being reckless, but it doesn’t matter anymore. All that matters is her safety.

For someone with a bum leg, Scout takes the lead, damn near sprinting through the lobby. The elevator ride is pure torture. When it finally dings to deposit us onto her floor, we clamber out, the three of us on a mission to get our girl.

The front door is locked. It takes a few hard kicks until something cracks. I’m able to shove the door with my shoulder until it finally breaks loose. Once inside, we split off. Sully says he’s going to look for Della while I follow Scout through the apartment toward the sounds of her crying.

We step into her bedroom and the coppery scent of blood floods my nostrils. The hairs on my arms stand on end. Lying on the bed, with a phone clutched in her tight grip, is Landry.

Bloody, sobbing, shaking Landry.

I start for her, but Scout grabs my bicep. I’m about to shove him away when I notice the gun beside her. Scout’s gun.

Fuck.

We knew it might come to this. It was supposed to be a last resort, and we weren’t even sure if she’d actually use it. But here we are and our strong girl did what she had to do to protect herself.

“Hey, baby,” I croon, despite the rage at her father threatening to consume me. “Are you okay?”

She flinches at my words, her blue eyes finding and snagging my own. “I shot him.” Her face crumples as it sinks in. “Oh my God.”

Scout inches toward her and holds out his hand. “Let me hold that for you, prickly princess.”

“I’m going to go to jail.” Her bottom lip wobbles. “What will happen to Della?”

“You’re not going to jail,” I assure her, my voice hard and steely. I’ll drive her ass to Mexico and smuggle her over the border before I let that happen. “Give Scout the gun.”

She stares at the gun for a long beat, tears steadily streaming down her cheeks, before finally nodding. He takes it from her and begins wiping it with his shirt. As he walks around the side of the bed, I sit beside her and take her bloody hand in mine.

“Look at me, Laundry. You’re going to be okay.”

Scout lets out a small sigh. Our eyes meet. He doesn’t have to say a word. It’s written all over his face. Alexander Croft is dead on the other side of the bed. As much as I want to rejoice because he can’t lay another finger on Landry or her sister, this is a big fucking problem and it’s about to explode in a high-profile way.

“Della? W-where’s Della?” Landry asks, seemingly disoriented. “Did he hurt her?”

“She’s fine. Sully is with her. If she was hurt, he’d have told us by now.”

Satisfied with that answer, she leans into me. “I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“This. I…he was on me…” Another loud sob. “I was trying to wait for you guys, but I didn’t want it to happen again. I was scared.”

That motherfucker not only hurt her, but he fucking raped her like the pedo-creep he was. Tonight, he probably would have done it again. It’s evident she thought he would. This whole thing is a clusterfuck because Alexander is so fucking clean.

She’ll go down for this. Or, at the very least, be dragged through a public trial and shaming. It’ll be too hurtful for both her and Della. This isn’t fair. Even beyond the grave, Alexander will make her life a living hell. Every dime to his name will be in question when it should rightfully go to her. If only we could figure out—

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The roaring sound of Scout unloading the rest of the rounds in the gun has Landry screaming and me pulling her into my arms. Scout stands over the body, the gun still pointed at Alexander even though he’s done shooting.

“What the hell happened?” Sully hollers from somewhere in the apartment.

“Everyone’s okay,” I call back. Then, I turn my attention back to Scout. “What the hell did you do?”

“She was scared,” Scout says, his voice nonchalant like he didn’t just unload into a dead body. “Called us to come get her.”

I frown at him. “Yeah.”

“When we got here,” he continues, staring at Landry with a small frown, “he was attacking her. Trying to rape her.”

“Scout—” I begin to say but get cut off.

“So, I shot him.” He steps over the body and sits on the other side of the bed beside her. “I shot Alexander because he was trying to hurt you.”

She shakes her head. “I shot him.”

“No,” Scout growls, voice hard as steel. “I shot him. Once I got him off you, I rolled him over to make sure he was dead. Thought he was still breathing, so I shot him until I was sure he was gone.”

“What the fuck, Scout?” I demand.

“It’s what happened.” He leans over and kisses Landry’s cheek. “Landry’s just confused. Help her remember.”

Fuck.

He’s really going with this.

“Scout…”

“Sparrow.”

Scout levels me with an unwavering glare. He’s already made his mind up.

“You’re a fucking idiot,” I mutter under my breath.

“And she’ll be fucking safe from any backlash. That’s all that matters.”

*     *     *

Detective Rodriguez crosses his arms over his chest, studying Scout through narrowed eyes. “So, let’s go over this again. You’re telling me, you shot the victim—”

“He’s not a victim,” Scout snaps. “He’s a rapist and a child abuser.”

“My client has told you his story several times,” Sarah, his attorney, interjects. “Mr. Mannford is cuffed and in your custody. Take him to jail until you people admit that he acted in Landry’s defense. His brothers and the girls can go home to get some sleep. This will all look different in the morning.”

Rodriquez rolls his eyes, jaw clenching. “I just want the truth.”

When I called Leo to tell him that plans drastically changed, he told me to keep Scout quiet until his attorney, Sarah, arrived at the station. Of course, Scout hasn’t shut up. Repeating his truth over and over again until it’s starting to feel real.

“Are the girls okay?” Scout demands, turning his attention to me.

I hold up a picture Sully sent me from the hospital of both Della and Landry. “They’re fine. Just getting examined, but okay.”

Scout relaxes and nods.

“It’s just not adding up,” Detective Rodriguez presses, shaking his head. “None of it. If I had to guess, you were protecting Miss Croft. Which I don’t quite understand. If he really was assaulting her—”

“He. Fucking. Was.” Scout glowers at him. “No ifs.”

“Mr. Mannford,” Sarah warns. “You don’t have to say anything else.”

“Then she would be acting in self-defense,” Detective Rodriguez finishes in exasperation. “It wouldn’t make sense for her boyfriend to say he did it instead.”

“Look, man,” Scout spits out. “I don’t know what to tell you. I fucking shot that piece of shit. I’m not sad about it either. The way I see, I did not only these two girls, but the whole goddamn world a favor.”

