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CONTENT WARNING

Please note that Boys Of Kingston Academy is a dark reverse harem. There is no bullying with in the harem, but there could be some triggering content.

While the first book can be seen more on the lighter side, as the series progresses, there will be dark content and story lines involved.

In this book, there are hidden cameras where one of the main men pleasures himself. As well as watching the main girl as she sleeps.

––––––––

Content:

*Violence

*OW drama

*Mention of MMC’s with OW in the past.

*Offensive language

*Profanity

*Voyeurism

*DP

*Degradation

*Rough sex

*Stalking

*Overly obsessive men

*Stepbrother

*Student/Teacher

*Host Club

––––––––

Trigger Warning:

*Alcohol use

*Eating disorder

*Past Near Death mentioned

*Child Abuse

*Bullying (outside harem)

*Hurtful insults

*Mention of past SA

*Death threats

––––––––


DEDICATION

For the girlies who love a obsessive and possessive man.


Chapter 1

Collin

It’s been far too long since I’ve had eyes on my girl. Brows furrowed, I search the crowd for her. Everyone might be wearing masks, but I could easily pick my girl out no problem. She’s not here.

When did she leave the room? It couldn’t have been more than five minutes ago. I know these events are meant for us to mingle, to connect, but I couldn’t give a shit about any of these people.

They only care about money, and I only care about Sadie. There’s a feeling of unease that takes root deep inside my stomach. Something isn’t right.

“Please excuse me.” I stop the man who’s rambling on about God knows what. I tuned him out almost as soon as he opened his mouth.

“Is everything okay?” my mom asks, her concerned eyes sweeping over my face.

“I’m not sure.” I lick my lips. “But I’m about to find out.”

I lean in and quickly kiss my mom‘s cheek before weaving my way through the crowd and over to Sadie’s friends, who are standing by the far back wall chatting.

“Where’s Sadie?” I demand. The three of them stop laughing, eyes darting over to me.

“Well, hello to you too,” Alice huffs. “Wanna try that again?”

“I don’t have time to be a gentleman. Where is Sadie?”

“He really is a caveman,” Mia mutters.

“What's got your panties in a twist?” Emma cocks a brow.

“Where did Sadie go?” I growl, lip peeling back. I don’t have time for this bullshit right now. I need to find Sadie.

“Chill,” Emma mutters. “She went to the bathroom.”

“How long ago?”

“Shouldn’t you know? You’ve been watching her the whole night.” Alice crosses her arms.

“It’s a little creepy. But also kinda hot.” Mia grins.

Letting out a frustrated huff, I leave them and slip out of the main room.

“Hey!” a woman shouts as I bust into the women's room.

Ignoring her, I start to push in the stall doors. “Sadie?”

“This is the women's room. Get out now, or I’ll call security!” she shouts, voice shaking in fear.

“Relax, lady. I’m going,” I grumble, leaving when I realize Sadie isn’t here.

Grabbing my phone out of my pocket, I call her. “Pick up, Sadie. Pick up,” I urge, eyes scanning my surroundings, hoping to get a glimpse of her.

I shouldn’t be this worked up. She’s only been gone for a few minutes.

A few minutes too long. If she’s not with her friends or in the bathroom, then where would she be?

If she wanted to go home, why wouldn’t she let her friends know? Her mom is here, and I’m almost positive she came with her.

She wouldn’t walk home, would she? She knows better than that.

Stepping outside, I squint as rain imminently soaks my face. Spotting the valet, I dart over to him, hanging up the phone with a curse when Sadie doesn’t pick up.

“Hey, you!” I call out to get his attention. He looks over at me, lifting the umbrella. “Have you seen a girl come out here? Blonde hair, red dress, red and black mask?”

He thinks for a moment before shaking his head. “Sorry, sir. I haven’t. One of the other valets may have.”

“Fuck,” I hiss, dialing Sadie’s number again. “Pick up, Sadie. Pick up.” This thick blanket of anxious energy wraps me up in its hold as I hear the sounds of Sadie’s ringtone play.

I pause, blinking raindrops off my lashes as I slowly look to the side. On the ground, a few feet away, something lights up and vibrates as My Girl by The Temptations plays over the sounds of the rain.

Sadie’s phone.

I’m over to it in three strides, bending down and snatching it off the ground. What the fuck is it doing here?

This isn’t good. Not fucking good at all.

Hanging up, I call the guys. “Pick the fuck up,” I growl as I wait for Preston to answer.

“What the fuck do you want?” he answers, words a slur.

“Are you fucking drunk?” I hiss.

“What’s it matter to you?” He barks out a laugh.

“For fuck’s sake.” I groan. “Let me guess, Sadie isn’t with you?”

“Nope.” he says, popping the p. “Why would she be? I was a raging fucking dickhead to her. She probably wants nothing to do with me ever again. I don’t blame her.”

“Enough of the fucking pity party, Preston,” I chide. “I know you saw Sadie not too long ago. Did you see where she went?” They’re all still here, they have to be. “Are the other guys with you?

“What? No. Why would they be? Sadie isn’t with me. She’s in the main ballroom.”

“Where the fuck are you?”

“Look up,” he mutters.

Squinting, I look up to the roof of the building, finding him leaning over the edge, phone to his ear. “What the fuck are you doing up there?!” I shout.

He flips me off before disappearing.

“Sadie isn’t in the main ballroom. I just came from there. She’s not in the bathroom either. And no, she’s not with her friends before you suggest that. I came outside to see if maybe she took a car home but found her phone on the ground.”

“Her phone?” he hisses. “Fuck. I’m on my way down.”

Hanging up, I call the others, praying like fuck she’s at least with one of them. “Collin?” Declan’s voice sounds through the line.

“Is Sadie with you?” I ask in a rush.

“No. I’m just finishing up in the bathroom. I saw her a few minutes ago, though. Why, what's wrong?”

“Fuck!” My grip on Sadie’s phone tightens. “Do you know if she’s with Grayson?”

“I don’t think so. He was talking to his dad when I left the main room. Is everything okay?”

“No. Not at all.”

“Where are you?” he asks, voice laced with concern.

“Outside. I’m getting in my fucking car, and I’m going to look for my girl. Something isn’t right, Dec.”

Jogging over to the valet, I demand he give me my car keys and tell me where he parked it. I don’t have time to wait around for him to grab it.

As I peel out of the parking lot, I look in my rearview mirror to see Preston, Grayson, and Declan all running outside.

My phone rings, my eyes flicking over to see Preston’s number popping up on the car system screen.

With a dripping wet hand, I press the answer call button.

“What the fuck, man! You couldn't even wait for us?”

“No.”

“You’re such a fucking asshole,” he sneers.

“I’m headed to Sadie’s place. If you find her, call me.”

Hanging up, I do my best to concentrate on the road. But it’s really fucking hard when all I can do is think about Sadie. Is she okay? Where is she?

If she’s hurt, I swear to god, I’ll fucking murder whoever dared harm what’s mine.

My mind immediately goes to Raymond. Did he come here tonight in need of revenge for getting expelled? It wasn’t Sadie who made it happen, it was me. All fucking me. That bastard got what was coming to him. Like I’d let him stay in my school and have my girl walking around in fear of what he might do next. No fucking way.

After Sadie indicated she was assaulted in the past, I may have upped my crazy by a few notches. I went on a downward spiral to try and get as much information as I could on the possible suspect. But I didn’t get very far with the few details I had.

I don’t blame her for not wanting to talk about it, and I’d never push her to relive something like that.

What I do know is someone hurt my girl, and I want to find out who it is and make them pay.

I can’t help the fear, wondering if history is repeating itself.

“Fuck!” I roar, smashing my fist into the steering wheel. I promised her I wouldn't let anyone else hurt her, that I was going to protect her. But I’ve fucking failed. Again. It’s all I’m fucking good for these days, it seems. I keep letting her down.

The rain comes down harder now, my windshield wipers working overtime as I speed down the road. Not the smartest thing to be doing. Nothing like getting into a car crash before I can find Sadie and make sure she’s safe.

As I crest over a hill, I spot something on the side of the road. Squinting, I try to make out what it is, but the rain is making it difficult. “What the hell?” I slow down in case it’s an animal about to cross the road.

But as I get closer, I see that it’s not an animal but a person. Looks to be a young girl, too.

Who the hell would be out here walking on the side of the road in the middle of the night during a rainstorm?

I don’t have time to be dealing with this right now. But I’d be a monster to leave them like this. What if someone hits them? Or kidnaps them? I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if something ends up happening to them, and I could have helped.

Slowing the car, I roll the passenger side window down. “Are you okay? Do you need me to call someone?” I’d offer them a ride, but I need to find Sadie.

The girl slowly turns her head to look at me, and my heart fucking stops. “Sadie?” My voice comes out in a panicked rush. What the fuck is going on right now? Why is she out here?

“Sadie, baby, fuck,” I hiss, slamming on my breaks.

She doesn’t stop walking. She looks forward and keeps going.

Fear slams into me as I open the door, lean out, and shout, “Sadie! It’s me! Collin.” Nothing. “Fucking hell.” I pull over onto the side of the road before getting out and running over to her.

I come to a stop behind her. “Sadie!” I grab her arm, spinning her around.

With a wild look in her eyes, she pulls her arm out of my grasp and jumps away from me. “Don’t touch me!”

My brows snap together, heart racing frantically in my chest. “Sadie.” I raise my hands in defense. “Baby, it’s me.”

“I fucking know who you are,” she spits, then lets out a hollow laugh. “Trust me, I know. I know everything!”

Blinking the rain from my eyes, I shake my head. “I don’t know what’s going on right now. Are you okay? Why are you here?”

“Am I okay?” she laughs, sending a chill down my spine. “Am I fucking okay?”

She starts muttering to herself as she turns around and continues to walk. I stand there, gaping in shock. What in god’s name is fucking going on right now? How did we go from dancing at the party to her suddenly looking at me like I’m the last person in the world she would want to see?

Blinking rapidly, my eyes take in her receding form, stopping at the bag in her hand.

Like being snapped back to reality, I take off running after her. “Sadie! What the fuck is going on!”

“Go away, Collin!”

“No!” I growl, running in front of her and blocking her path. “Baby, please, please talk to me. We can talk in the car. You have to be cold. You're going to get sick.”

“Fuck off.” She tries to sidestep me, but I move with her, blocking her path.

“You're upset, I can see that. I want to help. Tell me what's wrong, and I can fix it.”

“Fix it?!” she screams. “You're the cause of it!”

“Of what?” I shout back. I don’t mean to lose my temper, but this whole situation is so messed up.

“I know, Collin. I know everything, okay? The jig’s up. Was I just some big game to you?” she asks on a sob. “Was I just a joke? A way to pass the time before you can be with her.”

“Lie? Game? Her?” I shake my head. “Sadie, I don’t know what’s going on right now.” I’m so fucking confused. What the hell happened to make her like this?

“Cut the crap, Collin!” she shouts.

“Sadie, please. Please tell me what the fuck is going on? I’m so damn confused. Just tell me what you think I did wrong!”

She takes the bag that’s in her hand and opens it. She shoves her hand inside and pulls out an envelope, shoving it into my chest.

“What’s this?” I ask, but open it. It’s already wet, so more rain isn’t going to make a difference.

I pull out a stack of photos, and my stomach rolls. “What the—”

A car door slams, jolting both Sadie’s and my head up. Preston, Grayson, and Declan come running over.

“What the fuck is going on?” Preston asks.

“I don’t know. That’s what I’m trying to find out. Sadie–”

“I don’t want to talk to you. I don’t want to see you. I just–” She shakes her head as my fucking heart breaks.

“Shit, Sadie. Are you okay?” Grayson steps forward, running his hands up and down her arms. “You’re shivering. Fuck, Pretty Girl, we need to get you out of the rain.”

“No,” she says, all the anger seeping from her. “I’m not okay. I’m never fucking okay. It’s always one thing after another. And I’m done. I’m tired. I’m so fucking tired. I just...” She looks up at the sky, eyes open, and lets the water rain down on her face. “I just want to go home.”

“Sweetheart, please get in the car. I’m not sure what's going on right now, but I’m really worried about you.” Declan wraps his arm around her shoulders.

Sadie lowers her head and looks at him. “Okay.” There’s no emotion in her eyes, in her tone. It’s like everything shuts off, just like how I found her.

“Sadie!” I shout as I try to take a step forward, but Preston steps in front of me.

“Wanna tell me why the fuck she’s out here walking bare-fucking-foot in the rain, in the middle of the goddamn night by herself?!” Preston roars, his blond locks plastered to his face.

“I...I–” I look down at the photos.

“What the fuck?” Preston snatches the photos, brows furrowed. “Oh my god. Gross.” He shoves them back at me.

“It’s not me!” I growl. “I have no idea what these are or how she got them. But I sure as fuck know it’s not me.”

“It sure as hell looks like you,” he sneers.

“It’s not!” I get in his face. “I have no fucking clue who the woman in these photos is or who the hell photoshopped me into them, but it’s not me.”

I move past him to go over to the car. I need Sadie to believe me. The devastation on her face when she handed them to me is something I never wanted to see on her.

“She doesn’t want to see you,” Preston reminds me, grabbing my arm and yanking me backward.

“Fuck off, Preston, or I swear to god, I’ll fucking kick your ass!”

“Leave her with us; let us get her home, and we will try and find out what is going on. But she doesn’t want to see you right now. It’s only going to make things worse.” He turns and rushes over to the driver's side of the car.

“Sadie!” I shout, running over to the car. I bang on the window. “Sadie, baby, please!” I’ve never felt so helpless in my life. “It’s not me. Please believe me. I love you, baby. I would never, ever fucking do this. Whoever gave these to you is lying. It’s not me.”

The car peels away, leaving me standing there, watching as the car goes.

I don’t move, staying still long after they’re gone. I think I’m in shock, my mind trying to process what just happened.

It’s only when my teeth start to chatter that I finally move. Every step feels like my feet are weighed down by cement.

Getting into the car, I close the door. The only sounds are my labored breathing and the beating of the rain against the hood of my car.

Laying the photos against my steering wheel, I turn the light on and look through them. Bile rises in my throat as I slowly shift through the soggy paper, looking at photo after photo of what looks like me and another woman. But now that I get a closer look, it’s not just any other woman.

Connie. The woman my father is so dead set on me marrying.

I know for a fact these are all fake because I’ve never been with her before. I’ve never been with any other woman but Sadie. At least not since my feelings had shifted from wanting to protect her to wanting to own her, to love her, to consume her.

There's also the fact, that the guy in this photo is clearly me, my tattoos have changed since then

Did they think that Sadie would take one look at it and hope she believed it?

I mean, she did, and I don’t blame her. She doesn’t know my body well enough to know these small details. Yet. She will soon because I’m not giving up on her. I’ll never fucking give up on her.

I’ll leave her be for the night to calm down even though it fucking kills me not to follow after them and demand she hear me out. I could tell she’s at her breaking point, and I really don’t want to be the one to push her over.

I’m going to find out who gave these to her, who tried to set me up and take my girl away from me. And I’m going to fucking make them pay.

It’s one thing to fuck with me, but when you bring my girl into it— hurt her—so help me god, it’s not going to be pretty.


Chapter 2

Sadie

I’m shivering with Declan’s coat draped over me like a blanket as I stare mindlessly out the window. I watch as the raindrops trail from the top of the glass, racing down to the bottom.

My hand is laced with Declan’s, his thumb rubbing frantic circles on the back of my hand. I know he wants to talk to me, to ask me so many questions but he doesn’t. None of them have since I’ve gotten into the car, and I’m glad. I don’t want to talk right now.

Everything inside me hurts, my chest aching with a dull emptiness.

Preston and Grayson argue up front, speaking in soft, harsh tones as if I can’t hear them, but I can.

They’re arguing over the photos that Preston saw of Collin. Just the thought of it makes my stomach roll.

“Fuck it,” Preston growls, the car jolting as he swerves, taking a sharp right.

“What the fuck!” Grayson growls. “Are you trying to kill us?”

Blinking as I look out the window, I see that we’re in a gas station parking lot.

Preston turns around in his seat, and I slowly turn my head to look at him. “Wanna tell us what the fuck is going on, Kitten?”

“No,” I say simply, blinking at him.

He lets out an annoyed growl. “We just found you walking on the side of the highway—no shoes, no jacket—in the pouring rain, and you won’t tell us how you got there or why?”

“No,” I repeat, looking back out the window.

“Preston, leave her alone. Clearly, something’s going on,” Declan warns in a soft voice. I love him for that, for not pressing me to talk.

“Hey!” I shout as Preston snatches the bag off my lap. “Give it back.”

He ignores me and opens the bag. “What the–”

Grayson leans over and looks inside the bag. I watch as his eyes widen. “Pretty Girl, wanna tell me why you have a bag full of money?”

“There’s gotta be, like, what? Twenty grand in there?” Preston hisses. “Did you rob a fucking bank?”

“Sure, let’s go with that,” I mutter, letting go of Declan’s hand and reaching between the front seats. “There’s five hundred actually,” I correct and grab a wad of cash. I pull a twenty out of the pile and toss the rest back in the bag before opening the car door.

“Where the hell are you going?” Preston growls after me as I walk barefoot towards the store.

“I’m hungry.”

“Sadie, get back in the fucking car. We’ll go and get something to eat.”

“No,” I shout.

“You’re so fucking stubborn,” he snaps.

I let out a laugh. “You're one to talk.” I push open the door. A little bell chimes, alerting the worker to our arrival.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he asks as he follows me past the worker whose brows shoot up at the look of me. I know I must look like a mess.

As I catch a glimpse of myself in the glass of one of the drink fridges, I’m proven right. My hair is dripping wet, makeup is smeared all over my face like a clown that cried too much.

Yanking open the fridge, I grab a Coke, ignoring Preston as he follows me around the store.

“It means you hide your feelings and deny them when they surface. When confronted, you deny. Ergo, stubborn.”

“Feelings?” he scoffs. “What feelings?”

That earns him a sharp look. “You really wanna fucking lie to me, Preston? Or were your drunk confessions back at the ball only more lies?” I raise a brow before turning to eye up the bags of chips. “It’s always you, always will be you. I want to hate you so bad; it kills me that I can’t.” I quote what he said to me while he held me tightly, floating across the dance floor. I think about how it felt to be so close, to have his hands on me, his warmth cradling me.

“It wasn’t a lie,” he mutters as I grab a bag of Doritos. “But we’re not talking about me.”

“We’re never talking about you.” I laugh. “You want me, and you treat me like shit because of it. You're so pissed off at yourself for feeling something other than hate and pain. Why? Because you're going to marry some woman who is nothing but a joke? A fucking raging cunt who makes it her life’s mission to ruin others because she hates herself so damn much!” I seeth, eyes wild as Tina’s words come tumbling back.

His eyes flick between mine. “Did she do something?” he growls. I hate that flash of protectiveness that crosses his features. “Did she hurt you? Is she the reason why we found you out there tonight?”

“No.” I rip my eyes away from him and continue to browse the shelves. “She’s not the reason I was out there tonight.” It’s kind of a lie, right? I wouldn’t have been out front for Preston’s dad to snatch me up if it wasn’t for the need to get away from her nasty self.

“But she did do something?” he presses.

“It’s Tina. She always does something, says something. She’s a bully, Preston. She gets off, making everyone's lives miserable any chance she gets. I’m no exception to that.”

“She’s bullying you?”

“Please.” I spin around to face him. “As if you didn’t know.”

“I know she’s been giving you a hard time because of me. What else has she done?”

“It is because of you. All of you. She’s left me alone for a long fucking time until you three came into my life. Everything was fine before you three!” I shout, pointing in his face so close that I almost scratch his nose. I spin away from him, my chest heaving, and start looking for the alcohol aisle. I grab the first bottle of vodka I can get my hands on and head right for the cash register.

I glare at the young man behind the register as I put everything on the counter and slap the twenty dollar bill next on top, too.

“Ahh...” He blinks, looking from me to Preston, then back to me. “ID, please? And that's not going to be enough for everything,” he says, looking down at the money.

“Listen—” I look at his name tag. “Ethan. You seem like a nice guy, right? So maybe you can cut me a little slack here. I’ve had a pretty fucked up night, and I could use a drink.”

He licks his lips, eyes flicking up to what I’m assuming is the security camera. “I can’t sell this to you unless you’re at least twenty-one.”

“Then I’m over twenty-one,” I deadpan.

“Do you have an ID to prove it?”

He lets out an annoyed sigh, and I turn to Preston. “What the–” he grumbles as I shove my hand in his back pocket.

“Don’t worry, I’m not trying to feel you up.” I roll my eyes as I pull out his wallet. I grab a hundred-dollar bill from it before tossing it back to Preston. “Here.” I slap the bill onto the countertop and grab my chips, pop, and vodka. “Keep the change.”

“Wait!” he calls out as I leave the store.

Preston stays behind a moment before catching up with me. “Sadie.”

“Preston,” I sass back as I open the bottle and take a swig. It tastes like shit and burns going down. I make a sound of disgust before going back for another mouthful.

Instead of going back to the side of the car I was sitting in, I open Grayson’s door. “Pretty Girl, are you okay?”

“Nope,” I answer, sliding in and taking a seat on his lap. He grunts as I lean forward, closing the car door. “Want some?” I offer him the bottle.

“Is that vodka?” he questions.

“Sadly, not the good kind,” I sigh, taking another drink. All I want to do is get drunk and forget about this night.

Preston opens the driver’s side and gets in, slamming the door behind him.

We glare at each other for a moment before he curses and starts the car up.

I turn the radio on, blasting the music as we drive away. The whole way home, I switch between drinking the vodka, the cola, and eating my chips.

When we pull up to my house, I move to get out of the car, but the doors are locked. “Unlock the door,” I demand, swinging a glaring look to Preston.

“Not until you tell us what the fuck just happened!” he retorts, nostrils flaring in anger. “Why did you leave the party? Why did we find you on the side of the road? And why the fuck do you have five hundred grand in cash in a fucking bag?!”

Drinking before being in the privacy of my home was not a good idea. Numb Sadie would have ignored him, refused to speak, but drunk Sadie doesn’t know how to keep her mouth shut if her life depended on it. So much for the warning the bastard gave me on keeping this a secret, or he would kill me. Maybe I have a death wish?

“Fine. You wanna know?” I ask, looking between the three of them. “I left to get some fresh air because the three of you swept me off my feet and spoke sweet nothings in my ear, already scrambling my fucked up mind when it comes to how I feel about the three of you. While I was out there, your peach of a fiancée–” I direct this to Preston. “Felt the need to remind me how much she hates me, how useless I was, how I don’t belong in your world, and how I should go kill myself. Oh and let’s not forget about how she told me that your arrangement with me was all a game to you three. How you would all sit around and laugh about it like I was the biggest joke in the world.” I let out a hysteric laugh.

