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      Declan

      

      The gun goes off, and the man’s head in front of me explodes. Blood and brain matter fly in every direction, but I couldn’t care less about those things. My eyes hone in on Jessa, as I watch, her shaking hands drop the gun almost immediately after, as if the weapon is going to burn a hole in her hand. Her doll-like features are a mask of terror and shock. If I didn’t know before that she had never shot someone, I would now. The guilt, the shame, it’s all but painted onto her face.

      The guy’s body sags to the ground, a moment after the gun does. Part of me is angry that she didn’t listen to me, while the other part of me is grateful that she didn’t. I was prepared to die, but before this moment I didn’t expect it to be over this blue-eyed, blonde-haired woman. Of course she had to fucking save me, driving the knife of betrayal deeper into my flesh. I didn’t want to be indebted to her. I didn’t want anything more to do with her than sex, but she has weaseled her way under my skin with her soft whimpers, pleading eyes, and those pink lips. Fuck, they were my undoing.

      “We need to go. There are more coming,” I hiss through my teeth, the bullet in my stomach burning deep inside my flesh. Exhaling a groan, I push myself up off the ground, surprised once more when Jessa starts moving toward me. She grabs onto my arm and tries to help me up, but I shrug her off. I don’t want to owe her anything more than I do.

      “I don’t need your help,” I lie, watching as the sting of rejection takes over her features.

      “Stop being stubborn and let me help you. I want to get out of here alive as much as you do,” She growls, and I huff out a harsh breath, letting her help me to my feet. I bite my tongue, stopping myself from telling her we wouldn’t be in this damn situation if we didn’t have to bring her to the fucking hospital.

      Our whole fucking world got turned on its heads the moment we spotted her in her father’s mansion. I still remember the shock, the horror in her doll-like features when she saw us, when she tried to run. My cock was hard the second I saw her. The pain in my side pulls me from the memory, and I realize then that Jessa has her arm wrapped around me.

      What the fuck is she doing?

      I’ve got close to two hundred pounds on her, and not to mention my height. Still, she keeps her tiny arm wrapped around me, helping me with every step as we head down the alleyway, taking the corner just as I had instructed. Each step irritates my wound and sweat beads my brow by the time we make it to the next store entrance. I can feel the warm blood trickling down my skin, soaking through my clothes. I grit my teeth, wanting to pull the fucking bullet out myself.

      “We’re going to hide out in the backroom of this store until Wes and Trey can come and get us,” I tell her as we sneak into the back. Thankfully no one seems to notice us, otherwise this would be another clusterfuck on top of the clusterfuck cake. I sit down on a crate behind a shelf, trying my best to remain hidden.

      Once situated in a position that isn’t going to grate on every nerve ending in my body, I pull out my phone to send Trey a text message. Jessa sits down beside me, pressing her body against mine. Her small hands find my wound and she applies a gentle pressure to it.

      “Stop acting like you give a fuck. I wouldn’t be shot if it wasn’t for you.” I cringe at the tone of my voice. My breaths are ragged and I know I’m being an asshole, but the truth is, I’m almost certain she was second-guessing herself, trying to decide if she should follow my orders or go out on her own. That’s the only logical reasoning for her being in that alleyway when she should’ve been here, safe, hidden.

      “You also wouldn’t be alive if it wasn’t for me,” she sneers, her blue eyes wild as she presses her hand to the wound a little harder. Fuck.

      “You think you could be a little gentler?” I hiss through my teeth.

      “Do you think you could stop acting like you hate me?”

      “Maybe if you were dead.” As soon as the words leave my mouth, pain flickers over her features. I’m caught between wanting to hurt her and wanting to comfort her. Every day that she’s alive I grow angrier, and yet the thought of her dying, it makes me furious. I’ve never felt so fucking conflicted about something in my life. I swallow down the stupid feelings and focus on the pain. The pain I can handle. Her angelic face looking up at me, not so much. Thankfully she doesn’t say anything else.

      A few minutes later my phone vibrates in my hand. I look at the screen and read Trey’s message. “They’re almost here, we’ve got to move.”

      To my annoyance she helps me up again, keeping her body close to mine as we make our way through the busy store without anyone paying us attention. We walk out the main entrance and a silver minivan stops right in front of us, damn near jumping the curb in the process. Trey opens the side door and I push Jessa inside before hopping in next to her, my side screaming at me with the movement.

      “A minivan? Really? You couldn’t have stolen anything else?” I complain.

      “I took the fastest and easiest thing available. It just so happened to be this killer minivan, so stop complaining about everything and concentrate on not bleeding out instead,” Wes yells at me from the driver’s seat.

      We drive around until we’re absolutely certain no one is following us, then we head back home. I think about blindfolding Jessa but decide against it at the last second. It doesn’t matter, because we’re not letting her go.

      No matter how I look at it, I don’t see it being any other way. She either dies or stays with us forever. We’ll keep her and she’ll be ours completely. Just thinking about it has my cock rock hard. She’ll be ours to do with as we please. To pleasure, to hurt.

      I stare at her as she sits closest to the window, wondering if she’ll be able to handle watching us kill her father. Could this all work out the way my brothers and I want it to? Before taking her to the hospital, I didn’t think so, but watching her struggle for days, almost dying, I knew damn well that there was something deeper going on. Only then did I realize I couldn’t lose her, none of us could. It’s like I thought I could put a bullet right between her eyes and not feel anything, but seeing her in a bed barely clinging to this world. It changed me.

      “How’s the side feel?” Trey asks. I can tell from the way he’s looking at me that he feels guilty.

      Fucker should, this is his fault.

      “Fine. The bullet didn’t hit anything major.” If it did, I would already be dead or at least unconscious. Instead I feel every bump in the road, and every turn Wes makes.

      We pull into the parking garage a short while later. Wes helps me out of the van while Trey takes Jessa by the hand and ushers her to the elevator. I can see the resistance in each of her steps and when we get into the elevator, I can practically see the ulcer in her stomach forming from the stress.

      I already know what’s going on inside that pretty little head of hers. She’s wondering if she’ll ever leave this place again. And the truth is, I don’t fucking know. Could we ever trust her enough to let her leave? Maybe go on a supply run with one of us? Right now, I can’t see it happening. It’s too much of a fucking risk, and again I’m reminded of my humanity. She sparks something in me, ignites a need I’ve long forgotten about. I want her in more than just my bed, but I want revenge too. Maybe killing her father will be enough for me? It will have to be, won’t it?

      Wes and Trey won’t let me kill her, hurt her maybe, but kill her, no way. They’re too attached, their cocks too caught up in everything that she is.

      “I’m going to pull this fucking bullet out, and one of you is going to sew me up. Then we need to devise a plan of attack. I want Richards dead.” I see Jessa’s big blue eyes widen as if she’s shocked to hear us talk about outright killing her father, as if that wasn’t going to be the end result all along.

      “You’ll need to heal up first. How did you end up getting shot anyway?” Wes questions.

      “Someone didn’t listen to my instructions,” I shoot Jessa a look that tells her I know exactly what she was doing. Trey and Wes stare at me, as if they’re waiting for me to tell them what happened. and I know they want to know what went down. But I don’t have the patience to tell them right now, not with this bullet in my side.

      “I’ll tell you the whole story later, but I need to get this bullet out first. It’s an even bigger pain in the ass then you guys.” They both chuckle as if I’ve just said a hilarious joke.

      Wes helps me to my bedroom, and Trey runs off, going to get everything we need to patch up this wound. Jessa follows behind like a lost puppy and sits down on the floor next to my bed, her eyes never leaving me. It’s almost like she is worried about me and that only angers me further.

      Why would she care if I lived or died? I suppose she could’ve let me die back there, but then she would’ve died too. I can’t forget the fear that ripped through me when I saw him lift that gun and point it at her. I’m not supposed to feel anything for her, she’s the enemy but I can’t lie and say my heart didn’t almost stop beating.

      “I’ll dig the bullet out,” Trey volunteers. Of course he fucking does. I’ll bet he’s still angry with me for treating Jessa the way I have been, but it’s not my fault I feel conflicted. I’m the big brother, it’s my job to care for my brothers, my family, and I already let the enemy win once, letting Jessa in could destroy us and I’ll be damned if I fail anyone I love ever again, even more so for some girl.

      “Of course you will.” I roll my eyes, and he gives me a sly grin, before getting to work. The pain that his fingers bring as he digs into the wound, around tissue and muscle to find the bullet lodged deep inside me is a welcoming one. When he finds it, he pulls it out, tossing it into a metal bedside pan, all while smirking like he just saved the world or some fucking shit.

      “Saved your life,” Trey announces.

      “Did not.” I exhale, the pain slowly easing from my side, now that the fucking thing is out. Trey moves out of the way and Wes cleans and disinfects everything thoroughly before sewing me up. Throughout the process, I notice my brothers eyeing Jessa accusingly.

      They know it’s her fault we got caught, and that I got shot, but they don’t know the extent of it. I thought I would be relieved and happy to see them resenting her for it, instead I’m filled with confusion. I hate and want her at the same time. I want to see her suffer, I want my brothers to hate her, but I also want to comfort her. I want to pull her into my arms and take her clothes off. I want her to stay in my bed and do what I tell her to do…and worst of all I want her to want it.

      I want her to be ours, and not just in the sense of us saying she belongs to us.

      I want her to actually want to be here, instead of being a hostage.

      I want to trust her. I want to ravage her. I-just-fucking-want-her.
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      Jessa

      

      Guilt is eating me alive. I never should’ve stalled back in that alley. I never should’ve questioned myself. Stupid. So stupid. Every grunt of pain that slips from Declan’s mouth cuts through me like a dull knife. It’s my fault that he got hurt and looking at Wes and Trey’s faces, they know it too. I hate to admit it, but the taste of freedom was too great, and as it turned out I learned my lesson. I saw firsthand what the brothers had told me. My father really did want me dead, and second-guessing myself had almost got Declan killed.

      “Now what the fuck happened?” Wes’s cold eyes cut to me, the look in them makes me shiver. I know I made a mistake, and need to fess up to it, but I’m terrified of what may happen when I do. I’ve finally got Wes and Trey to see me as a human, and less of a sex slave, less of the enemy.

      What happens now?

      “I…I…” My lips tremble as I speak.

      “Tell them, Jessa. Tell them how you didn’t follow my direct orders and were planning to escape.” It’s Declan who speaks up this time.

      “Is that true? Were you going to run away from us?” Trey asks, his eyes burning holes into me. I don’t want to admit it, but not admitting to it is just as bad. No matter which way this goes I know they’ll see me as guilty.

      “I-I don’t know…I was scared and confused. I still am. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to think or who to trust, and all I did was stop to catch my breath. I know it was stupid and careless, but I swear…it wasn’t…I wasn’t setting him up to get shot.” Three pairs of eyes meet mine, and I know I’m losing my edge. All the trust I had earned from them, and it was for nothing. I feel tears sting my eyes. I want to cry, and I probably should, but I’m not nearly as weak as I was when they captured me and brought me here.

      “I killed…I killed someone for him,” I say, hoping it will lessen the blow of what I’ve already done.

      “She did. She killed the fucker right in front of me, but that doesn’t mean this isn’t her fault. All of it is her fault…” Declan snarls.

      “I’m sorry,” I apologize shamefully, knowing they will punish me, and most likely put me back downstairs in the cell.

      “It’s up to you, Declan. You’re the one that got hurt. What do you want to do with her?” Wes asks, and I swear I see him cringe as he does.

      He wouldn’t…he wouldn’t let him kill me, would he?

      “Don’t let him choose Wes. He’ll kill her,” Trey states before Declan can answer. Looks are exchanged between the three brothers, a war raging, a storm brewing.

      “If her punishment is a fucking bullet to the head, what does it matter?”

      “Declan…” Trey warns, his eyes cutting to me. He’s looking at me like I’ve been sacrificed to the devil or something, and I guess I have.

      Declan stares at me for a long time, every second of waiting for his answer feels like an eternity. I’m already running scenarios in my head of how I’m going to fight him if he tries to hurt me. No way am I going to let them kill me. I’ll fight, even if my chances are slim…I will fight.

      “Leave. Get out of my room. She stays until I’m finished with her. If she is still alive afterwards, then I will come and let you know.

      “Wes.” Trey’s tone takes on a panicked sound, but I don’t even move from my spot on the floor or look up at him to give him a reassuring smile. I can tell Wes wants to stop this, but he owes his brother the right. I don’t know what is going to take place, but I’m not going to let Declan end me. I’ll fight tooth and nail to become his equal.

      “It’s his choice, Trey.”

      “I know, but he’s going to kill her. He’s going to fucking kill her.” Trey’s muscled body vibrates with anger, his clenched fists hang at his sides and I know he wants to punch something or someone for that matter.

      “Out. Get out,” Declan orders, and Wes grabs Trey by the arm pulling him toward the door. I lift my gaze for half a second, just long enough to get a good look at their faces before they walk out, and as soon as I do, I realize I shouldn’t have. Trey looks like he’s going to be sick, and Wes doesn’t look any better.

      The door closes behind them and my whole body starts to shake. Deep down I’m terrified of what might happen, of his intentions.

      “Strip.” Declan’s voice booms through the room. I look up at him in shock wondering if I just heard him right. “Strip!” he repeats impatiently, and I don’t want to push him further than I already have.

      Gulping down my fear I push myself up off the floor and into a standing position. With trembling hands, I start to peel off the clothes Declan helped me put on this morning. Casting my eyes down I watch him carefully out of the corner of my eye. His eyes blaze with need as they rake over every inch of bare flesh, and somehow there is still hate within those depths. How can he want me and hate me all at the same time? He might want my body, but he still hates me and him wanting me won’t protect me from him killing me. I have to find a way to show him I’m sorry. I have to find a way to reach him.

      “Turn around and bend over,” he orders. Hesitating for only a second, I do as he asks. Twisting around, I face away from him and bend over. I’m completely and utterly exposed to him but more in a way of seeing deep inside me, beneath my skin, and into my soul.

      “Reach back and spread those creamy white cheeks for me. Let me see that tight pussy.” His voice is low and raspy, dripping with lust. With shaking hands, I snake around my body and spread myself open for him, knowing that he is going to see the moisture already forming there. Even as nervous as I am, I still want him. I still crave his touch no matter how wrong or fucked up it might be.

      The sound of bed sheets ruffling gives away his movements and every muscle in my body tenses. Twisting my neck, I look at him over my shoulder and see he is sitting up on the edge of the bed. He starts to undo his pants and pulls his rock hard cock out. He reaches for me and a moment later his hands are on me, fire and ice fill my veins at once as two thick digits probe my glistening entrance.

      “Of course you’re already wet. Such a dirty fucking slut...a beautiful dirty fucking slut,” he murmurs as he pushes those two fingers inside of me. My pussy stretches at the intrusion, a sting of pain follows a second later.

      “You might be scared, but even you can’t hide your body’s need for my cock. You can’t wait for me to fuck you, can you?”

      Pulling out his fingers leaves me cold and goosebumps erupt over my flesh. His hand leaves my pussy and circles my waist, pulling me backward. The motion causes me to lose my balance and I fall back, right into his lap, my back flush against his chest.

      The air stills inside my lungs, and I force myself to breathe. His other hand snakes around the front of my body, trailing over my belly, and up between my breasts. I feel as if I’m in a trance, watching as he touches me with a gentleness that is completely unlike him.

      Then, as if he can sense that I’m sinking deeper into his touch, that same hand snaps up to my throat. I gasp as his large hand circles my delicate skin, barely leaving any room for me to breathe. His other hand rests on my stomach and I flinch when I feel something cold touch me. Casting my eyes down I swallow back a scream at the sight of the blade of a knife pressing into my soft flesh. I always thought when he killed me it would be fast, and with a gun, but never with a knife, where he would get the chance to watch me bleed out.

      “I’m going to have a scar where I got shot because of you. It’s only fair that I give you a scar in the same spot. Don’t you think?” I can feel every part of him molding against me. Our bodies like two pieces of clay molding together, fusing into one unique piece of art. His scent fills my nostrils, cinnamon, and clove. It humanizes the situation, but nothing about it can calm my erratic heartbeat.

      Fear and dread paint me from the inside out. He intends to hurt me. I know it.

      “Please, don’t,” I whimper, and I feel his already hard cock twitch while pressing up against my ass cheeks. Is my begging turning him on?

      “Tell me to stop, Princess, beg me, and maybe, just maybe I’ll show you the mercy your father never showed our family.”

      “Please…please, don’t hurt me,” I beg, my voice giving away that I’m not only scared but also turned on. Is this what he wants? Does he want me to fear him? If so, he is succeeding.

      “Fuck Princess, my cock is harder than steel,” he hisses and I wish I could see him. The blade in his hand presses deeper into my skin and the spark of fear I was feeling a short time ago turns into something more, something molten hot.

      “Should I fuck you with the blade? Make you bleed like you made me bleed?”

      “You…you really want to hurt me?”