“Then I’m going to have to book you,” Detective Rodriguez states with a huff. “With your past criminal record, you’ll have a harder time escaping this than a teenage girl who was acting in self-defense.”

Scout shrugs. “I don’t know what more you need from me. I confessed to this shit and yet here we are. Just let my girl go home with my brothers. She needs a shower and sleep.”

Detective Rodriguez sighs heavily and stands. “All right, then. I guess we’re done here.”

Two unis walk over and assist my cuffed brother to his feet.

“Take care of her,” Scout orders, pinning me with a hard glare. “I’ll come after you if you don’t.”

I want to remind the fucking idiot he’ll be in jail, but they’ve already pulled him out the door before I get the chance.

Detective Rodriguez pins me with a hard stare. “You sure there’s nothing you want to admit to me. Now that your brother’s gone?”

As if I’d ever sell my brother out to the fucking police.

“Nope,” I grind out. “Are Landry and Della free to go home with Sully?”

He ponders this for a moment and then nods. “As long as the hospital clears them, I have no issue with that. She’s eighteen and Della is family. You have my card. Call me if any of your stories change.” He gives me a pointed stare. “Might make things easier on your brother.”

“Got it.”

Scout is taking the brunt of this, and it sucks, but it’s necessary. I understand that. With Della’s mom deceased and now Alexander gone too, she’ll need Landry more than ever. Scout can sit in a jail cell until Sarah manages to get him free, but it would kill Landry being away from Della, even while they sorted it out. I just hope, for everyone’s sake, it doesn’t take long.

All we can do is wait and hope for the best.

But Landry is safe and that’s all that fucking matters.
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Chapter Twenty-Four


Landry

A bloodcurdling scream wakes me up.

My scream.

It’s been days since…the incident, and I’ve had nightmares ever since. I spend my waking hours worrying about Scout and what he’s done to try to protect me while each night I’m dragged into horrible dreams with my father.

In my dreams, he always wins.

Sully’s hold around my middle tightens and he buries his face in my hair. Sparrow, on my other side, presses reassuring kisses to my lips. I hate that this nighttime screaming is a new normal for them. When they first started, it freaked them out. Sparrow was ready to drag me kicking and screaming to the hospital. Now, they’re used to it.

“You’re safe. Here with us,” Sparrow reminds me. “Della is safely sleeping in Scout’s bed with Heathen.”

Even though I know this, my body does relax at his words. Knowing we beat the monster is something I’ll never fully believe. Like at any moment, he’ll pop around the corner and take us back home.

“I need to go home,” I croak out.

Sully’s palm splays over my stomach and he digs his fingers in the flesh. Sparrow utters the same word he always says. No.

“Not to live there,” I huff, irritation at their overprotectiveness chasing away the last of the fear that was pumping through my veins. “I need to look for something.”

“Just tell us what you need,” Sully says. “One of us will go get it.”

I extricate myself from between them and climb off the bed. I’ve barely had time to warm up the shower water and step inside before my two stalkers join me. It’s like now that Scout is sitting in a jail cell, awaiting trial, they’ve taken over his duties in our relationship too. I know they mean well, but sometimes they suffocate me.

“What do you need?” Sparrow demands. “Clothes? Shoes? Something for Della?”

“Nothing like that.” I want to turn away from his probing stare, but then I’ll just be looking into Sully’s. I can’t escape them when they’re like this. “It’s something that might could help Scout’s case.”

Sparrow’s maple-syrup eyes narrow and he studies me as Sully starts lathering up my body with soap. I’m annoyed with them, but I don’t mind these showers with them. They do everything for me. Sparrow has a thing for shaving me—every part of me—because he’s a freak and Sully likes washing me.

“Help him how?” Sparrow asks. His fingers slide down to feel the prickliness on my pussy. Yep, he’s going to multitask. Converse and shave.

I give in, letting them pamper me, because I do enjoy their attentiveness. “I want in Dad’s safe. There has to be information in there.”

“Information on what?” Sully questions, tugging my hair so I’ll get it wet under the spray.

“I’m not sure. He just said some things to me and I want to know if there’s anything to back up what he said.”

They don’t answer me right away. Since they’re triplets, they have a strange way of silently communicating with each other. I know they’re mulling over the risks, which I appreciate, but I am at the point I’m going to find a way to go whether they like it or not. I’d rather have their blessing and assistance.

Sparrow, having freshly shaved my pussy, rubs his finger between my lips, looking for any missed hair and touches my clit. I gasp and shoot him a dirty look. His lips curl into a devious grin as he does it again.

This is why showers with them always take way too long, too. Sure, I don’t have to do anything, but it always—always—ends up with me getting tag-teamed by the both of them.

I try to focus on my thoughts. That lasts until Sparrow’s mouth is on me, sucking and biting. I lose all sense of reality, obliterated by how he worships my pussy lips while Sully pushes his cock into me from behind. It’s hard to tell where my body begins and where theirs ends since we move as one, writhing together in unison.

The water eventually turns to ice, ending our shower sexcapade, and I’m so thoroughly fucked Sparrow has to carry me out of the bathroom. I don’t forget my end goal, though.

I’m going home.

I’m going to get answers.

*     *     *

The house is a tomb. Literally. Both my parents died in our home. Without the staff working or Dad’s dark presence, it just feels…empty. I’m glad Della and I are out of here. She refused to go with us, which is understandable, so Sully took her school shopping instead to pick up some new things like a backpack and clothes. It’s just me and Sparrow on a hunt for clues.

I head straight for Dad’s laptop. I’ve seen him on it enough to have memorized his password which means there won’t be much of interest on it. Once I’ve unlocked it, I hand it to Sparrow to do some digging. My main purpose today is to get inside the safe. That’s one place I’ve never seen him do the code on which means I’m going to have to think long and hard what the code might be. The one time I actually attempted it, years ago, was an utter failure with horrible consequences.