“She’s fucking lying Sadie. You were never a fucking game and there sure as hell wasn’t any sitting around with her. I fucking despise her. She knew nothing. And if she did, it wasn’t from us.” Preston growls.

I’m not sure if I believe him. I shake my head and continue. “Not wanting to hear her toxic words, I went outside. While I was out there, some man snatched me up in a limo and fucking kidnapped me.”

“What?” Preston’s eyes widen as pure fury flashes in his grey irises.

“Oh yeah. Wanna know the kicker?” I laugh again. “It was your dear old pops. He told me to leave Collin alone. That he was meant to be married and I was just an inconvenience. Then he proceeded to show me grossly provocative photos of Collin and a woman who I was told was his fiancée—together just days prior, as well as a voice message of how much he can’t wait to see her again. Then your father gave me that money–” I point to the bag. “And told me to leave, to start over somewhere new because this isn’t my world, and if I told anyone, he was going to kill me. After that, he kicked me out on the side of the fucking road!”

I scream the last part, my chest is heaving by the time I get all of that out. But I’m not done yet. Preston opens his mouth, but I cut him off. “I’m done, Preston.” I laugh, shaking my head. “I’m so fucking done with all of this, with all of you. He was right, I don’t belong in this world. And I’ve made nothing but a fool of myself. I was stupid to make that deal with you, knowing all of you were meant to be with someone else. I told myself over and over again that it wasn’t going to be a big deal, because it was just sex. That it could only ever be sex.” I shake my head again. “I should have known better, that it wasn’t going to be that easy. Of course, I had to go and fall hard for all three of you even though I can’t ever have you. Four if you toss in your fucking asshole of a brother. I can’t take any more heartbreak, Preston.” I don’t know when it started, but tears are now spilling down my cheeks. “I can’t. I can’t, I just fucking can’t. So let me out of this fucking car before I lose my shit.”

The car is silent, the tension thick. I can tell they all want to say something, but they don’t. Preston sees the truth in my eyes and presses the unlock button.

I’m pulling the car door open and pushing my way out in a flash, leaving everything behind. I don’t want the money, Preston can have it.

Whether I plan on taking his father’s advice and leaving here or not, I’d never do it on his dime. I’d never allow someone to own me like that. Least of all him.

Knowing I don’t have my phone, or my keys, I grab the spare out from under the potted plant and unlock the door.

Slamming the door shut, I lock it. As I head towards my room, I angrily pull at my dress, needing it off my body.

Once I’m naked and in my room, I throw myself down on my bed. It doesn’t hit me just how cold and tired I really am until my body starts to shake violently, my teeth chattering so hard I fear they might break.

Using what strength I have left, I climb to the top of my bed and crawl under the blankets, wrapping myself up nice and tight.

Rolling to my side, I stare at the photos on my bedside table. One of me and Declan that we took during our movie night and the other of me and Grayson from the race track.

A tear falls, and I close my eyes. I don’t want to want them, to love them, to crave them. I don’t want to wish that they would leave their fiancées and be with me. I don’t want to believe that everything between Collin and me was a lie.

But I do. All of it. Every single thing. Because this is reality, and a world I was never meant to be in.

The world of Kingston Academy is only going to bring me pain and sadness. And it’s up to me to decide just how much I’m willing to take before it ruins me.


Chapter 3

Preston

“I’m going to fucking kill your father, Preston,” Grayson growls. His gaze, which was once locked on Sadie’s house, snaps over to mine. “Is he fucking for real? He threatened Sadie’s life, tried to pay her off. What the fuck?!”

My chest rises and falls as slow, heavy, deep breaths fill my lungs. My hands tighten around the steering wheel while my eyes follow the lights as they flick on throughout the cottage.

Rage. Pure, unfiltered rage is flowing through my veins.

When Collin called me to tell me that Sadie was missing from the party, I was up on the roof, feeling sorry for myself and getting drunk like I always do. Just sitting in my own self-loathing.

In the time between finding out she was gone, and finding her standing on the side of the road, soaked from the rain, with no shoes on her damn feet, I felt a panic that I hadn’t felt in a very long time.

What is with this girl being the only one who can make me feel anything other than hate? There‘s no one in this fucking world who makes me worry or fear for their safety, not even myself.

Yet watching Sadie blossom from this shy, insecure girl to this feisty, headstrong woman has been one of my time-consuming passions.

I’ve been in hardcore denial when it comes to her, but I can’t do that anymore. Not when my stubbornness could be the reason she gets hurt. She’s right, I’m one to talk. She called me out on my shit tonight, and I think it’s about fucking time I listen.

“You're not going to kill him,” I say in a low voice as I slowly turn to face him. “Because I am.”

Grayson’s eyes flick between mine, and I know he can tell that I mean it. If I have to end my father’s life to keep Sadie safe, I’ll do it—consequences be damned. I know Collin would be right by my side.

At least... I think he would be. There's this whole thing with the photos and Connie. Fucking hell, I hope he’s telling the truth.

“What are we going to do?” Declan asks, voice thick with emotion. I know he’s worried about Sadie. We all are.

But as much as we all want to barge in there and make sure she’s okay, we can’t. It would make everything worse.

“First, we need to find out what the fuck all of this is about,” I tell them. “We’re going to go to Collin’s and get his side of this fucked up story.”
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The rain has stopped by the time we reach Collin’s house. The gate to the property is closed, but the lights inside his house are bright and alive. Rolling down the window, I press the button to the speaker box. It rings for a moment before someone answers. “Can I help you?”

“Preston Jones. I’m here to see Collin.”

Knowing who I am and who our father is, I don’t expect them to let me in, so I’m surprised when the gate opens.

Pulling up to the house, I park the car and stare at it through the front window.

I’ve spent my life resenting Collin and his perfect little life. I despised him for having his sweet mom, who loved and cared for him, on top of the fact that he didn’t have to live at our father’s side.

Carol had made it clear, more than once, that I was always welcome over, that their home was my home.

Yet, I avoided this place like the plague. Why? Because I was jealous that this wasn’t my home. I was the child conceived through adultery, the one who put a black spot on the Killian name.

I have no right to be here. Still don’t. Yet, I get out of the car and head for the front door, Grayson and Declan following behind me.

I’m surprised it’s not the help who answers the door but Carol herself. To say she’s shocked to see me is an understatement. I thought she would still be at the charity event, but I guess that would be over by now.

“Preston!” Her face lights up with a kind smile. “I’m a little shocked to see you here. Come in.”

“Thank you, Head Mistress Killian,” I mumble, stepping into the house. I immediately feel out of place.

“Grayson, Declan, come in, come in,” she says, and the other two follow, voicing their thanks as Carol shuts the door. “And none of that Head Mistress stuff. It’s not school hours, and I prefer Ms. Killian anyway.”

I give a firm nod before my eyes drift to take in the place. There’s nothing special about it. It looks like most of the mansions around here, only this place has a different feeling to it. It’s not cold and lifeless. That much I can tell just by standing in the foyer.

“Ahhhh... is Collin here?” I ask, bringing my attention back to her.

“He is. He’s in the basement office.” Carol continues to talk, waving us after her. “I must warn you, he’s not in the best mood. He won’t tell me what’s going on, but maybe you three could be of help.”

“We‘ll try.” Grayson gives her a forced smile.

Carol points to a door, and we thank her before heading down.

We’re greeted with shouting as soon as we hit the bottom of the stairs and follow the loud yelling to an open doorway.

“I don’t fucking care!” Collin roars. “Find out where the photos came from, now!”

Rounding the corner to what looks like to be an office, Collin stands behind a desk, leaning over it with his hands on the table. His chest is heaving, head bent down.

“No need to worry about that. I know where the photos came from,” I state, crossing my arms as I lean against the door frame.

Collin’s head snaps up, eyes wild. Shit, he’s fucking pissed.

“Where’s Sadie?” he demands, hitting the button to end the call. Of course, she’s the first thing on his mind.

“Safe at home,” Declan answers.

“Drunk off her rocker, too,” Grayson mutters.

“What?” Collin growls. “How the fuck did she get alcohol and drink enough to get drunk since I last saw you? It’s only been maybe forty minutes.”

“She’s a lot more determined than we thought.” Grayson shrugs, moving over to the chair before sitting down and leaning back, lifting his feet to rest on the desk, earning a glare from Collin.

“What the fuck are you doing here? And what do you mean you know where the photos came from?”

“Sadie told us,” I inform him and that has him straightening up.

“Who?” His voice is low, demanding, and dangerous.

“Who's the one person in our lives that gets off on making our lives a living hell?” I cock a brow. “Come on, big brother. Is it really that hard to guess?”

His lip peels back in a snarl. “I’m going to fucking kill him.”

“Preston already took that privilege away from me. But honestly, I don’t care who kills him as long as he is fucking dead,” Grayson spits.

“He tried to pay her to leave, Collin,” Declan emphasizes, stepping deeper into the room. “That bag, it’s filled with money. He told her to get out of town.”

“Also told her if she said anything to anyone, he would kill her,” I add in and watch as my brother’s jaw ticks.

“He wants you to marry Connie,” Declan continues. “And because you refused, he felt the need to take matters into his own hands, I guess.”

“Fuck!” Collin roars, swiping his hand across the top of his desk, sending everything crashing to the ground.

“Would you fucking chill?” I grumble, pushing off the door frame and closing the door behind me to join the others by Collin’s desk.

“Don’t tell me what to do,” Collin seethes. “As if you don’t have a temper of your own.”

“Wonder who we got that from.”

We lock eyes, sharing an unspoken moment. That seems to have the anger simmering down just a little bit.

“What are we going to do?” Declan asks, refocusing the group.

“So many fucking questions tonight.” I sigh in annoyance. “I hate not knowing, not having control.” It’s why I thrive on it. I have it in every aspect of my life except when it comes to my father. And now Sadie. But for two completely different reasons.

Part of the reason I’ve been such a jerk to her is because I don’t like the power she holds over me. I don’t like the feeling of losing control, and that‘s all I ever seem to be able to do when it comes to that girl.

“Let’s lay out what we know. Sadie’s deal with us is over, but we still want and need her... Dec has already voiced his intent on dating her. Collin has pretty much pissed on her, staking his claim whether she wants him or not.” Grayson snorts, and Collin shoots him another look. “And I’m throwing my hat in the ring because.... well, I’m obsessed with her.” Grayson shrugs, pulling a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and lighting it up. “Not sure what I’m going to do about the arranged marriage bullshit, but I figured I’d deal with that once Sadie picks one of us.”

“No need to waste your time.” Collin glares. “She’s mine.”

Grayson rolls his eyes and sighs. “Yeah, we fucking heard that. It’s getting old now, man. Give it up. And after those photos, I don’t think you're in the running for this one.”

“It’s not what it looks lik–”

“We know. It wasn’t you,” I finish his sentence. “Heard that one before, too.”

His face flashes with guilt. “About that.”

“So it is you?” I snarl. “After all that crazy possessive bullshit, you went and fucked another woman.”

“It’s not what it fucking looks like!” he snaps, repeating himself. He grabs one of the photos and spins it around to face us. “Look.”

“Ew, no thanks, man. I’m not interested in seeing your junk.” Grayson wrinkles his nose as he blows out a puff of smoke.

“Fuck off,” Collin mutters. “Not that. Look.” He points to a tattoo. “I had this covered up years ago.”

“Okay...”

“So if this was me, just a few days ago, how the fuck is the tattoo I had covered up still there?” He points to the tattoo again. “The photos are good, not going to lie. Somehow they managed to get all my new tattoos pretty damn close. If someone wasn’t going through this with a fine-tooth comb, it would be easy to fool them. But I know my body and the fact that I didn’t fuck anyone other than Sadie for years.”

“So they just photoshopped your faces and tattoos onto these people?” I ask, brows furrowing.

“Not really,” he sighs, sitting down in his chair. “After I looked at these longer than I’d like, I realized it was me. But that’s not Connie. Just her face.”

“So it’s you fucking another girl?”

“Yeah. When I was sixteen,” he sneers. “I haven’t had eyes for another woman since my feelings for Sadie turned to something more. But before, when she was still too young to feel anything but the need to keep her safe, I was a bit of a man whore. But that was years ago. At least a decade, give or take.”

“How the fuck would our father have photos of you having sex when you were a teenager. What the fuck is wrong with him?” A look of disgust takes over my face. I already know what's wrong with him. He’s sick and fucked up. I shouldn’t be surprised about this at all.

“Because he’s fucking crazy. He’s probably been keeping tabs on me for years. I have this place swept for bugs all the time, same with my phone. But if I’m correct, these photos were taken at a party thrown by one of my good buddies way back when. Meaning, that asshole had his house bugged. Fucking sick,” Collin growls, grabbing handfuls of his hair in frustration.

“So he altered them to make it seem like it’s you now, with Connie, and hoping it would be enough to send Sadie running?” Grayson summarizes.

“And if that didn’t work, threatening Sadie to leave town and kill her if she talked. He was betting on us not seeing this,” Declan says, looking at the three of us.

“He doesn’t know my girl at all,” I scoff, shaking my head.

“Your girl?” Grayson snorts. “Really now. Since when?”

“Fuck you,” I sneer.

“No, really. Enlighten us. Not too long ago, you were on our asses for entertaining someone you said, quote, was a high school crush’. You treated her like shit for weeks, then used her as pocket pussy before tossing her to the side. Don’t forget you couldn’t even stop fucking people until it was your turn to fulfill your end of the arrangement. Now you want to change things up and call her yours?” Grayson laughs. “You have got to be fucking kidding me.”

My eyes flick over to Collin, gut sinking as I remember the deal he made with me. I agreed to it, but I was never planning on actually taking his money. It was some stupid excuse I needed for myself to stop. Collin still has the money, and it will stay that way.

I bite down on my lip as I take a deep breath.

“I know I don’t have any right to her. But the fact is, I like her, okay? Want me to finally admit it, here it is. I hate that I want her, it drives me fucking mad, but I do. And the idea of my father, let alone anyone hurting her, makes me fucking bloodthirsty.”

“You three are pains in my fucking ass,” Collin groans, dropping his head to the desk. “You were supposed to be done with her after your deal.”

“Oh, you poor, poor soul.” Grayson moves his feet off the desk to lean forward and pat Collin on the shoulder. “You're a fool to think that was ever going to happen. Don’t worry, so were we.”

“So what? You're just all gonna go against your families and end your engagements?” Collin asks, looking up. “Because that's going to go over well.”

“Even if Sadie doesn’t choose me in the end, I am.” Declan chews on his lower lip. “Mia deserves to find love. To be with someone who can make her happy. Not be tied to me for the rest of her life.”

“And what about you?” I ask. “Don’t you deserve to be happy?”

His eyes flick up to mine, and my heart stops. “That's the dream, right?” He gives me a small, sad smile. “But it doesn’t always work out that way.” He holds my stare. “Even if I can’t have Sadie, any potential person I could love... wouldn’t want me,” he whispers the last part, ripping his gaze away from mine.

I want to tell him I could. If he gave us the chance, I could. But that would be a lie, wouldn’t it? I don’t deserve him or Sadie. I’d bring them nothing but misery. Both are better off with someone who can give them everything they deserve. Not some broken soul who has no hope.

“I sure as fuck am not staying with mine,” Grayson scoffs, flicking ashes into an ashtray. “Sadie is the only one for me.”

“What if she doesn’t pick you?” Collin asks.

“Oh, she’s going to pick me.” He smirks. “I’ll wear her down, one way or another. How do you feel about Sadie having a side piece?” Grayson wiggles his eyebrows. “I make killer pancakes.” He winks.

“You know, we could always share her,” Declan suggests, making Collin laugh.

“Right. It’s bad enough you're going to defy your parents, or in Grayson’s case, grandfather. I’m sure they would just be head over heels over the fact that we’re all sharing the same girl.”

“You see.” Grayson points a finger at Collin. “That's why I plan on blackmailing dear old granddad.” He winks. “He can’t say fuck all if I have something over his head.”

“Blackmail him with what?” Collin asks.

“That I haven’t figured out yet, but I’m working on it.”

“So, you're gonna toss your name into the hat on this?” Grayson adds, and I shake my head.

“No. No point. Even if she did want me, I’m no good for her.” I laugh, taking the cigarette from Grayson and sucking back a drag before putting the butt out. “I’m just done being a dick.”

“Oh my god!” Grayson gasps, looking up in the air dramatically.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“I’m looking for the pigs flying.” Grayson keeps looking as Declan snorts a laugh. “Quick, someone call the devil and check on him. Because Hell has to have frozen over!”

“Oh, fuck off,” I growl, shoving at him as he starts to laugh.

“You sure you're even capable of not being a dick?” Collin asks, raising a brow.

“Fine,” I snarl. “Let me rephrase that. I’m done being a dick to Sadie. The rest of you can fuck right off.”

“Ah, there he is.” Grayson grins. “The Preston we know and love.”

I glare at him, flipping him off.

“Back to what's important,” Collin redirects, the mood growing serious again as he locks eyes on me. “We need to find out what the fuck we’re going to do about our father.”
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“You okay?” I ask Declan. After an hour of arguing that got us absolutely nowhere, we agreed to reconvene on Monday during Host Club hours. The only thing we did agree on is that Sadie isn’t to be alone outside of her home. Collin and Grayson already have the stalker thing down pat, I may as well join them. Declan won’t have any issues with getting Sadie to spend time with him, so he has it the easiest out of us all.

Collin plans on talking to Sadie on Monday to try and prove his innocence. I’m not sure if she’s going to listen. I’m not even sure if the guys’ plan of winning her over is going to work.

From the defeat in her eyes tonight, Sadie just might be done with not only the group of us but this whole place. I wouldn’t blame her. If anything, I wish she’d leave. At least we would know she was safe. Move away, go to college, and live a normal life with normal people.

But she won’t. Sadie loves her mom and her family business too much. While this might not be the world she belongs in, this place is her home. It’s all she knows.

“Huh?” Declan looks over at me. “Yeah, sorry,” he sighs. “Just worried about Sadie.”

I nod; I am, too. The idea of no one being there to help in an emergency has me on edge. But I know Grayson has eyes on her. He might not know I know, but I do. Fucker thinks he’s sly, but he made his obsession so damn obvious.

“She’s going to be okay,” I lie because how the fuck would I know that. “She just needs time.”

“I don’t know.” He leans his head against the window. “She’s been through so much. And she was right, a lot of it is because of us. If she hadn’t come into the Host Club that day, her life would be so different.”

He’s right. Because even though they’re all in now, none of us would have made a move to change anything if she didn’t come to us with that deal. We would have kept living our lives the way we have been, and she would have been none the wiser.

I don’t say anything, not sure of the words to say as we pull up to his dorm parking lot.

“Thanks for the ride,” he tells me.

We dropped off Grayson first, and I offered to take Declan home. I was just trying to delay going back to my house. I’m not sure if going there is even a good idea. If I see him, it’s going to take everything in me not to just put a bullet in his head and end it all.

“No problem.”

He opens the door but pauses before looking over at me. “Wanna sleep with me?” My brows shoot up, and his cheeks go adorably pink. “I-I mean crash in my dorm,” he corrects in a rush. “I’m sure home is the last place you wanna be. Or maybe you could go over to Grayson’s; I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.”

“Dec.” I bite my lip, trying not to grin as I place my hand on his shoulder. “Relax. Breathe.”

His lips part, eyes flicking down to the hand that's touching him. I should move it, but I don’t, liking the contact more than I should.

“You sure?” I ask. “About me crashing at your place?”

“Yeah.” He licks his lips and nods, attention back on my face.

“Then yeah. It’s late. Probably not the best time for me to be on the road anyway.”

“Yeah,” he says slowly, eyes still on mine.

This is a bad idea. A really fucking bad idea. There’s a reason why I’ve stopped hanging out with Declan alone or, at the very least, avoid it.

Because when I’m alone with him, all the things I want to do to him flash through my mind. Like how I want to devour his lips, have him on his knees, whimpering, begging, and at my mercy. We all know Dec is a sub through and through. I’d love to see how good of a boy he could be for me.

But I won’t cross that line because I’d hate myself when I hurt him. And I would end up hurting him.

Moving my hand, I step out into the cool night air and look up at the moon. The clouds have parted, making the night sky bright and haunting.

Taking a deep breath, I follow Declan to his room. We’re quiet the whole way up. Once we’re in his room, he scratches the back of his head. “I didn’t think this through.”

“Relax.” I chuckle. “It’s just a bed.”

“Right.” He nods. “Just a bed.”

Another thing about Declan that pleases me is how he turns into this shy little virgin boy around me. Only when it’s the two of us, though. He has bite and will normally bark back when needed, but when it’s just the two of us, he’s all cute and fumbling.

And trust me, Declan is anything but a virgin. He’s been with his fair share of women. But has he been with any men?

Exhaustion fills me, and all I want to do is sleep. So, I pull my shirt off and strip down to my boxers.

“Ready?” I ask him when I find him staring at me, lips parted.

“Yup,” he squeaks out, ripping his eyes off my body. He quickly pulls back the covers and jumps into bed, moving all the way over to the wall.

I roll my eyes and get into the bed, groaning as my body settles into the mattress.

“Night,” Declan whispers as I pull the blanket up over us.

“Night,” I mumble, closing my eyes.

Minutes pass and still, I can’t fall asleep. My mind is racing with all the fucked up things going on in my life. Like how I need to tell that cunt Tina to fuck off and leave Sadie alone. I knew she was messing with her, but I didn’t know how bad it was. If I threaten her, though, it would only turn Tina into more of a crazy bitch.

“I can’t sleep,” I huff, moving to sit up. But when I look down at Declan, he’s already passed out cold.

Sighing, I scrub my hands over my face before looking back down at him. He looks so peaceful, lips parted, chest moving with steady breaths.

He still has his glasses on, so I reach over and take them off his face, placing them on the bedside table.

I turn back to Declan, my hand itching to touch him. So I do. I brush his hair out of his face, gliding my fingers down the side of his face, lingering on his cheek. “I hope she chooses you,” I murmur. “She would be a fool not to. You're the best choice. You're kind, loving, and fiercely loyal. You will give her everything she needs and wants in life.” I lean down and brush my lips against his. “I just want you to be happy,” I whisper. “Even if it can’t be with me, I would be glad if it's with her.”


Chapter 4

Sadie

“Whoever has their hand groping my boob, at least buy me dinner first,” Mia groans, shifting in the bed behind me.

Her words are too loud, and I groan in pain, rolling over to shove my face into the pillow.

“Sorry,” Alice murmurs.