      A sinister laugh erupts from his throat as he moves the blade lower. “I don’t just want to hurt you. I will hurt you. I want your pain. I want your fucking fear. I want your tears, to taste them on my tongue while I fuck every single one of your tight little holes.”

      My breath hitches as he slowly starts to move the knife across my skin, moving up my body. He releases his grip around my throat and replaces it with the edge of the blade. With his now free hand, he grabs onto my hips and makes me sit up so he can reposition himself and line up his cock with my entrance.

      “Sit down on my cock. Be a good little slut and maybe I won’t sink this blade into your skin.” Another gush of moisture has my pussy so wet his huge cock slides in with ease as I sit down, impaling myself on it. Pleasure rockets through me at the sensation of his cock filling me, my tight channel swallowing each delicious inch of his cock. I feel so full, and I want more, more of his violence, more of his filthy words.

      “You like this, don’t you? Being my filthy little slut. Taking my cock how I want you to.” When I don’t answer him right away, he thrusts his hips up, and I almost fall forward with the jarring motion.

      “Tell me and don’t lie to me, your pussy is so wet I can hear it, feel the slick warmth coating my cock. You can’t hide it...” He thrusts upward again, his cock probing the back of my womb, sending a sliver of both pain and pleasure up my spine.

      Gritting his teeth, he says, “I’m going to fuck you, Jessa. I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll feel me for days. You want that, don’t you? To feel me inside you?”

      “Yes,” I whimper, my cheeks heating.

      “Beg,” he growls into the back of my neck.

      “Please… please,” I plead.

      “Please what?” His jaw is steel, his hold bruising, the knife at my throat sinks a little deeper into my flesh, and I’m not sure I would care if he slit my throat right now.

      “Please, fuck me. Please, fuck me, Declan,” I rasp, my pussy tightening around his shaft. With one hand on my hip and the other holding the blade to my throat, he bucks his hips and I’m thrust upward. I slam back down on his cock with a vengeance, my teeth sinking into my bottom lip to stifle the cry that threatens to pass my lips. He does this a few more times, my pussy clenching his length, refusing to let go. I want him. I want him so deep inside me that it’s damn near maddening.

      “It’s such a fucking sight. To watch your pretty pussy swallow my cock. You were made for us, for us to use, to take from. Our dirty little slut.”

      His words are sinister, and though I’m certain they’re meant to be degrading, they aren’t to me. They make me hot, drenched with need. I want to be his dirty little slut. I want to belong to all three of them in every single way possible.

      Pressing my hands against his thighs, I start to bounce up and down on his cock. I sink my nails deep into his flesh, wanting him to feel the same spike of pain and pleasure he makes me feel. He groans behind me, moving the blade away an inch while I bounce up and down on his shaft, proving to me once again that it isn’t pain he wants to inflict on me.

      The need to look at him, to see the carnal want in his eyes, overpowers me. I want to see how much he is enjoying this, see if he likes it just as much as I do. I want him to see my need, how his darkness turns me on.

      “I want to turn around,” I pant in between bounces. “Please…”

      He releases his hold on my hip and drops the knife from my throat, giving me a slap on my upper thigh.

      “Turn around then. It’ll make watching you bleed out easier.”

      I ignore what he says, but don’t wait for him to change his mind. I stand up, letting his dick slide out of me. I feel lost for the moment that he isn’t inside me. Spinning around I sit back down on his lap. Straddling him, I let his cock slide back inside of me, filling me up. I groan at the sensation, so loud I’m certain Trey and Wes can hear me.

      “You want my brothers to hear, don’t you?” His face is so close to my own, his breath fans over my heated cheeks. Resting my hands on his shoulders, I enjoy how hard his muscles feel beneath my fingers. His hand moves back up between us, the knife finding its way back to my throat.

      “Answer me.”

      “Yes,” I answer breathlessly while grinding shamelessly over his cock. This position has him so deep inside of me I can feel him hitting the end of my channel. Each stroke bruises me from the inside out, leaving me with a twinge of pain in the wake of pleasure.

      The blade moves from my throat, skimming down between my breasts. He moves the blade with precision like he knows that with the simple flick of his wrist he could kill me, make me bleed.

      Feeling the cold tip flick against my nipple, I shudder…I gaze down at him through thick lashes and watch as he alternates between each breast. The pleasure is intense, and still I wonder what he plans to do with the knife. If he really feels that an eye for an eye is equal?

      If he wants to hurt me so badly, then what will happen if he does? Up until now, everything has been an idle threat, but if I force his hand, then maybe he’ll discover that’s not really what he wants. I know I’m playing with fire, because if I’m wrong about this it would most definitely cost me my life.

      Doubt plagues me. What if he enjoys it instead? What if he sees me bleed and wants more blood? What if one cut isn’t enough? Fear of the unknown intensifies the pleasure burning through my pussy. I have to trust him, trust my gut that his need for me, will overpower his need for vengeance, for revenge.

      Staring into his eyes, looking deeper than I ever have before, I pray that an answer will appear. The first few days with him, I wasn’t able to find any feelings in the depth of his green eyes. Now, I could get lost in the dark pools of emotion reflecting back at me.

      “Hurt me…cut my skin…make me bleed,” I say, digging my fingernails into his skin.

      Shock flickers in his eyes as I say, “Please, hurt me…”
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      Declan

      

      With my cock still deep inside of her, I wrap my fingers around her delicate throat once more. Her pulse throbs beneath my hand, her skin warm, and begging to be marked. She is pleading with me to hurt her, what a stupid girl she is. She shouldn’t test me like this. Offer herself up to me like this. She’s tempting me, but what happens when it’s no longer temptation? What happens when I draw her blood for the first time? I don’t think I’ll be able to stop once I catch sight of the crimson leaving her body.

      I bring the knife to her stomach, the same spot I took a bullet just a few hours ago. An eye for an eye. My gaze flicks up to hers, those blue eyes of hers shining down on me. There isn’t a lick of fear in those depths when there definitely should be.

      My eyes roam over her face. She’s so fucking beautiful it should be a crime. Beautiful, and perfect, and fuck I shouldn’t want her as badly as I do, but I can’t stop it and her asking me to do this, to hurt her, it’s only stirred that need inside me.

      I grit my teeth, her pussy tightening around my cock and without hesitation as I press the blade into her creamy white skin. A soft gasp escapes her plump lips, and I watch with excitement as the sharp metal digs into her flesh, a drop of blood springs from a shallow gash to run across the blade.

      My gaze narrows in on the blade as the blood beads at the tip, anticipating my excitement, I expect it to overcome me…instead a sick feeling starts festering in my gut. I suck in a breath, filling my lungs with as much air as possible, waiting for the satisfaction to wash over me. What the hell? I should feel satisfied beyond measure and yet I don’t. I’m waiting for peace to find me. But it never comes, nothing does. The blood stains her beautiful skin, and for nothing, because I feel nothing, no elation, excitement, no satisfaction and I realize why…. It’s not revenge I want from her.

      The knife suddenly feels heavier in my hand and I drop it. It falls down to the bed sheets beside us, landing with a heavy thud.

      Looking down at the small cut on her otherwise unblemished skin has me feeling anything but satisfied. Instead, I feel…fuck…I feel guilt.

      “Fuck me, Declan,” she moans, grabbing onto my upper arms. She still wants me, after what I just did? How is that possible? I don’t stop to ask questions, instead I push the unwanted guilt away as far as I can and concentrate on nothing but the woman on my lap. I want her, truly want her. Revenge is as far from my mind as it gets right now. Grabbing her slim waist, I force her down onto my cock while thrusting upward at the same time. Her head tips back and a deep moan vibrates through her chest.

      Fuck, she’s sealing our fates with each inch of my cock she takes.

      My side hurts like fucking hell every time I flex, but I don’t care. I keep fucking her until I feel her pussy start to quiver around my shaft. Our juices gather around my balls, cum, and her arousal coating my body.

      “Not yet, Princess. I’ll tell you when to come,” I order and even I notice that my voice has lost its edge. Shaking the thought away I lie back on the mattress. “First, I want you to ride me.”

      She places her hands on my lower stomach for support, and even in the lust filled stupor she’s in, she uses caution, making sure she doesn’t come close to my wound. For some reason that matters to me. The fact that she’s caring for me, the fact that she doesn’t want to hurt me, it means something.

      Before I can focus on what it might mean she starts moving. She starts out slow, so slow I think she might be trying to punish me. She’s moving her hips, grinding herself over my cock so fucking perfectly, my balls tighten, and I almost come right then.

      It’s not long before she picks up speed, her movements becoming erratic, hurried, like she’s chasing her orgasm.

      “Come for me, baby. Come all over my cock, make your pussy squeeze me. Suck that sticky hot cum right out of my cock.” I barely finish speaking, the words just passing my lips when I feel her walls squeezing around me, her head falls back and her whole body tightens as she reaches her climax.

      Her body trembles as aftershocks ripple through her pussy, pulling my orgasm right out of me. My balls draw together, and I shoot the biggest fucking load of my life inside of her. Warmth floods my body as I continue thrusting, sticky ropes of hot semen coat her cunt, and I swear I could live inside her forever.

      She collapses on top of me, her hands on my chest and her head on my shoulder with her face nuzzled into the crook of my neck. Her breath is warm on my skin as I’m wallowing in the aftermath of that mind-blowing orgasm. Sex has always been, well, just sex. It’s never been anything as soul-shattering, all-consuming as this was. I don’t understand the hold she has over my brothers and me.

      It’s almost like she’s got a magical pussy or something, either that or she really is that perfect, which is just in-fucking-sane.

      When my endorphin flooded brain finally regains control and I’m able to form a coherent thought I know that this can’t really be happening. She can’t be cuddling into my chest, sleeping in my bed with me like this, like we’re a fucking couple or something. She doesn’t want this. How could she? I just drew her blood. My brothers and I kidnapped her, hurt her, violated her and yet here she is clutching onto me like I’m her favorite blanket or something.

      I wrap my fingers around her slender arms and pull her off of me. My touch is gentle, which surprises me. Seeing her blood, watching it coat the blade of that knife. It changed everything. It changed me.

      “No,” she whimpers, and then a moment later says, “Please…I need this too.”

      Need this?

      She tilts her head to the side so she can look at my face. Her cheeks are a soft pink, her eyes sleepy. She must see the confusion in my expression because her mouth opens again.

      “I want you…I want you to hold me. I want…all of you. In every way I can have you. I want to be yours, theirs.”

      “You don’t know what you are saying,” I tell her, shaking my head in disbelief.

      “I do know what I’m saying, and I know what I want…I want you.”

      “How could you possibly want us?” She must be having a post-orgasmic high. She’s probably confused.

      “I’ve never…my father never cared about me. No one's ever cared about me. I’ve been alone my whole life. I don’t even have friends. I want to be yours. I want to belong to you, all of you.”

      An ache forms in my chest, my stupid fucking heart pounding like crazy in my chest. Her words are dripping with pain. And I know that she means every word she says. Fuck, that only makes me want to kill her father more. What a fucking asshole. What a piece of shit. God, I can’t wait to end his fucking pitiful life. If anyone deserves death, it’s him.

      I let her sink back down on top of me and wrap my arms around her small frame. For the first time since we took her, I worry if she’s okay. Is she eating enough? Surely Wes and Trey have been caring for her. I grind my teeth together. I shouldn’t care, but I do, because I truly do care. Her body molds into mine like it belongs here and nowhere else.

      “Don’t go to sleep yet, you need to take your antibiotic,” I whisper into her hair. She smells like sweat, sex, and a lingering of strawberries.

      “Okay.” Her voice is small, and sleep already clings to it. I roll her off of me and place her down on the mattress. Then I grab a blanket and cover her with it. Her eyes drift closed once more, and I know she’s barely awake. I want to tell her I’m sorry but I bite my tongue. I’m not ready yet. I don’t want her to know that I’m weak for her. Before, I was unsure of where she stood in mine and my brothers’ futures, but now, I know where she belongs.

      “I’ll get it for you,” I tell her as I pull on a pair of shorts and slip out of the room. As soon as I enter the hallway, I can feel that the air has shifted.

      “What did you do?” Trey almost yells at me, his eyes narrowing on me as I walk into the living room. I damn near roll my eyes. If anyone is overly protective of her, it’s Trey. He’s wanted her since the start, but one taste was all he needed to know she was it for him.

      “Calm down. I didn’t kill her, nor do I plan to. I’m just getting her meds,” I respond. Picking up my jacket I take out the pill bottle from the inside pocket I had it hidden in. I make a pit stop in the kitchen and pour a glass of orange juice for her to take it with before returning to the bedroom. She needs to regain her strength before we mess with her anymore. I don’t want her health failing any more than it already has.

      When I slip back into the bedroom, I find that she is already asleep. With a light shake of her shoulders, her big eyes open again. I hand her the pill and the glass of orange juice and watch her drink almost the whole thing before placing it down on the nightstand.

      “Sleep. I need to talk with my brothers about what is to happen next. As it turns out, I think I want to keep you around after all.” A smile briefly paints her lips before her head falls back down onto the pillow and her eyes drift closed.

      I lean down, and despite my wound screaming at me, I press a soft kiss to her forehead. I don’t understand why I kissed her, or even more so why I want to do it again. I want to taste her lips, devour her. The feelings are still virgin and hard to grasp onto.

      I quietly exit the room and walk back out into the living room where I take a seat on the couch. Wes and Trey are already waiting there for me as if they expected me to come back out.

      “I want to keep her,” I say, starting off the conversation. I’m sure they were expecting something different to come out of my mouth.

      “No shit, welcome to the team. We had T-shirts made,” Trey snickers sarcastically.

      “Took you long enough,” Wes gives Trey a look that says don’t push it. “What finally changed your mind?”

      “I’ve realized that my revenge wasn’t meant for her. It was meant for her father and no one else. She is not like him, she is just another one of his victims. He needs to die, he needs to pay for the pain he’s caused, to us, to Jessa.”

      I think about what she told me. How no one ever loved her or cared for her. It makes sense now. Her father never really wanted her, not as a father should want or care for his daughter. She was more of an asset than anything else.

      “I don’t know that she’s going to be okay with us killing her father. I worry she still might not believe us,” Trey admits wearily.

      I shake my head, “I think we tell Jessa the truth. The whole truth. We let her watch the video of what he did to our…” I swallow. “To our sister, mother, to our father. We show her that, and then we tell her what really happened to her mother.”

      “Are you sure, brother?” Wes asks, his eyes mirroring the same adoration for Jessa that mine and Treys do, and for once it feels like I can breathe again. I’m not worried about her betraying us, about fighting with my brothers over what happens to her next. It’s almost like I’ve found my own little slice of peace.

      “Yes. She needs to know the truth. Her father doesn’t deserve her love, and even if she does fight us on it, she’ll get over it eventually. She’s ours now.”

      “What happened between you two that changed things?” Trey asks, and I know he’s curious to know if I hurt her, and I’m not even remotely mad at his questioning. He’s my brother, and he cares for her greatly, he also knows I have a darkness that lingers right on the surface and that when it comes to her, it could’ve gone either way.

      “She asked me to hurt her. To cut her.” My throat tightens at the memory of her blood on that knife. There are other ways to hurt her, to bring both pleasure and pain, ways that don’t involve, drawing her blood.

      “Did you?” Wes lifts a questioning brow.

      “I did.”

      “Seriously, Declan!” Trey growls, slamming his laptop closed.

      “I had to do it. I had to find out if I really needed her blood or if I was just enthralled at the idea of getting my revenge on her. As soon as I saw her blood on the knife, I put it down. It didn’t give me the feeling I thought it would.” I shake my head. “I don’t know what the fuck happened, but it’s not her that I want to hurt anymore.”

      Wes grins. “This is good, brothers.”

      I push from the couch and go into the kitchen for a beer. I grab Wes and Trey one as well and hand them each a bottle once I enter the living room again.

      “So we all agree, we’re keeping her?” Trey questions before taking a pull from the beer, his dark gaze flickering over mine as if I have the final say.

      “Yes. We’re keeping her. We’re killing her father, and then we are keeping her. I think...after we get our revenge, after we end this, maybe...maybe we can find peace with her.”

      “Peace?” Wes’s voice rings in my ears.

      I haven’t felt that emotion since before we lost our family. Is it even possible to feel at peace again? I don’t know, but right now all I know is that I care about Jessa and I want her with us.

      I shrug, “Maybe eventually, but right now, no. We need to figure this shit out. Then we can focus on our own personal stuff. Let’s convince Jessa to stay, show her what we need to show her, and then see what happens.”

      “Thank fuck you jumped on board,” Trey chuckles.

      “And why is that?”

      “Because I was seriously considering beating the fuck out of you.”

      “You could try little brother, but all you would’ve gotten is your ass handed to you.” I grin, feeling more relaxed. I’m finally back on the same page with my brothers, and the little temptress down the hall is making me feel it all for the first time in years. I’m getting back to being my old self… slowly but surely.
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      Jessa

      

      I open my eyes and yet again, find myself in a room I haven’t woken up in before.  Declan’s room is very much him. His sheets are black, the walls are painted a stormy sky grey, and the bed and dresser are made of wrought iron.