I try several different number combinations of what I think it might be, starting with birth dates and anniversaries. Not even my birthday or his is correct.

Think, Landry.

What was he obsessed with?

Besides me, it was my sister. But only because he blamed her for my mother’s death. It wasn’t Della’s fault, though. Mom was already sick and dying. The pregnancy just took the last of what was left of her.

I try to block out the day Mom died. It was such a soul-crushing time for me. Not only did I lose my mother and have a newborn baby to help care for, but Dad went apeshit for a while after. Everything was so dark and horrible.

With a shaking hand, I push in the numbers of her death date. The safe lights up green. No way. Anger swells up inside me. Why would her death date be his code?

Because if what he said was true, then he’s responsible.

I open the safe and stare at the contents. Some stacks of cash, a gun, a few files with paperwork inside. There’s even a picture of Mom holding Della with me curled up against her. She’s ill and dying in the picture, but her frail arms hold on to both of us like she has the strength to protect us forever.

Plucking the picture from the safe, I set it on the desk behind me to keep. Della will be happy to see it since it’s not one Dad ever framed or put up in the house. There are no pictures of Mom and Della together that I’ve seen.

Why hide it?

Because Della isn’t Dad’s. That has to be why. He mentioned it before, but I didn’t want to believe it. I pull out some files and sit on the floor so I can dig through them. In one of the files, I find Mom’s death certificate. The official reason for death is heart attack. Behind the death certificate is an autopsy report. Dr. Dean Miller performed the autopsy. There were statements of bodily trauma. Some of the bruises went back weeks prior to her death. The alarming part was the toxicology report behind it that showed excessive amounts of arsenic in her system.

She was poisoned?

My stomach revolts violently and I gag. Tears well in my eyes, blurring the words in front of me. Sparrow sits down behind me, spreading his legs and pulling me between them. With the papers clutched in my grasp, I sob as he holds me.

This whole time I believed she died of a heart attack. He blamed Della for killing her. But it was him. He poisoned her because she got pregnant with another man’s baby.

In the same file, I discover a newspaper article that Dr. Dean Miller was tragically killed in a fire that destroyed his office and all the bodies in it, including my mother’s. Since the autopsy report was in Dad’s safe, that leads me to believe he took it from Dr. Miller and then torched the place.

It’s the file under Mom’s death file that makes my blood run cold.

Della.

Paternity tests, emails, and other correspondence that relates to my sister.

Oh, God.

This whole thing is starting to make a lot more sense. Fucked up, but clear as day. Dad wasn’t trying to marry me off or partner up with his company, he was pulling strings and blackmailing people. I was just a tool to be used.

This ends today.

“We have to go,” I tell Sparrow. “Now.”

*     *     *

Getting Sparrow to let me go alone took monumental effort. I’ve never seen him so pissed, but I wouldn’t budge. If he went with me, it would only distract from the real topic at hand. Because of his involvement and past, I wouldn’t get anywhere.

And I absolutely need to make sure I get somewhere on this.

“I love you,” I remind Sparrow, kissing his mouth. “I’ll be back in fifteen minutes. Trust me.”

He runs his fingers through my hair. “I trust you. It’s him I don’t trust.”

“I’m going to be okay.”

With those words, I exit Sparrow’s fancy car and march into one of the most intimidating buildings I’ve been in. They spared no expense when constructing this place. It’s all glass and modern lines, decorated with the finest furniture made.

I make my way inside the elevator and mash the button to the executive floor. Several men dressed in suits side-eye me as they join me. I’m dressed in a black pair of leggings, some plain flats, and one of Scout’s black hoodies. Since I didn’t want to mess with my hair, I grabbed one of Sully’s ball caps and covered my hair up.

I don’t look like I belong here.

But, if I had to guess, I have more money than all these men combined. Screw them and their condescending looks. I don’t breathe easier until the last one is deposited the floor before mine. When I enter the executive floor of Halcyon, I’m alone.

I can do this.

I’m greeted by women who resemble robots with their perfect smiles, all lifting their heads to look at me at once. They’re meant to be an army of gatekeepers, stopping guests from getting to their CEO. Too bad I’m not going to let them do their jobs. I take off in a sprint, ignoring their startled cries behind me, heading straight toward the CEO’s office. The door is cracked, so I push my way inside and shut it behind me.

The CEO has his back turned to me, staring down at his phone, talking to someone on FaceTime. His voice, unlike any time I’ve ever heard, is tender and sweet.

“Hey, little man. Daddy misses you.”

“He’s sleeping. He can’t hear you,” the female voice replies and then she chuckles. “But he misses you too.”

I clear my throat, letting him know he’s not alone.

He stiffens and quickly ends the call before turning around and setting the phone on his desk. The warm smile on his face melts away to something frigid and cruel. I’ve lived with cruel my entire life. That cruelty ended when I put a bullet in that man. The one before me doesn’t scare me.

“Mr. Constantine,” I greet, my own voice sharp and icy.

Winston’s cold blue eyes narrow. “Miss Croft. I wasn’t aware we had a meeting this morning.”

“We do now,” I state, sitting down in the chair across from him. “And you’ll hear me out.”

He arches a golden brow, seemingly intrigued by my sassiness. “It appears you’ve left me with no choice. By all means, Miss Croft, say what you came to say.”

“I know my father was blackmailing you.” I lift my chin, meeting his hard glare. “Because of Della.”

He gives nothing away. Not a twitching muscle or a flash in his eyes. A perfect statue. These powerful men think they’re so smart. That they can intimidate us or make us feel stupid because they have their shit together.

I may not be holding on to my emotions like he is, but my shit is together. It has to be for Della. I’d give up everything if it meant protecting her. Surely this man can see that in my eyes. I’m not here to play games. I’m here to get what I want and settle things once and for all.

“I want custody of her.”

“As did your father,” he says, voice unaffected. “For reasons unknown to me, he wanted to keep her.”

Because he was a sadistic asshole. Of course, I don’t say that.

“She’s my sister. My family. I’m eighteen and I love her. That’s all I’m asking.”