When I got home last night, I passed out. That was until my best friends came to my place at midnight, pounding on my door and freaking out because they couldn’t get a hold of me.

Emma was ready to bust a window to get inside, so I pulled my drunk ass out of bed and let them in.

I proceeded to tell them I lost my phone and lied, telling them the guys took me for a ride, but then we got into a fight, and in the end, I came home, got drunk, and passed out. They insisted on staying over, so we all continued to drink before crashing in my bed.

Lies. So many fucking lies. I’ve never lied so much in my life. It’s all I seem to be doing.

But Preston’s father said he would kill me if I told anyone about what happened last night. And yes, I know in my drunken state, I blurted it all out in the heat of the moment to the guys.

The guys are one thing, but I don’t know if telling the girls is a good idea; I don’t want to put their safety at risk. It would kill me if one of them got hurt because of me.

So, for now, I won't tell them about Collin and the photos. I don’t tell them about being shoved into a limo, threatened, and then tossed out onto the side of the highway.

“Shut up,” I whine. The feeling of someone beating my brain like a drum is making my stomach roll.

“I know I keep saying this, but I really mean it this time. I’m never drinking again,” Emma moans.

“We need to start taking edibles or some shit. No hangover,” Alice says, and I feel the bed move as she sits up.

“No, but we would get the munchies. Think of all the junk food we would consume,” Mia mutters. “My dad would just love to see me gain a few pounds, just so he can bitch me out about how Declan isn’t going to like me if I’m fat.” She snorts. “Sorry, Dad, but that’s not the reason he doesn’t like me. I can’t wait to find out what he’s going to say when he finds out I’m leaving Dec for a girl.”

“Wait, what?” Alice’s voice is laced with panic. “A girl? Who? Who are you seeing?”

I roll my head to the side to see Alice’s narrowed eyes glaring down at Mia.

“No one,” Mia sighs, moving to sit up. She turns to face Alice. “But I’m going to be marrying a woman someday. I’m gay, remember?” She crawls out of the bed and walks into the bathroom across the hall.

Alice watches her go.

“Girl, you need to shape up before you lose her,” Emma sighs.

Alice’s gaze drifts down to Emma. “What are you talking about?”

Emma looks to the door as she sits up before leaning in to get close to Alice. “Are you blind?” she hisses. “That girl has been in love with you for years. But you're so hung up on getting dick you can’t see it. Or maybe you do, and you don’t feel the same way. And that’s fine, but give the girl a break and let her down if you don’t.”

“Emma,” I warn, eyes flicking to the door and back. “Shut up.”

“No,” Emma growls. “I’m done with all this dancing around. I love you both; you’re both my friend, and I hate seeing either of you hurt. I’m not stupid, Alice. I see the way you look at her, and you’re using guys to mask your feelings. It’s okay to want another woman; none of us care.”

Emma pulls the blankets off and storms out of the room.

Alice glares at Emma as she leaves, and my heart sinks as I see tears well in her eyes.

“Fuck her,” her voice cracks. “She doesn’t know anything.”

“Come here.” I move the blanket up, inviting her in to cuddle with me.

Alice wipes at her eyes angrily before moving to cuddle her back to my front. I wrap my arm around her.

“We’re here for you,” I murmur. “We got your back. You can always talk to us. Me or Emma, without Mia around.”

“I know,” she whispers. “You can do the same too, you know.”

I swallow hard. “I know.” My voice cracks. I need to tell them, I have to. Because every day that goes by that I have to keep my past bottled up, it eats at me more and more.

If I’m going to keep adding lies to the pile, I’m going to have to spill some truths to balance it out.

Yeah, Sadie, keep lying to yourself, too; it’s what you do best these days.
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“Okay, spill,” Emma demands, leaning back in her chair as she crosses her arms and glares at me the moment I sit down for lunch.

“Spill what?”I blink in confusion as I look around at my best friends.

“You’ve been really weird this whole weekend. You don’t just get drunk for nothing. It’s not like you. Something is eating at you, and we want to know what. We’re your best friends, Dee. We love you beyond compare. We want to be there for you, but we can’t if you don’t talk to us,” Alice explains.

Licking my lips nervously, I look around. I can’t talk about something so serious in the lunchroom.

“Okay.” I nod, a knot growing in my belly. “But not here.”

The girls look at one another before gathering their lunches and standing up. As they follow me out of the cafeteria, we pass the Host Club room.

The door is open, and I risk casting a glance inside. I don’t see the guys, but I do see Tina and her little cronies laughing as they gossip.

Turning my attention away from the door, I quicken my steps until we’re outside.

“Sadie,” Mia says. “You're scaring us. What the hell do you need to tell us that you have to bring us all the way out here?” she asks as we head down the little hill near one of the many ponds on the property.

“Are you going to kill us and feed our bodies to the gators?” Alice asks.

“No.” I snort out a laugh, shaking my head. “We don’t have gators on the property. That’s a safety hazard."

“Shame. I could think of a few people I’d love to feed to a gator,” Emma grumbles.

“Me too,” I sigh, stopping and spinning around to face my friends. They stumble to a halt. “Sit.”

We all sit under a weeping willow tree, and I lean my back against the trunk, bringing my knees up. I pull my sweater down over them, not caring about how hot it is today. I just want to feel small and safe right now.

“Sadie,” Emma’s voice turns soft. “Babe, what’s going on?”

“A lot,” I whisper, hating the tears that sting my eyes. “A lot I want to tell you, but I’m afraid to.”

“You can tell us anything,” Alice promises. “It doesn’t matter what. We won’t speak a word.”

“I need to talk to someone because I’m going fucking crazy.” I laugh, wiping at my eyes.

“Spill, babe. We’re here, we got you,” Emma reassures me, grabbing my hand.

So I do.

I tell them all about the bullshit with Tina; most of it they already know from what they’ve seen with their own eyes.

I admit how I’ve fucked up and fallen for four men I can’t have, about Collin’s father and what happened in the limo the other day. At first, I wasn’t going to tell them that part, but I know the girls will keep this to themselves, and not get involved. I ask them as much to make sure to keep them safe. I also fill them in on my struggles with my eating over the past few years, but I don’t go into details on how it started, or how serious it was, just that I’ve been doing a lot better and then I reveal the biggest secret I’ve kept for years. About that night of the party, and while I don’t remember everything, I do know I was assaulted.

By the time I’m done, I’m in tears and hyperventilating. “Oh, babe,” Emma rasps, and the girls pull me into a group hug.

They tell me how much they love me, how sorry they are that I had to go through that, how they wish they could have been there for me, but understand why I didn’t say anything.

They go on, saying how they’ve got my back now and everything will be okay.

Will it, though? Because right now, I feel like my life is on a downward spiral with no end. It’s just one thing after the other.

It’s my fault for walking through those gold and red Host Club doors and making that deal.

“Sadie?” Collin’s voice has my heart jumping into my throat, my pulse racing.

“Oh no, you don’t.” Mia jumps to her feet. “After what you did, you have no right to come anywhere near her.”

Collin gives my friend a glare. “You don’t know anything,” he growls before his eyes shift to me. “Sadie, please talk to me.”

I haven’t seen any of the guys since Saturday night, but Declan did give my phone to Mia to give back to me this morning. I haven’t bothered turning it on yet, afraid of what the text messages and voicemails might say now that they know I have my phone back.

“Why? So you can lie your way out of it? She saw the photos, Collin,” Emma snips, helping me to my feet.

Collin ignores my friends and moves over to me. “Baby girl,” he murmurs, cupping my face, his concerned eyes boring into mine. “I hate seeing you cry.”

“Maybe you should stop being the reason for it then,” Alice mutters.

“Would you please leave us?” Collin sighs heavily, shooting Alice a look.

Now that my mind is a lot clearer and my chest is less heavy—due to spilling everything to my best friends—I feel a lot better. But I’m not sure if I’m ready for what’s to come. Part of me wants to just bury my head in the sand and ignore it all, act like none of it happened, and hope it goes away.

Sadly, that’s not how life works, and if I continue to ignore reality, it’s going to eat me alive.

“It’s okay.” I give my best friends a reassuring smile. “We need to have this talk.”

“Are you sure?” Emma asks. “Because he can fuck right off. He has no right to you.”

“I know.” I nod. “But I’m sure. I’ll be okay. He won’t hurt me.” At least, I don’t think he would. Honestly, I’m not sure what to think anymore.

“Of course, I wouldn’t hurt you.” He gazes down at me, both hands cupping my face now. He brushes his thumbs against my cheeks, and I hate how much I love it. How much I crave his touch, his smell, him. He might have been a lot to handle at times, but it’s been growing on me. I miss it, I miss him.

“Maybe not physically,” I whisper. “But my heart sure has taken a hit.” I reach up and rub at my chest. Hurt flashes in his eyes before I tear my attention away from him and back to my friends. “I’ll call you if I need you.”

“Meet up after school?” Alice asks.

“Yeah.” I smile. “Need some study time.”

“Ah, more like we need to go pick out Halloween costumes.” Emma snorts. “It’s okay, babe; we know what you meant.” She winks before shooting a glare at Collin. She steps up close, getting in his face. Well, the best she can with the height difference. “I don’t care who you are, who your mommy is, or how much money you have. If you hurt my best friend again, I will sneak into your home and smother you in your sleep,” she whispers clearly.

I could almost cry again because how could I have kept all this from them? Of course, they would have my back. They would never judge. Sometimes, it’s hard to talk to others because admitting things out loud makes everything a lot more real.

But they’re my family, my people. No more keeping things from them. At least things I know I’m allowed to tell. The threat from Collin’s dad doesn’t count. He can eat shit and die, crazy bastard.

I watch as the girls leave, walking back up the hill and towards the school. It’s only then that I notice the other people mulling around in the distance, who could easily see how close Collin and I are right now.

The realization has me taking a step back and out of his hold.

He takes a step forward, brows furrowing. “People could see us,” I tell him, lowering my eyes because it hurts to look at him.

“I don’t fucking care if anyone sees,” he growls.

“Well, I do.” I raise my voice, my eyes snapping back up to his. “The last fucking thing I need right now is people spreading rumors that I’m fucking my TA. It’s bad enough I have Tina on my ass again and the fact that everyone is talking about how I’m fucking the whole Host Club. I don’t need any more attention on me.”

Another lovely thing I learned about over the weekend is that I’m not just fucking Preston, Grayson, and Declan, but the Host Club as a whole. Yup, all twenty-plus people. How fucked up is that? I fucking hate rich people and their big mouths with nothing better to do than fuck with other people’s lives.

I don’t have a doubt in my mind that Tina was the one who started that. Another reason to stay away from the Host Club.

Now that our arrangement is done, I should stay away. Far away. But why does the idea of that make me want to cry even more?

They’re not mine. But I want them to be. All of them. But like the saying goes, we can’t always get what we want.

“Sadie,” he whispers.

“Look, you wanted to talk? Here’s your chance, talk.” I cross my arms, pretending like I’m not a fucking basket case inside right now.

“Can we go somewhere more private?”

“No.” I shake my head because if I’m in a room alone with him, I don’t think I’d be able to stop myself if he worked his damn charm on me, even if I’m pissed at him.

“Okay,” he sighs heavily, running a hand through his inky black hair.

He looks too good right now, dressed in brown slacks and a white button-down. His sleeves are rolled up, displaying the ink on his arms. “About the photos.”

“Oh, this has gotta be good.” I laugh, shaking my head as I turn to start walking towards a nearby picnic table.

“It’s not what it looked like,” Collin insists as he follows me over.

“Really?” I ask, taking a seat at the table and laying my arms on top. I watch him take a seat on the other side, surprised when he didn’t insist on sitting next to me. Probably wants to make sure he can look me in my eyes as he breaks my heart even more. “So, you’re telling me that wasn’t you in the photos fucking some woman?”

He gives me a guilty look, and I swear I almost puke. “I can’t do this,” I say in a rush, moving to stand up.

“No, Sadie, please, stay.” He sounds so desperate right now. I think the only reason why he hasn’t snatched me up and taken me somewhere private is because there are people around.

Taking a deep breath, I sit back down.

“Look, yes, the photos are of me,” he starts, but quickly follows it up with. “But there’s a lot of photoshop work that was done.”

“Okay.” My brows furrow in confusion.

“The photos were taken of me when I was a teenager. It was a one-night stand; the girl meant nothing to me.”

“Real nice,” I snort.

“No, not like that,” he stresses, running a hand down his face in frustration. Maybe I should just shut up and listen. It would probably make this go by a lot faster. Then, I can leave and lick my wounds in peace. “What I mean is it wasn’t someone I was interested in. I didn’t really want anyone back then. It was before my feelings for you emerged. I’m not going to lie, I was a bit of a man whore back then. I’m not proud of it. But once I came to terms with how I felt about you, how my feelings have shifted, I haven’t been with anyone else. Not since having you.”

I shouldn’t like how his words make me feel—I shouldn’t believe it—yet butterflies erupt in my belly anyways.

“So you’re telling me, your father somehow had photos of you taken from when you were a teenager having sex with some girl and then photoshopped Connie’s face onto them?”

“Yes.” He nods. “That’s exactly what I’m telling you. Preston told me what you said about my father, the things he said and did.” His nostrils flare. “I am so fucking sorry that he did that. I should have been watching you closer. I should have protected you.”

“It’s not your job, Collin.”

He gets up and makes his way around the table to sit next to me. “But it is, Loillpop, it really is. It always has been. Since the moment your mother brought you home, and I saw your squishy little face, I vowed I would do everything in my power to protect you. Then, I was just a little kid with big dreams of being your protector. Later, I turned into a teenager, fighting boys off left and right.” My brows go up at his admission, but I keep quiet. “And then I had to go away. I hated that, you know I did. I told you as much. But I still found ways to make sure you were okay. Even then, it wasn’t enough. I’m not God, I can’t be there every moment of every day. And I will forever hate myself that I couldn’t protect you from that monster.”

I know he means Lionel and my eyes start to sting. I close my eyes and look away. But he keeps going.

“But I will protect you from this monster. I will do everything in my fucking power to make sure my father doesn’t touch you. Everything he said was a lie, Sadie. The photos, his threats, everything.”

“So I wasn’t just something to do to pass the time before you could be with her?” I ask, voice cracking. I knew, deep down, I wasn’t. Things between us, even though it’s odd and intense, you can’t fake feelings like that.

Maybe a part of me wanted to use this as an excuse to hate him, to have one less person to have a hold of my heart so I can stop being pulled in so many different directions.

“No,” he says the world fiercely. “Never. Because there is no her, there is no one but you, Sadie. Just you, always you. Every other woman in this world means nothing to me. I only have eyes for you. He’s been trying to get me to marry that woman for years now, and I told him the same thing every time. Never. I will never marry Connie. Or anyone else he tries to set me up with. Because I love you. I want you.”

My chest feels so heavy with all these conflicting emotions.

“What about the audio?”

“What audio?” he asks, brows furrowing.

“He played an audio of you and her talking. About how you were excited to see her again.” And then I sigh. “He probably did something to fake it.”

“No probably. He did. Whatever it was, it wasn’t me talking. Hell, he most likely used AI or something. Because I haven’t talked to that woman recently, if ever. Please, Sadie–” his hand grips me tight. “Please believe me.”

I chew on my lower lip, stomach doing somersaults. I should say no, that it’s just not that easy. But it is. Because I was fooling myself. This is Collin. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, this man is crazy about me. He’s made it known more than once.

“I do,” I finally say, my voice just above a whisper.

“You do?” he asks, eyes flicking between mine, filled with a vulnerability I’ve never seen.

“I do.” I nod. “But...”

“No buts,” he growls, brows furrowing.

“But–” I continue. “It doesn’t change anything. I believe you when you say you don’t want to marry that woman, but your father does. He made it very clear that he will stop at nothing to make that happen. Including threatening my life and trying to pay me to leave.” I shake my head, looking out at the people walking along the path as I remember the crazy amount of money. “I’m not going to lie, I was tempted, you know. To take the money and go.” I turn back to look at Collin, who’s watching me intensely. Everything about this man is intense.

“But you didn’t,” he states.

“No. I don’t want his money. It’s dirty and comes with strings attached. I don’t want to leave, this is my home. I have plans for my future right here, on these school grounds. This school is literally going to be my career.” My heart starts to race as I think about the threat. “But I am afraid. If I don’t do what he asked of me, what will happen? Will he really kill me?”

“No.” He shakes his head. “Because I won’t let him get near you to do it.”

“He’s a powerful man, Collin.”

“And so am I.”

My belly swoops, my heart beating a little bit faster.

“What about my mom? What if he threatens her if I don’t do as he asks.”

“She’s under Mark’s protection. You don’t have to worry about her. He wouldn’t risk it. My father is lower on the social ladder than Mark. Much, much lower. All of this is some pathetic power play to keep himself relevant in our world. He knows he’s nothing. The only reason why he holds any power at all is because of the fucked up dirty things he does for criminals.”

“Maybe you should just do it,” I whisper, hating the words as soon as they leave my mouth. “It’s not worth the trouble. I’m not worth the trouble.”

“Never,” he snarls. “I would never marry her. Even if you told me you and I would never be anything more, I still wouldn’t. I want to marry for love, not because someone else is forcing me to. It’s the one thing my mother has always wanted for me. She learned her lesson and paid big time for it. Told me that the only good thing that came out of that arrangement was me. And even though she had to go through a lot before she came out on top, she said it was worth it. I don’t need to marry for money and connections. I have more money than I’d ever know what to do with. What I need is you. Only you.”

I don’t pull away when he slides his fingers into the back of my hair and pulls me close. I take a shuddering breath as he leans in and kisses me softly before putting his forehead against mine. “I love you, Sadie. When will you understand that nothing else in the world matters to me?”

This is crazy. All of it. I hardly know Collin. Yet I find myself wanting to throw myself at him, tell him I want him too, that I care for him far more than I should.

I want him. I want him to be mine.

“I love you too,” I whisper, because I do. As crazy and fucked up as it is, I’m falling in love with Collin, one crazy thing he does after the other.

The night of the charity ball was a living nightmare for me. I’ve never felt so defeated and hurt by what I thought he did. I should have known better than to believe that monster. If Collin really did want to be with Connie, then his father wouldn’t see me as a threat or as someone who needs getting rid of.

“But–”

“Seriously, Sadie, enough with the buts, or I’ll be spanking yours,” he growls.

I laugh. “But–” I continue, a small bit of the darkness ebbing away. “It doesn’t make everything else in my life disappear.”

“I’ll deal with my father. I promise.”

“It’s not that.” I shake my head. “Yes, I love you. Yes, I’d love to be with you. But the fact is, as much as I hate it, you know how I feel about the other guys.”

“I don’t care,” he insists. “Be with them all if you want. I don’t care. As long as I have you, that’s all that matters.”

My brows shoot up, and I laugh in disbelief. “You? Mister-Caveman. Mister-don’t-touch-my-woman-and-growls-any-time-the-guys-so-much-as-look-at-me is okay sharing me with other people?”

“Not really,” he sighs. “I’m a possessive man, okay. I want you all to myself, yes. But this past weekend, it opened my eyes. I don’t want to lose you, Sadie. The fear I felt thinking you hated me—would never talk to me again—it was soul destroying. I was losing my mind.”

“Oh,” I whisper.

“So, if that means I have to share you with one or all three of the guys, I will. I’m not sure how we would make it work, but I will.”

“Really?” I ask, searching his eyes. “You’re not joking?”

“I’d never joke when it comes to my feelings for you,” he promises.

“Okay.” I blink, head spinning with all this new information.

“Look, don’t answer me now. Just think about it. You know where I stand. I’m not going anywhere. I will be finding a way to get my dad off our asses, and I will share you with the other guys.”

I just stare at him, unsure what to say.

“I gotta go, class starts in a few. But before I do, I need to know are we okay?” His eyes bore into mine. “Because I’m not leaving here until we are.”

It’s official, I’m crazy. I’m sitting side by side with this man on the crazy train. “We’re okay.”

The smile he gives me makes my whole body light up. “I’ll see you later, baby girl.” He leans in and presses a kiss to my forehead.

I watch him leave and can’t help the slow smile that slips onto my face. Did that really just happen?


Chapter 5

Sadie

For the rest of the day, all I can think about is Collin. That conversation did not go at all how I expected it to.

He says he’s willing to share me. That’s something that needs to be seen to be believed because Collin is very much as he said, a possessive man.

Then again, he did back off on trying to get the guys to end their arrangement with me.

It doesn’t matter anyways. He’s not going to need to share me with anyone because I have no idea where I stand with the other three.

All of them are engaged to other women.

The night of the ball, the things they said to me as we danced... it’s still confusing as hell.

Declan asked me not to give up on him now that the arrangement is done. Does that mean he wants something more? I haven’t had the chance to talk to him about it since everything happened.

Grayson told me he wasn’t done with me, whatever that means. Does he just want to sleep around with me some more? Like a best-friends-with-benefits kind of thing? As much as my body wants that, craves that, I know my heart can’t handle doing anything more with any of them if it’s just going to be temporary or a means to an end.

And Preston’s words have been echoing through my head non-stop. ‘I want to hate you so bad; it kills me that I can’t.’

“Ugh,” I mutter under my breath.

My last class of the day was dismissed a while ago, but I ended up sitting in the empty classroom, lost in my own thoughts before I finally leave.

The halls are empty as I walk. I don’t even realize where I am until I’m being pulled into the Host Club room.

I let out a yelp of surprise before being pushed up against a door.

“Grayson?” I gasp, eyes widening as I look up to find him boxing me in.

“Hey, Pretty Girl.” He gives me a wicked grin that makes my pulse race, in more than one place. “I thought we were over all this avoiding bullshit.”

“I wasn’t avoiding you,” I huff, narrowing my eyes. “I’m sorry I have a life outside of you three.”

His lip twitches. “Someone’s feeling a little feisty today,” he murmurs low, hand reaching up to tuck some hair behind my ear, fingers lingering as he plays with my locks. Goosebumps break out all over my body.

“Why did you pull me in here?” I ask, trying not to let it show in my voice how much just a simple touch by him affects me.

“We need to talk,” he says coyly, tilting his head to the side.

“About what?”

“About a lot of stuff.” Again, with the vague responses. “But first, I need to do this.”

“Do what?” I ask, blinking.

The hand that’s playing with my loose strands moves up to slide behind my head. Grayson tangles his fingers in my hair, and I gasp as he grips a good handful. It’s then that I realize that it’s the perfect opening for him to swoop down and kiss me.

He groans, tongue dipping into my mouth, dancing with mine as he shifts his hips forward, pressing his very obvious erection against my belly, causing me to turn to molten lava.

I whimper, hands shooting out to grab at his jacket. My head spins as I feel my knees wobble.