      The mattress is soft beneath my body, almost like a pillow, and the blanket thrown across me feels as if it’s full of down feathers. Yawning, I sit up and look around the room. I’m alone.

      Where did he go?

      He was here when I fell asleep. I felt his body pressing up against mine, his warmth seeping into my bones. My heart beats faster just thinking about it. I’ve never felt so content, so wanted, so cherished, as I did when Declan held me in his arms last night. It was a big step for him and something he didn’t have to do, but chose to.

      Sitting up, I reflect on everything that happened last night. The knife, the blood. The way he owned my body, my soul. I think about what it meant. I already know what it meant for me. My feelings haven’t changed. After last night, they’ve only solidified.

      I was already prepared to stay with them. I wanted nothing more than to be theirs in every way. The question now is, how does Declan feel about this? Has he finally agreed with his brothers, or was last night a one-time thing? The thought of losing them, it hurts, like a branding iron pressing against my heart. If Declan rejects me after what we shared… I don’t know if I’ll come back from that.

      A memory from last night tugs at me. I was nearly asleep when he said the words, but I’m positive he meant them. “As it turns out, I think I want to keep you around after all.” I smile to myself as I crawl out of bed. It’s unlike the brothers to give me free rein as they’re doing right now. I haven’t so much as done one thing by myself on this level. So their trust in me must be significant, which is surprising after my actions yesterday. Though I suppose saving Declan’s life saved my ass.

      Padding into the bathroom I turn the light on. My bladder is currently screaming at me. My eyes catch on my reflection in the mirror. The small red gash on my stomach sticks out like a sore thumb against my ivory skin. I almost wish it was a permanent gash, something I could look at often to remind me that all of this is real, that Declan doesn’t want to kill me anymore.

      When I’m done in the bathroom, I start to move around the bedroom, feeling a little lost. The need to go and search for the brothers intensifies with each second I’m left alone. It’s like finally, after all this time of wanting them to leave me alone, I miss them not being right there. In need of clothing, I open the first drawer of Declan’s dresser and luckily find his shirts.

      Pulling the over my head, I let the fabric drop down my body. It fits me more like a dress, coming to rest just above my knees. I involuntarily shiver and my nipples harden at the coldness that cascades across my flesh. I walk to the door and reach for the knob, hesitating for a moment.

      A sliver of doubt takes root in my gut. Are they going to be okay with me just walking around? Going where I please? Or did Declan want me to stay in bed? Maybe they even locked the door? I shake my head, willing the thoughts away as I twist the knob. The door opens and a small wave of relief washes over me. Clearly, they don’t see me as a captive anymore. As soon as I step into the hallway, my ears perk up.

      I hear voices coming from the kitchen and I follow the noise until I’m standing in the entryway of the kitchen. For some unknown reason, I’m nervous. Every interaction we’ve ever had has revolved around sex, and now it seems we’re going to be interacting as, well, almost as couples. I take in the scene before me. Trey is at the stove flipping a pancake, while Wes sits at the kitchen table, fork and knife in hand. Wes notices me first and gives me a wicked grin that has my already out of control hormones on fire.

      Trey’s head pops up and turns in my direction almost simultaneously. It’s almost like they can sense my presence or something.

      “Hey, sleeping beauty, come sit with me.” Wes waves me over to him, pulling out the chair beside him almost at the same time.

      “Are you sure?” I question nervously while nibbling on my bottom lip.

      “Yes…unless you want to sit on my lap instead of on your own chair,” he teases and my cheeks flame. I make my way across the kitchen and take the seat next to him. A moment later a plate with two steaming hot pancakes appears in front of me.

      “Ladies first,” Trey says as he sets down the plate and hands me a fork.

      “Fucker, I’m starving,” Wes complains.

      “Patience, asshole. Let her eat first, she needs to get something in her stomach before she takes her meds.”

      “Thank you,” I mutter feeling shy. This is different, the interactions, their personalities, the way they’re talking. I’m not really sure how to act, or what to say. On top of that, I’m overwhelmed with everything taking place. They’re caring for me, pampering me even. No one has ever taken care of me like this before and I’m not sure if I should say thank you, or run for the hills. Are they expecting something from me in return?

      Of course we had staff at the house who waited on me, but those people did that because they were paid to. Wes, Trey, and Declan take care of me because they want to. They want me.

      A deep growling from my belly pulls me from my thoughts. I take a large bite of my pancake before loading another huge bite onto the fork and holding it up to Wes’s mouth. He smiles at me and playfully takes it off my fork.

      “Thanks, Princess,” he mutters, swallowing the bite without even chewing. Jesus, he really must be hungry.

      I’m so enthralled eating my pancake, that I don’t even notice when Declan walks in until he takes the remaining spot beside me. He shoves down into the seat with a plate and fork in hand.

      “Are you fucking kidding me! Why does he get pancakes before me? I’m withering away over here.” Wes pouts and I softly laugh.

      “God, quit being such a baby,” Declan growls before ripping off a large piece of his pancake and throwing it across the table at Wes.

      “Wow, very mature,” Wes says, catching the pancake and shoving it into his mouth.

      I don’t know whether to laugh or to cry. I’ve never experienced anything like this. Having breakfast together with people you like spending time with, laughing and teasing each other. I’m used to spending breakfast and every other meal of the day the same way…alone.

      So this is different, but a good kind of different. This feels like…a family.

      A real family.
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      Declan

      

      Our lives have changed so completely it’s hard to wrap my mind around it. Never in a million years would I have figured us all to end up here. We went from kidnapping her, to fucking her, to saving her, to keeping her. It’s been two days since I was shot but I’m healing up nicely and I don’t regret taking a bullet for her. She saved my ass that day too.

      Jessa walks out of the bathroom, interrupting my thoughts. She’s smiling at me widely as she tiptoes into my bedroom with nothing but a towel wrapped around her slim body. Her still wet blonde hair lays against her shoulders, sticking to the skin there. I can’t help myself. My eyes trail down her body, over the towel, and down to her small feet and all I can think of is what’s underneath that towel. I know what’s beneath that scrap of fabric. I’ve felt it around my dick, against my fingers, and I want more than anything to feel it on my tongue.

      She most likely notices me staring because the next thing I know, she’s reaching for the towel, and undoing it. It falls to the floor, leaving her standing completely naked just a few feet away from me. Fucking little temptress. My dick goes from semi limp to rock hard in zero point two seconds, forming a good size tent within the sweatpants I’m wearing.

      “I used your razor,” she says shyly, her cheeks blushing rose red. She shaved for us. The statement doesn’t miss its mark. My eyes drop down to her thighs and I take in her bare pussy or as much as I can see of it.

      “Come here, let me see if you got it all,” I tell her. She moves toward me before I even finish the sentence. Her hips sway with each step and her firm breast jiggle gently, the pink dusky tips hardening with each step. Her body anticipating what’s to come.

      When she reaches me, I grab her upper thighs and make her straddle me where I sit. Her hands land on my shoulders to steady herself while I reach between us to inspect her handiwork. A groan slips past my lips as I caress her now smooth pussy. I run my fingers over her folds a few times, before slipping between them, finding her hardened little clit. Drawing small circles against it, I force a soft, feminine moan from her pouty lips.

      “Feels pretty good, but I’d like to take a closer look before I can be sure,” I tease pushing up from the chair with her still in my arms. She wraps her legs around my middle, her slick pussy pressing against my stomach. Feeling the heat, the want against my shirt, it makes me want to throw her down on the bed and fuck her senseless. I walk us over to the bed and place her down on it.

      As soon as her back hits the mattress, my head is between her smooth legs. She smells like strawberries and cream, the scent intoxicating. It makes my mouth water. Unable to wait another second, I place my mouth over her pussy. My tongue darts out, slipping past my lips to find her clit. Mmmm. Fuck, I want her. I need her. I flick, and tease the diamond hard nub relentlessly, alternating between her clit, and her entrance, where I lap up every gush of liquid that drips from her entrance.

      Her body arches off the bed and a throaty moan fills the room, the sound vibrating through me, sending little rivulets of pleasure straight to my cock. Her fingers sink into my hair, holding my head in place as if she would happily let me die between her thighs. Just as I close my lips around her clit and start to suck gently while nipping at the sensitive flesh the door opens and I hear someone enter the room.

      Fuckers. I know who it is, without even looking.

      “I fucking knew you would be hogging her.” Trey’s voice meets my ears and I smile against Jessa’s silky smooth cunt. “Wes, get in here!”

      Briefly I remove my mouth from her throbbing pussy to talk, and a soft whimper of displeasure meets my ears. I know it won’t ease the ache completely, but I insert two fingers into her tightness, relishing in the way she clenches down on me. I gaze up at her, over her mound. Her wet hair frames her head with a blonde angelic halo, her blue eyes are wild with need, and her cheeks are tinted pink. Her chest rises and falls erratically. Beautiful. Absolutely gorgeous.

      “Really, I was just about to come and get you,” I lie, right through my teeth.

      “Sure you were,” Wes says, walking into the bedroom.

      “Come on, Princess, don’t you want all three instead of one? Three thick cocks taking from you, giving you pleasure,” Trey questions, moving toward us. His voice is deep, growly, and he sounds just as hungry for her as I am.

      “Yes,” she admits breathlessly, and I watch her fist the sheets in her hands. Excitement twinkles in her eyes. She likes it when we take from her altogether, the power she gets from having all three of us on her at once. She might not realize it, but she’s always the one in control. The objective is always to please her.

      My brothers get undressed, shoving their clothing to the floor before crawling onto the bed on each side of her. Trey’s mouth finds one of her puckered nipples, while Wes covers her other breast with his hand. He kneads her flesh while peppering kisses against her throat and collarbone while I go back to fingering her tight hole and lapping at her swollen clit. I scissor my fingers, rubbing at her G-spot in the process. It doesn’t take long with all three of us on her for her to start shaking.

      “Give my brother your sweet cream, Princess. Let him taste you. Come all over his fucking tongue,” I hear Trey murmur.

      “Ahhh…” Jessa cries out, and a moment later her pussy clamps down on my fingers. I swear I can feel it in my cock as her pussy jerks with pleasure. That sweet cream of hers gushes from her pussy and coats my hand. I pull my fingers out and replace them with my tongue, sucking up every drop of her release, licking her as if I’m cleaning my plate at the dinner table. Once her pussy is licked clean, I move lower so I can lick right over her puckered asshole.

      She starts to squirm at the contact of my tongue pressing against her tight hole, but she’s not moving away, if anything she’s trying to get closer.

      Such a dirty fucking vixen.

      “Get that asshole nice and wet. Today, we’re going to take you all at once. Each hole’s going to have a cock in it, pretty girl.”

      At my words she starts grinding herself against my face, cries of pleasure escape her lips, while Trey and Wes pepper her with kisses and nip at her puckered nipples. Once I’m sure I’ve feasted on her asshole and pussy long enough I pull away and start peeling my own clothes off.

      The sudden movement reminding me of my still healing gunshot wound. And yet there isn’t any amount of pain in this world that could stop me from sinking my cock inside of her in the next few minutes. The world could blow up around me and I wouldn’t stop fucking her.

      Walking over to my dresser I retrieve the bottle of lube Wes bought the other day. Coating my cock with a healthy amount I head back to the bed where Jessa is still waiting for me, her legs spread wide, giving me a perfect view of her holes, holes that we are about to fill with our cocks, and with our cum.

      Wes fists his cock in his hand, and Trey licks his lips in anticipation.

      “Come here, Princess,” Trey orders and Jessa sits up, scurrying over to him. He lays down on the bed, with his feet dangling over the edge, and pulls Jessa on top of him. Her soaking folds slide over his hardened cock and I groan at the image. Fuck.

      “Declan’s going to take your ass. I’m going to take your pussy, and you’re going to deep throat Wes,” Trey tells her exactly what she’s going to do. She nods her head, chewing on her bottom lip seductively.

      My entire body tightens with need as I move behind Jessa, Wes slides over, kneeling next to them on the mattress. Trey grips his cock, pumping it a few times before he brings it to her soaking entrance. He slips inside her with ease, and I swear watching her get fucked by my brother only turns me on more. The fact that she lets us dominate her in such a way...it’s mind-blowing.

      The exchange of trust, the exchange of power. It’s raw, powerful, and there is nothing like it. Nothing at fucking all.

      “Fuck, sweet girl. I’ve missed your pretty pussy,” Trey groans, as he cups her by the cheeks and kisses her hard. I glance over at Wes who is stroking his cock slowly, his eyes molten lava as he watches Trey and Jessa kiss. I let Trey thrust inside her a couple times before moving into position. Spreading her creamy white ass cheeks, I press my thumb against her puckered asshole.

      Sinking inside her ass is going to be as close to heaven as I’m going to get.

      “Suck my brother’s cock. Show him how much you want him,” Trey orders, his dirty words causing Jessa to moan. She reaches for Wes’s cock and gently sucks the tip into her mouth. I can’t tear my eyes away as I watch Wes’s head tip back, his eyes blinking closed as pleasure overtakes him. This is what she does to us. Consumes us.

      Dropping my gaze down to her pretty little asshole, all I can think is... Mine. I all but growl the word as I push my thumb into her ass, the muscles resisting entrance before giving way at the insistent pressure. With my thumb inside her, I swirl it around, moving it in and out a few times while stroking my cock with my other hand. Sounds of pleasure and noises of sex fill the room, and I damn near come undone, as I bring the velvety tip of my cock to the entrance of her ass.

      Pulling my thumb out, I press against the ring of tight muscles once more. Fuck me, I have to grit my teeth as I slip just the head inside and feel the pre-cum drip out of me and into her asshole. I want to paint the inside of her ass with my cum. Mark her up, claim her.

      “Fuck, Princess. Your ass is...it’s fucking heaven,” I growl, telling myself to go slow. Jessa makes a noise that sounds like a moan around Wes’s cock. That sound only encourages me and I thrust in slowly, letting her adjust to my length, and all the sensations taking place in her body. I want to savor this moment with her, with my brothers.

      Trey thrusts inside her with shallow strokes, while I do the same from behind. She’s teetering on our cocks, her body glistening with sweat, every hole on her body filled with eight inches of cock. I’ve never been so turned on in my life, so overtaken with the need to possess another human.

      Wes cradles her face, slowly pushing into her mouth as she hungrily sucks on him. A moment later, she releases Wes’s cock with a loud pop, and somewhere inside me I wonder if she wants us to stop. It’s not like we haven’t done this with her before, and I’m positive she’s not in pain, not with the juices I both see and feel coating Trey’s cock. Still, I stop for a second, waiting for her to tell us that she wants this.

      “Please…” she pants, and though I can’t see her face, I know she’s pouting. The sadness in her voice resonating through me.

      “What do you want, Princess?” Wes asks, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he cups her by the cheek.

      “I need more. I…I want you to take from me. Please, fuck me how you want to,” she pleads. Oh yes, I know what she wants. A sinister smile pulls at my brother’s lips and I feel my heartbeat speed up.

      “You want to be our dirty little slut?” Wes asks. “You want us to use your body? Fuck your holes?”

      “Yes…please.” She nods and Wes moves his hand from her cheek and into her hair, grabbing a fist full of the silky blonde strands, yanking her head back to his cock. His eyes hold nothing but adoration as he gazes down at her. The muscles of her ass tighten around my cock as he does this and I know she isn’t lying. She wants this, she wants us to use her, she wants the pain with the pleasure, and fuck, I’ll be damned if my brothers and I let her down.

      Gripping her by the hips, I dig my fingers into her smooth skin with bruising force, and thrust my cock all the way into her ass. Trey moves his hands to her nipples and rolls the hardened nubs between his fingers as he thrusts deep inside her, his hips pistoning at the same speed mine do. Mother-fucking-hell. There are no words to describe the sensations zinging through me. It feels like I’ve been struck by lightning, the pleasure mounting with every stroke. I feel myself becoming more unglued, and more and more invested in her. She takes us like she was made for us, a delicate little fucking rose, with thorns, that’s what she is. She’ll prick us, drawing our blood if we do anything to hurt her, but she’ll give to us, bloom beautifully if we nurture and care for her.

      Tingles of pleasure zip down my spine, coursing through my already heavy ball sack. I want to come so badly, the tight rings of her ass gripping onto my cock with a vengeance, but I won’t. We’ll come all together, as fucking one or we won’t come at all.

      “I’m getting close, Princess…” I growl. She moans around Wes’s cock which she has stuffed deep inside her mouth. She’s making a slurping sound, that makes it hard for me to focus. Fuck, she’s sucking his cock like she means it. Trey ups his pace, and the sounds emitting from Jessa grow louder and louder.

      “Such a dirty fucking slut. Our little fucking toy,” I hiss through my teeth, thrusting deeper and harder.