“You’re her next of kin,” Winston says. “I’m not sure why there’d be a problem.”

“You know we both don’t deal in uncertainties.” I smack Della’s file down on his desk. “I know she’s your cousin. Your uncle, Lionel, is her father.”

“I see you’ve done your homework,” he says with a taunting smirk.

“Which means she’s a Constantine,” I continue, ignoring his asshole expression. “I don’t know what sort of games Dad was playing with you, but it all ends now. You get your uncle to sign over his rights to me.”

Winston leans back in his chair, threading his fingers in front of him and resting them in his lap. He’s a picture of calm. Like my sister’s life hanging between us is an everyday business deal for him.

For me, it’s everything.

“And what is it I’ll get in return for my acquiescence. She’s a Constantine after all. Family is very, very important to us.”

That, I can agree on.

“I’m going to sell the business to you,” I tell him. “At a very reasonable price. You’ll make tons more money and I’ll have enough to take care of my sister with.”

“Hmm. I’ll need to discuss it with my attorneys.” He flicks his wrist toward the door. “I’ll have Deborah contact you once we’ve made a decision—”

“No,” I bark out, sitting straighter. “This is the deal. You take it now. I want assurance that Lionel isn’t going to come after my sister in six months. I need to know she’ll be with me always, no matter what.”

“You’re assuming I even want your family business anymore,” Winston clips out. “It’s tainted by your father’s murder.”

“You want it because that’s not all I’m offering.” I smirk at him, showing him he’s not the only asshole here. “I have something you desperately need.”

At this, he laughs, clearly intrigued. “Oh, I cannot wait to hear what this is.”

“Ash will be safe.”

The humor is wiped off his face and his blue eyes flash with suspicion. His Achilles heel is his wife. And I’m holding a knife to it.

“Are you threatening me, girl?”

Girl.

Fuck right off, dude.

“I’m telling you that a certain trio will never touch her, look at her, or even think about her again. This shadow always creeping behind you will be gone.” I snap my fingers like I have the ability to make it disappear just like that. “All it requires is your word right now and then a few legally binding documents later. You’ll have the company and I’ll have my sister. Ash won’t have to look over her shoulder ever again.”

“Because they’re obsessed with you now?” He scoffs.

“Yes.” I shrug. “And if I tell them you won’t give me what I want, they’ll do whatever it takes to make me happy. To make you see how serious I am about this.”

His nostrils flare. “You’ll send those motherfuckers after my wife if I don’t agree to your terms?”

“I’ll do anything for my sister, Winston. Anything. And they’ll do anything for me. Please don’t test me.”

He studies me for a long beat. “Lionel doesn’t care about your sister. You realize you’re handing me everything on a silver platter. He was never going to go after her.”

“Maybe not,” I agree, “but I need assurance that he won’t wake up one day with a conscience. If it ever publicly gets out and he has a change of heart, I won’t take the risk.” I smack the folder. “She will be mine and your family will be left alone.”

We have a staring contest that makes my skin crawl. I refuse to back down or cower to this man. My dad was a monster, but I watched his every move and learned from the best. I refuse to let someone like Winston Constantine have control over my life. Never again will some rich bastard control or threaten me.

“Fine.” He lets out an agitated sigh. “You can have your way. But rest assured, my attorneys will have the paperwork drawn up so that you’ll never be able to try to squeeze money out of us later on down the road. This severs any and all relationship with our families.”

“I don’t want your money,” I remind him. “I have quite enough of my own.”

“Good. You’re dismissed.”

I laugh at his words. “It won’t be a secret swept under a rug, either. I’m going to tell Ty that Della is his cousin. He deserves to know because he cares about me—about us.”

I’m not sure what sort of games Dad was playing where Ty Constantine was concerned, but it’s evident that’s exactly what that was. He was useful, the right age, and a link to that family. Ty and I and Della were just props in his extravagant production. The show’s over now.

“Any other last demands?” Winston asks. “I have a lot of work to do.”

I rise to my feet, grabbing up my file. “Enjoy your little one. Tonight, when you’re with him, think about the lengths you’d go to protect him.” I offer my hand to which he shakes. “That’s how I feel about Della.”

She’s my sister—my flesh and blood—and I’d happily bring down anyone and everything who stands between me and her.

Even a powerful Constantine.
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Chapter Twenty-Five


Sully

Unbelievable. The news is unrelenting. Most recently, they’ve been heralding Alexander Croft as a well-loved family man brutally attacked by our brother.

“This is so unfair,” Landry grumbles. “I want to scream at them all and tell them what sort of man Dad really was.”

Sarah is doing what she can to get my brother off, but it’s going to take time. Landry and Della’s testimony of his abuse, coupled with the physical evidence they obtained at the hospital, the night of the incident, will help. However, because there were no recorded incidents on file with the police or at the hospital from before, it’s going to be difficult to prove. Right now, it’s just their word against Alexander’s reputation, which was otherwise impeccable. It’s a high-profile case, so every “t” will be crossed and every “i” dotted.

The only ace in our hole, and mark against Alexander, is the autopsy and toxicology report on Landry and Della’s mother. That, coupled with the paternity test showing who Della’s real father is, should be enough to prove Alexander had a motive to hurt the girls.

We need more.

Winston Constantine isn’t going to offer any help where Scout’s concerned. He did his one good deed of the year by negotiating with Landry and getting her full custody over Della. The rest, we’ll have to do on our own.

Scout is a psychopath, yes, but he’s our psychopath. It just doesn’t feel the same without him here with us. Everyone is gloomy and sad, especially Landry and Della. We want him back.

“Everything is going to be fine,” Sparrow reminds us from his recliner. Della is passed out, sprawled over him, with Heathen snuggled up between them. “Leo and Lucian have our backs.”

My mind drifts to yesterday when we met with them.

*     *     *

Sparrow is cool as a fucking cucumber. Meanwhile, I’m trying not to fidget under Lucian’s cutting stare. He’s colder than Leo. Almost unfeeling whereas Leo shows every damn feeling on his face.