His other hand loops around my waist, holding me up as he deepens the kiss. His lips move against mine slowly and sensually, driving my body wild and making me forget about everything I’ve been obsessing over for the past few hours.

That is, until a throat clears behind us. “Do you mind? I’m not interested in seeing you two fuck right here in front of me.”

Preston’s voice is like a bucket of cold water to the face. I pull back from Grayson’s lips so fast my head would have smacked against the door if his hand wasn’t there.

I’m a panting mess as my lips tingle from the kiss.

“Fucking cock blocker,” Grayson growls, eyes still on me. He gives me a wink before turning to face Preston. “And you're a damn liar. You would be sitting in that damn chair, hand wrapped around your cock, jerking off as I fuck our girl so good she forgets her own name.”

My eyes widen at his words. How am I even surprised by the things that come out of his mouth anymore? I should be used to it by now.

Eyes flicking over to Preston, I find him glaring at Grayson. “You fucking wish.” My stomach flips when his eyes lock on mine. Something shifts between us, so many unsaid words that I don’t quite understand. This Preston isn’t the same one I’ve come to know during our arrangement. This is the Preston who comes to the chapel tower and sits with me in silence for hours. I’ve never seen this side of him outside that tower. Even if he hasn’t even spoken a word to me, I know something has changed. And that both thrills me and terrifies me.

Maybe it started the other night, but I was too fucked up mentally and emotionally to notice.

He pulls his eyes away from mine, snapping us out of that moment.

My heart races as I struggle to get my breathing under control.

It’s not until I look down at the couch that I notice Declan is here, too. “Hi.” I can’t help but smile softly. When he smiles back, I’m just about done for.

“Hi, Sweetheart.”

“Come, sit,” Grayson urges, throwing himself onto the couch next to Declan. He doesn’t even give me a chance to respond before he’s pulling me down and into his lap.

“Would you stop manhandling me?” I grumble, but I’m secretly thrilled to be where I am.

“But I thought you loved it when we’re a little rough with you.” Grayson chuckles low in my ear, making me shiver. Damn traitorous hormones.

Preston rolls his eyes. “Look, we asked you here because we need to talk.”

“Asked me?” I raise a brow. “He pulled me in from the hallway by surprise.”

“Semantics.” He waves his hand.

“Are you doing okay?” Declan asks, my attention shifting over to him. “We’ve been worried about you. Did you get your phone back?”

“Mia gave it to me.” I smile. “Thanks. And am I okay?” I let out a huffed laugh. “I think that's a loaded question. Let’s see. I was kidnapped, threatened, and left on the side of the highway in the pouring rain. Am I alright? No, not really.”

“We’re going to make him fucking pay,” Preston growls and my eyes flick back over to his. “What he did to you was wrong. It was fucked up. And we’re not going to let him get away with it.”

“And what are you going to do?” I ask him, honestly curious.

He looks at the guys before coming back to me. “We have it under control.”

“What does that mean?” I raise a brow. “Because I don’t want any more trouble. It’s bad enough I’m not leaving after your father told me to. I don’t want to bring any more attention to myself.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Preston insists. “Just trust us.”

Trust them? It’s not that easy.

“Just know we’re handling Preston’s father and all the bullshit he’s put you through. So please, don’t worry about it. But knowing you, you’re going to, so at least try,” Grayson teases, running his fingers lazily up my arm as his lips graze the shell of my ear.

He’s making it really hard to concentrate right now.

“What did you drag me in here for?” I ask, a little more breathless than I want to be.

“To talk,” Preston repeats, that broody look he wears so well still in place.

“So, talk,” I counter back. I swear his lip twitches.

“We’re breaking off our engagements,” Declan announces.

That has my head snapping to the side so fast I wouldn’t be shocked if I broke my neck in the process. “What?” My eyes widen.

He scratches the back of his head nervously. “None of us want the future our parents, or in Grayson’s case, grandfather, set us up for. Futures none of us agreed to. At a young age it’s instilled in us how this world works and the parts we must play. So, none of us were surprised or fought it when the time came, and our choices for our lives were taken from us. We went along with it because it’s what we knew, it’s how it works. But...”

Declan looks from Grayson to Preston, then back to me. “We want to change the outcome. To take back our lives and live them how we want to.”

My heart pounds in my chest. They want to end their engagements? But why?

I ask them just as much. “I’m sure something like that isn’t going to be easy. I don’t think any of your parents or grandfather are going to take it lying down. Is it really worth all the trouble?”

Grayson snorts out a laugh. “Our happiness, Pretty Girl? Yeah, I think it’s worth everything that's about to come our way. It’s not going to be easy, not at all. And I know a few of us are going to have to use every resource we can think of, even if it resorts to blackmail. I’m not above burning some bridges on my way out.”

“Why?” I whisper. “Why now?”

Grayson grips my chin, turning my head to the side to face him. “Because of you, Pretty Girl,” he murmurs. Everything inside me shifts as his eyes bore into mine. I can’t breathe, afraid to. His finger brushes my cheek and all I want to do is melt into his touch.

“Me?” The question is packed with so much uncertainty, confusion, and hope.

“I said I wasn’t done with you.” He gives me that painfully gorgeous smile that has my brain short-circuiting.  “And I meant it.”

Licking my lips, I scream at my brain to tell my lungs to take a fucking breath. My eyes flick over to Declan. “And you?”

He gives me a smile so sweet it wrecks me. “I’ve wanted you from afar for a long time, Sweetheart. Wanting, longing.” His eyes flick over to Preston ever so quickly before returning back to me. “I like you, Sadie. I like you a lot, and maybe how we came together wasn’t in a very traditional way.” He laughs lightly. “But I wouldn’t have changed a thing. I’ve loved our time together, and it’s made those feelings for you grow more intense. I want you, Sadie. I want to see if this could be something more.”

Biting my lip, I move out of Grayson’s lap and straddle Declan’s. I love the way he sucks in a sharp breath, his cheeks growing the lightest shade of pink as his hands grip my hips. A tiny smirk twitches on my lips as I feel him growing hard under me. I love how easily I affect him. This stunningly sweet man who’s quickly wormed his way into my heart.

I wrap my arms around the back of his neck and he shudders as I start to play with the hairs at the base of his neck. “You like me?” I ask, tilting my head to the side.

“I do,” he confirms, voice quivering slightly.

“I like you too,” I murmur softly, eyes lowering to his lips as I give a part of myself to him. This has me feeling more vulnerable than being naked and having him inside me. I almost freak out over actually admitting it, but the smile he gives me... it washes all the worry away.

“You do?” he asks with so much hope.

I smile, leaning in and kissing him softly. He groans, his hands on my hips tightening as he pulls me down, adding pressure to his cock. I feel like being a little tease and roll my hips, getting a whimper out of him that fucking thrills me.

“Hey. I like you too.” Grayson pouts. “If me saying I wasn’t done with you wasn’t enough, then maybe telling you I’m crazy about you and want to make you my girl will.”

Breaking the kiss with Declan, I blink at Grayson, lips parted in shock. “You do?”

“Yes, I do.” Grayson leans over and grabs the back of my head. I sigh, moaning as he parts my lips with his tongue. He kisses me until I’m breathless, head spinning as I pull back.

“I thought you meant you just maybe wanted to mess around more.” My cheeks flame a bright neon pink.

“No,” he growls, nipping at my lower lip and then smirking at me. “I mean, fuck yes, I want to be inside you any chance I get, Pretty Girl.” He chuckles. “But I want to be with you.”

“You do?” I blink, still in a haze.

“We both do,” Declan says, eyeing his friend nervously. “I want you to be mine too.”

“Wow.” I’m in shock, I think... wait, nope, I am; I’m definitely in shock. My breathing picks up, and I have to close my eyes before I start crying. It might sound stupid to want to cry at this moment, but this is a big deal, a life-changing deal, because I thought with every ounce of my heart that nothing would come of this. That we would have our time together, and they would move on, get married, and live their lives.

“You okay, Sweetheart?” Declan asks, rubbing his hands up and down my thighs to soothe me.

I take a deep breath and open my eyes to meet his. “This isn’t some sick joke, is it?” I hate that I’m asking this.

His eyes flash with hurt. “No, of course not, Sadie. Why would you think that?”

“Because it feels too good to be true,” I huff out a laugh. “Because you two are some of the richest boys at this school. And you're telling me, you want to leave your arranged marriages to be with me?”

“Why do you think so little of yourself, Sadie,” Grayson growls, shifting closer. “You are smart, funny, kind, loyal, a good friend, and sexy as hell. You're everything a good chunk of the girls in this school—no, this society—isn’t. Why wouldn’t we want you?”

So many reasons come to the forefront of my mind, but I swallow those insecurities down.

“We just want the chance to win you over, to make you ours. Doesn’t matter who you pick, we would still be ending the engagements. Because even if we can’t have you, we don’t want them.”

Choose. Right.

“About that.” I laugh awkwardly. “Collin already beat you to this conversation.” I bite my lower lip.

“What?” Declan’s brows furrow.

“Of course, he fucking did. Let me guess, he already pissed on you and claimed you as his. Again.” Grayson rolls his eyes.

“Well, not quite.” I laugh. “We talked, and he told me about the photos being altered in some ways. About how his dad played a part in it and how it was just a ploy to get me out of the way so Collin would do as his father wants.”

“It’s true,” Preston agrees. He’s been very quiet this whole time. My eyes glance over to him where he sits in the chair, leaning back and watching us like we’re not having this big meaningful confession. One that I realize he isn’t taking part in. I hate how much that hurts me. “Whatever my father told you, it’s a lie. As much as I hate to admit it, Collin is crazy about you and wouldn’t fuck you over like that.”

I nod my head and bring my attention back to Grayson and Declan. “He did tell me he wanted me, that he wasn’t going to stop fighting for me.” I can’t help the smile on my face. “But he knows I like you guys.” I don’t dare look towards Preston. I don’t think I can handle his rejection right now. I’m not admitting shit to that man until he does. “He said he doesn’t care, that he just wants me.”

“So he’s trying for your hand, too?” Declan asks, brows furrowing.

Grayson snorts. “No, dude, he’s not trying. He’s taking. He’s not fighting for anything because he already owns her.” Grayson looks at me. “Isn’t that right, Pretty Girl?”

Grayson brushes the hair off my shoulder, fingers lingering.

“I’m so lost.”

“It doesn’t matter if Sadie picks me or you in the end. Collin will be a part of the equation,” Grayson explains.

Understanding dawns on Declan. “Wait, you mean... share her?” he asks. “What the fuck? I suggested that, and he shut it down fast.”

“You did?” My brows jump in surprise.

“Yes,” Declan sighs. “I.. ah, I didn’t want to risk you not picking me, so I offered up the idea. Because I’d rather share you with these assholes than not have you at all.” He looks over at Grayson. “But you brushed off the idea.”

“No, I didn’t.” Grayson’s brows furrow.

“Well, you didn’t respond? Collin laughed it off like it was the most ridiculous thing, and you didn’t say anything about it,” Declan grumbles like he’s hurt. Poor baby. I lean in and kiss his forehead. He blushes harder. “Collin is an asshole.”

“Huh, guess I didn’t.” Grayson cocks his head to the side. “I don’t hate the idea. We’ve been sharing her as it is. I don’t mind continuing to do it.”

“We shared her for a deal we made.” Of course, Preston has to be the one to piss all over my happy little bubble. “This is real life. It’s one thing breaking off your engagements—that's going to cause enough backlash as it is—but to share the same girl?” Preston shakes. “It’s not logical. It’s risky, and it’s going to blow up in your face.”

“Just because you want to continue to be a miserable prick doesn’t mean you get to come in here and try to make us be the same,” Grayson growls. “You don’t want to move things past the arrangement, that's your problem. I know what I want, and it’s Sadie. Declan knows what he wants, and it’s Sadie. Same goes for Collin.” Grayson looks at me. “You want the three of us? Me, Declan, and Collin?” I nod, the urge to correct him and say the four of them is on the tip of my tongue, but I don’t. So I just nod. “And if we decided to make you choose one of us over the idea of trying to see if we could all share you, how would that make you feel?”

I swallow hard, hating the spotlight on me. “As soon as I started to feel more for you guys, I tried to shut it down. It was pointless.” I laugh. “But I kept telling myself it was better to push the feelings down and try to move on rather than be hurt by having none of you even wanting me in the first place.”

“That's out of the question because we’re crazy about you.” Grayson grins, and my belly flutters.

“Or having to pick knowing I liked you all. I was selfish and wanted all or none.”

“Not selfish,” Declan corrects.

“It kind of is. Because how is it fair that I get you three.” Again, I hate that number. “And you only get me? Because I can’t do this if you're with another woman.” The idea makes me sick, seeing them touch someone else. It was already hard enough to see Preston with other women and he made it clear I was nothing but an arrangement to him.

“It’s fair because we don’t want anyone else, Sadie. Leaving our engagements like this is not an easy thing to do. We have a lot to work on to make it happen, and it’s going to take time. But we know what we want. You're worth it. You’re worth the whole damn world, Sweetheart.”

Emotion clogs in my throat. “But you hardly know me,” I whisper. “What if you get to know me and realize you hate me.”

“We could never hate you, Pretty Girl. It’s impossible.” Grayson chuckles.

“But you don’t know that,” I argue. I don’t want to sound like I’m trying to push them away, but this is a big deal. There are so many factors to consider.

“Hey,” Declan soothes, rubbing his hands on my thighs again. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. How about we do this right. Let’s take some time, and get to know one another outside school, outside the Host Club. Be friends like we always should have been. We date, have fun, and let us show you that we’re going to want you no matter what. And everything we learn about you is just going to make us like you more.”

“Okay.” I smile, actually liking the idea of not just jumping into things and spending time getting to know them properly.

“We better wrap this up,” Preston says. “Or continue it later. The members will be here soon.”

“Right.” I clear my throat.

Climbing off Declan, I smile as he tries to hide his obvious hard on and straighten out my skirt. Turning to Preston, I ask before I lose the nerve because he hasn’t said anything at all. I don’t know where he stands.

“So, you're not calling off your engagement?” I ask, licking my dry lips.

“Oh, I am.” He laughs, but it’s not filled with humor. “I’m not sure when and I don’t know how, but I sure as fuck know I don’t want to be shackled to that bitch for the rest of my life. I’d rather chop off my own damn balls.” He sighs, running his hand through his sandy blond hair. “I’d rather be miserable and alone than empty and with her.”

But all I hear is that he’d rather be miserable and alone than be with me.

And it fucking hurts more than I ever wanted to admit.


Chapter 6

Sadie

“Can I walk you home?” Declan asks.

“I can.” Grayson jumps to his feet.

“For fuck’s sake,” Preston mutters. “Both of you go because you’re going to be useless to me here anyways, acting like love-sick fools.”

His words would come off like an asshole to anyone else, but there’s something about him that’s changed. It doesn’t hold its usual harshness.

“Fine then,” Grayson concedes, hooking one arm into mine. “If we’re going to share, we may as well start now.”

“Not so fast! If you want to do this, by all means, go for it,” Preston says, standing and walking to us. “But the fact is, something like this is going to cause waves. You can’t, at least not right now, be public with your relationship. The school already seems to know we’ve been sleeping around, let them continue to think it’s all just fun and games. In private, do as you please, but be careful.”

“I hate that he’s right,” Grayson sighs. “Okay, fine, we can’t scream from the top of our lungs that you're our girlfriend or that we’re fighting to make you ours.” Grayson moves to loop his arms around my waist, pulling me close. “Because know this right now, Pretty Girl. That’s what you are to me or will be.” He grins.

“Grayson, we forgot about one thing,” I whisper, and he cocks his head to the side. “The little fact that our parents are getting married in December.”

Mom called the house phone last night, excited that she and Mark have finally picked a date. December seventeenth, her birthday. She wants a winter wedding, and I know it’s going to be nothing short of a winter wonderland. I’m excited to start planning with her, but it doesn’t change the fact that Grayson is about to become my stepbrother.

“So?” Grayson cocks a brow.

“How are you so relaxed about the whole step-sibling thing?” I huff.

“Because it’s hot.” He smirks. “The whole forbidden thing makes my cock hard. See?” He rolls his hips, and I bite my lip, holding back my reaction.

“Grayson,” I warn.

He sighs. “It’s another thing we will have to work out. One thing at a time, but it changes nothing for me.”

The door opens, and the Host Club members start to pile in. A few give Grayson and me a second glance, which makes me step back.

“Come on,” Declan says as we follow after.

“What are our plans for tonight?” Grayson asks me as we walk down the hall.

“I wasn’t aware we had plans tonight?” I laugh.

“Well, if not with me, then with Collin or Declan.”

“Why?” I ask, brows furrowed.

“Because we can’t leave you alone,” Grayson says it so simply.

“Why not? I’ve been living alone for weeks. I’ve been staying home alone since I was twelve.” I laugh. “I think I can take care of myself.”

“Sadie,” Grayson growls. “Did you forget about the fact that your safety is at risk?”

“Do you really think he’s going to kill me if I don’t leave?” A flash of panic fills me.

“I don’t know. That's the thing. That man is unpredictable. He’s capable of a lot of fucked up shit.”

“Collin said I’d be safe on school property. If I leave, I’ll take one of the girls with me.”

“Or one of us,” Declan joins in as we push open the door leading outside. “Just call or text, outside of schoolwork, I don’t have any other obligations.”

“That's not true. What about the club?” And he knows I don’t mean the Host Club.

“I don’t have any real reason to go there,” he replies, shooting me a shy look. “Yes, I’m part owner, but I don’t really have a hands-on part in it. That's more of what the others do. I just went because...” He looks away and clears his throat.

“Because it was a place he went to fuck,” Grayson finishes bluntly, earning himself a glare from the both of us. “What?” he chuckles. “It’s true. Now, the only reason he would have to go there would be to go with you.”

“He’s right,” Declan says. “The club isn’t an issue. I won’t be going back.” He licks his lips, desire in his eyes. “Unless you wanted to go.”

“I think I’d like to go back.” I bite my lower lip. “I like that place. There, I’m able to be free without feeling judged. To explore myself, my wants, needs, and another side of myself I didn’t know I had until I met you guys,” I admit.

“We would never judge you, Pretty Girl,” Grayson reassures. “But we would love to go back and keep helping you explore and find the things you enjoy.”

“Thanks.” I smile up at him.

They walk me all the way to the cottage. I unlock the door and turn to say goodbye, that I’ll text them later, and thanks for everything. Or at least I was going to say something along those lines when Grayson pushes his way in.

“What are you doing?” I laugh as he walks into the kitchen and looks around.

“Thought we could hang out here for a bit.” Grayson spins around on his heel to shoot me a look.

“I have plans tonight, actually.”

“Oh, really now?” He grins. “More studying?” He raises a brow in amusement. “We’re so much more fun than studying. Aren't we, Dec?”

“I mean, I’d like to think so,” Declan agrees, closing the door behind him. He leans back against it, hands behind his back as he watches me with a hungry look.

The look in his eyes right now doesn’t feel like the sweet, innocent boy I’ve come to know.

“My friends and I are going out,” I say, suddenly feeling hot.

“Where ya going?” Grayson asks, shoving his hands into the pockets of his slacks as he slowly prowls towards me. He’s blocking the way to the rest of the house with Declan at the door. I feel boxed in. It has my heart racing and breathing picking up. And dammit, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t aroused with the tension in the air right now.

“To pick out Halloween costumes,” I whisper.

“Huh.” Grayson smirks. “To wear to my party?”

“Your party?” My brows furrow.

“Yup. Your friends always come, every year.” Grayson stops before me, and I’ve made the mistake of not moving, of not looking behind me, because Declan has moved closer, his body right behind mine. I bump into him, gasping when he grabs me by the hips, holding me still.

My pulse pumps wildly as they trap me between them, both looming over me like predators ready to devour their prey. I’m the prey, I want to be the prey so badly.

“But you never have,” Grayson murmurs, reaching up to tug at my hair. “You don’t like to party.”

“I do now,” I whisper.

“You do.” He nods slowly.

“With my friends.”

“Just your friends?” Declan asks, voice low as he moves my hair off my shoulder before bringing his lips to the base of my neck. “What about us? What about me?”

“You too,” I whimper, eyes closing as I lean into his touch.

“You know you're always safe when I’m around,” Declan murmurs, spinning me around so Grayson is at my back now. He looks me in the eyes, and the hunger has lessened slightly, replaced with something more. He leans in, bringing his lips to my ear, and whispers so softly I don’t think Grayson can hear. “I’m just sorry I wasn’t able to get there in time at the first one.”

My brows furrow, trying to process his words. When he pulls back, there's sorrow in his eyes.

And then it hits me. My eyes widen, lips parting. We share unspoken words. “It was you. The guy who carried me to safety. The one who did it again years later,” I say with my eyes locked on his.

He gives me a small smirk, and everything inside me breaks. He knows. He knows what Lionel did to me. He had to have, because the person who found me and took me away from my nightmare found me after it happened. He said he was sorry he couldn’t get to me in time, meaning he knows.

And yet, he still wants me.

Something inside me snaps, and I throw myself at him. He catches me, holding me up by the thighs as I wrap my arms around him and kiss him feverishly.

My hands are in his hair, gripping and tugging as our tongues battle together. He whimpers, and fuck, it has me so damn wet.

I want him so bad it hurts, need him so much that it’s going to drive me fucking mad if I don’t have him now.

“Fuck me,” I plead as I pull my lips from his. He looks at me dazed, his glasses askew and lips swollen from our kisses.

“What about me?” Grayson asks with a husky chuckle. “Want me to leave?”

I look at him over my shoulder. “No.” I shake my head. “I want both of you.”

The smile that forms on his face is downright devilish. “Does my Pretty Girl want to take two cocks at once?”

“Yes.” I nod my head frantically as Declan peppers open-mouth kisses along the column of my throat.

When Declan fucked me in the ass while using the vibrator on me, it was heaven. New sensations I’ve never felt before.

To have both of them inside me, filling me up, bringing me to new heights... Yeah, I want that. I’ve never wanted something more in my life than I do at this moment.

The two of them are driving me wild, slowly working their lips along my body as they strip me out of my clothes.

It’s not until I stand before them, fully naked with their wicked eyes eating up every inch of my body, that I realize they're still clothed.

“This isn’t fair,” I pout. “Strip,” I demand, chest heaving as my nipples tighten.

“Anything you want, Pretty Girl.” Grayson gives me a sexy chuckle as he slowly unbuttons his shirt.

I bite my lip, eyes fixated on his fingers and how they move as he works one button at a time.

He’s driving me crazy, and he knows it.

I’m practically dripping, standing here naked and exposed. Declan steps up behind me, running his hands down my arms, and I take a shuddering breath as he moves them up my body to cup my breasts.