      “Fuck baby, I’m going to come. I’m going to come in that tight little pussy. Will you come for me? Come with my brothers’ cocks in your throat and your ass. Come for me baby,” Trey whispers nipping at her ear, and holy fucking shit it feels like I’m going to combust at any second. And then I feel it, her pussy must be quivering and strangling Trey’s cock because the muscles in her ass lock down on my cock, the intensity of it making it impossible for me to hold back the groan that rips from my throat.

      “I’m coming,” Wes moans.

      “Fuck, me too,” Trey growls.

      Groaning again, I erupt like a motherfucking volcano deep inside her, coating the inside of her ass with sticky ropes of cum. But it doesn’t stop there. No, I keep coming and moaning, and fuck it seems like forever before I allow myself to pull out. As I do, I watch my cum seep from her ass and dribble down to her cunt that’s coated in Trey’s cum.

      “Swallow it. Every fucking drop,” Wes orders Jessa who continues to slurp on his cock like it’s her favorite flavor of sucker. As I pull back, I can see she’s got drool dripping down the side of her mouth and onto her chin, her big blue eyes are watering, and her cheeks are pink.

      “Princess, you look so beautiful right now,” I soothe, knowing exactly what she needs. She wants us to treat her like a slut, like our personal fucking whore, but she also wants to be cared for…wants to be treasured and cherished. She wants to know she’s everything we’ll ever need, and I’ll be damned if I let her think otherwise.

      When Wes is satisfied with her job, he takes a step back, stroking her cheek with his knuckles. He reaches down and grabs a shirt, wiping at her face with it.

      “Good fucking girl,” he praises.

      “Our beautiful little slut,” Trey whispers into her hair, as he places a kiss against her cheek.

      “Thank you,” she says, her voice is hoarse as she sags against Trey’s sweaty chest.

      “No. Never thank us, Princess,” I order, placing a hard slap against her ass cheek. “We’re one, all on the same team. Your pleasure is ours,” I remind her, letting her know how serious I am about us all being one now. I know it’s still hard for her to see, because she’s so used to me being cold and distant with her, but I did it because I needed to. I had to be sure I could trust her, believe her. Protecting my brothers is the most important thing, that is until she became the center of our world. Now she is our sun, and we’re the planets orbiting her.

      “How do you feel?” Trey asks, his fingers trailing up and down her back. Wes sits on the side of the bed staring at Jessa while I remain standing, staring down at the ruby red ass print that I just graced her with.

      “Like I was thoroughly fucked by three of my favorite men.”

      Chuckling I say, “Because you were, now get up before I decide to spank your ass until it’s bright red. You need to eat something.”

      “But what if I want you to spank me?” she teases, wiggling against Trey’s body. I pull back and land a hard slap against the other ass cheek, the sting of the slap zinging across my palm.

      “Don’t test me, Princess, do as I tell you.”

      Wes chuckles from his spot on the bed and I lift my gaze to his.

      “You’re like the dad of the group, always making sure we follow directions, eat enough, sleep enough…” My face deadpans.

      “Shut up, before I steal her away and you have nothing but your fucking hand to fuck for the rest of the week.”

      It’s Trey’s turn to laugh now, and he does, bouncing Jessa’s body up and down with the motion.

      “She belongs to us, which means none of us can steal her away and stake claim. Isn’t that right, Princess? You need all three of our cocks to curb your sexual needs? You need my brothers and me to stretch you. Claim your little holes until you’re dripping with our cum.”

      Lifting her head from his chest, she nods. “Yes, I do. I need all three of you. So no fighting, there is enough of me to go around.”

      And fuck if she isn’t right, there certainly is enough of her pretty little ass to go around. She’s all we fucking need, the missing piece to our demented puzzle.
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      Jessa

      

      The days pass in a blur and for a while, I forget what brought me here, what brought us all together in the first place. Some nights I sleep with Trey and Wes in Wes’s bed, and others, I sleep with Declan. They all three fuck me, and I do mean fuck me, rough, hard, and sometimes slowly, taking from me, but making me feel beautiful and empowered at the same time.

      They cherish me, wash me from head to toe, and make certain I receive at least one orgasm a night. Trey’s rule, not mine. Though it is one rule that I appreciate.

      With each passing day, I become less of a captive, and more like a person…a person who is a part of their family. It’s strange, but this is something I truly never realized I needed or wanted. I see now more than I had before how much they care for each other, how much they love each other and now that I’ve gotten a taste of it, I don’t think I can ever go back to being without them.

      Somewhere along the way we’ve formed a mutual trust. They let me roam around the apartment on my own and I find that I trust them as well. More so now that I actually want to listen to what they have been telling me about my father. At first, it was hard for me to wrap my mind around the person that my father is. It was hard to see past the father I knew and see the man he really is. But what other reason would they have to kidnap me, and hold me hostage, or to keep me alive when I’m nothing but dead weight to them. I’m of no use to them now that my father wants me dead, and still they want me.

      I’ve come to realize that they didn’t lie to me about my father wanting to kill me. They didn’t lie about the emails or phone conversations and though they wanted me to watch the videos of what my father had done to their family, I couldn’t stomach it and not because I didn’t believe them, but because I did and I couldn’t bear to endure that kind of pain. I understood their hate, and need for revenge.  Slowly the fog around my head dissipated. I never wanted to see it before, but I should have. The warning signs were there. They were always there. I was only good enough for my father when I was doing exactly what he wanted me to.

      I’m sitting on the leather couch in the living room reading a book on my Kindle that the brothers bought me when Wes enters the room. I look up from the Kindle and take in his features. There’s a coldness in his eyes that I don’t particularly like, but it’s not something that scares me. I’ve come to know when it’s best that I stay out of something. I know they won’t hurt me, punish me in the bedroom yes, but raise a hand to me, never.

      There has been lots of talk about attacking my father, trying to find an opportunity, the perfect time to get to him. It’s still hard for me to digest, because even though it’s obvious my father never loved me, I did love him. And though betrayal cuts deep, loving someone that was your only parent your whole life, isn’t an emotion you can just shut off.

      “What’s going on?” I ask, my voice just above a whisper.

      “We’re going on a run,” Wes explains. I blink.

      “A run? I don’t know if you can tell, but I’m not really the running type.” My response causes Wes to grin and that seems to soothe some of the worry from my knotted belly.

      “Not an actual run, Princess. We need supplies. Food, medical stuff. Things of that nature.” Oh duh, that makes sense.

      “Uh, yeah. Are you sure you want me to go with? I don’t want to slow you down, or anything.”

      “Yes, I’m sure. We’ll pick you up some more clothing, and any other female shit that you might need for the month. If you’re good, you might even be able to get a paperback or two,” he teases obviously listening to me complain about the lack of paperbacks in the apartment.

      “Okay, when are we leaving?” I purse, getting up from the couch. I’m wearing a brand new pair of yoga pants, and a T-shirt that Trey ordered off of Amazon for me. He had them delivered to a secret address since UPS doesn’t typically deliver to abandoned hospitals. I have no idea how they do their incognito stuff, nor do I want to know, all I know is that Wes picked up some supplies last week, including some of the stuff I asked for.

      As it turns out, if you tell Trey enough times that you want something, he will make it happen. I’m sure if I told Wes or Declan, they would’ve done it too, but Trey operates the internet access so I figured going to him would be easier. I may have persuaded him with the use of sex as well, but he didn’t seem to mind, and nor did I.

      “Now. So, go put on your sandals on so we can head out.”

      “Okay,” I chirp and go to put on my shoes. When I get back, Wes is already waiting for me at the elevator. The door slides open and we step inside. He punches in the code and scans his fingerprint before the door slides shut and the elevator descends.

      Nervous excitement fills my belly as we step out of the elevator and into the parking garage. I haven’t been outside of the apartment since I spent the night in the hospital, and even though the guys have been taking care of me, providing me with every single thing I need, it is nice to be able to go outside. There is nothing like fresh air, and feeling the wind through your hair.

      I slide into the passenger side seat of a car I haven’t seen before, while Wes walks around and gets into the driver’s seat. He turns the key in the ignition and the car roars to life. I look around the vehicle. It’s new, which is surprising, and I’m guessing stolen since I know they wouldn’t have access to purchasing a new car.

      He pulls out of the parking garage and for the first time I really take in my surroundings since I’m not blindfolded and we aren’t being chased by madmen. From the looks of it, we’re in a mostly abandoned looking part of the city. There are no houses, just a bunch of other rundown buildings nestled in beside ours. I stare out the window for a long time, and it seems like it’s been forever, but then I start to see people crossing the streets.

      “We are going to go to a small store that I know has no video surveillance. I’m probably being way too cautious, but I would rather be safe than sorry. Especially since this is our first time out with you doing a supply run,” Wes tells me. His honesty is refreshing and makes me feel more connected to him. If there is anything I’ve learned about the brothers, it’s that they don’t sugar coat bullshit.

      “It’s okay. I understand. Let’s just get it done and get back home. I don’t want to chance a run-in with anyone and I feel safer having all three of you together.”

      “Of course you do,” Wes teases.

      We drive a short while longer before pulling into a tiny convenience store. It reminds me of an old 7-Eleven. The outside looks like it could use some paint and a new roof. Opening the passenger side door, I get out of the car with Wes and we walk into the store hand in hand. The inside is about as good looking as the outside, but the little store seems to have everything we need. Wes grabs a cart and, pulls out a piece of paper. Then he starts walking down the aisle, grabbing all the different things we need. Toothpaste, body wash, cereal, pancake mix, Tylenol, as well as some odd and end stuff. Wes grabs everything on the list and then double checks a second time just to be sure.

      While he’s doing this, I check out a tiny little area that has a bunch of random T-shirts hanging up. I rifle through them, grabbing a couple that are in my size. Not that I really need clothing. I no longer wear panties anymore, mostly because I have no need for them and partially because it’s one less thing to remove when it comes time for the brothers to take me.

      The lady at the register looks to be about ninety years old and smiles widely as she rings up the stuff we bought. Probably because we spend close to three hundred dollars, and I’m sure this is the most money someone has ever dropped in here before.

      Grinning, I think of how the brothers stay incognito and still find a way to support the small business owners. We pay and walk outside together. I help Wes load the car up, even though he’s said five times already to get into the car and sit down. We’re nearly finished putting everything in when Wes suddenly gives me a wary look. The worry and shock in his eyes when he looks around at our surroundings has the hairs on the back of my neck standing up.

      Is something going on?

      I don’t have long to linger on the feeling. Before I even get the chance to ask him what’s going on, shots are ringing out around us. Everything is happening so fast. My mind can’t keep up with the movements taking place around us. One minute we are loading up the groceries, and the next minute all hell is breaking loose.

      “Get down!” Wes yells, shoving me not so gently behind the car. He reaches into the back of his jeans and pulls out a gun I didn’t even know he had. Cars pull up into the tiny parking lot with tires squealing, surrounding us in a matter of seconds. Men pile out of them all with their guns drawn and pointed directly at us.

      “Drop the gun or watch her die,” one of the men orders. I’m shaking, my hands trembling with fear. I want to scream, to tell him not to do it, but before I even get the chance he curses under his breath and drops the gun, kicking it over to one of the men. As soon as the gun is out of reach, three large men move in on us. One picks me up from the ground, his meaty fingers digging into my arms painfully, making me wince. While the other two grab Wes, by one arm each, and drag him to a nearby van.

      Wes doesn’t bother fighting them, which surprises me, then again it wouldn’t do either of us any good, and I presume he realizes that. Another man opens the back door and we’re both thrown inside. Wes lands against the heavy metal backing of the van, and I follow suit behind him, my body crashing into his. The door is shut behind us, submerging us into complete darkness.

      “Are you okay?” Wes asks, feeling for me in the dark space.

      “Yes, I think…” When he finds my body, he uses both hands and pulls me into his lap, cradling me against his chest tightly.

      “How…how did they find us? Do you think these are my father’s men?” My voice trembles, giving away my fear. I don’t want anything to happen to us, to Wes. I don’t want to die, not when I’ve just finally started living. These men weren’t ones I recognized, which leads me to wonder if they are enemies the brothers made previously.

      “I have no idea how they found us, and I can’t be one hundred percent sure, but I think those are your father’s goons. We have other enemies but none of them are recent, and none would be as ballsy as these fuckers.”

      “I didn’t recognize any of these men,” I admit, though there were far too many for me to take in every single one of their faces.

      “Let’s just try and stay calm, and not provoke them in any way, okay?” My body starts to shake, and he soothes me, stroking a gentle hand up and down my back, his touch like soft waves cresting the beach.

      “Will Trey and Declan know where we are?” I question.

      “Yes. They’ll track us. Just try not to worry, they’ll find us. I promise.”

      I want to believe him, but part of me is scared, really scared. Are they really going to find us, or is Wes just saying this in an attempt to calm me down? And even if they do happen to find us, how will they get to us without endangering themselves?

      What if they kill us before they get the chance to come for us, or if they get hurt trying to rescue us? I raise a hand to my head, the throbbing inside it is insistent. So many questions, so many fears, it’s all too much, and happening way too fast. A wave of dizziness slams into me and I rest my head back down against Wes’s shoulder in an effort to stop the dizzy spell.

      “Are you alright?” Wes whispers into my ear as the van takes a sharp turn sending us barreling into the other side of the van.

      “Yes. I’m just…I’m scared, Wes. I’m terrified of what’s going to happen to us. Of what may happen to Declan and Trey when they try to rescue us. I don’t want them to use me against you, or your brothers. I don’t want to be your weakness, not when I should be your equal.”

      Wes’s strong arms wrap around me, squeezing me tighter to his chest, and I greedily inhale his unique sandalwood scent. “It’s a little late for that, Princess.” And I know all too well it is, but these men don’t need to know that. They don’t need to know how important I am to them.

      We drive for what seems like forever before the van comes to an abrupt stop. Dread digs its claws into me, consuming me, making me weak with fear. I didn’t feel this way when the brothers took me. Maybe because a part of me clung on to the hope that they wouldn’t hurt me, and they didn’t, not really, but these men, their intent is clear. They want to kill us.

      “Shhh, it will be okay,” Wes says, his voice thick with an unknown emotion, one last time before the back doors open and the afternoon sun pours into the back of the van. For one single moment, I’m blind, literally blind. I can’t see anything. Someone grabs me roughly by the arms, pulling me off of Wes’s lap. I stifle a scream by taking my lip between my teeth.

      I don’t want to worry Wes, who is also being hauled off roughly. With a punishing grip, they shove him onto the ground.

      “No. Don’t hurt him,” I scream right as something is slipped over my face. It blocks out any light and my view of Wes. It also makes it hard to breathe.

      “Awe, it seems your little captive has fallen in love with you. Do tell, does she take all three of your dicks at the same time or do you take turns?” One of the goons laughs. I don’t know who he’s talking to, but I assume it’s Wes. Hands grip my wrists behind my back tightly and a moment later I feel something binding them together. Wes grunts, as if he’s in pain, but I can’t tell since I can’t see anything.

      Meaty fingers dig into my skin as I’m dragged somewhere by my arms. My legs can barely keep up with the men’s fast pace. My skin is crawling and I feel like my ears perk up, knowing that without sight my chances of escaping are dismal. I count a total of six pair of footsteps, mine included. Which means we are not only tied up and blindfolded, but we’re are also outnumbered two to one.

      Dread overcomes me and tears threaten to escape my eyes, but I hold them back. I’ll have to be stronger than I’ve ever been before, because I’ll be damned if I’m going to give these fuckers the satisfaction of crying. A heavy creaking fills my ears and the air around us changes, telling me we are inside a building now. I’m pushed down into a chair a moment later, a soft whimper escapes me when my legs are pried apart and tied to the legs of the chair.

      “I don’t suppose you want to tell us where the rest of your little group is?” an unfamiliar voice asks.

      “Go fuck yourself,” Wes spits, his voice filled with rage.

      “I figured…well, we’ve already contacted our interrogator. He always gets the information he wants out of people. So, you have that to look forward to,” the man snickers and suddenly my lunch is in danger of making a reappearance.

      “You might be able to handle some pain, big guy, but we’ll see how much you can handle seeing this pretty little thing being tortured…”

      I don’t say anything. I don’t want to give them any more ammunition than they’ve already got. Listening intently, I wait for the men to disappear and the door to close behind them, leaving Wes and I alone in the room. Only once they’re gone do I draw in a shaky breath, wishing I didn’t hear what that vile man just told Wes. They’re going to torture me…even worse, they’re going to make Wes watch.

      “Just stay calm, Declan and Trey have most likely realized we are missing by now. They’ll be here in no time,” Wes tells me, his voice calm, soothing even, but I’m not stupid. If they don’t make it here soon, then they won’t have either of us to rescue, because there won’t be anything to save. Fighting back tears, I have no idea how he is remaining so calm. How can he be so sure that they’re going to find us?
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      Declan

      

      As soon as Trey’s laptop starts making an annoying alarm sound, I know something is wrong. However, I don’t truly freak out until I see Trey’s face. His features pale, almost to a ghostly white as he looks down at the computer screen.