Lucian is unreadable.

“So,” Lucian says finally, after making us wait for too damn long to be normal, “tell me again what my father was having you all do.”

“He had us burn down buildings,” Sparrow says, holding up a finger, “beat guys up.” He holds up another finger. “Oh, and try to destroy Alexander Croft from the inside out.” He lifts another finger. “But his most favorite thing was anything that might make you two mad.” A final finger lifts. “I think that about covers it.”

Leo rolls his eyes. Lucian doesn’t even flinch.

“I see.” Lucian steeples his fingers, his sharp stare darting between me and Sparrow before landing on his brother. “What is it Scout told you when you visited him, Leo?”

“That our father has incriminating proof of him committing felonies,” Leo offers, crossing his arms over his chest and staring down Sparrow. “We can take care of it.”

“Well, do it already,” I exclaim, ready to get this damn meeting over with. “We’ll be your goons or whatever for payment. Just tell us who we need to rough up and we’ll take care of it as long as our brother goes free.”

Lucian smirks and drums his fingers on his desk. When I chance a look at Leo, he’s fighting a smile.

What the fuck?

“Something funny?” Sparrow grits out.

“We don’t need you two hotheads to ‘rough up’ anyone,” Leo says, shaking his head. “Just keep out of trouble, avoid my father, and you’ll be fine. We’ll have Scout free soon enough.”

“Perhaps,” Lucian offers, “you should find something to focus on until that time. Something productive and legal.”

“Like what?” I ask, frowning.

“What do you want to do?” Leo asks.

“Go to Harvard,” I grumble, trying not to let hope trickle in. “Don’t suppose you could make that happen.”

“And here I thought you’d demand something impossible. I know some people. I’ll make some calls.”

“For real?” I gape at him, waiting for him to say he’s fucking with me. He doesn’t. In fact, he seems pretty confident about knowing some people and actually being capable of making this happen.

Holy shit. We’re going back to college. For real this time.

*     *     *

“We should go on a trip,” Landry says, taking my hand in hers, dragging me to the present. “Get away for awhile.” She frowns. “When Scout gets out, of course.”

I hear the if in her voice. If he gets out.

He will. It’s just taking longer than we want.

“I always wanted to go camping,” I tell her. “A cabin in the mountains. We could go hiking and shit.”

“Sparrow is too precious to camp,” Landry teases. “He’s a city boy through and through.”

He flips her off. “You’re an asshole, Laundry.”

“Learned it from you, baby.” She blows him a kiss.

Their banter is cut short by a knock on the door. Sparrow shoots me a questioning look and I deposit Landry onto her own cushion on the couch and out of my lap to go answer the door. We’re not expecting anyone which means it could be Ty since he’s the only one who shows up unannounced.

I peek through the hole and am confused to see a woman.

“Who is it?” Sparrow demands.

“Not sure.” I open the door and take in the woman before me. “Sandra?”

She’s still the severe, cold woman I remember, her bun so tight, her eyes are pulled in a strange, inhuman shape. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she was an alien. Fucking creepy to be honest.

“Can I help you?” I demand, anger flashing hot in my veins.

This woman lived with these girls for years and never did anything to stop that man. Why is she at our apartment right now? To threaten us? Ask for money? What the fuck.

“I need to speak to Miss Croft,” she says in a tight voice. “Please.”

“Nah,” I grind out, crossing my arms over my chest. “You can speak to me. I’ll relay the message.”

She darts her stare into the apartment, trying to catch a peek of Landry. I step in front of her line of vision, blocking her attempt. A huff of frustration escapes her.

“Please,” she begs. “It’s important. I have to give her something. Something I should have given her a long time ago.” Her eyes tear up, humanizing her for a split second. She quickly blinks them away and affixes me with a firm stare. “I won’t leave until I’ve spoken to her.”

For fuck’s sake.

“Honey,” I call out. “You want to talk to Sandra?”

“Sandra?” Landry’s feet pad across the wood floors until she’s behind me. “What are you doing here?”

“Can we talk?” Sandra asks.

I step out of the way, letting Landry see the woman.

“Yes,” Landry says. “But out here. I don’t want Della to wake. She’s already confused about everything enough as it is. Seeing you will upset her.”

Sandra nods in understanding. “It’ll be quick. I just need to give you this.” She pulls open her purse, fishes something out, and hands it to Landry. “Everything you’ll need is on there.”

Landry takes the USB drive and frowns at it. “What do you mean?”

Sandra pales and tears fill her eyes once more. “I was scared too, you know. Terrified of what he might do to the both of you.” A tear streaks down her cheek and she absently swipes it away. “I thought if I was there, keeping an eye on things, I could control it. That he wouldn’t take it as far as he took things with your mother.”

Landry flinches as if Sandra’s words physically pain her. “You knew what he did to her?”

“I overheard him talking to one of his men about the toxicology report.” She sighs. “I recorded the conversation as best I could.”

“But never did anything with it,” Landry clarifies. “You let us rot under his brutal thumb knowing you had actual evidence to get us out.”

The betrayal cuts her deep. I can tell by the way she trembles and her voice shakes. Sparrow materializes behind us, his strong presence joining with mine like a forcefield keeping this toxic woman out of our girl’s space.

“I was afraid,” Sandra admits. “Your father is, er, was a terribly powerful man. I needed more. Through the years, I collected what I could all with the intent of bringing it to the police one day.”

“One day,” Landry echoes.

“It never seemed like it was enough.” Sandra shoots Landry a pleading look. “To bury a man like Alexander Croft, you need a smoking gun.”

“He hurt me,” Landry whispers. “Over and over again. You knew it. You could have tried. Even if it wasn’t enough, it could have been enough to get us out of there. You were afraid, well, I was too.”

“I’m sorry, Landry. I truly am. Forgive me.”

Landry bristles, not at all eager to forgive this woman. “So that’s it? You’re delivering your proof now that he’s dead and can’t hurt you? You’re welcome. We took care of the problem on our own.”