I moan, leaning back into his touch to feel his hot chest against my back. He took off his shirt, and I didn’t even get to watch. How is that fair?

“I can feel your heart pounding,” Declan murmurs, nipping at my cheek. “Are you turned on, Sweetheart? Does the idea of having us both make you needy?”

“Yes.” I swallow hard, tone thick with arousal as I continue to watch Grayson undress. He stopped working his shirt, leaving it still half buttoned, and started working on his pants. Fucking tease. I lower my voice. “Do you wish it was us and Preston?”

His body stiffens behind me. “W-what?”

I spin around to look at him, taking his face into my hands. “Do you wish it was you and Preston taking me at the same time? Moving inside me together. Making me scream your names?” His pupils are blown wide, lips parted as his breathing picks up. “It’s okay,” I whisper, leaning in to brush my lips against his. “It’s okay.”

“Fuck, Sadie,” he whimpers, grabbing the back of my head and keeping me there as he deepens the kiss. It’s messy and desperate. “Someday,” I tell him, panting as I break the kiss, hoping that it’s a promise I can keep. “But right now–” I turn around to face Grayson, who’s paused, watching us. “I want the both of you.”

He’s still not fucking naked.

Stepping forward, I grab at his shirt and yank it open. His eyes widen, and he gives me a sexy smirk when the buttons go flying. “Well, well, well.” Grayson chuckles as I get to my knees and make quick work of his pants next, yanking them down. His cock springs free, and my mouth waters. He’s so big, so hard. The veins on his cock feel so damn good inside me. I wonder how he would feel inside my ass while Declan is deep inside my pussy. “I didn’t know you were becoming such an eager little, oooohhhhh—” A moan rips from his throat as I grab the base of his cock and squeeze before I bring him to my mouth. I gather saliva in my mouth, making it easier to take him all the way to the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Pretty Girl,” he groans. “That mouth is fucking killer.”

I moan as I bob my head, hands gripping his thick thighs. I’m so worked up with everything they have been doing to me.

I’ve been so anxious and worried about these guys and where we stood after our arrangement, even a little bit during so, to finally have answers and for them to be in my favor is more than I could have ever hoped for.

Maybe I should have taken time to think about it, about what this means, about the pros and cons, but fuck it. All I’ve been fucking doing these days is thinking. So much so, I’m driving myself mad.

So right now, all I want to do is feel. I can worry about everything else later.

A wave of confidence I’m not used to, plus the sounds of Grayson losing it for me, has me wanting more.

“Fuck, Sadie,” he grunts, grabbing a handful of my hair as I suck him like a fucking hoover. “I’m gonna cum before I’ve even been inside you.”

Licking my lips, I look up at him through my lashes, lips wet and swollen.

“Holy shit,” he whispers, running his hand down the side of my face. “You're a sight to behold, Sadie. Down on your knees like a good girl, sucking me off so eagerly. You're perfect.” I’m not, but I don’t tell him that.

He pulls me to my feet before crashing his lips to mine. He kisses me until I’m dizzy, then breaks us apart. “Lube?” he asks with a growl.

“Bedroom,” I pant out. “Side table.”

He spins me around to face Declan, who’s moved to the couch. He’s naked now, stroking his cock as his chest rises and falls quickly, eyes swimming with lust and need.

“Go give your boy some attention. I’ll be right back,” Grayson instructs, tapping my ass before leaving.

I’m over to Declan in a second, swinging my legs over his hips to straddle him. “Hi,” I whisper, taking his glasses off and putting them on the table next to us.

“Hi, Sweetheart,” he whispers back.

He needs me just as much as I need him, waiting for me to take control, to tell him what to do.

I smile, running my hands up his chest, over his shoulders, and into his hair. Grabbing handfuls, I give it a little tug, the move making him groan and his eyes flutter shut.

“You’ve been such a good boy,” I praise him, his eyes opening again, half-lidded this time, as I scrape my fingers along his scalp. “Being so patient, waiting for me. Do you want your reward now?”

“Yes.” He nods. “Please, Mistress.” My heart swells at the use of the name.

“What would you like your reward to be?” I ask, leaning down to kiss along his jawline.

“You. I want to be inside you. I want you to fuck me, use me, ride me.”

I grin against his jaw before giving it a little nip, a whimper escaping his lips.

“Then go on, put your cock inside me, Declan, and make me feel good.”

One hand moves to his cock, the other one grips my hip and guides me down over the tip. Once he’s notched, he repositions so both hands are on my waist and then pushes me down to make me take his cock in one go, his chest heaving with need.

He lets out this whimpering groan as I gasp, eyes widening and nails digging into his shoulders at the sudden intrusion.

“Fuck,” I pant out, body humming with need, clit aching, belly cramping with arousal.

“I’ve missed this,” Declan groans, letting his head fall back against the couch. Slowly, I start to rock my hips, grinding my clit against him, loving the jolt of pleasure that shoots through me.

“Me too,” I breathe out.

I look at him with desperation in my eyes as I ride his cock. The feeling of his body against mine and the connection is something I didn’t know how badly I needed until right now.

“Thank you for giving us a chance,” he grits his teeth as my pussy clamps around his cock when I rub my clit just right and whimper. “Fuck,” he squeezes his eyes shut. “I’m going to show you I mean it. That I want you, want this.”

He has no idea how much those words mean to me. “I can’t wait.” I pick up my pace, that fire in my belly growing more intense. I’m wet, so fucking wet that I can hear my arousal pooling against the base of his cock.

“You’re so beautiful, Sweetheart.” He reaches up and cups the side of my face. “My literal dream.”

“Declan,” I moan.

“That's it, Sweetheart, take what you want from me. Take all of me. I’m yours,” he says sweetly, with so much feeling.

And it does it for me. I shatter on top of him, crying out his name as I crumble into his arms. He murmurs praising words as he helps me through my orgasm, grabbing my hips and rocking me on his cock.

“That was hot as hell,” Grayson’s voice has me struggling to look to the side.

I’m sweaty, and my body is already starting to feel like jelly. But the way Grayson looks standing there with his shirt still on, open and showing his delectable muscled body, just makes my pussy clench around Declan all over again.

He just stands there, watching us with his hand around his cock as he slowly strokes it.

Every time I’m with one of these men, I have to pinch myself to make sure it’s real. They are fucking stunning, sexy, supermodel-level. And they want me.

Grayson prowls over, moving behind me. “Are you sure you can take more, Pretty Girl?” he asks, running his finger down my spine

Closing my eyes, I shiver at his touch.

“Yes,” I mumble. “I want you both to fill me up.”

Grayson chuckles, making my pussy quiver. “You're such a dirty girl, Sadie. I fucking love it. You want to be stuffed, fucked, then filled up with our cum, don’t you?” I moan in response and then gasp as his hand comes down hard on my ass. “I asked you a question, Pretty Girl.”

“Yes!” I sob out, fucking wrecked for these men already. I’m dripping, a whore for his dirty words. The way Preston spoke me and treated me in our time together, had me seeing stars, but Grayson’s words, though mild in comparison, are driving me equally mad. “I want that so bad. Please.”

“You beg so prettily,” Grayson praises, and I fucking preen.

“I don’t mean to rush things...” Declan says, panting. “But I’m dying here.”

Grayson laughs. “Stay like this, Pretty Girl. I need to prep this sexy ass.”

I close my eyes, loving the feeling of Declan’s hands all over me, soothing me. I feel so wanted, so loved right now, that it’s almost too much to handle.

There’s a part in the back of my mind telling me I don’t deserve this, deserve them, but I push it to the side because even if I don’t, I’m going to take anything I can get. Even if this might not be forever because nothing is guaranteed, I’m not going to take this for granted and miss out. I’ve already let my fears take control of my life. No more. Not with this, not with them.

I hear the sound of a cap being opened, and then a second later, Grayson slides a cold, wet finger into my hole.

“Oh,” I gasp, the feeling a little odd but not bad.

“That’s it,” Grayson murmurs as he starts to thrust his finger in and out. It starts to feel good, and when he adds a second, I moan. The stretch is nice, and the new sensations are enjoyable.

Once he’s deemed I’m ready, he pulls out his fingers and replaces them with his cock.

Nerves shoot through me. I’ve had Declan back there before, so I know I love anal, love the feeling of a cock deep inside me, but this is new—two people inside me at once. I’m going to die, aren't I? But what a way to go.

“Just relax,” Grayson soothes. “Breathe.”

I nod my head, taking a deep breath, doing my best to relax into Declan.

“We’ve got you, Sweetheart.” Poor Declan sounds like he’s hanging on by a thread.

“Oh god,” I whimper as Grayson presses the tip of his cock inside me.

“Should I stop?” He freezes.

“No.” I shake my head. “Don’t stop. Keep going.”

He does, slowly pushing his cock deeper and deeper inside me.

“Mother of god,” he groans. “Fuck, Pretty Girl. You're so tight, so warm. And shit, man, I can feel your dick.”

Declan laughs but then groans because the moment has me clenching. “So weird.”

“Move,” I pant, my body wound too tight with anticipation; I need this now.

“So impatient,” Grayson teases with amusement, but I shut him up when I squeeze my ring of muscles around his cock as tight as I can. “Fuck, shit, okay, you win,” Grayson growls before gripping my hips. He pulls all the way out, then slams forward.

I cry out, moaning their names. Grayson takes that as confirmation that I like this, and he doesn’t ease me into it. Apart from the first few strokes being slow and deep, he picks up his pace and starts fucking me.

“Holy shit, fucking hell,” Declan groans. “So weird, but so fucking good.”

“Fuck her, Declan. Don’t be a pillow princess and make me do all the work,” Grayson grunts as fucks into me.

I’m dead, gone; there’s too much going on to be able to talk or move. So, yes, I’m the pillow princess in this situation because I’m no help to anyone. I want them to use me and fuck me like a damn rag doll.

I’m in both heaven and hell as Declan thrusts up into me, over and over again.

Babbling is all I can do, unable to make any words that remotely sound like English as I sob in pleasure. I think I’m asking for more, but I don’t know.

It’s like a system overload. My body is on fire, every nerve lit up like a Christmas tree. The feeling of their cocks moving in and out, stretching me, hitting all my sweet spots, has me so close to the edge that I can’t stand it.

I’m a shaking mess, dripping in sweat, muscles clenching and unclenching.

The sounds they make, manly and unhinged, are driving me fucking wild.

It’s too much, and with a scream, I cum hard, unable to take anymore.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Declan shouts, and then he’s cumming right after me. His cock jerks inside me, jet after jet of cum filling me up.

Grayson follows after. “Fucking hell!” he roars, gripping my hips so hard, I know they’ll leave bruises. Ones I can’t wait to admire in the mirror.

His cock pulses inside me, filling my ass with his cum.

My eyes are heavy, my body jelly. And I think I pass out for a moment.

Grayson hisses as he pulls out and then groans. “Do you have any idea how sexy it is to see my cum dripping out of you right now, Pretty Girl?”

I smile sleepily against Declan’s chest.

“You okay there, Sweetheart?” Declan asks, petting my hair down.

“I think so,” I rasp. “Am I dead?”

Both men chuckle. “Death by our cocks. I think I like that.”

“I died. So good. Too good. Too much. Not enough.” I sigh.

Grayson leaves and comes back with a washcloth. I hold back the tears as he cleans me up the best he can with Declan still inside me.

The aftercare these two give me whenever we’re done is perfection. It fills me with emotion and makes me feel things I can't put into words.

I didn’t get the aftercare with Collin because of the location. Preston was done with me the moment he finished.

But Grayson? He might be a cocky asshole but fuck, he is so damn good to me. Declan might like to be dominated, but he loves to take care of me when we’re done, just like he likes to be cared for too.

I bite my lip and squeeze my eyes shut. I can’t cry, I can’t ruin this.

“Pretty Girl, you okay?” Grayson asks.

“I’m fine,” I rasp.

“Hey.” Grayson moves, kneeling next to Declan on the couch. “What’s wrong?”

I shake my head, not opening my eyes. If I talk, I’ll cry.

“Bad feelings?” Declan asks, seeming to sense what’s going on. I shake my head. “Good feelings?” I nod a little bit. Declan wraps his arms around me tightly, kissing the top of my head as he runs his hand up and down my back. “It’s okay to feel emotional during sex. Especially with what we just did. If you need to cry, don’t feel like you have to hold it in. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about, and we don’t judge.”

I move to bury my face in his chest, and I cry. I do feel stupid because I have nothing to cry over. But with everything that's happened, not only in the past few days but the last few weeks, it’s all crashing in on me.

Declan holds me, letting me cry despite the softening of his cock and the mess we’re making.

“I’m sorry,” I say after I’ve calmed down.

“Don’t be sorry.” Grayson brushes the hair from my face. “You have nothing to be sorry for.”

I laugh. “We just had amazing sex, and I ruined it by crying.” I laugh, moving to sit up. I wipe my eyes, no doubt looking a mess.

“You ruined nothing, Sadie,” Declan insists. “Do you wanna talk about it?”

“It’s silly.”

“Never silly,” Declan counters.

“It’s hard to put into words. When I’m with you guys, I feel safe, wanted, and whole.” I blush a little bit. “You take care of me, treat me like I’m worth something.” I close my eyes as I take a shuddering breath. “I’m not used to that. With...” I don’t say his name. “My ex. I was just a hole for his pleasure, you know? I felt cheap and used and...” I shake my head. “I don’t feel that with you guys. So, thank you.”

“You never need to thank us for treating you how you deserve to be treated. Know your worth, Pretty Girl, and if you can’t, we’ll show you.” He leans in and kisses me deeply. “Now let’s go get you showered.”

He helps me off the couch, and I groan as I feel cum dripping down my thighs. Declan stands awkwardly, using tissues from the side table to clean the mess on him.

I bite my lower lip, trying not to smile.

“I’m going to need to burn that couch.” I laugh.

“We will buy you a new one.” Declan laughs.

Grayson scoops me up into his arms and grins down at me. “Then we’ll fuck you on that one too.”


Chapter 7

Sadie

I’m stepping into the living room, freshly showered, a towel wrapped around my body while I dry my hair when the door to my cottage bursts open.

“Time to go shopping bitch!” Emma shouts as she makes her grand entrance.

My eyes snap over to the door, widening as I stand there frozen in place.

Emma comes to a stop, eyes going comically wide.

“Move, you're blocking the way,” Mia huffs, pushing Emma out of the way so she and Alice can come in.

“Wow,” Alice says, looking around before a grin takes over her face. “Please tell me we just walked in on you getting your brains fucked out.”

Emma snorts. “Clearly not. She’s in a towel with wet hair.”

“Sure as hell smells like sex in here.” Mia wrinkles her nose.

They just walk in like they own the damn place. Me? I’m still standing there like I got caught with my hand in the cookie jar.

“Oh, look.” Mia grins, looking down at Declan, who’s only in his boxers, cleaning up the mess on the couch. “It’s my fiancé. Hey, boo.” She wiggles her fingers at Declan.

Declan looks up at her, face flaming. “Hey, Mia.”

“Did you fuck my girl good? If not, we’re gonna have words.” She crosses her arms.

“This is so weird,” Declan groans, grabbing a couch pillow to hold it over his junk as he stands. “I’m gonna go get dressed,” he says, grabbing his clothes as he slips out of the living room, leaving me all alone with these heathens.

“That doesn’t answer my question!” Mia shouts after him. “Running in shame isn’t a good look on you, Declan.”

“Cat got your tongue, Pretty Girl?” Grayson chooses now of all times to come out of the bathroom. My eyes snap over to him, slowly taking in how damn fine he looks right now—towel hung low on his hips, hair still wet from the shower. If my best friends didn’t just crash my sex party, I’d drag him back into that shower and make him eat me out again. Yeah, he scrubbed me down and then gave me another orgasm with his face between my legs, not even caring that, most likely, Declan’s cum was still inside me.

Giving me that sexy, cocky smirk, he grips my chin and leans in to press a soft kiss to my lips that leaves me swooning before looking over to my friends, who are now gaping at my man. My man. Holy shit, Grayson is my man. He’s also my stepbrother, but we’re not going to go there right now.

“He indeed fucked our girl good. We did not disappoint. Sadly, however, we will have to disappoint you because we fucked her brains out about thirty minutes before you walked in.” Grayson chuckles as I stand there dying.

I’m not embarrassed. You can’t be when you’re friends with these girls, they will eat you alive. But I know I will never hear the end of this.

They all look at me. “Girl.” Mia fans herself. “I’m into women. But that man.” She points to Grayson. “He makes me question things.”

Narrowing my eyes at her, I flip her off. I know she’s kidding, but does she have to ogle him like that?

“All of you. Eyes off my man now.” I snap my fingers.

Emma raises her brows. “Your man?” She looks between the two of us. “Something you need to tell us, babe?”

“Yes,” I answer. “Later.” I spin around to face Grayson. “You need to get dressed and leave.”

Grayson pouts. “Gonna kick me out like that, baby?” He pulls me into his arms, grabbing my ass. “You’re gonna hurt my feelings.”

I lick my lips, finding it really hard not to give in right now. “I’m sure your ego will be fine.”

He grins. “Fine. Go. Have fun with your friends.” He leans in close, bringing his lips to my ear. “I’ll see you later, Pretty Girl. Now that I have you, I don’t think I’ll ever be letting you go. At least not for long.” I suck in a breath as he nips at my earlobe before pulling back with a smug as shit look on his face.

He grabs his clothes off the ground, winks at my best friends then turns to head into my room to change. At the same time, Declan comes out.

“I, ahh.... I’ll leave you to your friends,” he tells me, cupping my face and leaning in for a kiss. “Thank you,” he murmurs against my lips. I’m not sure what he’s thanking me for, but when he pulls away, he has a huge smile on his face. “For choosing me.” And there goes my heart, melting out of my chest. “I’ll text you later. Have fun, be safe.” He kisses my cheek before making his way past my friends.

“Bye, Declan!” Emma shouts, laughing when he doesn’t make eye contact before disappearing out the door.

I’m waiting, biting my tongue until the guys are gone before I say anything.

Grayson comes out of the room next. His shirt is on, but it’s undone. Thankfully, his pants are on. But his hair looks like he’s been freshly fucked, and I don’t know if it makes me jealous that other people are going to see him like this or happy that it’s because of me.

“Have fun, Pretty Girl.” Grayson grins, grabbing me by the back of the head and pulling me in for a quick kiss. “But not too much fun,” he adds before kissing the tip of my nose.

He turns on his heels and walks over to my friends. “You three. Keep an eye on my girl,” he says in a serious tone. “I’m sure she’s told you about everything?”

“Don’t worry, big guy. We won’t let anything happen to her,” Alice replies.

“Good.” Grayson nods. “See you later, ladies.”

When he’s gone, Emma shuts and locks the door before spinning to face me with a shit-eating grin.

“Holy fucking hell, girl!” Emma squeals. “What the fuck did we just walk in on?”

“Nothing.” I glare at her. “Thankfully. Dude, what the fuck! You just walked right in.”

“Ahhhh, yeah, just like we always do.” Alice raises an eyebrow.

Right. Shit. They have keys, they’ve been making this place their home for years now.

“If you’re gonna have wild sex in the middle of your living room, maybe text us first.” Mia laughs, her face bright with amusement.

“Or, at the very least, don’t do it when you know we have plans.” Emma crosses her arms with raised brows.

“Okay, fine, you have a point.” I deflate.

“Bitch, you better fucking spill. Now,” Emma demands.

“Follow me.” I turn around and head into my room. They follow, all taking a spot on my bed while I head into the closet to change.

“So, wanna tell us what all that was about?” Mia calls out when I don’t immediately start talking.

“It’s called a threesome, Mia,” I answer back.

“No shit, smart ass.” She laughs. “Just didn’t expect it after everything that’s been going on. What about Collin? How did that go when we left you this morning?”

I slip on a pair of jean shorts and a crop top before joining them.

“The photos were photoshopped. A part of me kind of knew they were edited, but I think I was just too fucked up over the whole ordeal to see it.”

“You were kidnapped, then threatened and paid off. I think you have the right to not be thinking clearly. And how were you to know if they were real or not? You don’t know Collin that well,” Alice says.

“I do, and I don’t.” I shrug, taking a seat on the bed. “I knew the Collin I grew up with. But that is in no way this man now.” I laugh. “Collin is possessive, determined, and–”

“Crazy,” Mia adds in with a smirk.

“Crazy hot is more like it.” Emma laughs.

“Yes, all of that.” I roll my eyes with a smile. “But he’s also passionate, loyal, and kind. With how he’s been treating me and the way he was when pleading his case, I believe him. His father is stooping low to get what he wants because Collin isn’t doing as he’s told. And he doesn’t like it.”

“I’m not at all surprised by anything that happened. Sadly.” Mia gives me a pitying smile. “Our world is fucked up.”

“Tell me about it,” Emma sighs.

“So, did you talk things out?” Alice asks.

“Pretty much. The photos were of him, but back when he was a teenager with a girl who was not the one that was photoshopped into the photo. I guess his dad has been keeping tabs and trying to control him for a lot longer than he thought. Or maybe he knew his dad was up to some sneaky, fucked up shit. I don’t know. But I believe him.”

“What about the voice recording?” Emma asks.

“I’m gonna go with AI? That shit is scary these days. They sound believable. All you need is some voice samples, and they can do a lot of damage.”

“I’d say,” Mia agrees. “Where does that leave you two?”

“He told me he loves me and wants to be with me.” I bite my lip.

“And....” Alice hedges.

“And I told him I loved him too.” I bury my face in the pillow. “I know, I know, I’m crazy. But I do love him. I’m not sure if it’s madly and deeply, but I do love him. We have a past, and it’s crazy complicated for so many reasons. But we have a bond I don’t have with the others. It’s...”

“Complicated,” Emma finishes with a laugh.

“Yeah.”

“Are you together?” Alice asks.

“I think? He told me to think about it.”

“Thinking about it means fucking two of the sexy Host Club members who you also have feelings for?” Emma raises a skeptical brow.

“No.” I gave her a blank look. “Collin said he would share me with the guys, as long as it means he gets to have me too. At first, I thought it wasn’t fair to him to settle just to make me happy. But then I went and talked with the guys.”

“And let me guess, they told you they liked you, wanted to be with you, and were willing to share you too?” Alice grins wildly.

I nod. “Pretty much.”

“Holy shit, girl,” she sighs. “You're living my bookish girl dream.”

“What?” My brows furrow.

“You're getting your own reverse harem!” Mia laughs. “Lucky bitch.”

“Wait. So you’re with all four of them now?” Emma asks.

My stomach drops. “No. Just the three of them.”

“Not Preston?”