      “What’s wrong?” I try to keep my voice calm, but it’s hard when Jessa and Wes are out there and I know shit is hitting the fucking fan.

      “Jessa’s and Wes’s trackers just went off route. They left the grocery store, but they’re heading in the wrong direction.” I pull out my phone and dial Wes’s cell while Trey continues to talk. The easiest way to know if something is happening or if they’re just going off course for something is to call him, so I do just that. I bring up his number and push the green call button before putting the phone on speaker.

      “Well, that didn’t take long…” an unfamiliar voice comes through the line. “We’re about to start torturing your brother and the girl…unless you just want to give up and come to us.”

      “Go fuck yourself,” I growl into the phone.

      “Funny, that’s exactly what your brother said too. I’m not into men, but I think I’ll go fuck the cute blonde instead. What’s her name? Jen…Jenna? Ah, doesn’t matter. I don’t need to know her name to fuck her face or cut off her fingers one by one. Give us your address and we can send each piece to you personally,” the bastard taunts.

      “I’m gonna put a bullet between your eyes before the day is over,” I say through clenched teeth, hanging up the phone before he can say something else that’s going to piss me off. I’ll need a clear mindset if we’re going to do this. I look up, my gaze colliding with Trey’s.

      I can see it in his eyes, the hatred, the need for revenge. It’s been a part of us for so long, but with Jessa around, the fury has become a dull ache. Now with her and Wes in danger, the fire inside of us has been rekindled, and the flames are more than flickering, they’re a blazing inferno.

      It’s like someone just poured gasoline on a tiny flame, and those fuckers have no idea to what lengths we will go to protect and save what is ours. You fuck with us, and we will kill you, your family, and anyone you’ve ever loved. I protect what’s mine and I’ll die before I let these bastards get away with hurting Jessa and Wes.

      “You get their location?” I ask Trey who is currently typing on his laptop at an excessive speed.

      “Of course. Getting the building’s specs right now. Go gear up. I’ll be done by the time you’re ready.” He doesn’t have to tell me. I’m over to the elevator and heading down to level four in seconds. Finding the tactical gear I need, I get dressed. Then I lay out everything Trey will need, plus a wide array of guns and other various weapons. By the time Trey comes down, I’m completely dressed, weapons selected and ready to go. He only takes two more minutes to get changed.

      We don’t need to talk about what and how we are going to handle this. We both know exactly how to work an extraction like this one. We were trained first in the military, to do operations just like these, and we’ve worked so many together that we can work without talking now. The entire process is nothing more than second nature to us now.

      Dressed from head to toe in tactical gear and armed to the teeth, we head to the parking garage and get in one of the cars. Trey pulls up the directions to the place the tracker phone traced from, while on his phone pulls up the schematics for the building they are in.

      “It’s a storage building, but looking at their website, it’s just a front. You can’t actually rent a unit there, so this must be some kind of facility they use for who knows what. When we get closer, I can hack into their computers…”

      “No, we don’t have time for that, we go in blind.”

      “Okay,” Trey agrees. We both know we can’t waste time. We need to get to them before it’s too late. These people are not to be fucked with. Richards was simply waiting for a weakness, waiting for us to show our faces again. We should’ve been smarter, but what the fuck are we supposed to do? We need supplies, and we can’t remain hidden forever, no matter how much we think we can. My worry for Jessa and my brother mounts. Richards’ men are ruthless and don’t care who gets hurt. Innocent or not, if you get in their way, they will kill you and without a single shred of remorse.

      “It’s one block down and then park behind that building,” Trey tells me pointing to a nearby building. I pull up behind the building, park the car and kill the engine. We get out of the car together and sneak around it, staying close to the wall and in the shadows as much as we can. The sun is slowly setting on the horizon, but if anyone sees us, I’m sure the cops will be here in a hot second.

      “That’s it.” Trey points at the building. It looks like an ordinary business, but that’s how most of the world is. The darkness inside can only be seen when you pull back the layers, when you investigate deeper.

      “I’ll take the front, you take the back. Soon as I get close enough, I’ll scramble their electronics, knocking out their surveillance. Come on,” Trey orders. It’s hard working without Wes. He’s like the glue that holds us together.

      Nodding, I turn on the earpiece that will keep me connected with Trey. We move out at the same time but in different directions. I pray like hell nothing has happened to either of them. Wes is strong, he can handle an interrogation, the breaking of bones, the slicing of flesh, the demand for information. But Jessa, she’s not built like us, she’s never seen death like we have, never had to fight for her in life in a violent way and the thought of her being hurt. I can’t even stomach it. It turns the blood in my veins to ice.

      Walking around the back of the building I find the first door. It’s a large metal door, but it’s older and has some rusted bolts. I know it won’t take much to get it open, so I grab the C4 and stick the explosive next to the doorknob. Stepping away, I take cover around the corner and push the detonator.

      The explosion is so loud and powerful, it blasts the door right open. If they didn’t know we were coming before, they know we are here now. I bolt for the now open door, kicking it in the rest of the way. Then I storm inside with my M16 raised and ready to take out anyone who tries to stand in my way.

      To my surprise, there isn’t anyone in sight. I can hear my pulse pounding in my ears, the blood rushing through my body as adrenaline courses through my veins. Where the fuck is everyone? Walking deeper into the building I take small steps. It’s dark, making it hard to see, but not impossible. I’ve done work in far worse elements.

      “Anything?” Trey’s voice fills my ears.

      “Nope. But there is a staircase leading to the levels below. I’m heading down there now.” I sneak down the stairs, still not hearing anything. There’s a heavy iron door ahead of me and I open it, entering into another hallway. Is this a fucking maze? That’s when I hear it, the sound of feet shuffling.

      “I hear something up ahead,” I whisper. It sounds like people are walking around.

      “She’s a pretty girl, don’t you think? It’s a shame her father wants her dead,” an unknown male voice says. My muscles tense, my entire body vibrating with anger as I move quicker than before down the hall. The voices grow louder as I get closer to them. I stop directly in front of the door where I hear the voices emitting.

      “We could always keep her. Use her as our plaything for a while. You can’t possibly think that the Cameron’s haven’t done the same…” Gritting my teeth, I can’t bear to listen to another word. Without even blinking I kick the door in and fire off three bullets, each hitting their intended targets before the fuckers can say another word. They fall to the ground, dead, and I scan the room, looking for anyone else. When I don’t see anyone, I press my back to the wall and exhale a breath.

      “Three down,” I tell Trey, peeking out of the room. Trey was right, this looks to be like more of a fucking compound than a fucking business. As I exit the room and move deeper down the hall, I notice that it opens up into a huge commons area, and there aren’t but one or two bastards sitting in the place. I hear the sound of Trey’s gun being fired.

      Three shots. Three bullets. Three fewer fuckers to kill.

      “Three more down,” Trey whispers.

      “Did you hear that?” one of the men says, looking up from his newspaper. I take that moment, pop around the corner and pull the trigger on my gun. Like always, my bullet hits right where I aim. The other man looks over at me, terror overtaking his features. From the looks of it, he doesn’t have any weapons, but then again, I can’t be sure.

      “Where are they?” I demand. The man doesn’t even get a chance to answer before I hear the sound of Trey’s gun going off. The bullet enters the man’s brain, blood and brain matter exploding everywhere before his body sags to the ground.

      Trey appears in front of me a moment later, a grin on his face.

      “Show off,” I sneer. He rolls his eyes.

      “As if I was going to just let you sit there and interrogate him. I know where they are.”

      “Is that all of them?” I ask Trey.

      “On this floor, yes. There are two more downstairs where they’re holding Wes and Jessa.”

      “Lead the way, fucker.”

      “Don’t be jealous, brother. We both know you’re a good shot too.” He blows me a pretend kiss and heads for a door off the side of this room.
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      Jessa

      

      “Wes,” I whisper his name, though I know it doesn’t matter anymore if they hear me. Before he can answer me, the door opens. I can tell because the door squeaks when you open and close it. A set of footsteps accompany the squeaking of the door and my heart races so fast I think I’m in danger of having a heart attack. Dear lord, I hope Trey and Declan are coming. A second ticks by and then the bag on my head is ripped away forcefully.

      My eyes blink open and it feels like the sun is burning into my retinas. Scanning the room I try to take in my surroundings. I don’t get very far before a large man comes to stand in front of me, blocking out most of the overhead light, making it easier for me to see. I peer up at the man and wish I hadn’t. Terror grips me in an instant. The man before me is as menacing as it gets. Dark eyes, scarred skin, with tattoos on his face. He looks like a gang member, and he’s staring at me like I’m a prime rib and he hasn’t eaten in seven days.

      “Mhm…I don’t think it will take much to break you, little one,” he tells me in a thick Middle Eastern accent, his fingers gliding across my yoga pant covered leg. “It will still be fun though, for me… not so much for you.” He chuckles as if anything he’s said is amusing.

      When he turns away from me, I scan the room looking for Wes. As soon as I find him, the man that was just in front of me, starts walking over to him. He rips the bag from his head and grabs him by the back of his neck, forcing his head backward.

      “I’m guessing it will be hard to break you and even though I would enjoy the challenge very much, they hired me to do it fast, so…” The guy releases Wes with a shove and moves his chair to face me. My eyes find his russet brown ones. I can see the pain, the guilt, the shame in them, and I swear it takes everything inside me not to break down and start crying.

      Sucking a ragged breath into my burning lungs, I try and rationalize the situation. Everything's going to be okay, it has to be. I force another breath into my heaving chest. My mind is reeling, as the giant walks back over to me. I watch him out of the corner of my eye, not wanting to make eye contact with him out of fear of what may happen if I do. Horror that I can’t disguise overtakes my features when he pulls out a knife with a long blade from a holster on his leg. It looks like it’s used to skin animals, and I swallow praying that he doesn’t plan to use that on either of us.

      “What should I cut off first? Maybe we’ll start with just some skin. You do have beautiful skin, little one.” His sinister eyes taking in the blade, running his finger over the edge as if to show how sharp it is. “Have you ever seen someone being skinned alive?” The guy turns to Wes this time. “It’s quite the sight. There is really nothing like it.”

      My body trembles and it dawns on me then that this man plans to skin me like a fish. Glancing up at him our eyes meet. His are darker than black, how that’s possible, I don’t know. A shiver runs down my spine, the evil inside him pouring out and into the room, wrapping around my throat, suffocating the good. He brings the knife to my shoulder, the blade barely grazing my skin. I can’t help it. I’m so terrified that I start to shake uncontrollably. Tears well in my eyes and I drop my gaze down to my lap, refusing to let Wes see how scared I am. I have to hide my emotions, the fear, the pain. I need to mask it, or they’ll use me against him, against all three of them.

      “Stop!” Wes yells. “What do you want to know?” His voice trembles, giving away his fear.

      The giant laughs so hard I think he might drop the knife. He laughs like a serious laugh, like somehow Wes’s fear for my safety is funny, the funniest thing he’s ever seen.

      “Are you kidding me? This might be my new record.” And just as quickly as his laugh filled them, it is gone, the grim look on his face is back, and a little bit scarier than last time.

      “See, the problem is, I was really looking forward to doing this, so I’m taking a few slices of her skin off anyway, just for good measure. I’m sure you’ll understand,” he chuckles, like the fucked up bastard he is before bringing the knife back to my shoulder.

      Oh god. Sucking in a greedy breath, I let the air fill my lungs while I squeeze my eyes shut at the same time. Don’t cry. Stay strong. I keep telling myself. I try and remove myself mentally from the situation, but I’m not prepared for what comes next.

      The cold metal of the blade touches my skin, and then without warning, it slices into my flesh like it’s hot butter. It feels like I’m being burned, the blade cutting through tissue, as pain lances across my shoulder.

      “Stop, please stop. Hurt me. Just…stop…” Wes’s voice cuts off, raw emotion pouring out of him. I clench my teeth together, my jaw aching with the effort as I will myself not to scream, ignoring the cry of pain lodged in my throat. I refuse to open my eyes, to see the bastard’s smile, to see the tears I know are in Wes’s eyes.

      Pressure is applied to the edge of the blade, and it slices deeper, the pain intensifying until it becomes all-consuming and I can no longer hold it in. An agonizing cry rips from my chest and echoes through the small room. I sob, feeling the warm blood seep into my shirt, rivulets of blood dripping down my chest. My nails dig into my palm and I wish the pain would stop.

      And to my utter shock, the knife disappears, the blade is no longer touching my skin and the pain lessens with the loss of contact. I try to rationalize what is going on, but in my mind, I cannot come up with anything. I open my eyes and look up, confused. What’s going on? Have I passed out? Is this a dream?

      Two large bodies dressed in all black move with lightning speed through the room. A shot is fired, the deafening sound of it in such a small space, making my ears ring. Another body drops to the floor. There’s a pounding that starts to form behind my eyes, my head throbbing along with my shoulder, the ache pulsing in sync with my erratic heartbeat.

      Within seconds, I feel hands on me. I jerk away on instinct, but then I realize that said hands are warm and gentle, not rough and cruel. I try and focus on the person crouching beside me, cutting through the cable ties that were keeping me attached to the chair.

      We’re being rescued, or are we?

      “Are you okay?” A familiar voice finally gets through to me, cutting through the terror-filled fog clinging to my mind.

      “Trey?” I croak as his green eyes come into view.

      “We’re here. You’re going to be fine, Princess,” Trey assures me, even though I don’t feel like I’m going to be fine.

      Looking straight ahead I watch as Declan frees Wes from his chair. My eyes move to the ground, the evil man’s body lays in a heap on the floor, a bullet right between his eyes. Relief washes over me at the sight, and I release a ragged sob. They found us, they really found us. I don’t know how they did it, but I don’t care. They are here now. We’re all alive. Everything is going to be okay. It has to be.

      Trey wraps his arm around me and pulls me off the chair. My shoulder throbs at the contact, and I grit my teeth, holding back a wince.

      “We need to get out of here, before more men are sent in, or someone finds us.”

      “Okay,” I manage to say as Trey pushes me into Wes’s arms. Declan leads the way, Wes and I follow him closely, and Trey covers us from behind. Both of them have their weapons drawn, and Wes shields me with his body while moving us along.

      “Are you okay?” Wes asks in a low voice, as we move quickly. I know he’s worried, and parts of me are too. We could’ve died. I’ve never been more sure of it in my life and the realization of it weighs heavily on my heart. This was my father’s doing. These were men he hired, men he told to watch us.

      His intent for death had never been more clear and now I felt a need to get even. Before when he shot Declan, it wasn’t as big of an ordeal. I felt to blame then, but this time I wasn’t to blame. This time the intent was clear.

      “Yes, I think…” I tell him, but honestly, I don’t know. I’m feeling a bit numb right now. Glancing down at the cut on my shoulder, it looks nasty, blood seeps from the wound, the gash crooked, and probably needing some stitches. Christ… the wound hurts, but right now it’s nothing more than a low throb, a dull ache in comparison to what it could have been had Declan and Trey not gotten there when they did.

      I’m not stupid. I know I should be terrified right now, huddling in the corner and curling in on myself, but all I can think of is how we aren’t dead and how the guys saved me, protected me.

      My feet move on their own, following Declan’s every step. We move up two flights of stairs and down a long corridor. Sunlight filters in from what looks to have been a door at one point and time. I step out of the building, sucking in a greedy breath of fresh air. A light wind blows, sending my hair into my face, and I’ve never been happier feeling the air and the sun on my skin. Wes’s arms never loosen their hold on me, not even as we walk around the building and down an alleyway.

      With a fast walking speed, we make it to a car, one that I had seen in the parking garage just this morning. Declan gets into the back with me, ushering me inside gently, while Trey gets into the driver’s seat, and Wes climbs into the passenger seat.

      “I think we got lucky. No one saw us leaving. We killed everyone on sight,” Trey says as he starts the car and we drive away.

      “They didn’t expect us to find you,” Declan says next to me while holding onto my arm and inspecting the wound.

      “Well, they thought fucking wrong.” Wes’s voice is hostile, deep, and dark. “I want him fucking dead. I want to bury his entire organization. I want every single one of those corrupt fuckers to pay.” His fist comes down slamming into the dashboard with brute force. I don’t even jump at the contact or his outburst of rage. I understand how he’s feeling, because I’m feeling the same way. Weeks ago, I hadn’t believed them, didn’t want to. I wholeheartedly expected my father to come to my rescue and when he didn’t it… well, it more than stung. But he didn’t want me. I was trash in his eyes. Broken.

      “He’ll die, brother. He’ll pay for everything he did,” Trey tries to soothe Wes but I can tell he’s barely restraining himself. He looks like Hulk, seconds away from exploding into a green giant.

      “She’s going to need some stitches. The bastard got her good,” Declan says, more to his brothers than to me. I feel his hot breath against my cheek and I turn in his hold to see his face. His brown eyes drink me in, they’re soft, softer than I’ve ever seen them before.