Sparrow clutches the back of Landry’s neck, warning her of speaking too much truth. Scout would be pissed if she unravels everything he did to protect her.

“What will happen to Della?” Sandra asks.

“I’ve been awarded full custody.” Landry straightens her spine. “You knew Dad wasn’t her biological father, didn’t you?”

Sandra nods. “I’m so very sorry.”

“Sorry doesn’t erase years of abuse, Sandra. It just makes you feel better.” She motions toward the woman. “Does it? Do you feel better now? Is that what this is about? Absolving your guilt? Because if so, consider yourself officially let off the hook.”

“No,” Sandra cuts in. “I want to be of assistance during the trial. I know they’re saying Mr. Mannford was a monster who murdered your father, but I do believe it was defending you. I think the USB drive will have enough proof to attest to that. Plus, I am willing to go on the witness stand and testify against your father’s wrongdoings.”

Landry stills. “You’re serious? You’ll help us get Scout out of jail?”

“I just want what’s best for you two girls. I’ve been a coward, but the man is gone. He can’t hurt you anymore and I don’t have a reason to be afraid of him. If this brings closure and gives you girls the happy ending you rightfully deserve, I want to help. I will help.”

“All right, then,” Landry murmurs. “I’ll have our attorneys be in touch.”

Sandra rushes forward and takes Landry’s face in her palms. “I know it’s hard to believe, but I loved you girls. I still do. I wish nothing but the best for you both. Please find a way to forgive me one day.”

“Maybe one day,” Landry allows. “Goodbye, Sandra.”

Sandra kisses Landry on the forehead and then turns on her heel, floating away like the creepy ghost-like lady she is. When she’s gone, having disappeared into the elevator, we go back into the apartment.

“I should look at this alone,” Landry says, holding up the drive. “It’s probably…” Her chin quivers. “Probably horrible whatever it is.”

Sparrow captures her jaw with his massive hand and he kisses her pouty lips. “You don’t have to ever be alone again, baby. You’re ours. We’ll handle everything together.”

Relief floods through her and she relaxes. “Okay.”

I take the USB drive from her, walking down the hallway to my room. I grab my laptop and sit on the bed. She and Sparrow sit on either side of me. It’s quiet as I plug it in and open the files.

So. Many. Files.

There are recordings of conversations, all neatly labeled. There are pictures and videos. Both Della and Landry each have their own folders. I don’t even want to touch Della’s folder because I’m afraid of what’s in there. I end up clicking on Landry’s instead. It’s no better than my worst fears. She’s just a kid in some of the pictures, bruised and beaten.

Endless pictures of her throughout the years with black eyes and bloody lips. It’s so fucking sad and horrible. The room is deadly quiet as I scroll through each picture until I come to one in particular.

Landry stares at the wall, disconnected completely. She has bruises on her neck, but it’s her expression that’s so haunting. As if she’s gone through the worst thing in her life and her life is no longer worth living.

The next picture is of bloody sheets.

I’m going to throw up. I mean, I knew what Scout told us Alexander did, but seeing the evidence of it is something else entirely. If he weren’t already dead, I’d kill him myself.

Another picture is of a naked Landry, pale and rail thin, curled up on the shower ground, blood running down the drain.

She takes off running, barely making it into the bathroom before she starts puking. Sparrow chases after her. I’m left alone, staring at the scene in front of me on the screen. The picture is labeled: miscarriage.

Landry was so young.

Thirteen or fourteen.

And miscarried her father’s baby.

I close the laptop, unable to look anymore. If Sandra were here, I’d smack that bitch for not doing something sooner. She watched all this happen, fucking recorded every detail, and did nothing.

I’m glad Scout isn’t here. If he were to see all this, he’d want to murder that woman with his bare hands. We need him out of jail, not sentenced to life over someone so inconsequential as Sandra.

Quickly, I text Leo that we have all the evidence we need to get Scout out. Then, I toss the phone on the bed beside my laptop and go to our girl. I find her curled up in Sparrow’s lap, clinging to the front of his shirt.

I kneel beside them and kiss her head. “Everything is going to be okay now, honey. I promise. You and Della are safe. You’re loved. You’re fucking free.”

She cries, but fuck do they sound like tears of utter and complete relief.
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Epilogue


Landry

Two weeks later…

No trial.

Scout’s case won’t be going to trial.

I’d agonized about submitting the proof of what my father had done to us, because it meant handing over evidence of the most terrible parts of my life. It was disgusting and wrong. But it also meant a quick way to get Scout’s case dropped.

He did what he had to in order to protect me and Della, so of course I was going to do the same. The USB drive was enough to have the prosecutors so disturbed and horrified, they immediately dropped the case. No one wants to associate themselves with protecting the reputation of a man who could rape his own daughter, beat his children mercilessly, and murder his own wife.

My father’s quick death was an easy out for him.

I endured what no person should have, and it sucked revealing those skeletons in my closet, but it’s okay because now Scout is free.

Well, almost free.

We’re just waiting for them to officially release him.

Nothing will prevent me from meeting Scout when he gets let out.

A door opens and a man walks through.

My man.

I scream and run toward him. He captures me in his strong arms, hugging me tight and spinning me around. As soon as he sets me to my feet, I grab his face, pulling his lips to mine. I’ve missed him so damn much.

He kisses me like I might vanish any second. I cling to him, hoping he understands I’ll never leave him or his brothers. After a long kiss, Scout pulls away and rests his forehead against mine. His dark eyes—ones I’d once been terrified of—now comfort me.

“These assholes take care of you for me?”

“They did okay.” I grin at him. “Missed you.”

“She’s lying,” Sully says, coming up behind me. “She didn’t miss you. She missed your dick.”

I roll my eyes. “You’re a dick.”

“Didn’t hear you complaining this morning. Right, Sparrow?”

Sparrow laughs. “I’m pretty sure you were begging for that dick, baby.”

“See what I’ve had to put up with?” I say to Scout. “They pick on me all the time. Now you can protect me.”

Scout hauls me back into his arms. God, I’ve missed him. Our limited phone calls and few brief visits weren’t enough.