Sucking my lower lip into my mouth, I shake my head. “No.”

“Why the fuck not!” Mia grumbles.

“Because it’s Preston. Do you think he’s just going to magically admit he has feelings? No. He’s going to be a broody asshole about the whole thing until he can’t take it anymore and then snap, confessing his undying love for her,” Alice says as if it was that obvious.

“This isn’t some enemies-to-lovers romance.” Mia glares at Alice.

“But isn’t it?” Alice wiggles her eyebrows. “Could totally be.”

“Preston doesn’t want me like that,” I tell them. Then my mind goes back to what he said at the ball. He wants me but hates that he wants me? What does that even mean?

“Yeah, okay,” Emma snorts.

“You like him, though?” Alice asks.

“Yeah, but it doesn’t matter. Because I already have enough to deal with, I’m not going to chase after a guy. If he wants me, then he can grow a fucking pair and tell me. I’m all for being treated like shit in the bedroom, but I won’t allow it in real life.”

All three of my friends’ eyes go wide. “Holy shit, babe.” Emma bursts out laughing. “You really are a dirty little freak, aren’t you?”

“Oh, fuck off.” I push at her, sending her rolling to her side on the bed.

She’s right, though. But if the guys are into it, then that’s all that matters... right?
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“What about this?” Alice asks, holding up a bra.

“Ahh, we’re here for a costume, not underwear.”

“It’s a part of a costume,” she counters, looking it over.

“What is it supposed to be?”

“I don’t know.” She shrugs. “It’s cute, though.” She puts it back on the rack and continues to look.

We’ve been here for an hour, and none of us have found the right costume, but we’ve been having fun messing around. This is exactly what I needed. A day out with my best friends.

With everything going on, some normalcy is nice.

“About the party. It’s at Grayson’s, right?” I ask as I search through a rack.

“Yeah. But that shouldn’t be an issue, right?” Emma asks. “He’s your boyfriend now.”

“He’s not my boyfriend.” I give her a look.

“No? Then what are you?”

“Dating? I don’t know. No one has brought labels into this yet, and I’m not until they have.”

“You do have a label with him already, though.” Mia grins. “Stepbro.”

Alice bends over to grab something off the ground. “Oh, stepbro, help me. I’m stuck in the washing machine.”

“Oh my god!” I laugh, a blush creeping onto my face as my friends burst out laughing. “Stop!”

“Has it been like a cheesy porno yet?” Mia asks. “Has he called you sis?”

I roll my lips together and refuse to answer as I continue to look. But it’s all the confirmation she needed.

“Damn, Dee. You keep getting freakier and freakier.”

“I’m done telling you about my sex life.” I glare at them. “It’s one thing with the Host Club, but if I’m going to be in a relationship with these guys, I can’t be telling you about every time we have sex.”

“Why not?” Emma pouts. “It’s fun.”

I shake my head.

“Fine. But you have to tell us if anything funny happens,” Mia adds.

“Or something that blows your mind,” Alice tacks on.

“But they blow my mind every time.” I grin.

“Lucky bitch,” Emma sighs.

“You have a man!” I laugh.

“I know, but I could be like you and have four.”

“Three,” I correct.

“For now,” she says coyly before continuing to browse.

Another hour later, we leave with our costumes. I’m still not sure how I feel about mine.

I decided to go as a sexy dark angel. It’s pretty much just lingerie with badass wings, but I felt sexy in it. And the girls were obsessed.

Emma is going as a naughty nurse. With Brent going pre-med next year, she thinks it will get him all hot and bothered.

Alice is going as Alice, as in Alice in Wonderland. We all laughed, but she did look good in the dress.

And Mia is going as Catwoman. She didn’t see how Alice was eyeing her up in that bodysuit, but I did.

Those two need to get in a room and talk shit out. It kills me to see Mia so in love with someone she thinks doesn’t want her back when, in reality, Alice does. I’m not sure why Alice is so in denial about her feelings. But I think a big part of it has to do with her parents.

When Mia came out, her parents laughed it off and dismissed her. They haven’t been outright homophobic about it, but they’re convinced it’s just a phase and will pass once she’s out of college and married to Declan. Oh, what an awakening they’re about to get.

It’s still crazy to think the guys are going to break off their engagements. They said it so surely, but I know it’s not going to be that easy. Nothing is in this world.

The girls bring me right to my door when we’re done, and I make sure that it’s locked and the security alarm is set before I hunker down on the couch to study with the TV playing in the background.

My mind keeps drifting to what happened earlier today. Smiling wide, I jump up and do a little happy dance and squeal before flopping back on the couch.

“Is this really my life?” I whisper. “Or is this some sick joke, and I’ll be left utterly destroyed?”

My phone dings and I sit up, grabbing it off the coffee table. My heart flutters when I see it’s from Grayson.

Grayson: Missing you like crazy, Pretty Girl. Wish you were here. You know, your room is empty and missing you. Just something to think about.

I laugh, shaking my head.

Me: I’ll keep that in mind. I miss you too.

I hit send and bite my lower lip as my body flushes with nerves.

Me: Hey, Grayson?

Grayson: Yeah, Pretty Girl?

Me: Is this for real? Us, I mean. Are we really going to be more than friends?

Grayson: It’s real for me. And I sure hope it’s real for you. I like you, Pretty Girl. So damn much. You have no idea how much it consumes me. You're it for me. I don’t want anyone else. We both went into this thinking it was going to be the arrangement and nothing more, but we both know that was just a lie we told ourselves. At least, I did. Because I was already obsessed with you before. This only solidified my feelings for you. I can’t speak for Declan, but he’s not the kind of guy to lead anyone on. If he’s in, he’s all in, too. I know it might take some time to get used to this—it’s going to be an adjustment for all of us—but I know we got this. One day at a time, Pretty Girl.

Tears sting my eyes as I chew on my lower lip, reading his text message over and over again until the doubt starts to ebb away. If I start thinking about all the things that could go wrong, then that’s what’s going to happen. Creating problems where there are none is only going to fuck this up before it’s even started.

I know it’s hard for me to accept this, but I have to. I need to. Because I deserve this, don’t I? With all the shitty things that have happened in my life, I’m due for some good. To be happy.

Even if it’s with three guys and is not socially accepted in this society. Why do I care about what these people think about me anyway? My mom might be marrying into this world, but that doesn’t mean she agrees with their ways either. She saw what she wanted and took it, not caring what they might think about our significantly lower income and her career as a groundskeeper.

So, I’m going to take a page from my mom’s handbook and do the same. If my guys don’t care, then neither do I.

Another text message from Grayson pops up.

Grayson: Did you fall asleep on me, Pretty Girl? ;)

Me: Sorry. Just needed a moment to process what you said.

Grayson: Don’t overthink it, okay? I don’t want my girlfriend to be stressed. Get some sleep, we’ll see you tomorrow. XOXO Sweet dreams, Pretty Girl.

His girlfriend? Okay, now I’m smiling like a crazy person. I text him back, my heart doing a little dance in my chest.

Me: Night. XOXO

I go to bed with only good dreams and high hopes. But I’d be a fool to expect everything is going to be rainbows and sunshine. Nothing’s easy in life, and it sure as hell isn’t in this one.


Chapter 8

Sadie

At first, being in Collin’s class was a distraction because I saw him as this sexy, forbidden man I had the hots for. And while that’s all still very much true, now that we’ve talked about us being something more, the way he’s looking at me while the professor is teaching his lecture, it’s so much worse.

I’m trying to concentrate on my professor, I really am. But it’s like my eyes are magnets, drawn to him every few minutes. And all he’s doing is sitting there, grading papers.

His head is down, this look of concentration on his face as his eyes move along the paper. He licks his lips every so often, and all I can think about is that tongue on me, against my own..., between my legs,

My eyes drop to his hand gripping the pen, the muscles in his arms flexing as he marks.

All I can think about is how his arms would feel if he picked me up, my legs wrapping around his waist as he holds me up with one hand, pulling my panties to the side so he could drive his thick, hot, throbbing coc—

“Miss Evans?” a clipped, annoyed voice snaps me out of my little sexual daydream. My eyes dart forward, finding my professor watching me, arms crossed, brow raised.

Panic fills me as I flush with embarrassment. I can feel everyone's eyes on me, watching me, waiting. “Yes?” I clear my throat, sinking into my chair.

“Is everything okay?”

“Yes,” I say too quickly. “Yup, everything is wonderful.”

The class softly snickers, and I inwardly groan.

“I’m glad you think this class is wonderful. But if that's the case, then would you be so kind as to answer the question I asked you.”

Shit. He asked me a question? Fuck.

“Um...” I lick my lips. “Could you repeat it for me, please?”

He sighs, shaking his head. He repeats the question, and I answer, grateful that I get it right and don’t make even more of a fool of myself. Afterwards, I pull my hair around my face and pretend it’s shielding me from everyone around me.

Of course, all of it happened in front of Collin. It’s his fault. All of it.

Sneaking a glance, I find his eyes are still on the paper, but there’s this cocky smirk on his face that I’d love to slap off right about now.

I manage to get through the rest of the class without looking in Collin’s direction. When class is over, I quickly pack my things up and head for the door in hopes of avoiding my... boyfriend? Is that what we are?

We haven’t talked since he told me to think about it. Meaning he doesn’t know what the guys and I talked about. He did text me, checking in on me, but he hasn’t pried.

And I hate it. Before, his dominating presence was a little much, but I didn’t know how much I’d come to like it until it stopped.

He’s changed, even if it’s only been a few days. I hate it. I want my crazy Collin back.

As if the universe could read my mind, Collin catches me by the arm just as I step outside of the school. What the fuck? How did he get out here before me?

“Hey, Sadie,” Collin murmurs, pulling me into a dark corner.

“What are you doing?” My eyes flick around, making sure no one is watching.

“I needed to see you.” He tucks some hair behind my ear, fingers lingering a moment before he slides them into my hair. I bite my lip, holding back a whimper as he presses his body against mine. “I missed you. You’ve been on my mind every second of every day.”

“Really?” I ask, a spark of bitterness seeping through. “Because it’s been almost a week since I’ve seen you.” Lie, it’s only been three days, but it feels like a week. “And you’ve only sent a few text messages. I haven’t seen you once. Where’s the Collin who would follow me around like he was my shadow?”

A slow smile curls on his lips. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you missed my persistent presence.”

“Maybe,” I whisper.

“Sadie.” He raises a brow. “Don’t lie to me, baby.”

“Okay, fine, I miss your stalking ass,” I huff. “And I miss you. Where have you been?”

“Giving you space, like I said I would. I didn’t want to overwhelm you.”

Damn it. Now he’s being sweet. I let out a sigh. “I’m done with space. A lot has happened since we had our talk, and I wanted to talk to you about it, but I didn’t think you wanted to see me because you’ve hardly texted and—”

He cuts me off with a kiss. A soul-consuming, toe-curling kiss that has me whimpering against his lips. Pulling back again, grazing my lips with his teeth, he lets go.

“Have I told you today how much I love you?” His voice is raspy, thick with need, and I’m seconds away from begging him to fuck me. Students be damned.

I’ve gone from never wanting sex to craving it all hours of the day, it seems.

“No,” I whisper, heart racing, body tingling.

He gives me this panty-melting smile that wreaks havoc on my pussy. He brushes his thumb against my lower lip. “I love you with all my heart.”

Swallowing hard, I whisper back. “I love you too.”

“You do, now, do you?” He grins. “Does that mean you’ve thought more about us?”

“Yes. And you would have known that if you weren’t ignoring me.”

“I was not ignoring you.” He frowns and looks around before taking my hand. “Come with me.”

“Where are we going?”

“I’m hungry. Are you?”

“Yeah, a little. But it’s still early. Lunch isn’t for another hour.”

“Let’s get an early lunch.”

“What if someone sees?” My eyes dart around.

“Our parents are best friends. We grew up together. It’s not going to seem weird if we’re seen together.” But he does let my hand go, reluctantly. I miss his touch immediately.

Collin ends up bringing me to this cute little mom-and-pop restaurant. As soon as we step inside, he takes my hand again, lacing his fingers through mine.

He looks down at me and grins. “You don’t have to worry about anyone seeing us here. No one we know would be on this side of town. They think they’re too good for it.” He rolls his eyes. “But this place has the best chicken wings I’ve ever had.”

“Chicken wings?” My eyes light up at the same time my belly growls.

He chuckles. “Do I know my girl, or do I know my girl?” He winks.

A very sweet older lady welcomes us in and shows us to a booth.

Once we get our order in, we talk.

“So, I talked to the guys,” I start, taking a sip of my soda.

“And?” Collin grins, leaning back in his seat.

“The morning we talked, later in the day, the guys pulled me into the Host Club room and told me they’re breaking it off with their fiancées.” Collin nods his head slowly. “But I’m guessing you already know that, seeing how they did mention you saying something about not wanting to share me, and it would never happen.”

He chuckles. “You would be correct. And, baby girl, I don’t want to share you with anyone. I’d love nothing more than to keep you locked up and all to myself. But that’s not something you want or something that would make you happy. And all I want is to make you happy. I may have jumped the gun when Declan brought the idea up, my possessive nature taking over, but when I went home, it was all I could think about. I was so afraid of losing you, of this being the end of us, that I knew I couldn’t be selfish. So, I promised myself if you heard me out, and took my word about those photos being wrong, then I wasn’t going to ask you to choose. I know how much it was already eating at you, I didn’t want to add to it. So while I don’t like it, I’ll learn to deal.”

“Thank you.” I smile. “It really does mean a lot to me. It helps with a lot of my worries, that’s for sure.” I laugh lightly.

“How did your little chat with the guys go?”

I narrow my eyes. “I have a feeling you already know all this.”

His lips twitch. “Keep going.”

Rolling my eyes, I do. “After they told me they were leaving their fiancées, they told me it was mostly because they wanted to be with me. That they liked me and wanted something more.” I can’t help the warm and fuzzies that fill me as I remember. A real joyful smile spreads over my face. “But they also said it wasn’t just because of me, but because they wanted more out of life and not to spend it with people they didn’t love and be unhappy.”

“And now they know the reason why I’ve been fighting it for so long. Why I won’t just give in, even if it might be easier to. The biggest reason is I don’t want to. I only want you. Will only ever want you.” He grins, giving me a wink. “And two, I hate this world we live in. If I could leave, and I would. But I have a legacy to uphold. On my mother’s side, of course. When she passes, it all goes to me, and then I will pass it on to my child. If I leave, eventually, everything our family has worked hard for would end. But that doesn’t mean I have to live the ways of this world. I plan on living it my own way, with my own rules. Like not marrying someone I don’t love. My life, my choices.”

“Are you for real?” I narrow my eyes, and he chuckles. “No, really. Between you, Declan, and Grayson choosing me over everything else, I’m starting to think I’m in a dream. And one day, I’m going to wake up, and none of this would have been real.”

“I’m being real with you, Sadie, and I’ve made my intentions with you clear from day one.” He has. But I thought that was just the ramblings of a crazy man. Clearly, I’ve been proven wrong. “I want to marry you, have babies, and spoil you until the day we die.” He chuckles when I blush. “I can’t speak for the others, but I see it. They want you too.”

“I still can’t believe it,” I whisper.

“Well, believe it.” There’s a short pause as the server drops off our wings before leaving again. “I know you had a lot happen in your past that would make you doubt the good things happening in your life. But you deserve all the good things. And it’s not some big prank or joke that’s going to come back to bite you in the ass. And if Preston fucks it up, I’ll fuck him up.”

“Preston? He’s not a part of this,” I tell him.

He raises a brow. “Not yet. But I’m sure once he pulls his head out of his ass and comes to his senses, he will be. That is, if you give him a chance. None of us would blame you if you didn’t.”

“It’s not going to happen,” I insist. “The him wanting to be with me part. And it’s okay. I don’t expect him to.”

“You like him, right?”

I don’t want to answer that, so I look away.

“Sadie,” he growls.

“It doesn’t matter, okay? I’d rather not admit to having feelings for a man who doesn’t want me. Not when I have three amazing men who do. It’s not fair.”

“We all know how Preston feels. It’s not news to us,” Collin says like it’s no big deal as he eats a wing.

I blink at him. “He told me he hated that he wanted me. That's not really a thing a girl wants to hear a guy say when she might have feelings for him.” Honestly, I’m not exactly sure how I feel about Preston. He’s been nothing but an asshole to me. But inside that tower, it’s like we’re different people, transported in another dimension.

“He might hate himself for wanting you, but that’s because he’s not in a good place, Sadie. He has it the worst out of us all. My father is a fucking monster, you've seen it often enough with your own two eyes. While I have my mother, someone more powerful than my father, Preston is stuck with two selfish monsters for his parents. People who only care about themselves and how they can better their own lives with money and connections. More than anything, what Preston needs right now is a friend. He won’t let me be that for him because he resents me. I love him, and I don’t blame him for that.”

A friend. I’m not sure if we could even be friends. Would he want that? Would he allow it? I’d be lying if I didn’t think about being there for him, offering him a shoulder or an ear.

Isn’t that what the tower is anyway?

“Can’t change anything right now. If he wants to be friends, I’ll be his friend. But I’m not putting up with his bullshit attitude.” I grab a wing and take a bite as I glare Collin down.

He grins. “I wouldn’t expect anything less from you, baby girl. Call him out on his shit. He needs someone to do that. And who better than the pretty blonde that’s captured his attention.”

“You were abducted by aliens, weren’t you? That's why I haven’t heard from you since Monday.”

He bursts out laughing, shaking his head. “Is it so hard to believe I’ve had a change of heart.”

“Yes.” I raise a brow. “You were practically pissing on me a few weeks ago to mark your territory, and now you’re all team Sadie’s harem. What gives?”

“Harem...” he muses.

“Collin,” I growl.

He grins. “What gives?” his face sombers. He sighs, moving out of his seat and into the booth next to me. He cups the side of my face, brushing his thumb against my cheek. “I almost lost you. Sadie, the look in your eyes when I found you on the side of the road, I’ve never felt fear like that before. I never want you to look at me like that again.”

Tears sting the back of my eyes as I remember. It was by far the worst night of my life, and I thought the aftermath was going to be so much worse. There’s still time. Their father hasn’t been dealt with yet and probably won’t be for some time. Bringing down someone like Bradly Jones isn’t going to be easy. He’s not going to let it be. And if the guys aren't careful, it could go wrong in a very bad way.

Fear creeps in, making me lose my appetite.

“Hey,” he asks softly. “What’s wrong?”

“I’m worried. Your dad isn’t a good guy. He’s not going to go down without a fight. I don’t want to see you get hurt.” I lick my lips and swallow hard.

“I don’t want you worrying about that. Let us handle it, okay? And before you say something like ‘I’m not worth it’, you are. But this isn’t just about us. That man is a menace and needs to be brought down a few pegs, if not all the way. If he wants money and power, then he can go for it, but he’s not going to be using me or Preston to get it. At least, not anymore.”

It’s easier said than done, but I don’t argue with him. Just because he tells me not to worry doesn’t mean I won’t.

“Now, I have a question. Can you officially be mine? Can I confidently call you my girl now?” He gives me a hopeful look.

“Yeah.” I laugh lightly, smiling wide. “I’d love to be your girl, Collin.”

How is this even happening? The guy I grew up with, my best friend, my shadow; someone I crushed on hardcore, is now my boyfriend?

Weird. This is so weird. But a good weird.

He gives me a heart-stopping grin before leaning in to kiss me hard. “I’m going to do everything in my power so that you don’t regret this decision. To show you how amazing you are, how much I love you, and I’ll protect you like I should have been all along.”

I want to tell him he can’t be with me all the time, that he can’t prevent all the bad things from happening because that's just not how life works. But I don’t want to ruin this moment, so I just kiss him, enjoying the feeling of his touch and the way his lips move against mine, letting myself feel happy for once.

I end up getting the wings to go and promised Collin I’d eat them later. But I don’t, I’m sad when I just toss them in the trash when I get home. I didn't eat much else that night either, too stressed and worried. One or two missed meals isn’t going to hurt.

My therapist would think otherwise.


Chapter 9

Collin

Today is a good fucking day. A wonderful day. The best fucking day of my life... for now. Why, you might ask? Well, because the girl of my dreams doesn’t hate me. And she finally agreed to be mine.

I thought I lost her, and I wasn’t lying when I told her it was the worst fear I’ve ever experienced. It caused me to open my eyes.

Yes, I came on a bit strong when I came back, but I was excited, okay? After years of dreaming about making Sadie mine, I was finally in the same place as her.

I’ve been keeping tabs on her, so I knew she was dating and had a boyfriend. Didn’t mean shit-all because I knew when I came back into her life, she would forget all about him.

Turns out he was a raging sack of shit anyways. If I knew that, I would have come back sooner and ended their relationship myself.

I shouldn’t have left in the first place. I get why my mom did it, and maybe if I stayed, it would have caused more harm than good. But if I stayed, then the bastard who took advantage of her at the party wouldn’t have gotten close enough to her in the first place.

I’m still planning on getting that information out of her one way or another. Maybe I can coax it out of one of her friends.

I’ve done some fucked up shit in my past, but I promised to do better once I came back into Sadie’s life. Putting her safety at risk due to my choices wasn’t something I was willing to do. Instead, I hire people to do the things I need done and keep my hands clean. Once I get a name, I’ll be making some calls, that's for damn sure.

Even after all those changes, Sadie's life is still at risk. By my own fucking father, nonetheless.

To say I hate the man is an understatement. I despise him, and if there were ever a reason to slip into my old ways again, it would be to end him.

The only thing is, while I might be powerful and have my own connections, so does he.

My game plan, as of right now, is to get as much dirt on the fucker as I can, and see if he’s slipped up with the people he’s in dealings with. If I could find proof and bring it to one of them, they would take care of him themselves, and I’d get to keep my hands clean.

I’m not in the business of being a nark, but for this, I’ll make an exception. For Sadie and her safety, things need to be done.

I drop Sadie off at her place, and I’m just pulling out of her driveway when I get a phone call.

Frowning, I look at the caller ID on the car screen. It’s an unknown number.

Huh.

Probably a telemarketer. So, I press ignore. Not even ten seconds later, my phone rings again. Same thing, unknown number.

“What the fuck?” I mutter, pressing decline. Again, ten seconds later, my phone rings for a third time.

Irritation gets the better of me, and I answer. “Who the fuck is this? You better have a good reason as to why you’re calling me a million times,” I growl.

“Is that any way  to greet your father?” His voice fills my car, sending a wave of unease through me.

My lips curl into a sneer as I grip the steering wheel so tightly that my fingers turn white. “You,” I snarl through gritted teeth.