      “I was...when I saw the blood, I was afraid we had gotten there too late.”

      His confession is startling, and not because I don’t expect him to feel the way he’s feeling but because he’s never been this open with how he feels before.

      “I’ll live,” I smile. “It’s just a little cut. Nothing a couple stitches can’t fix, right?” I try and make light of the situation, but Declan shakes his head, his hand reaching for me, cupping my cheek gently. His touch comforts me and I want to lean into it, but before I do, he does something he’s never done before, he leans in and kisses me. His warm lips mold to mine perfectly and shit, color me shocked.

      His lips are soft and careful, the complete opposite of everything I’ve come to know about him. I’m stunned and amazed all at once. I didn’t think Declan was capable of being tender, or kind. I melt into his touch, wanting to be closer to him, closer than I already am. The kind of close that involves no clothing. I crawl onto his lap and he welcomes me with open arms, pulling me into his strong, big body, holding me to his chest as tightly as he can without crushing me, all while keeping his lips against mine.

      He savors me, drinking from my lips like I’m a fine wine. His tongue probes against my bottom lip, and I open for him letting our tongues tango for a long moment. He tastes like chocolate and smells like sin. I want to let him have his way with me. I want to let him devour me but before I can make good on the thought two throats clear, and Declan pulls away, a shit-eating grin on his lips.

      “Save us some, asshole,” Trey grumbles.

      “I’ve got a special orgasm for you, Princess, to make up for the pain that you went through today.” Wes’s gaze bleeds into mine, and I nod, biting into my swollen bottom lip. It’s insane how attracted I am to these men, how much I yearn for them, their touch, both gentle and rough. It’s like we were all made for each other.

      “I love you,” I whisper, the words just slip out. I didn’t even know I was going to say them until they were already hanging in the air. I freeze for a second, regretting that I said them, not because I didn’t mean them, but because a part of me is still scared of being rejected. What if my admission pushes them away? What if they don’t love me back? What if I just confessed something that changes everything and not for the better?

      Wes, who was already looking at me, just continues to stare back at me. I think he is just as shocked as I am at the words. But he doesn’t look angry, which is far better than I expected. Declan reaches out for me, making me turn back to look at him, and just like a few seconds ago, the words just float out again.

      “I love you,” I say, looking straight at Declan this time.

      He lifts his arms and takes my face between both of his hands.

      “When we get home, we’re going to show you just how much we love you too. How much you’re ours and how much we are yours.”

      And just like that, all is right in the world again.
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      Declan

      

      “Are you sure about this?” I ask her for the fifth time.

      “Yes, I want to help you get to my dad,” Jessa says with nothing but conviction in her voice. “He doesn’t deserve my loyalty, and I know the world will be better off without him in it.”

      I still can’t believe she’s agreeing to this. She hasn’t even seen the videos and she still doesn’t know her father was responsible for her mother’s death. I’ve thought about telling her so many times, but always pulled back at the last minute. Telling her won’t change anything, not now, now it will only drive the knife of pain deeper, and if there’s one thing I can’t bear, it’s seeing her hurt more at the hands of that bastard.

      She hides it well, but I’m the king at masking my emotions, and I can see it in her eyes every time her father is mentioned. She’s hurt deeply by his betrayal. He might be an evil fucking murderer, but until we came along, he was the only family she had.

      As fate would have it, we only had each other, and then we found her.

      It seems the stars aligned perfectly the moment I realized hurting her wouldn’t make the ache in my chest go away. There was only one way to curb the real need for vengeance, and that was by killing the man responsible for my pain.

      “I’m not sure how to help you though,” she admits. “I’ve never had access to any of his security codes, and even if I had, I’m pretty sure he changed them frequently. The house is always guarded heavily when he is home and his office is even worse.” She sighs.

      “What about places he goes? Does he go to any restaurants, or have any hobbies no one knows about?”

      She taps her chin as if she’s thinking, and it’s quite fucking cute. “He doesn’t have any hobbies that I know of and he rarely goes anywhere else besides work. I guess the only other places he would go are work-obligated places, like an event, or a gala. He’s all about keeping up appearances.”

      Of course he is. He’s got to make sure the world sees him as some great fucking man, instead of the murderer he really is.

      “Is there anything coming up that you know of?” I question, trying not to sound overly pushy. The last thing I want is for her to feel like she’s being forced to help us. It wouldn’t matter if she did or not. She’s earned her keep and paid her dues when it comes to being our equal.

      She nibbles on her bottom lip and I can see her eyes narrowing as she focuses on a spot on the wall behind me. A second later her mouth opens. “There is a gala the weekend before Easter that he goes to every year…I’m usually there too. It’s always at the same venue. They don’t usually have it heavily guarded since it’s a church fundraiser, and well, people wouldn’t dare attack someone in such a holy place.”

      I grin. “When you say people, you don’t mean us I’m assuming, because holy place or not he’s going down.”

      “No, I meant, like he wouldn’t expect it. He probably knows you guys are bugging his phones and emails, watching his events and such, but if I know my father, he won’t expect you to make a scene since he wants all of this to stay hush, hush.”

      I get it, if it ever broke out to the media the things he’s done, his career and high society life would be over and replaced with a ten by ten cell. But the justice system could never do the job we will. He’s earned a bullet to his head a thousand times over, and I refuse to make it so that he can sit in a prison cell and get three hot meals a day. The fucker doesn’t get to live, not after killing my family and kidnapping Wes and Jessa.

      “What’s going on in here?” Trey walks into my bedroom, falling down onto the bed like it’s his. His eyes move over Jessa slowly before colliding with mine.

      “Jessa is helping us. I’m going to need you to put together a plan of attack,” I tell Trey, who reaches out and tugs on a piece of Jessa’s blonde hair.

      “Listen to your brother,” Jessa mumbles and bats his hand away, her cheeks turning a soft pink. She’s still not used to being able to say and do what she wants. Trey grins at her, pressing a hand to his chest.

      “You wound me, Princess.”

      “Oh stop.” She shoves at his chest and he winks at her. The interaction is one I’ve come to know very well. Trey is the flirter. Wes the softie, he bends to Jessa’s will. And me, I’m the protector. I protect her, against everyone and everything, but myself and my brothers.

      “What kind of attack? Where at?” Trey finally asks.

      “Gala. Her father. Right after Easter. It takes place at St. Mary’s Church, right?” I direct my question to Jessa.

      “Yes, there shouldn’t be as many men guarding the place so it would be the perfect time to get in and out.”

      Trey’s mouth pops open as if he’s shocked. “We’re going to attack him at a church on Easter weekend?”

      I grin slyly. “Yes, he’ll never see it coming. He’s expecting an attack, but he doesn’t think we’ll ever do something so publicly. It’s the perfect time and place.”

      “Did someone say world domination?” Wes walks into my bedroom a second later with a bag of chips in his hand. That fucker is always eating, and when he isn’t, he’s complaining about eating.

      “Yes, we’re coming up with a plan to kidnap Jessa’s father. Trey’s going to get the entire thing together, and then we will make our grand appearance.”

      “Great,” Wes growls, and I can see the guilt and shame still in his eyes. It’s as clear as day to me. Watching Jessa get cut by that fucking psycho killed him, it ripped him to pieces, and I understand why. He loves her, he loves her with his entire heart, just as Trey and I do.

      Trey leans forward and presses a kiss to Jessa’s lips. A soft whimper slips past those plump pink lips, and my cock hardens instantly.

      “Do you want us, Princess? You want our cocks?” Trey asks, pulling away a smidge.

      Jessa nods her head and opens her mouth to speak, “I do want you...but I…” Her cheeks turn a darker pink and I swear it looks as if she’s embarrassed or something.

      “What is it?” I ask.

      “I... I have my…” She tiptoes around whatever she’s going to say before finishing, “I have my period,” she finally says.

      Trey, Wes, and I all exchange a look. Blood is blood. It means nothing to us, and she has no reason to be embarrassed because she has her period.

      “That’s fine, blood doesn’t bother us,” Wes murmurs. “Unless you don’t want to, which we will of course understand.”

      “You know that we won’t push you to do anything, right? If you don’t want to, then you can say no,” I assure her, my eyes piercing her deep blue ones.

      A look of indifference crosses her face. “I... it’s not that. I just think we need to establish birth control, and figure out that stuff first.”

      Well fuck, I never thought about that. Usually, I’m the level headed one of us three, but with Jessa, it seems I lose my head left and right.

      “Shit.” Trey exhales, pulling away. “We’re so fucking stupid. We could’ve gotten her pregnant with all the fucking without a condom we’ve done.”

      We could’ve, but we didn’t. I don’t know how I feel about Jessa pregnant with mine and my brother’s baby or babies for that matter. Obviously it’s something she’ll want some day.

      “Do you…do you guys want kids, you know…eventually?” she asks innocently, her eyes moving over each one of us.

      Wes shrugs. “Yeah. I want whatever you want, Princess.”

      Trey looks like he might puke. “I... I think I want kids, but I don’t know. We’re still young, and very much in danger.”

      Jessa’s eyes move to me next, she takes her bottom lip between her teeth, worrying it, and I wish it was my teeth sinking into it. If she wanted me to, I would fuck her right now, blood and all. Blood doesn’t bother me, not if we both find the pleasure we seek.

      “I want kids.” I pause. “But like Trey, I don’t want them right now. It’s not safe, and I’m not ready to share you with anyone else. I want to keep you as ours for as long as I can.”

      Jessa smiles. “So it’s settled then. I need to get on some type of birth control, or you all need to use condoms.”

      Trey snorts, probably thinking what I’m thinking. No fucking way I’ll start using a condom. I remember our sister talking about some kind of shot with our mom. We need to get her some shit like that. There’s no way I’m wearing a fucking condom when I fuck her, not after having a taste of her raw. That’s like eating sugar-free ice cream. What’s the fucking point? Go all the way, or go the fuck home.

      “We’ll get the birth control sorted out,” Wes assures her, and she nods. She knows we’ll take care of her, that we won’t let anything happen to her.

      “Looks like we’ll be getting our best church clothing out boys,” I snicker.

      “I can’t believe we’re going to attack him in a church.” Trey shakes his head, still clearly surprised.

      “I can’t fucking wait to get my hands on him. He’s going to pay. If he thinks his death will be a quick one then he’s going to be sorely mistaken,” Wes chimes in before slipping out of the room. Anger is eating away at him, just like it was with me. We need to end this, not just so we can let go of the pain he’s caused us, but so that we can finally find peace so that we can look forward to the future without continuing to look backward.

      Trey pushes up from the bed, pressing a kiss to Jessa’s head. “As soon as you get on birth control, I’m fucking that tight little pussy. Until then you’ll have to make do with my tongue.”

      A blush creeps up Jessa’s neck and I shake my head.

      “I... I love you,” she says again as he heads toward the door. He turns on his heels and looks at her, his eyes bleeding into hers.

      “I love you too, Princess,” he says before walking out. As soon as we’re left alone, I reach for her, pulling her toward me. She doesn’t say anything, just stares at me wide-eyed. I release her and flick the button on my jeans.

      “Wha-What are you doing?” she asks meekly, though I can see the want filling her gaze.

      “Your pussy is bleeding, but is your mouth?”

      “No,” she says, licking her lips, her thick lashes fanning against her cheeks as she pushes up onto her knees.

      “I didn’t think so.” I lift my ass and push my jeans down my legs, along with my boxers, in one swoop. My thick, veiny cock juts out, standing at attention. “Prepare yourself, Princess,” I growl reaching for her, sinking my fingers into her hair and pulling her closer.

      I bring her face to mine and press my lips against the corner of her pink ones.

      “Prepare for what?” she whispers as if she doesn’t already know.

      “For me to fuck your face. I won’t be gentle tonight. Tonight, I’m taking your throat like I would take your pussy or ass. You’ll swallow every drop like the good little slut you are…”

      “But…” she starts, and I shake my head, gripping her by the chin, my fingers digging into her skin, leaving a bite of pain behind.

      “No buts, baby…I’m taking your throat, whether you like it or not…though if we’re both being honest, I know you like it.” And that’s all I need to say for her to drop down and take my cock into her mouth.

      “Such a good fucking girl, our dirty little fucking slut, our precious little princess.” I praise, at the first flick of her tongue.
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      Jessa

      

      “I hate suits. Why the hell do we have to wear these again and not just our tactical gear?” Wes whines, his hand in mine. I’m a little nervous about how tonight will go. I didn’t want to see my father. I just want this nightmare for all of us to be over.

      “Because it makes us blend in, and right now we need to blend in,” Trey whispers, gritting his teeth as he forces a smile to a group of passersby. My father has been here for an hour now. He smiles, sips at his beverage as he always does, and talks with his friends. No one would know that his one and only child is missing. No, because he doesn’t show a single shred of remorse, of guilt, shame, or care.

      We stay out of sight, mostly hidden in the background. I have seen a few people that I know and who know me, but no one has even acknowledged my presence. I’m guessing it’s because I look nothing like I normally would at an event like this. In the past, my dresses have been modest and almost childlike. The dress I’m wearing today is neither. It is simple but sexy. So sexy that the guys were basically drooling when I came out of the bedroom.

      I look and feel more like a woman than I ever have before. My hair is curled and down, where I would usually have some up-do. And last but not least, my dad used to love putting some expensive diamond jewelry on me, showing off his wealth. I am not wearing any jewelry at all today.

      “You okay, Princess?” Declan questions, his voice ghosting against my ear.

      “Yes. I just hate how he can stand there and act like nothing is going on. Like he didn’t try and kill me. Like I didn’t go missing. He carries on with his life like nothing happened at all. I could’ve...I could’ve died, and he wouldn’t have cared.” Sadness grips me. I don’t want to cry over that man, he doesn’t deserve it. Declan looks at me with sadness in his eyes.

      “You know, I didn’t really want to hurt you. I was overcome with anger. I thought…” I shake my head, all but telling him he doesn’t need to finish. I know what he thought. He thought if he killed me, hurt me, it would make him feel better.

      “When and if he makes his way to the bathroom we attack,” Wes interrupts and I flick my eyes out to the crowd, finding my father’s suit-clad body in the mass of people. “Jessa, remember how we are going to do this?” I nod.

      “Wait till he goes to the bathroom, walk up to him, catch him off guard. Declan takes the opportunity to come up behind him and inject him with the sedative. You make sure his security team is occupied and taken care of, and Trey will be waiting at the back door in the getaway car while keeping an eye on all the security cameras.”

      “Last chance to back out, Princess,” Wes tells me, but there’s no way I’m going to back out now. We’ve come too far, and I want this. No, I need this. I need closure and so do the guys.

      “Let’s do this.” We all look between each other one last time before departing to get into our positions. I watch Wes and Trey disappear into the crowd just before Declan and I walk away from the main room, and down the corridor leading up to the bathrooms.

      He walks down one side, while I walk down the opposite side. I make it to my spot, leaning casually against the wall a few feet away from the ladies’ room. All that’s left now is to wait. I look down the hall, Declan is so far down the hall and hidden in the shadows that I can’t see him, and I hate it. That he’s out of sight.

      With every passing minute, I get a little more anxious and a whole lot more worried that something is going to go wrong. Seconds tick by but it feels like hours have passed. I wish I could see at least one of the guys, but they’re all out of view now. It’s just me and that scares the crap out of me.

      I’m so used to being with the guys twenty-four seven that suddenly being on my own seems to be the scariest thing in the world. I almost laugh at the thought. I’ve been alone for most of my life, and only with the brothers for a few weeks now, but after living with them, realizing that I don’t have to be completely alone anymore, I’ve become accustomed to that life.

      Taking in a deep breath, I try to calm my nerves. I turn and look up to the entryway to the main room, and it’s then that I spot him. All thoughts come to a sudden halt. My heart beats unnaturally slow and the blood in my veins freezes as I look straight into my father’s soulless eyes. This is the man that I’ve loved my whole life, my father. And for a split second, as I stare at him, doubt overcomes me.

      Can I really do this?

      He sees me, his eyes taking me in. Shock transforms his features. Some childish part of me still wishes…hopes that he does love me. I imagine his eyes warm and loving, happy to see me alive and unharmed. I imagine him walking up to me and taking me into his arms, telling me how glad he is that I’m alright, and how much he loves me.

      Like a needle popping a balloon, my daydream about my father’s love is destroyed. The look in his eyes turns dark. Instead of happiness and relief, anger and annoyance fill his gaze. An ache spreads through my chest, and even after everything, knowing how this would be…it still hurts.

      Remembering the plan, I force my legs to move toward him. Just as we had hoped, he starts moving toward me without looking around or calling for security. I try to keep my eyes on my father, even though I see the blur of a large body moving behind him.