“Come on,” Scout growls. “I’m over this fucking place.”

He takes my hand in his, guiding me out of the building. As soon as we’re in Sparrow’s death trap of a car, with me and Scout in the backseat alone, I start tugging at his button on his jeans.

“Can’t even wait until we get home?” Sparrow complains from the driver’s seat. “You know how hard it is to drive with a fucking boner?”

“Get over it,” Scout barks back. He drags my panties down my thighs while I make quick work of pulling his dick out. “Climb on my cock, prickly princess. I’ve missed this pretty pussy.”

I shove my dress up and straddle his lap. All it takes is his cock sliding against my pussy for me to feel just how I need to readjust to take him inside me. His fingers dig into my hips and he thrusts up, filling me completely with him.

“Ahh!” I cry out.

My fingers dig into his dark hair that’s messy from not having access to products while in jail. I crash my lips to his, kissing him like my life depends on it. Our lovemaking is desperate and quick, both of us needing to just feel the other after the recent traumatic events we’ve been through. He comes quick enough it earns him jeers from the front seat, but I ignore it, losing myself to the way he fingers my clit so I’ll come too.

“I missed you,” Scout rumbles. “You missed me, too.”

“Just your cooking,” I tease, smiling against his mouth. “We all basically suck at it.”

“Speak for yourself, woman,” Sully says with an annoyed huff. “I make a mean spaghetti.”

“Out of a can,” Sparrow chimes in. “You literally dump and heat that shit. It’s not rocket science.”

“Canned spaghetti sauce?” Scout curls his lip up. “Don’t worry, baby, I’m going to feed you all day every day.”

“She’s already spoiled,” Sparrow tattles. “Now she’ll never have to lift a finger to do anything.”

“Why do you think I chose to have three boyfriends at once?”

Scout smirks. “Marry me.”

Oh my God. These boys are insane, but I love how intense they are. They don’t do anything half-ass.

“I can’t marry the three of you,” I sass. “The law won’t let us.”

“Fuck the law,” Scout murmurs, his lips finding my neck. “Marry me so you’ll have our last name. So you’ll forever be ours.”

“I already am forever yours.”

“Me and Sparrow actually talked about this yesterday,” Sully reveals. “One of us will marry you, but you’ll belong to the three of us. We were supposed to flip a coin, but we didn’t get a chance to tell Scout yet.”

I glower at him. “You were going to try and win me on a coin toss?”

“Fuck a coin toss,” Scout says with a devilish grin that makes my heart flutter. “I asked first, so I win.”

“You proposed to me in the backseat of your brother’s car.” I huff, smacking at his chest. “Not exactly romantic.”

“It gets the job done.”

“Gross. I hate you,” I tell him. “I’ll marry whoever gives me the most romantic proposal. How about that?”

“Nah,” Scout barks out. “I called dibs on you first.”

“I’m not the last ice cream sandwich in the freezer, asshole! I’m your woman!”

We continue to argue, the three of them ganging up on me until we arrive at our new brownstone. Leo put us up in the perfect home with a great school district for Della. Better yet, it gets us out of the apartment Bryant owned. I’m not sure if we’ll stay here forever and go to college locally or if we’ll end up moving to Massachusetts for Harvard, but it’s nice knowing we have a place that’s ours and we can take our time deciding. Sparrow parks in front of our house and we all climb out. Scout stays glued to my side, a possessive arm wrapped around my shoulders.

“Landry Croft, honey, will you marry me?” Sully waggles his brows at me. “Is that romantic?”

“Slightly better than Scout’s,” I agree, “but still lame.”

Sparrow laughs at his brother who is now pouting. “Do I win if I have a ring?”

“I do love jewelry,” I tease.

“What the fuck, man?” Sully demands. “You seriously don’t have a ring.”

Sparrow holds up his phone, showing me a glittering ring he searched up on the internet. White gold with three massive diamonds on it. “Do I win?”

“This ring is perfect,” I murmur, grinning, “but until it’s sitting on my finger, I guess I’m still undecided on who I’ll marry.”

“I’ll drag you to the courthouse right now,” Scout growls. “Decision made.”

“Fine,” I grumble. “You can win, but I don’t want a dumb courthouse wedding. I want it to be epic and fabulous. A princess wedding.”

“Whatever you want,” Scout says, dragging me up the steps. “Now let’s get inside. There are two girls I’ve missed more than you.”

“Sparrow, you’re my favorite now,” I tease, letting him steal me away from Scout.

We enter our new house and Ty stands from the couch. He grins upon seeing the four of us. Della looks up, sees Scout, and bolts for him. He hauls her into his arms, squeezing her tight. I chew on my bottom lip, trying and failing to keep from crying at their sweet reunion. Heathen makes her presence known, meowing loudly and circling his feet.

Finally.

Everything feels right and in place.

After Della pulls away from Scout, she signs to Ty, You can learn how to make pancakes like Scout. He’s our maid.

Ty snorts out a laugh and signs back, Is that so?

She nods and grins at Scout before signing to him, Right?

He rolls his eyes at me and signs back, Yeah, but at least I’m not the dummy.

Everyone looks over at Sparrow. He shoots us the bird, which isn’t sign language, but still gets the point across.

All the guys, Ty included, have been learning ASL because of Della. It makes me happy that they accept her the way she is and want to communicate with her.

“Now that you guys are back, I’m going to bounce. I have a date.” Ty waggles his brows at me. “Call me later so I can tell Della goodnight.”

She hugs Ty, who took the news of having a new cousin well and actually wanted to be in her life, and then he’s gone. Scout takes her into the kitchen to get started on some pancakes per Della’s request. Sully tries to assist but Della makes dramatic signs, reminding him he’s a terrible cook. I can’t help but laugh.

Sparrow hugs me from behind. I relax against him, enjoying the happiest moment I’ve ever known.

“We could make our escape now,” Sparrow murmurs against my ear.

“To the courthouse?”