“Before you go all psycho, I want to warn you I’m not having this conversation on the phone. I’m merely calling to tell you to meet me on the corner of Fifth Street and Sixty-second Avenue in fifteen minutes. We need to have a talk.”

“I don’t have fuck all to say to you,” I bark back. I mean, I do—I have a lot of fucking things I want to say and do to this motherfucker. But I’m not stupid enough to threaten him, it would only piss him off, and knowing him, he would get back at me for it. I don’t want to risk Sadie.

“Oh, but I think you do. And you’ll be smart to meet me. I’m warning you, Collin.” Then he hangs up the fucking phone.

“Fuck!” I roar, punching the steering wheel.

I don’t have a good feeling, not at fucking all.

Pulling up my contacts, I press Grayson’s number.

“What do I owe this pleasure? You never call me. I feel honored.” Grayson’s cocky tone greets me.

“Can it, Taylor,” I snap. “I don’t have time. I need you to check in on Sadie, make sure she’s okay.”

“Why?” he demands, his playfulness gone. “What’s going on, Collin?”

“My father just called me and wants to meet. In a few words, he pretty much told me to come or I’ll pay. And what do you think he’d do to the son who doesn’t give a shit about him or anyone else.”

“Find the one thing he does care about,” Grayson curses. “He’s not done with Sadie, is he?”

“No,” I grind out. “I don’t think he is.”

“I can run over and check on her. Is she home?”

“Cut the crap. I know you can just press a few buttons and see for yourself on your phone or computer.”

For a moment, when the line goes silent, I think the call dropped. “How do you know?” he asks suspiciously.

“You're not the only unhinged man in Sadie’s life. I think that title of completely and totally ‘hinged’ would go to Declan and Declan alone. You didn’t think I’d sweep her house for bugs? I found your little cameras a long time ago.”

“Then why are they still up?”

“Because I hacked in and saw who they belonged to. When I saw it was you, I left them. It’s better to have eyes on her by someone who has her best interests at heart. I was planning on planting a few myself, but this way, when she finds out, she can be pissed at you, not me, and I still have someone watching over her.”

“Way to throw me under the bus,” he grumbles. “Let’s hope she’s madly in love with me by then.”

“We’ll see,” I snort. “So, check on her, would you?”

“Already on it.” I can hear the sounds of keys clacking in the background. “She’s in her house. Seems to be cleaning or something. Shouldn’t she be in class? Shouldn’t you?”

“I was on my way back when I got the call. I’m not teaching anymore today, just guidance counsellor duties for the rest of the day. I’ll call the school secretary and see if she can reschedule. Or have the other counselor take the appointments for me.”

“I’m done with class for the rest of the day. Just got done with a Host Club meeting, heading out now. I’ll watch her for the rest of the night.”

“Thanks.”

I end the call and punch the address my father gave me into my GPS.

When I get there, I’m really fucking confused. It’s a parking garage. Why the hell does he want to meet in a damn parking garage?

The place is pretty empty, but as I make it up to the third level, I see a black SUV.

“Not fucking creepy at all. This is very much giving me mafia vibes,” I mutter as I pull up next to the car.

Rolling my window down, the other car does the same. And there he is, the mother fucker. “Collin.”

“Sperm donor.” I give him a smug grin. He doesn’t like it when I address him that way. “You wanted to talk. So let’s talk.”

“Get in the car, Collin.” He looks away, staring forward. Fuck, I just want to punch him in his stupid face.

“So what? You can take off and kidnap me, too?” I snipe.

He slowly turns his head back to me, a blank look on his face. The whole reason he wanted to have this conversion in person is because he doesn’t want to risk being recorded. That's why he says nothing, staring at me with serial-killer eyes. I might not be able to name names, but I know he’s killed people. Guess it runs in the family.

Not anymore. But if it’s him, I really will make an exception.

“Leave your phone and get. In. The. Car,” he demands before rolling up the window.

“Fucking bullshit,” I mutter. I turn the car off and reach over to the glove compartment, grabbing my gun.

I’m not going to shoot him, and he’s not going to harm me. This I know. But I can’t be too sure now, can I? With him, everything is unpredictable.

Grumbling, I throw open my car door before slamming it shut. The passenger door opens for me, and I roll my eyes. “Thanks. Guess chivalry isn’t dead.”

“Watch your mouth with me, boy,” he growls as I slide in and shut the door behind me.

“I had to leave work for this. So, can we get this over with? What do you want?”

A man leans over the seat, causing me to jolt back in surprise. He waves some kind of stick thing over my body, and I frown. “Buy me a fucking drink before you feel me up, why don’t you?”

Glaring at me, he turns to my father and nods his head before sitting back in his seat. If I had to guess, he was checking me for recording devices.

He crosses his legs and rolls up his sleeves before looking at me. Fucker is in a suit and tie like he’s someone important. He’s nothing, no one cares about him. He only likes to think he’s something special. The world will throw a party when he’s gone, and I’ll be pissing on his grave.

“The date is set,” he declares before looking up at me.

“Ah, what? What date?” My brows furrow.

“Your wedding date.” He blinks.

I snort out a laugh. “Wedding? Didn’t know I was getting married. This is news to me. Don’t you think the groom should have a say?”

He takes an annoyed breath through his nose. “It’s been long enough with these silly games, Collin. You're a man now. Start fucking acting like it. Grow up and stop following that girl around like a lost little puppy.” He practically spits the word girl. And by ‘girl’, I know he means Sadie. “She has nothing to offer you; not now, not ever. Her family is poor and has no social standing in this community. Despite her mother’s upcoming nuptials to Mark Taylor, she has nothing to bring to our table.”

She has a whole fucking lot to offer me. Like love, kindness, and herself. I don’t give a shit about money or social standing bullshit.

“Connie has been patient and understanding. You both have been enjoying your young adult lives, getting all your wild ways out of your system. But she’s ready to settle down and have children.”

The idea makes my stomach roll. “That’s nice for her. But I’m not ready for that.”

Lies; I am, just not with her. Because if Sadie said she wanted me to put a baby in her, I’d make it my life mission to knock her up right now. Starting today. Hell, I’d leave this meeting right now and get started.

“Enough!” he snaps. “You will be marrying Connie on February twenty-fourth.”

“And if I don’t?” I know I shouldn’t ask, I know nothing good can come of it, but I need to hear it from his own mouth.

“The little slut you’ve been fucking around with will pay for your disobedience. Clearly, she didn’t take my warning to heart. The little bitch has a big mouth. I take it she told you?”

My hand itches to wrap around the gun in my pocket and put a bullet between his fucking eyes. How fucking dare he fucking demean her.

“Where is the money?” he asks. “It would be a shame if I had to kill her for keeping it when she didn’t fulfill her end of the agreement.”

“There was no fucking agreement,” I sneer. “You told her what to do.”

“And she didn’t do it,” he snarls back. “She’s fucking lucky I didn’t keep my end of the threat. The only reason I haven’t is because of her soon-to-be stepfather. The last thing I need is bad blood between me and the Taylors. That doesn’t mean I won’t make the little bitch’s life hell.

“I’ll get you the damn money.” I curl my lip at him. “She doesn’t want anything from you.”

“Foolish girl.” He sighs, shaking his head. “Just like her mother.”

“What does that mean?”

“Doesn’t matter.” He waves his hand. “Get me my money, be at the St. Lawrence’s church on February twenty-fourth, and–” he gives me a dangerous look. “If I find you with that girl in any way that a friend or a teacher wouldn’t be caught in, it won't be pretty. The last thing I need is Connie and her family breathing down my neck with panic, thinking that you won’t follow through.”

I want to tell him to fuck off. That I’m not doing it. But I believe him when he says he will make our lives hell. Sadie doesn’t deserve it. Not because of me and my crazy-ass sperm donor.

“We’re done here. Get out.” His voice is final.

So many scenarios flash through my mind of how I could kill him right now. But I hold my tongue, grit my teeth, and get out of the car. The moment I shut the door, the car is peeling out of the parking lot.

“Fuck!” I roar, my fist coming down onto the hood of my car so hard that it leaves a dent.

With knuckles split and throbbing, I hastily get in my car and get the fuck out of here.

I’m so enraged that I want to wrap my hands around his fucking neck and strangle the life out of him. I’m not fucking doing it. I’m not marrying that woman.

He needs to go. There’s no other way. I will not fucking have him be a threat to Sadie’s safety. If he hurts her, I will not think twice about putting him down like the dog he is.


Chapter 10

Grayson

I haven’t left this room since Collin called me. Eyes glued to the computer screen, I watch my girl as she sits on the couch and studies. It’s the first time she’s sat still in a while. She’s been—what I’m going to guess is—stress cleaning since I sat down to check in on her.

I’ve missed supper with Erin and my dad, but I don’t care. I’m worried.

With Bradly’s eyes set on Sadie now, I’m not taking any risk. I fucking hate that man. He’s a slimy bastard. Neither Declan’s nor my family would do business with him. They don’t trust him as far as they can throw him. He’s got his hands in too many dirty dealings. And while our families aren't exactly squeaky clean, we don’t dabble in the shit he does.

Movement in one of the frames has me taking my eyes off my girl and to the camera that shows my front door. “Shit,” I mutter as I stand up. Collin is here. If he felt the need to come over rather than call me, it can’t be good.

Taking one last glance at the screen, I check all the cameras I have set up around Sadie’s property to make sure everything is okay before leaving.

Jogging down the stairs, the bell rings, and I yell out, letting the house staff know I’ll get it. Pulling the door open, I find a very pissed off Collin. “Shit.”

“Oh, it’s far fucking worse than that,” Collin growls, stepping into the house.

“Come on,” I tell him and lead him up to my room. “Alright, what did the bastard have to say?” I ask, closing my bedroom door behind me.

Collin starts pacing my room, running his hands through his hair in frustration. “I’m so fucking close to going over there and killing him, Grayson.” He holds up his hand, pinching his pointer finger and thumb together. “This fucking close.”

“What did he say?” I ask, crossing my arms with a frown.

Collin scrubs his face with his hands before turning a deadly look on me. “He told me that I’m going to be married to Connie on February twenty-fourth.”

My brows jump. “And what did you say?”

“Nothing. I said fucking nothing because I couldn’t!” he shouts. “I wanted to tell him to get fucked, but that would risk a bigger target on Sadie’s back, and I’m not going to do that. So, until I find out how to bring him down, I have to play nice. Or at least keep my mouth shut and let him think that I’m going to do as he says.”

“Wouldn’t he know you’re just agreeing to please him? You’ve fought back for so long, why would he think you would just give in now?”

“Because he knows how much Sadie means to me and that I wouldn’t risk her. He’s counting on it. It’s why he’s using her as a threat. Money and power mean shit-all to me. But her? She's my whole fucking universe. He thinks I’ll marry Connie to protect Sadie. But I can’t marry that woman, I can’t. I won’t. I’d kill him and go to jail before I let that happen.”

“It’s not going to happen,” I tell him. “You need to take a breath, or you're going to spiral. And you don’t make the smartest choices when you spiral.” I’ve heard the whispers of the things he’s done while he was in Archduke Academy. He might not be evil like his father, but he doesn’t have clean hands either. There’s things I’m sure his mother doesn’t know about.

But like I said, it’s all hearsay. He’s never confirmed it, and I plan to stay in the shadows on it unless it puts Sadie at risk.

Collin groans, taking a seat on the edge of the bed. “I have to have a conversation with Sadie that I never wanted to have.” He looks at me with his gutted look. “Until my father is dealt with, I can’t be seen with her outside school. He told me if I’m caught with her, there will be consequences. The fact is, I don’t know what my father is completely capable of. I’ve done my best to keep an eye on him for Preston’s sake, but there’s a lot I’m unaware of. And that scares the shit out of me. He’s beyond unhinged, and I wouldn’t put it past him to hurt everyone around Sadie before going for the kill. Maybe literally.”

“Then we have people look into him, dig up as much dirt as we can. Have you thought about asking Rosie to talk to her mother?”

Collin shivers. “I mean, sure, Queenie would be perfect for something like this. But the woman is bat-shit crazy. What if she doesn’t like something we’ve done and kills one of us?”

“She doesn’t kill people for the fun of it.” I roll my eyes.

He gives me a blank look. “Dude, it’s literally what she does. Have you not heard about D-Days? They are a blood bath, straight out of a horror film.”

“How would you know? Have you seen one?” I raise a brow.

“No. But Rosie loves to brag about them to me. I love the trust we have, but some things should just stay inside your head.” He gives me a blank look.

“You seem awfully close with Rosie.” I tilt my head to the side.

“Relax. It’s not like that. Sure, she’s pretty, but she’s not Sadie.”

He has a point. “What about Rosie herself?”

Collin shakes his head. “She’s new to her mother’s line of work. While I’m sure she would love to, she’s more of a low-key, low-life kind of killer. The people you won’t notice are missing kind.”

“We could at least see if she has any connections she can get in contact with.”

“Yeah.” He nods. “I’ll see how many people I can get working on this that I trust.”

We have our own contacts, but a lot of people in our society use the same people to dig dirt up. We can’t risk one of them ratting us out. It needs to be people we can trust.

“What about Black Venom Crew.”

Collin shakes his head. “They’re in the middle of a war of their own right now. No, we need to handle this ourselves.”

“Alright.” I nod my head. “We can do that. Let’s start with Rosie and go from there.”

“In the meantime. We need to have eyes on Sadie at all times. I’m going to talk to her tomorrow and let her know how important it is. I know she wants her independence, but that can’t really be a thing right now.”

“I think she’s going to start regretting not falling for a normal guy,” I chuckle.

He raises a brow. “Are you gonna bow out and back down to give her that chance?”

“Fuck no,” I snort. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Neither am I. Letting Sadie go isn’t an option, so we just have to do everything we can, apart from that, to protect her. Gonna make it fucking hard when I can’t even be seen with her,” he snarls. “Maybe I can convince her to move into the mansion. Would it be weird if she lived with her mother’s best friend?”

“Yes.” I give him a blank look.

“Do you think she would be willing to move in with one of her friends?”

“No.” I shake my head. “If Sadie is going to move in anywhere, it’s here.”

“Why do you get to live with her?” His brows furrow. “That's not fair.”

I laugh. “What the hell do you mean, it’s not fair?”

“You would get all the time with her. Worm your way to the number one spot in her life.” He jumps to his feet. “That's my spot. I’ve known her longer.”

“Dude, do you hear yourself right now?” I laugh. “You sound like a damn child. And it makes the most sense because, hello? Our parents are getting married in a few months. Most blended families live together. Even if they’re college age.”

“Fine,” he sighs heavily. “Okay, yeah, that makes the most sense, and she has a room here. But how do we get her to agree to move in here without telling her to? She’s already freaked out enough with all the changes in her life. I don’t want to push her to say fuck it with the lot of us and decide it’s too much for her to handle.”

“She needs to think that moving in here is her idea,” I tell him.

“Or, something happens, and she has no choice but to move out of the cottage and into here. At least for a little while.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. You come up with something.” He shrugs. “You're the mastermind of stalking.”

“Aww, thanks.” I grin.

“That girl is going to leave our asses when she realizes how much shit we do behind her back.” He groans, rubbing at his face again.

“It’s to keep her safe.”

He looks at me with an exasperated look. “Yeah? How long have you had those cameras set up—for what, months now? Years?—been keeping her safe? What did she need to be protected from before?”

I grin, flipping him off. “Fuck you.”

“I have a point.”

“I’m just as psychotic about our girl as you are.” I shrug. “I mean, chicks like stalker romances. A lot of them would love to have one of their own.” I grin.

“You're sick.” He shakes his head.

“As are you, my friend,” I chuckle.

He doesn’t argue. “Show me.”

“Show you what?”

“You know what.” He scowls. “Show me the damn setup.”

“Ahh.” I nod my head. “Follow me, good sir,” I say in a chipper tone. “Let me show you to my lair.”

I lift the picture up and type in the code. Collin snorts as the door pops open. “This is insane.”

“Just wait.” I shoot him a grin as we step inside the room. The wall is covered in monitors, almost all of them with a different view of Sadie’s property.

“This is kind of creepy,” Collin comments, leaning in to get a good look at the screens.

“Listen, if you're going to be a dick, you can leave.” I’m only half kidding. It’s not normal, I know. Creepy? Yeah, maybe a little. Do I care? No, not really.

“I have no idea how she’s going to react when she finds out that you’ve been watching her for years.”

“Not that many years.” I roll my eyes.

“Still. How much time do you spend in here?”

“Not much. I come in, check the cameras to make sure nothing bad happened while she was away, and make sure she’s safe when she’s home. It’s not like I spend hours sitting and watching. I have a life, too, you know.”

“You jerk off while watching her?” he asks, giving a smug as fuck look.

“Only when she’s playing with that pretty pink pussy and calling out my name while her fingers are buried deep inside.” I wink.

“Lucky bastard,” he mutters. “She call out any other names?”

“Maybe.” I shrug. “I just pretend she’s calling my name if she does.”

“If Sadie didn’t decide to make you her boyfriend and I found out about this, I’d kill you, you know that?”

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you tried. I’d do the same if it was anyone else but the four of us. Although Declan would never. He would lose his shit on me if he found out about this. And I’m praying like hell Sadie finds this charming more than anything.”

“We’re delusional as fuck, you know that, right? It’s not going to end well.”

“Fingers crossed she’s madly in love with us before she finds out.”

Once she's safe in this house, I won’t have the need to keep an eye on her like this. The whole reason I put the cameras up in the first place was because of how the men in this school would talk. Just because she had a boyfriend didn’t stop them.

It wasn’t until towards the end of their relationship I started to get a little more obsessive. Hey, the heart wants what the heart wants.

I’m unapologetically infatuated by this girl, and I feel no shame about it.

Collin and I talk a little bit longer before he leaves, getting one last look at Sadie studying on her couch before leaving.

I feel bad for the guy. He’s expected to follow through by marrying someone in just a few months, I don’t have to worry about it for years—not that it’s happening anyways. The girl I’m betrothed to wants to travel and see the world as long as she can. Go for it, girl, get it, make the world your oyster because I’m not going to be a part of it in any way, shape, or form. Give me time to find an out.

An out I’m going to get. Even if that means I lose all contact with my grandfather. If my dad is by my side on this, then I’ll be okay. I’ll learn to live.

That is if he even approves and doesn’t kill me when he finds out I’m madly in love with my stepsister, the daughter of the woman he’s head over heels for.

He’s got to understand, right? He’s in love, he knows how it feels. I’m sure he would do whatever he could to get Erin if he didn’t already have her.

Would he go through the lengths I have to do it? Probably not, but hey, everyone is different.

Heading back to my room, I go over to the computers to see where Sadie is. She’s not in the living room anymore, but lying in her bed. Frowning, I look at the time.

It’s still really early. Maybe she’s feeling sick? She doesn’t look too happy.

I send her a text.

Me: Hey, Pretty Girl. missed you today. I’m coming to find you tomorrow, though. Can’t keep me away for long.

My heart fucking squeezes when she reads the text and smiles. Me, I made her smile.

She texts me back.

My pet: I missed you too. Sorry I didn’t text, I haven't been feeling the best today.

Me: Want me to come over and make you feel better?

She grins before texting me back.

My pet: As much as I’d love that, I think I’m just going to lay in bed and watch Tikok until I fall asleep.

Me: Alright, Pretty Girl. Get some sleep. Can’t wait to see my girlfriend tomorrow ;)

I press send and wait. She reads it, her whole face lighting up. She sends me a kissy face and a goodnight before putting her hands over her face in excitement.

Fucking hell, this girl; this girl right here is going to kill me. And what a sweet death it will be.

I’m going to make sure I do whatever I can to see that smile, hear that laugh, and make her blush every single day.

I’m also going to think of a plan that gets her to move into this house. I want my girl close. Just the thought of having her just down the hall, able to get to her whenever I want, has my cock aching.

“Soon, Pretty Girl. Soon.”


Chapter 11

Sadie

“How come you're not in the Host Club room with your men?” Emma asks, leaning back in her chair as she sips at her soda.

“I don’t know,” I mutter, picking at my food. “They still have a job to do. It’s only been a few days since we’ve talked about being something more.” I make sure to keep my voice low so people around us don't hear.

The idea of having a secret relationship isn’t ideal. I’d love to be able to just hold their hands, cuddle, and kiss them whenever I can, but it’s not that easy. It’s not just one guy, it’s three. And one of them happens to be my teacher... kinda.

And the other is my stepbrother.

The only one I’d be able to really be with out in the open would be Declan, but that's also not possible because he’s still engaged to Mia.

My best friend, who’s sitting across from me. It’s still weird when I really think about it. But this whole world is odd and complicated. As much as I don’t want to be a part of it, it seems I have no other choice. Between my best friends, Collin and Preston’s father and his bullshit, and the fact that the men I’m choosing to be with are heavily in this world, I’m not expecting it to change anytime soon.

“They’re still working in the Host Club?” Alice asks. “I mean, like, taking clients?”

“I guess? I haven't really asked or thought about it.” I blink, looking down at my food. Why didn’t I think about this before? The idea of them spending time with women, flirting with them, and letting them even think they have a chance with my men doesn’t feel good.

“Your men are in a club meant to entertain other women,” Mia huffs. “I say you go in there and stake your claim. Tell them to quit.”

“I can’t, and you know that.” I give her a look. “Don’t make it sound worse than it is. It’s not like they’re cheating on me. None of them do more than just flirt. And even if they kissed their clients in the past, I know Dec and Gray won’t do that.”

“Sure.” Mia nods. “My man is crazy about you.” She grins widely.

“Please don’t say it like that,” I groan. “I already think it’s weird.”

“Don’t worry, any day now, that boy is going to call up my parents and break the news. I just know it.”

“You think?” I chew on my lower lip.

“I do.” She nods.

“And you're okay with that? It’s not going to go over very well for you, is it?”

“Declan actually came to see me last night.” She smiles softly. “I told him that I wouldn’t let him go down alone. But he insisted.”

“Okay.” My brows furrow.

“He plans on taking the blame.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s going to tell my parents he wants out of the marriage. That I’m a nice girl, just not the girl he wants. That way, my father can be upset with him, thinking he’s the one who doesn’t want me.”

My heart fucking melts. This man is amazing. My man is amazing. My man. Holy shit, this is getting more real every day. Declan is actually going to do it.

I know he said he would, but hearing words and seeing actions are very different things.

“Wouldn’t your dad just find you a new man to marry?” Alice asks.

“Probably. But I don’t think he’s going to do it overnight. He would need to take time to see what families would be a good fit and if they even have a son they could offer up.”

“You're not playing cards,” I mutter. “They can’t just trade you in.”

“Ah, my sweet girl. If only that wasn’t true.” She gives me a sad smile.