      Only when Declan is right behind my father, do I dare to look past him and find my lover’s eyes. When I see the shock and worry in Declan’s gaze, I freeze where I stand, knowing that something is wrong. I open my mouth to speak, but it’s too late. Something slams into me from behind. Before I can even consider righting myself, I lose my footing and tumble to the ground. It’s not until I’m being crushed by something that I realize that the something slamming into me is actually a someone.

      I try to push him off of me, flailing my arms and legs, and fighting to get to my knees but all movements cease when I feel the sharp blade being pushed against my throat. Every muscle in my body tenses, not even my lungs work, and I’m pretty sure my heart has stopped beating altogether. I’ve come so close to death lately that I wouldn’t be surprised if things ended right now.

      Twisting my head, I look up at my father who is pointing a gun at Declan’s head. My father’s menacing eyes lock on mine as he stares down at me, and a sinister smile pulls at his lips. “Kill her,” he says with that same sickening smile on his face.

      “No!” Declan yells simultaneously with another male voice. Turning my head, I see where the second voice is coming from and find Harrold, my father’s head of security, standing just a few feet away from us.

      Harrold shakes his head. “Not here, it’s too public. Let’s take them out back,” he suggests as if he is talking about taking out the trash. I cringe inwardly. Harrold has been a part of the security team since I was a little girl. He watched me grow up, and is like a grandfather to me, so his betrayal cuts me just as deep as my father’s. Though I don’t know why I’m even surprised by his betrayal, why did I expect him to care for me if my own father doesn’t?

      The man on top of me pushes himself off, but keeps one hand on the back of my neck while keeping the knife pushed against my throat with the other.

      In seconds I’m being pulled up from the floor and dragged toward the back door. Unable to look back at my father and Declan, I keep my eyes on Harrold instead. He opens the back door and holds it open for the man holding me.

      We are just about to step over the threshold, I can already feel the cool April air on my skin when I see Harrold moving with superhuman speed. He grabs the knife pressed against my throat, and I gasp at the movement. My assailant is so surprised he lets go of me right away. I spin around and watch the scene in front of me unfold.

      Harrold pushes the man against the door frame, by the throat. The man struggles, but Harrold’s faster. With the same knife that was about to slice through my skin, Harrold grabs the end of the blade and stabs it into the side of the guy’s neck. The man’s eyes go wide, and his mouth opens as if he’s going to scream, but no sound comes out.

      The life dissipates from his body, and he sinks down to the ground, blood pouring out of the wound in his neck, quickly soaking through his clothes and onto the ground. I take a step backward, my shoulder hitting the door frame as I look up and find Declan fighting with my dad. My father doesn’t stand a chance, of course, and Declan has him unarmed and on the ground in seconds. He pulls out the needle and injects him with the sedative.

      When I turn my attention back to Harrold, I find his hand on my arm. His eyes are soft, his touch gentle. It’s unexpected and confuses me.

      “Are you okay, Jessa?” Concern and something that sounds a lot like guilt fills his voice.

      Why does he feel guilty?

      “Yes, I think so...why did you help us?” Confusion. That’s all I feel at this moment.

      “Your mom asked me to keep you safe. That’s the only reason I’ve worked for this prick for as long as I have,” he admits and for some reason his confession brings tears to my eyes. I’m not even sure why I’m crying. Is it because I just about died, or because someone in my old life actually did care about me this whole time, or am I crying simply because I’m reminded of my mother?

      “You knew my mom?” I question.

      “Yes…Jessa, there is no time to explain all that I know right now. Maybe one day I’ll be able to tell you the whole story. Just know that your mom loved you very much and she did everything she could to keep you safe, and that’s what got her killed in the end. Now go on and get out of here.”

      I’m so shocked by his statement that the actual meaning of the words doesn’t sink in right away. Got her killed? My mom died in an accident. Why did he say it like that? Was she murdered?

      Declan walks up to us, dragging my father’s passed-out body behind him.

      Harrold’s gaze sweeps over Declan. “And you are lucky my guys were able to recover some of the footage of what happened at the compound or I would have put a bullet in your brain the moment I spotted you today,” he snaps.

      For a moment I think Declan might fight him or at least make a move to threaten him, but instead he just says, “Fair enough. I’m glad Jessa has someone who watched out for her growing up. I can assure you that you don’t have to worry about her anymore. She is safe with us and we won’t let anything happen to her…ever. Jessa’s safety and happiness is our number one priority.”

      Harrold nods and Declan motions for me to walk out. An engine revs in the distance and a car comes flying around the corner just as we step out. Trey, I know it’s him as soon as I see the car, and not only because of the plan, but because only Trey can navigate a car the way that he just did. He stops a few feet away from us and Declan opens the back hatch and tosses my father in while I run around to the side of the SUV and get into the back seat.

      “You okay, Princess?” Trey asks as soon as my ass hits the leather seat.

      “No, but I will be.” I glance at the back door hoping to see Harrold again, but the door is already shut, Harrold having already disappeared from view. I can’t stop thinking about what he said. He knew my mom, he promised her that he would keep me safe. I don’t understand what any of it means. I barely remember my mom. I was so young when she died in a car crash, or at least that’s what my father told me happened. Harrold didn’t start working for my father until one or two years after that, so how did he know my mother? In my mind, things aren’t adding up.

      I’m so lost in thought, I barely notice Declan getting in beside me and Trey speeding off and around the corner, where he briefly stops to pick up Wes. Once we are all four in the car, Trey floors it. Rubber burning against the road as we speed off as fast as we can.

      “We did it!” Wes exclaims. “We fucking did it.”

      A peaceful silence settles over the vehicle. Only when he turns his head to look back at me does his smile fall. “What’s wrong, Princess?”

      “We were attacked by one of the guards we didn’t know was there,” Declan explains. “Harrold, her father’s head of security, helped us get away.”

      “Oh shit, are you hurt? Did he hurt you?” Wes’s voice fills with panic, his brown eyes warm, sincere.

      “No, I’m fine…it’s just something Harrold said that has me confused,” I admit. A large hand finds mine and engulfs my smaller one in warmth and comfort as soon as the words are out. I move my gaze to Declan’s and find him staring directly at me.

      “We’ll figure it out, Jessa. If there is an answer out there, then we’ll find it for you,” Declan promises, and I give him a weak smile in return. The brothers finding me that night was a godsend, as much as it was a terror.

      The rest of the drive the brothers remain silent, and I’m more than grateful for it. I have too many questions and emotions swirling around inside my head right now to focus on an actual conversation. I’m so lost in thought trying to come up with all my own questions for my father that I don’t even realize we’ve made it home until Trey parks the car and kills the engine. We all sit inside the car for another moment, the sound of our breathing the only thing being heard.

      “Why don’t we take you upstairs before we get your father out of the back?” Wes suggests, interrupting the silence.

      “No, I want to be with you guys when you interrogate him.”

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Princess,” Declan says, his features darkening, and I know he is right. Even after everything, I don’t think I can stomach to see him being hurt.

      “You’re right, but I want to talk to him before you guys do anything. I want to be there when he wakes up and I want to ask him some questions of my own. I know you guys have your own agenda with him, but I need closure too.”

      Trey twists around in his seat. “Whatever you want, we will give it to you. We just don’t want you there when it comes time to kill him. You don’t need to see that.”

      Warmth encompasses me. Even with them wanting to exact their revenge, they also want to protect me. But they don’t need to protect me. They don’t need to protect me from the dark anymore, because I would gladly walk through it with them. I would go anywhere that they are. I would go through anything to be with them.

      “Let’s do this,” Wes says and gets out of the car first. We all follow suit, but even as they open the back hatch and my father’s face comes into view, all I can think about is my mother and all the unknowns that surround her death.

      I never thought to ask those questions but that changes today.
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        * * *

      

      I stare at my father’s face as he opens his eyes. He immediately panics, trying to get up from the chair he’s tied to, but there isn’t any chance in hell that’s happening. Wes used his boy scout skills and tied him down without an inch of wiggle room.

      “Jessa, sweetheart, untie me,” he coos. “Let’s get out of here. Away from these monsters.”

      I try to keep the emotions off my face, pulling on my inner Declan. I don’t want him to know how much this affects me, how much he hurt me.

      “Tell me about Mom’s accident,” I order, ignoring his request to untie him.

      “I’ll tell you everything you want to know if you release me.” I bite the inside of my cheek, the copper taste of blood filling my mouth.

      “No. Today, you’re going to pay for all that you’ve done.”

      Anger overtakes his previously calm features, the darkness inside him finally showing itself. “You are just as much of a con artist as your mother was. I fucking knew it from the moment I saw those videos. You were enjoying it. When did they get to you? How long have you been planning this, huh?”

      “I didn’t plan anything. They really did kidnap me. They thought I was like you. They wanted to hurt me because of you. They thought they could hurt you by hurting me, but then they realized that you didn’t care about me.” I pause for a moment, sucking in a calming breath.

      “Did you ever care…did...did you ever love me?” My voice cracks at the end, emotions overcoming me.

      “I did love you once, just like I loved your mother. Then I found out that it was all a lie. You can be glad that I didn’t find out you weren’t my daughter until years later.” His words hit me like a ton of bricks. I am so shocked I find that I’m actually taking a step backward.

      “What?” I gasp.

      “Your mom cheated on me throughout our entire marriage. I should have known when I caught her in the act, but the man she had an affair with was a part of the security team then, and he had only worked for me for a few months. It didn’t occur to me that your mom was a slut before then. I’m not sure how many men she had slept with before him. I guess we’ll never know.” The smile on his lips makes my stomach churn.

      I stand there oh, so still, trying to digest what the hell he just told me. When I finally get up the courage to talk again, I ask, “Did she really die in a car accident or did you have her killed?”

      I peer into his eyes. Eyes that I never thought would hold as much coldness as they do right in this moment. “She deserved to die.”

      Ignoring his words once more I ask him again, “Tell me what really happened to my mother.” He rolls his eyes, seeming annoyed with my questions.

      “If you really need an answer, then yes, I killed her and her lover, and believe me I would do it again. It was the best day of my life and I should have killed you that day too, but I didn’t know then what I do now.” The pure hatred dripping from his voice chills me to the bone and suddenly I’m done asking him questions. He’s not giving me the answers I want, and even facing death head on he’s not showing an ounce of remorse.

      Did I ever really know this man?

      I don’t tell him goodbye. I don’t say anything else at all. I just turn around and step out of the room. Trey, Wes, and Declan are all waiting in the hallway for me. Their faces holding the same sorrow filled expression as I murmur the words I know they’ve patiently been waiting for.

      “He is all yours.”
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      Declan

      

      We’ve been taking turns interrogating the man who destroyed our lives. I know we’ll never get the revenge we truly want on him, since we can’t kill him three times over, but finally having him in our clutches, getting to fucking draw his blood, it’s as close as we’re going to get. He’s been teetering on the edge of death for the last thirty minutes, but we don’t want to send him to hell just yet. What would be the fun in that?

      “Last chance to tell us where the thumb drive is. We’ll make it quick and pain-free if you tell us how to get it. If not…we will make it very, very painful.”

      “Kill me. I’d rather die than tell you a single thing.” He spits, blood dripping from his mouth. I take the knife in my hand and fist the handle, leaning into his face, giving him one last chance to tell us what we want to hear.

      “Tell me where the fuck it is, Richards, or I’m putting this blade in your thigh,” I sneer. Richards’ near lifeless eyes collide with mine and I know he isn’t going to give me the answer I want.

      “Go to fucking hell.” He wheezes, and I smirk, pulling the knife back before placing it in his thigh. The blade cuts through his clothing and the meaty muscle and skin of his thigh like a hot knife through butter. Richards cries out in pain, his chest straining as he tries to breathe.

      “Hurts, doesn’t it?” Wes mocks.

      “Imagine how Jessa felt when you had that bastard try and skin her alive?” Trey says next. Richards’ eyes flicker open and closed, but even near death, he doesn’t give a fuck, or even ask for forgiveness, not that I would give it to him even if he asked, begged, or fucking pleaded.

      “I should’ve killed her…” His chest heaves with the effort to speak. “I should have killed her when I had the chance. It would’ve been better than having her end up with you three.”

      “We saved her life, fucker,” Trey growls, slamming his fist into the side of Richards’ head. He sags in the chair with the force of the blow, his eyes drifting closed for a long moment before opening again.

      “We’ll never let her go again, we’ll keep her with us forever, and we’ll make certain no one touches a hair on her beautiful blonde head, besides us,” Wes snarls, clenching his blood covered fists at his sides.

      “Last chance, before we end it…” I lean down, and into his face, my eyes casting a glance over his mangled flesh before meeting his eyes. “Where is the flash drive?”

      He shakes his head. “Fuck off.” He barely gets the words out and I’m leaning back grabbing another knife from the back table and delivering the final blow. With the flick of my wrist, I slice him from ear to ear, watching as the blood that’s left in his body drains out of him, the coppery scent of it tickling my nose. I stare at the blood, watching as it paints the floor red, and clings to the bottom of my boots…and I feel…I feel at peace, for once.

      There’s still a gnawing feeling in my gut, but I feel better knowing that this sack of shit is gone from the world. I still want the USB drive, but only so we can rid the world of more horrible fuckers just like him.

      “What do you want to do with the body?” Trey asks, a calmness seeming to overtake him. It’s strange but he seems different now, we all do, actually. Like a mountain has been lifted off our shoulders.

      “We’ll worry about that tomorrow. Let the fucker be, he’s dead anyway. Plus, all I want right now is to go upstairs, take a shower, and be with Jessa.”

      “Let’s go then,” Wes agrees. Trey and I step out of the room, leaving the dead body of the man who caused us so much pain behind. Wes follows, closing and locking the door behind him. We take the elevator upstairs and head into our rooms for showers.

      I spot Jessa curled up on the couch as we walk in. I’m not sure if she’s sleeping since she’s facing away from us as we enter the room. I don’t stop to check on her, and not because I don’t want to because fuck me, do I want to soothe the ache I know she’s feeling, but because I don’t want her to see the blood on my hands. I know she’s aware of what we are, and what we planned to do to Richards, but that doesn’t mean we need to flaunt what we did in front of her.

      Once I’m finally alone, in the confines of my bathroom, I strip out of my clothes and toss them into the corner. I turn on the shower as hot as it will go and step under the boiling spray. I scrub my body with soap making sure every smidge of that fucker’s blood is washed off of me before rinsing off completely and stepping out. I don’t want a drop of that filthy fucker’s blood touching her.

      I dry off and walk back into the bedroom. I’m surprised to see Jessa sitting on my bed as I enter the room. Worry creases her forehead, and her blue eyes, though as beautiful as always, seem to hold a deep sadness.

      “Is he dead?”

      “Yes,” I say while watching her face closely. I don’t want her to resent me for killing the man she thought was her father, but there was no way I could let him live, and I know she understands that.

      “Was his death painful?” she asks, her eyes on her hands this time.

      “Do you really want to know?” I ask tipping my head to the side as if I’m examining her.

      “I don’t know. I don’t know anything right now...my head is a mess. The only thing I do know is that I want you, Trey and Wes in this bed with me. I want to forget what happened today.” She gives me a soft smile and I damn near melt.

      “Did I hear my name?” Trey walks in as if right on cue, a grin on his lips, his eyes dazzling with amusement.

      “Go get Wes, our princess wants us to keep her mind off of what happened today, and I know just the thing to clear her head,” I tell Trey. I watch him turn on his heels and leave the room on a sprint. I turn back to the lovely creature on my bed, making eye contact with her.

      “And you, Princess…strip.”

      She obeys immediately. Pulling the large sleep shirt over her head, exposing her full tits and silky smooth alabaster skin. She’s not wearing any underwear as always and as soon as I see her glistening pussy, my cock turns to steel. How did we get so lucky? How did we fall for our captive?

      Wes and Trey enter the room a second later while I walk into the walk-in closet and dig through my duffle bag. When I have everything I need, I slip from the closet and head for the bed. Jessa’s eyes go wide when she sees the rope and the piece of fabric in my hands.

      “You’re going to need a safe word tonight, Princess.” Her eyebrows lift as if she’s shocked and then her pink tongue darts out over her bottom lip.

      “Why?” she croaks innocently. Fuck, when she plays the innocent like she is, it only makes me want to fuck her harder and deeper.

      “Because you’ll either be begging for us to stop or begging us to keep going.” I grin. “Now come here,” I order.

      Trey and Wes don’t know what’s going to happen yet, but they will soon. She scoots to the end of the bed and wraps the piece of fabric around her head, using it as a blindfold. Her chest rises and falls at an accelerated rate, bringing all the attention toward her heavy breasts. Her skin is pink, and her nipples are hard. Fuck, she’s just as excited about this as I am, and as my brothers will be shortly.

      “Did you pick a safe word yet?” I ask.

      “Mhm, how about lucky?” she says while nibbling on her bottom lip seductively.

      “Lucky?” Wes, murmurs, moving toward her, his fingers barely grazing her skin.

      “Yes, cause I’m so lucky you guys kidnapped me.”

      I grin while tightening the knot. “Okay then, lucky it is.”