“I was going to say to the nearest closet so I could fuck you into getting me the answer I want, but if you’re giving up now…”

I laugh and shake my head. “You’re going to have to work for it.”

“You love my tongue.”

“Not as much as she loves mine,” Sully offers. He winks at me, making my pussy clench in response.

“He worships my pussy,” I agree. “You like to smack it around.”

“Don’t act like you don’t come like a wild banshee when I smack your clit.”

“Just saying,” I huff. “He worships it. Maybe you should, too.”

“The only thing Sparrow worships is your asshole and his reflection in the mirror,” Sully says with a wide grin. “When we finally knock you up, we’ll know it wasn’t his sperm that won the race. Kind of hard to travel from the ass to the pussy to make our babies.”

It’s true. Sparrow is the only one who fucks me in the ass. I think he’s deemed it his. Now that Scout’s back home, I wonder if he’ll be able to hold on to that piece of real estate for much longer.

“Nap time,” Sparrow grumbles. “Call us when the pancakes are ready. Laundry needs her beauty rest.”

I don’t reward him with a reply to that rude-ass statement and pull out of his hold.

“I’m going to take you upstairs and prove to you who eats pussy better,” Sparrow says, trying to grab me. “Come on. Don’t be like that, Laundry. I’m just fucking with you.”

Della throws a wooden spoon at Sparrow and it bounces off his head.

“Dude, what the fuck?” He rubs at his forehead and scowls at her. “Your little sister is a dick. How do you say ‘dick’ in sign language anyway?”

I sign to Della, Thanks for rescuing me from the dummy.

This earns me a smack to the ass from Sparrow.

“Children, behave,” Scout says, pointing to the kitchen table. “Set the table and sit your asses down.”

All the teasing and bickering fills my heart with a joy I’ve never known until this moment.

“I’ll make it up to you later,” Sparrow promises, winking at me.

“You better.”

I know the second Della is asleep because my handsome trio creep in on me. Maybe to others, they’re assholes or monsters. To me, they’re everything. They’re my lovers, apparently my future husbands, the saviors I didn’t know I needed until they’d already saved me.

They may not be heroes to anyone else, but they’re my heroes.

*     *     *

Thank you for reading DEATH WISH!

Want to know how the Terror Triplets got their start?
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Read about them with their step-sister Ash—who ends up with Winston Constantine. As the head of the Constantine family, he’s used to people bowing to my will. When he discovers the one woman who doesn’t wither under my gaze, but instead smiles right back at him, he’s intrigued.

One-click STROKE OF MIDNIGHT now >

There are more books from Midnight Dynasty available now. Read them all…

Leo Morelli is known as the Beast of Bishop’s Landing for his cruelty. He’ll get revenge on the Constantine family and make millions of dollars in the process. Even it means using an old man who dreams up wild inventions—and his daughter. He’ll make her earn her freedom in degrading ways.

READ SECRET BEAST >

The new girl doesn’t belong here. So why can’t I stop thinking about her? I’m Keaton Constantine. My duty is to my family. At least, it was until I started unbraiding the good girl and realizing there’s more to life than duty.

Read WICKED IDOL now >

Outside a glittering party, I saw a man in the dark. I didn’t know then that he was hired muscle. Ronan radiated danger and beauty. Mercy and mystery. In a mad world of luxury and secrets, he’s the only one I can trust.

Read RUINED now >

The warring Morelli and Constantine families have enough bad blood to fill an ocean, and there are told by your favorite dangerous romance authors. And you can get a FREE book when you signup for our newsletter. Find out when we have new books, sales, and get exclusive bonus scenes…

www.dangerouspress.com


About Dangerous Press


The warring Morelli and Constantine families have enough bad blood to fill an ocean, and their scorching hot stories will be told by your favorite dangerous romance authors.
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Meet Winston Constantine, the head of the Constantine family. He’s used to people bowing to his will. Money can buy anything. And anyone. Including Ash Elliot, his new maid.

But love can have deadly consequences when it comes from a Constantine. At the stroke of midnight, that choice may be lost for both of them.

READ STROKE OF MIDNIGHT >

“Brilliant storytelling packed with a powerful emotional punch, it’s been years since I’ve been so invested in a book. Erotic romance at its finest!”

– #1 New York Times bestselling author Rachel Van Dyken

“Stroke of Midnight is by far the hottest book I’ve read in a very long time! Winston Constantine is a dirty talking alpha who makes no apologies for going after what he wants.”

– USA Today bestselling author Jenika Snow
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Ready for more bad boys, more drama, and more heat? The Constantines have a resident fixer. The man they call when they need someone persuaded in a violent fashion. Ronan was danger and beauty, murder and mercy.

Outside a glittering party, I saw a man in the dark. I didn’t know then that he was an assassin. A hit man. A mercenary. Ronan radiated danger and beauty. Mercy and mystery.

I wanted him, but I was already promised to another man. Ronan might be the one who murdered him. But two warring families want my blood. I don’t know where to turn.

In a mad world of luxury and secrets, he’s the only one I can trust.

READ RUINED >

“M. O’Keefe brings her A-game in this sexy, complicated romance where you’re left questioning if everything you thought was true while dying to get your hands on the next book!”

– New York Times bestselling author K. Bromberg

“Powerful, sexy, and written like a dream, RUINED is the kind of book you wish you could read forever and ever. Ronan Byrne is my new romance addiction, and I’m already pining for more blue eyes and dirty deeds in the dark.”

– USA Today Bestselling Author Sierra Simone
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Get intimate with the Morellis in this breathtaking new series…

Leo Morelli is known as the Beast of Bishop’s Landing for his cruelty. He’ll get revenge on the Constantine family and make millions of dollars in the process. Even it means using an old man who dreams up wild inventions.

READ SECRET BEAST >

Haley Constantine will do anything to protect her father. Even trade her body for his life. The college student must spend thirty days with the ruthless billionaire. He’ll make her earn her freedom in degrading ways, but in the end he needs her to set him free.

These series are now available for you to read! There are even more books and authors coming from Dangerous Press, so get started now…
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