      When the blindfold is in place, I push her back onto the bed so she is lying on her back. I grab her by the ankles and secure them together with the rope.

      Trey moves onto the bed, his mouth going straight to her nipple. I hand the rope to Wes as Trey nips at her nipple before releasing it with a loud pop that resonates through the room.

      And as if Wes can read my mind, he takes the rope, bringing Jessa’s hands to the front of her body, before binding her wrists together. I raise her arms and attach the rope to the headboard. Then I push her legs up, folding her body so I can secure the rope with her legs on the headboard as well. Leaving her ass and pussy on full display. We all stare down at our bound and blindfolded beauty.

      “You ready for this, Princess?” I ask.

      “I... yes…” she answers breathlessly.

      “Let’s see if you know how we fuck you…if you can tell us apart, based on the way we touch you…and fuck you.”

      “Mmmm…I think I can figure it out,” she giggles.

      “And if you don’t…” Wes starts.

      “Then you get spanked,” Trey finishes, his hand slapping down on one of her creamy white globes. I bite the inside of my cheek to stop myself from moaning.

      My brothers and I grin at each other, all of us wearing the same smile, the same mask of fucking love for this little blonde bombshell. We all step away from the bed and take a few steps around so she doesn’t know who is where. I nod at Wes, who gets on the bed without making a sound. He leans down, and without any mercy he buries his face between her thighs, his tongue lapping at her pussy, eating her out like a starving man.

      She moans and pants, wiggling her ass against the mattress, lifting her hips in an effort to get his tongue right where she wants.

      Greedy fucking girl. I think to myself.

      “Wes…it’s Wes,” she groans in between pants. Consider me impressed. Wes gives her one final lick before he moves away from her, drawing a displeased whimper out of her. Trey moves in next. He kneels in front of her, taking two of his fingers, dragging them from the top of her slit all the way down her ass, then back up again. When he reaches her entrance again, he thrust two fingers inside of her without warning.

      “Declan,” she gasps, and I grin. Maybe the first one was a lucky guess.

      “Wrong, Princess,” Trey whispers before pulling his fingers out of her dripping pussy. Then he gives her ass a good slap with the same hand, the sound bouncing off the walls of the room, making my carnal need for her mount. He massages the already reddened skin before spanking her other cheek with the same amount of force.

      When he steps away from the bed, Jessa’s chest is heaving…her arousal coating her thighs and dripping down onto the sheet. Fuck she’s more than ready for my cock. I take myself into my hand and stroke the beast a few times, before stepping up to the bed. I move across it slowly, before rolling her to her side.

      “Please…” she whimpers at my touch, her pink lips forming a pout. I smile, lining my cock up with her pussy entering her with one deep thrust.

      “Declan,” she cries out right away. Fuck, I should’ve been a little sneakier, taken her a little gentler.

      “Good girl,” I praise her. “Are you ready to come? Your pussy is drenched with need, dripping down my shaft.” I thrust a few more times, swiveling my hips as I do so.

      “Yes-Yes…please, yes,” she pleads breathlessly in between thrusts. I consider letting her come, the need to feel her strangle my cock consuming, but not overpowering me.

      “If I let you come on my cock, will you come again for Wes and Trey?”

      “Yes…yes, I’ll come again. Please, I want to come,” she croaks, and her begging is maddening, driving me over the edge. Without mercy, thought, or care, I pound into her like there is no tomorrow, my cock owning her pussy, claiming her. It doesn’t take long for her pussy to start tightening around my cock, or her thighs to quiver and her cries of pleasure to become louder.

      “Come on…come on my cock like the dirty fucking slut you are so my brothers can have a turn with you.” My dirty words drive her over the edge, hitting her right where I needed them to. Her whole body spasms, her inner walls squeezing me so tightly it almost hurts. Fuck, I grit my teeth and hold back the slew of curses threatening to slip from my mouth. Her muscles flutter, and I pull out of her even though I’d much rather live inside her.

      She gets no rest because no sooner than I pull out of her does Trey start to make his way over to her. He enters her with one fluid thrust of his hips, and Jessa starts to mewl against the sheets. Trey’s thrust become more and more aggressive, and Jessa’s moans become louder and louder, and slowly I find my hand circling around my cock. I stroke the fucker hard and fast, feeling the zing in my balls. I want each of us to come inside her, painting her insides with our sticky warm cum. I want to fill her womb so full, that the mixture of all three of us is dripping out of her, leaving her beautiful pussy a sticky mess.

      “Wes...it’s…” She can’t even get the words out, she’s so overcome with pleasure. But her answer is wrong…very wrong. Trey pulls out of her, his eyes blazing.

      “Wrong, Princess, very wrong,” Trey growls before landing a hard slap against her sensitive ass cheek. She whimpers against the sheets at the contact, and he continues doing it, alternating between ass cheeks until they’re two bright red globes.

      “Please…please…” she cries out, and her cries for pleasure slay me. Fuck this girl is my undoing.

      “You want to come?” Trey asks, whispering into her ear. “Then you’ll have to beg for it.”

      “Oh god…please, please fuck me, Trey. Please,” she cries out, and it almost sounds like she’s crying, though she hasn’t used her safe word yet. I look over at Wes who has his shorts shoved down to his thighs and his cock fisted in his hands. He’s stroking himself, hard and fast.

      Trey realigns himself with Jessa’s pussy and starts pounding into her, stroke after hard stroke, the slap of skin on skin fills the air, followed by Trey’s groans of pleasure, and Jessa’s pants and moans.

      “Milk me, you beautiful fucking slut. Take my cum into your cunt. Let me dirty up your pussy for my brothers,” Trey growls, his fingers biting into her flesh with bruising force.

      Holy shit.

      “I’m coming…I’m coming…” Jessa pants, and then her body starts to shake. Seconds later Trey’s head tips back and a roar of pleasure slips past his lips as his hips still and he comes deep inside her. He gives himself a moment to come down from the high before moving off the bed, passing me with a sleepy grin on his lips. Wes moves onto the bed next, dipping his cock into her tight hole, coating it with our brother’s cum before moving his cock head to her ass. I can hear her panting, her breathing heavy.

      Wes leans forward and presses a kiss to her forehead, before pushing into her ass. A soft whimper escapes her lips and I swear I can hear her inhaling.

      “Wes…” she sighs as he moves inside her ass ever so gently. This is the great thing about her having all three of us at her whim. We give to her in different ways, possessing her roughly, gently, painfully, pleasurably.

      “Good little slut. You know when my cock is in your ass, don’t you? Fuck, you are so tight like this.” She is responding, but her words are inaudible, instead they’re a mixture between a moan and a gasp every time Wes thrusts forward, bottoming out in her ass. He starts to move faster, and faster, and I watch as he grits his teeth holding off the orgasm that wants to rip from his balls.

      “You gonna come for me while I fuck your tight little asshole?”

      She nods her head, a whimper passing her lips. He reaches between them and starts fingering her pussy, moving two thick digits in an out while he continues to fuck her ass in hard, deep strokes. Her whimpers turn to cries, which then turn to screams of pleasure, and I watch as her body is taken by yet another climax.

      Wes follows suit, and he grunts as he slams into her one more time before burying his cock deep into her ass, his entire body coming to a stop. It looks like it takes him a minute before he is able to move again, but when he pulls out and moves off the bed, he has nothing but a smile on his face. He disappears into the bathroom.

      Without saying a word, I crawl onto the bed, positioning myself to take her again. I look down at the mess between her thighs. Both of her holes have cum dripping out of them, her pretty pink pussy is a sticky mess and there is something so fucking dirty and wrong about it, about how my brothers used her body, and yet it’s got me harder than a fucking diamond. I briefly think about which of her holes to take.

      “Declan…” She moans, her voice soft, delicate even. She knows it’s me. She expects it to be me, knowing that Wes and Trey had already gotten their claim on her.

      “Shhh, pretty girl. I’m going to fuck you long and hard…be a good little slut and take it. Take my cum,” I order, leaning over and taking her earlobe between my teeth. I suck on the tender flesh, before nibbling on it once more.

      I guide my cock to her messy pussy and sink inside of it with ease. Her muscles clamp down on me and a whimper escapes her lips. I bury myself deep inside of her, relishing in her softness around my cock, my balls touching her ass. I pull out until the head of my dick is at her entrance just to slam back into her again. I keep doing that, getting into a rhythm.

      I keep my promise, driving into her, giving her long, deep strokes. I feel the head of my cock press against the back of her womb. I swivel my hips and when she gasps, I grin. Warmth fills my belly as I press her into the mattress, taking from her, as she’s taken my heart.

      “You going to come for me one more time, Princess?”

      “I… I don’t know if I can…I…I don’t… I can’t,” she whimpers, pulling against the ropes, her body writhing.

      “I think you can. You can come again. You will come again, even if I have to fuck you all night.” I reach my hand around to her ass, sinking my thumb into her still wet hole. “You want both of your holes filled? Is that it? You need me to fuck you like a dirty fucking slut?”

      “Mmmmhh,” is all she manages to say. I continue fucking her while thrusting my thumb deep into her ass simultaneously and before I know it, I feel her walls clenching around my cock again.

      “Your pussy is strangling my cock, Princess. I thought you couldn’t come again.” I grin, teasing her while grinding my pelvis against her ass. My balls are heavy, begging for me to come inside her, but I hold off. I’m not coming until she does.

      “Ahh…” she cries right before she falls off the fucking edge and into oblivion. With her walls clenching down on my cock she all but fucking forces me to come, my own orgasm slamming into me with brutal force, knocking the air from my lungs, and making my muscles tighten. I fill her tight hole with my own sticky cum, making her messy pussy even messier. I relish in the warmth of her cunt around my cock for a long moment. As soon as I float down from my high, I pull out of her and realize that she’s not moving.

      “Baby?” I lean over her and pull up the blindfold. Her eyes are closed, but a small moan passes her lips when I run my hands over her body, making sure she is okay. I look around the room and find that Wes and Trey have disappeared, but I hear water filling the tub in the bathroom.

      I untie her quickly, even going as far as checking her pulse. She is fine, she must have passed out after that last orgasm. The thought makes me smile, because my brothers and I gave it to her so good she passed out.

      I pick up her worn, naked body and carry her to the tub, which is filled with water and bubbles. Wes is standing next to it smiling at us as we enter.

      “You’re going to need to get in with her, she passed out,” I snicker.

      “That’s fine.” Wes is still naked when he steps into the bubbly water and sinks down into it. I walk to the edge of the tub, lowering her gently into the water and watch her settle into my brother’s arms. She looks so peaceful, and then I realize that that’s exactly how I feel right now. Richards is finally dead.

      We fought the devil and my brothers and I came out on the other side alive…even better, we found our own princess along the way.
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      Jessa

      

      Three Months Later

      

      Like every little girl, I had imagined my wedding day my whole life. Not in a million years did I imagine anything like this. I wed three men. Men who were not just my lovers, but my best friends. We had started out as captors and captive, as enemies, and when the tables turned, I found refuge in their arms. I never would have predicted that my life would take such a turn.

      And now I’m married to the brothers, a beautiful wedding ring with three huge diamonds, and a pink diamond nestled between them all.

      I gaze down at my wedding ring, staring for a long time, waiting for someone to wake me up from this dream that is now called my life. I’m the pink diamond nestled between the three rock hard brothers.

      “It’s hard to believe isn’t it, Mrs. Cameron?” Trey coos, brushing a few strands of blonde hair from my face. The guys have relocated us to Nepal. One, because it was the only place we could actually get married, and two, because technically they are still wanted criminals and we knew we could have the best life living in a secluded area.

      “I just never thought I would be here. I was so sure when you guys kidnapped me that I would end up dead, or back in Richards’ clutches.”

      “Like we would’ve let that happen?” Declan enters our bedroom. I can feel his eyes on me. They burn right through me, just as Wes and Trey’s gazes do. Trey twists around, mischief in his eyes.

      “Really? You wanted to kill her. We wouldn’t be here if Wes and I hadn’t been so adamant on keeping her alive.”

      Declan rolls his eyes. “You won’t ever let that go, will you?”

      Trey grins, shaking his head. “No way in hell. I’m going to be the best husband ever. I’ll be the one she calls for all the time.”

      Here we go again. The comparison. The teasing and taunting.

      “Trey, do you really want Declan to kick your ass again” Wes asks, joining us in the bedroom as well. There is a package in his hands. It’s most likely for one of the brothers. I don’t usually get any mail unless it’s something that I order online.

      “He got lucky last time. This time, he won’t.”

      Declan lunges for Trey right then, catching him in the side with his fist.

      “What was that you said?” Declan chuckles.

      “Fucker,” Trey growls, swinging his fists at Declan. Trey and he jab at each other a few more times while Wes walks over to me, a smile on his lips. I remember when I first met him, I had hoped he would be the one to save me. Strangely, it was all three of them that saved me in their own ways.

      “Princess,” he greets me, leaning down to press a kiss to my lips. He’s slow, sensual, always making certain all my needs are met. Trey is the flirt, the man that makes me swoons, that makes me weak in the knees. Declan is the rock, the one I lean on, the man who knows how much darkness to give me. He’s both rough and caring, both anger and love. And together, all three of them own my heart.

      “Husband,” I greet back.

      “This is for you love.” He hands me the package and I stare down at it. Declan and Trey pause their WWE match and turn toward Wes and me.

      “What is it?” I ask.

      Wes shrugs. “I don’t know. I didn’t open it. It’s addressed to you.”

      My heart starts beating wildly in my chest. We hadn’t had any luck on figuring out who my father was, and as disheartening as it was, I was close to giving up.

      “Open it,” Declan says.

      “Yeah, let’s see what you got in that package, Princess.” Trey’s eyes dazzle with amusement. “Did you order a new toy and not tell us?” he teases further, making my already pink cheeks pinken more.

      “No. I didn’t order anything new.”

      Trey’s lips form into a pout, and Wes pulls out a pocket knife, cutting the box open for me. Exhaling all the air from my lungs, I pull the sides of the box open and peer down inside it. There’s another, much smaller box within it, as well as an envelope. I grab the envelope from within the box and rip it open. I know the handwriting on the front of the box the moment I see it.

      

      Dear Jessa,

      

      I hope this letter finds you well. I told myself I would try and stay out of this, but there was no way that I could let you live a life without knowing who your real father was. Richards had made claims to killing your father, but I’m sure he’s still alive, out there somewhere. Hopefully you’ll get to meet the man that I called my brother someday.

      I know you have found your happily ever after and I’m beyond grateful to know that no one will be able to hurt you. Your father has many enemies in this world, and I want your husbands aware of those enemies. Along with this letter is the USB drive that I’m sure they were looking for. It contains all the information they will need to go forward. Please be sure that no one besides you and your guys ever gets access to that USB drive.

      I wish I could be there to see you. I will continue to search for your father, and if I find any leads, you will be the first to know. I wish you love and happiness.

      

      Love,

      Harrold.

      

      When I finish reading the letter, I’m a sobbing mess. Big fat tears stain my cheeks and I sag down onto the bed, my knees wobbling from the information that has now been exposed. Wes, Trey, and Declan just stare at me for a long moment before moving in to soothe and comfort me.

      “What’s wrong, Princess?” Wes asks first.

      “Who do we have to kill?” Declan asks next.

      “Want me to give you an orgasm, wifey?” Trey teases last.

      “In the box…” I hiccup. “The USB drive is in the box. Harrold got it for us. And he knows who my father is.”

      None of the brothers move, their eyes all on me, waiting for me to reveal the big secret.

      “My father is Harrold’s brother, and he’s not dead. He’s alive.”

      “Shit,” Wes says.

      “Fuck,” Declan curses.

      “Jesus.” Trey shakes his head.

      “I know. He says we need to guard the USB with our lives. It contains important information.”

      Wes reaches for the box and pulls out the tiny box inside. His eyes light up as soon as he gets the tiny box open and the small USB drive comes into view.

      “Holy shit. After killing Richards, I was sure we would never get our hands on this thing.” Declan is the first to break the silence.

      “Me either,” Trey and Wes say at the same time. I gaze down at the letter in my hands, the ring on my finger catches in the light. My life has changed so much and still I long to find all the missing puzzle pieces to make it whole again.

      “I want to find him...my father,” I announce to my husbands. All three look up at me, adoration and love in their eyes. “I want to find him, and piece the puzzle back together.”

      “Whatever you want, wife,” Wes soothes, his lips pressing to my forehead.

      “Yes, whatever you want, baby, we’ll give it to you.” Trey presses a kiss to my lips next before pulling away.

      “But, while we wait, I know three cocks that could use some attention.” Declan grins, knowing damn well how hungry I am to please them.

      I smile, grin actually, because while there are still many mysteries in my life. I have three of the greatest men ever to help me solve them.

      And I, their captive, just became the captor.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Thank you for reading Their Captive. If you enjoyed this book you have to check out our bestselling Dark Romance Series The Blackthorn Elite.

        Keep reading for a sneak peek.
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