I feel bad for my friends. Their parents might not be monsters, but they’re forcing these kids to live by archaic standards. Everyone should be able to choose how they live their life, what they want to make of it. Who they want to love and spend it with. Not have it all planned out for them before they’re even able to walk.

It makes me happy to have a mom like mine. That’s all she ever wanted for me, to be happy, to make good choices, and be a decent person, That's all she expected of me.

When I told her I wanted to take over the business when she retires, she made sure it was something I wanted to do, not something I thought I was obligated to do.

I told her it was my choice, what I wanted. She was happy, but she made sure to tell me that she didn’t expect me to.

I knew that. I’ve always known that. If my father was alive, I think he would have the same views as my mother. He seemed like a good man and someone who was down to earth.

His life here was a lot like mine. Not born into it. Mom said he wasn’t like the men in this school.

I can’t help but wonder if he would be disappointed in me for the choices I made, not about school or my future career, but about the men I chose to love.

“You need to take your food and go into that room. Even if they’re working, there’s nothing wrong with you sitting there reading. Maybe you have some homework to do.” Emma grins.

“Yes! Guys love it when their girls get all jealous and possessive over them.” Mia nods.

“Aaah, no, they don’t.” Alice frowns. “One of the main things men complain about is their girlfriends being clingy.”

“Oh, hush.” Mia waves her off. “You're not helping.”

“You're a lesbian. How do you even know what guys like?” Alice asks.

Mia gives her a glare, and the two of them have this little standoff. There’s tension between them, and it’s getting thicker and thicker with every day that goes by.

I’m afraid that when they explode, it's going to be the best sex either of them has ever had; that or it will destroy everything.

“Look, your relationship is new and exciting. At least, it’s supposed to be. You should be spending time with them whenever you can. With school and their work, how much time have you seen them this week?”

“Not much,” I admit. Since Declan and Grayson walked me home that day, and we ended up... well, you know. I haven’t seen them outside of school. While Declan hasn’t been working at the Club, Grayson has.

Collin had been dealing with stuff regarding his father, and I haven’t seen him since our little lunch date. I’d be worried if it wasn’t for his all-day texting. Everything seems to be fine, but Emma does have a point.

“We’re going to be here, babe. Besties for life. We’re not going to be upset if you spend a little less time with us and more time with them. Plus, we have Halloween Horror nights this weekend and the party next weekend,” Emma reminds.

“I’m excited.” My face lights up. “This year is the year, I can feel it!”

Alice laughs. “You say that every year, but you still haven’t found a haunted house that could make you scream or even jump.”

“Not true. Last year there was that one house that made me jolt,” I correct her.

She gives me a deadpan look. “Oh, I’m sorry. You jolted,” she says sarcastically. “Meanwhile, these two screamed bloody murder while you're laughing your ass off.”

“Don’t forget her big smiles and waving to all the cast members.” Mia laughs. “I don’t get how you’re not afraid.”

“Seeing how if we pop out around a corner, you scream like a little bitch,” Emma teases.

“I don’t know.” I shrug. “I think it has to do with the fact I know going in that there will be people and other things jumping out at me. I’m on high alert. Also, if the scare goes off before us, like with the people in front of us, it loses its shock factor. With you three, I’m not expecting it, so, yeah, you scare the shit of me.” I laugh.

“Okay, so what you're saying is the three of us need to plan a surprise for you with the sole intention of making you piss your pants in terror.” Mia nods as if she’s answering her own question.

My eyes widen. “Hey, hey, hey.” I hold out my hands. “How about we don’t do that? Why would you want to do that? That sounds like a horrible time.”

“We’re just teasing.” Emma grins. “Or are we?”

Alice makes a ghost sound, and I chuck my piece of bread at her, making the three of them burst into laughter.

“I’m leaving and going to hang out with people who only want to protect me, not scar me for life.”

“Yeah, baby, get it,” Mia shouts, and I shoot her a panicked glare.

Grabbing my things, I make a hasty exit. I love them but, god, sometimes they are a little much.

Shoving my things into my bag, I head towards the Host Club room. But I stop when I get to the doors.

This is a bad idea, right? I don’t belong there. I should leave them be and let them do their own thing.

Then again, I’m dying to see what they do now that they have a girlfriend. I mean, it’s not too weird, my being in there, right? I was there for weeks before the agreement ended.

“Fuck it,” I mutter before pushing the doors open. I regret my decision immediately because the room is packed.

People look my way as I step inside, causing my stomach to become a bundle of nerves. My eyes flick across the room, searching for Declan and Grayson, but I don’t see them.

Turning around to leave, I grip the door handle to pull it open when a hand moves above my head, holding it closed.

“Where are you off to in such a hurry, Kitten.” My eyes flutter closed at Preston’s low, deep voice.

Taking a shuddering breath, I answer. “I was leaving.”

“But you only just got here. You're not afraid, are you?” he asks, taunting me. I spin around to give him a piece of my mind, but he doesn’t move away, and his body is practically pressed against mine.

My eyes flick up, my lips parting as my breathing quickly picks up. I hate how much he affects me.

I also hate how much I wish he would wrap his hand around my neck and call me his dirty little slut. I’m so fucked up. I really need to start booking appointments with my therapist again.

“W-what are you doing?” I whisper, my voice trembling. “People are staring.”

“So.” He raises a brow. “Let them look.” Still, he pushes off the door and takes a step back. “I’m guessing you're here to see Declan and Grayson?”

I nod my head.

“They’re with clients right now, but if you want to wait in here, you can.”

He turns around and takes a few steps forward. When he sees I’m not following he looks over his shoulder with a raised brow. “Are you coming or what?”

“Oh,” I mutter before my feet decide to finally work. I follow after him, my eyes flicking around the room. I must not have done a very good job looking because this time I find them easily.

Declan is sitting in a chair next to one of the bookshelves. He’s got a girl sitting next to him on a separate chair, a table between them. But what has me trying to suppress a smile is the way Declan is sitting.

He’s smiling, chatting with this girl, but he’s leaning as far away from her as he can get without being too obvious.

Biting the inside of my lip, I look away, only to spot Grayson. He’s sitting next to a girl on one of the couches. She is chatting away.

Her body is angled towards him, but his is facing forward, leaning his weight on the arm of the couch away from her. The position looks casual and not suspicious at all. But there’s a pillow he has placed between them, almost like a barrier.

As if he can sense me, Grayson’s eyes find mine. My heart skips when his lips twitch with a smile, and gives me a subtle wink before turning his attention back to the girl.

I feel stupid now for allowing any doubts to creep into my mind. They’re being nothing but gentlemen right now. Of course, they wouldn’t continue to do the same things they’ve done before. If this is going to work, I’m going to need to trust them.

Only it’s not as easy as I’d like it to be. There are so many factors that feed into my insecurities: my toxic past relationship, the fact I was cheated on, and seeing how these guys lived a promiscuous life before me are just to name a few.

I should just leave, but it would look bad, and I do want the chance to see them before heading to my next class. I miss them, their touch, their smell... the way their hands feel on me.

My mind drifts back to the other day at my cottage, and my belly heats. Now is not the time to be remembering sexual dreams, Sadie.

“You can sit wherever you want,” Preston says, bringing me into his little space at the back of the room, tucked away from everything else. “Want anything to drink?” He goes over to a tray with a teapot and cups.

“No. Thanks,” I reply softly, taking a seat on one of the couches.

Not looking at me, Preston nods and pours a cup for himself before taking a seat at his desk.

“How have you been?” he asks after a minute of silence. He stares at me, and my eyes snap over to him in surprise. “Oh. Ah, okay, I guess.”

“For someone in a new relationship, that doesn’t sound very good.” He raises a brow, taking a sip of his tea.

“It’s new.” I shrug. “And life doesn’t stop because of changes. We’re still in school, the guys still have lives, and there is the fact that your crazy dad wants me dead.” I give him a sweet smile.

His face falls at my words. “Yeah,” he sighs. “Him.”

I look away, down at my hands, as I pick at the pillow I’m leaning against. “How have you been?” I ask.

“Surviving.” His tone has me looking back to him. It’s now that I see he looks a little different. He looks... tired.

“What does that mean?”

“Exactly what I said,” he mutters, leaning back in his chair. He closes his eyes, and for a moment, I think he’s fallen asleep before he speaks again. “Been staying at the club.”

“Why?”

He laughs, but there’s no humor in it. “Because I’m afraid of what I might do if I’m around my dad.” He moves his head forward to look at me. “He threatened you, Sadie. It’s not something I can just let go.”

“Why?” This time I whisper so low, I’m not sure he can hear me. My heart thunders in my chest as we share a moment.

“Despite how I treated you at the club, I don’t actually want you to be harmed, Sadie.”

The urge to say ‘Could have fooled me’ is on the tip of my tongue. But he’s never shown any indication he wanted bad things to happen to me. He’s said some mean things, been a giant asshole, but I never felt unsafe around him. I mean, like, truly fearful for my life.

So, I say nothing and look away, his words making me more happy than they should.

“You have nothing to worry about,” he breaks the silence again.

“Huh?” I turn back to him.

“With Gray and Dec. They won’t do anything with their clients. They like you too much for that. They’ve made it clear they only have eyes for you.” He huffs out the last part as if that bothers him. Why would it? Is he jealous of Declan? Why does part of me want that? I’m not stupid, I've seen the way they look at each other when they think no one is watching. “We’ve brought some new members in this year. Once they’re trained, the guys will be taking a step back, only doing admin stuff for the club.”

What? Is he for real? I can’t help the smile on my face as I look away. God, I really am stupid, aren't I? I had nothing to worry about.

“What about you?” I ask before I can stop myself. He cocks a brow. “How come you’re not with a client right now? Are you taking a step back?”

He’s quiet for far too long, his eyes boring into mine. I feel like I’m trapped in his web, unable to look away even though my heart is racing and my head feels dizzy.

“You could say that,” he says, breaking the spell as he looks away.

I take a breath, trying to steady my breathing.

“Why?”

He sighs. “You're full of questions today, aren't you, Kitten?” he mutters. “Ever heard that curiosity killed the cat?” he asks, dragging his gaze back to mine.

“Preston,” I whisper.

He swallows hard. “Yeah?”

“You don’t need the chapel, you know.”

I let my words hang heavily in the air. I hope he knows what I mean by them. That the chapel doesn’t have to be his only escape. I’m here no matter what.

He breaks eye contact, licking his lips as he stands. “Stay as long as you want. They will be done soon,” is all he says before he leaves me sitting there in the back corner all by myself.

I’m not crazy, am I? The Preston that was with me just now, that's the nicest he’s been since... well, ever.

Is he dying or something? Because there has to be a reason he’s being nicer than normal.

His words from the party filter back to me. He hates that he wants me. But the key part in that is he does, in fact, want me. And this little change in him, it’s something.

Will it ever become more? I don’t have high hopes at the moment, and honestly, I have other things I need to worry about. Like building a relationship with the men I have.

Grabbing my phone, I play a game while I wait for lunch to be over. My belly growls, but I ignore it. I’d have to leave if I wanted to grab something to eat, and I don’t want to go until I’ve seen the guys. I should have just eaten my lunch with the girls.

“There’s my Pretty Girl!” Grayson’s voice has my eyes darting up from my phone. He walks over to me, a swagger in his step and a confident smile that has my belly-warming.

“Hey.” I smile as I get to my feet. Grayson pulls me into his arms, spins me around, and presses me against the wall, away from prying eyes.

“Do you have any idea how much I want to fucking devour you right now?” he purrs, brushing his lips against mine.

I swallow down a whimper, my thighs pressing together, loving the idea of that all too much.

Grayson chuckles and it does nothing to help. “Did you come here to see us, Pretty Girl?”

“Yes.” I lick my lips. “I–I missed you.”

He groans, and I sigh as he brings his lips to my throat. My eyes flutter closed, reveling in his touch. “I fucking missed you too. Would it be too much to say I wish I could be with you twenty-four seven?”

“No.” I can’t think straight when his lips are on me like this.

He chuckles again. “You know, you’re welcome here any time.”

“I am?”

“Of course.” Grayson pulls back, but he doesn’t let go. “Just because the deal is done doesn’t mean we are. We’re never going to be done with you, Pretty Girl.” His fingers tangle in the stands of hair hanging over my shoulder, giving them a little tug. “We’re yours now. Do with us as you please.”

“Okay.” I have no idea what to say to that. But I do love the words he’s speaking.

“Were you jealous?” He grins. “I saw that look in your eye earlier.”

“Maybe.” I swallow hard. “For a moment. But I should have known better that I had nothing to worry about.”

“No.” He shakes his head. “You shouldn’t have. You’ve gone through some shit in the past, and you have every right to feel how you do because we haven’t proven ourselves yet. But don’t worry, we will.” He grins again. “Although, the idea of you getting all jealous and possessive over me does make me hard.” He grabs my hand, placing it on the bulge in his pants, and I suck in a breath.

“Alright. Enough.” Declan laughs. “I draw the line at anyone else but our little group seeing our girl in the throes of pleasure. Step away from the girlfriend before you fall and slip your dick inside her.”

I laugh, smiling over at Declan, cheeks flushed. “Hi.”

“Hey, Sweetheart.” He playfully pushes Grayson away and pulls me into his arms. I sigh as he slides his fingers into my hair and presses a kiss to my lips. “I’ve missed you.”

“Me too,” I sigh, taking another kiss for myself.

“Throes of pleasure?” Grayson scoffs. “What are we, in the eighteen hundreds?”

Declan just smiles and shakes his head.

“Girlfriend, huh?” I ask, biting my lip. “Is that what I am?”

Declan’s eyes widen slightly. “I sure hope so,” he says, sounding a little panicked. “Did I not make that clear enough when we had our talk? Because I want you to be my girl. My girlfriend.”

“Relax, man,” Grayson chuckles. “I think she just means we haven’t officially put labels on things. Not that labels are needed. But yes, Pretty Girl. We’ve come to claim you as our own. Would you, Sadie Evans, do us the greatest honor imaginable by throwing a couple of poor chaps a bone and be our girlfriend?.”

I laugh, pure joy bursting through my heart at his playfulness. “I’d love nothing more.” I shoot him a wink, earning myself a blinding smile that does things to my soul.

“You hear that?” Grayson tosses his arm over Declan’s shoulder. “We just got ourselves the hottest chick alive. How the fuck did we get so lucky?”

I’m so giddy in this moment; every shitty feeling and nagging worry I had before is gone as I look at my two goofy boyfriends.

Declan gives me a sweet smile that melts my heart. “I have no idea.”

Neither do I.
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The rest of the day goes by well. For the most part, I can’t get the guys out of my head. But I’m still able to focus on my classwork and get it done.

It’s the end of the day, and I’m on my way out to meet the girls for a night of watching movies when Collin comes out of his office.

My heart beats a little bit faster as our eyes lock. I smile, unable to hold it back. The corner of his lip twitches and the way he looks at me has me reminding myself there are students around.

He clears his throat as if he realized that, too. “Ms. Evans. Could I speak with you for a moment, please?”

My eyes widen slightly, and I nod. “Yeah, of course.”

Nerves hit me hard as I step into his office. Is this good or bad? Knowing my luck as of late, probably bad.

Collin closes the door behind him, and the moment it’s shut, I’m pushed up against it, Collin’s body pressing against mine. His lips are on mine in an instant, moving frantically against one another. I whimper, grabbing onto his shirt and clinging to him as he deepens the kiss.

My head spins, my body hums, and all I want is for him to bend me over his desk and fuck me. Once isn’t enough with this man. I need more. I have to have more.

“Fuck.” He rips his mouth off mine, eyes wild, chest heaving. “As much as I want to bury my cock deep inside you right now, we need to talk first.”

My breathing is labored as I blink out of the brain fog. “That’s what every girl loves to hear.” I laugh awkwardly.

“This is not a breakup conversation,” he promises in earnest. “Trust me, Sadie, there’s no getting rid of me. Even if I die, I'll haunt your sexy ass.”

I huff out a laugh. “Good to know. But you don’t sound like you have good news.”

He takes a step back, a very noticeable bulge in his pants as he blows out a heavy breath, running a hand through his raven hair. “Because it’s not. When it comes to my father, it never is.”

“Oh.” And just like that, the happy little bubble I’ve been in all day pops. “Is it bad?”

He looks at me with a grave look. “Yeah, it’s bad.”

Worrying my lip, I take a seat at the chair in front of his desk as he perches on the edge of it, facing me.

“After I dropped you off the other day, I got a call from my father. Long story short, he asked me to meet with him. Threatened you if I didn’t. So I went. I met up with him in a sketchy parking garage, where he proceeded to tell me that if I don’t marry Connie on February twenty-fourth, all hell will break loose. Also, I’m to stay away from you outside school or family friendly functions. If he finds out I’m still seeing you, he’s going to make sure I pay by using you against me.”

He’s snarling by the time he’s done, and I feel like I’m going to be sick.

“What does this mean?” I whisper, not sure if I even want to know.

“For us? Nothing. You are mine, Sadie. I’m not marrying that woman. The only woman that will be wearing my ring is you. The only woman who will have my babies is you.”

“But if you stay with me, nothing good will come of it.”

Just when I think life is finally giving me a break, it pulls the rug out from under my feet.

“He won’t know we’re together. It’s going to be hard, but we’ll have to keep our distance until he’s dealt with.”

My eyes start to water. “So what, I don’t get to see you anymore?” my voice cracks as I try to hold myself together.

He moves to crouch down in front of me. “I will do everything in my power to see you as much as I can. We'll have to be creative to find ways to see each other. Weekly counseling meetings where no one has to know what is actually happening here. And your mom comes over all the time, you can just start coming over with her. It’s not going to be too different from how things have been. We’ve been keeping things professional at school already, we just won’t be able to go out and have public outings like we did the other day.”

By professional, if he means fucking me in the closet at school, then sure, yeah, totally professional.

“I don’t want you to be my dirty little secret,” I whisper, closing my eyes to combat the wave of water that is stinging my eyes. “I knew being with all of you wouldn’t be easy. But I can’t even hug you, kiss you, or just be with you when I want?”

“Would it be easier to postpone things between us and the other two until everything is figured out?” he asks, voice filled with a vulnerability I’m not used to from him.

Panic fills me at his words, and my eyes snap open. “What? No.” I shake my head. “I don’t want to pause anything. I don’t think I could stay away from all of you for that long. And the idea of seeing everyone every day and not being able to be with you sounds like a fucking nightmare.” But isn’t that what it’s going to be like with Collin now? “Is that what you want? To take a step back until your father isn’t an issue anymore?” I ask, the sadness clear in my words now.

“Fuck no!” he growls. “I've been waiting long enough to make you mine, Sadie. I’m not denying myself any longer. I just want to do what's best for you. If you wanted to, then I’d respect your wishes, but I sure as fuck wouldn’t like it.”

“I don’t want that,” I sigh.

“I’m working hard on this, Sadie. I’m going to do everything in my power to bring him down. It won’t be like this forever.”

“And what happens if you haven’t found a way to get rid of him by the date he’s set?”

Collin grits his teeth. “I don’t know,” he admits. “But what I do know is, I’m not going to marry her, Sadie. I need you to believe me.”

“I do,” I whisper, giving him a soft smile as I reach up to touch his face. “I don’t know what's going to happen or how this is going to work. But I do know I love you,” I vow. “And I want to try.”

“Me too.” He leans into my touch, kissing the palm of my hand. “Me too.”

Life isn’t easy; it was never meant to be. It would get boring fast if it was. They’re worth fighting for. If they’re going to cause waves with their families to be with me, then I can make some sacrifices for them, too, right?


Chapter 12

Sadie

There’s a heavy feeling pressing down on my chest as I leave Collin’s office. My mind is a mess; I’m a mess.

But it’s what needs to be done. I’m not stupid, I don’t think I’m invincible. I know I should fear their father, and I do. He’s a man with power and has the means to hurt me.

Part of me has been thinking of going to my mother with this and letting her know. Maybe there’s something Mark could do to help.

The guys swear they can handle it, and I need to trust them because they know more about this life than I do.

Still, it sucks.

Now that I know Collin’s father has me on his radar and it’s gone beyond just the one-time threat, I can’t help but feel like someone's watching me as I step outside the school.

Just what I needed: a case of paranoia on top of everything else.

“There you are!” Emma’s voice makes me jump. I spin around to find my friends walking towards me. “Where were you? We tried calling, but you didn’t answer.”

“Sorry,” I sigh. “I was in a meeting.”

“With who?” Mia asks.

“Collin.”

“Ohhh, a meeting, you say,” Alice teases, wiggling her eyebrows.

My eyes dart around cautiously before stepping closer. “It’s not like that,” I tell them. “He needed to talk to me about... you know.”

“The one who shall not be named?” Emma asks, raising a brow.

“Yeah, him.”

“And?”

“And nothing good. Nothing good at all. And now I’m stressed and a little depressed. I’m not in the mood for anything we had planned tonight. Would you hate me if I said I just wanted to go home and have an early night?”

“Of course not. How about we walk you home, you fill us in, and we’ll leave you to have some you time for the night,” Emma suggests, hooking my arm through hers.

“Thanks.”

We walk to my cottage, and I fill the girls in on everything.

“I’m sorry all of this has been so hard and difficult,” Alice says when we reach my place. “The last thing we ever wanted was for you to be dragged into our world.”

“It’s not your fault. I think I was foolish to think I’d be able to avoid it forever. Seeing how I live on campus, my mom is best friends with the headmistress, and I plan on taking over as groundskeeper one day. I can’t just be a fly on the wall in a place like this. That’s not how it works.”

“It really could be worse,” Mia says. “Your mom isn’t trying to marry you off to someone. You get to pick who you want to be with.”

“Did you forget about the part where one of them is engaged to you?” I ask, raising a brow.

“Not for long.” She winks. “Soon, my bestie, soon my man will be yours.”

Smiling, I laugh, shaking my head. “It is what it is. There’s nothing I can do to change it. I just need to have faith in the guys that they know what they're doing. Part of me just wants to bow out because I’m not worth this much trouble, but I’ve realized I don’t think that would work. I wouldn’t put it past Grayson or Collin to resort to stalking me.”

They’re both really intense like that. But in different ways. Not going to lie, they give me dark romance book boyfriend vibes, and I don’t know if that should scare me or turn me on.

My mind wanders for a moment with images of them stalking me from the shadows. That’s a Collin thing, for sure. Or chasing me in masks, fucking me, and calling me all kinds of dirty things. That would be something I could see Preston doing.

Grayson would be more of the kind of guy who watches you from afar, maybe even set up cameras or something. 

But this is real life, not a book. Even if I’m fucked up for getting even a little bit turned on by the idea.

Doesn’t change the fact that maybe I’m a lot more fucked up than I thought. Hey, maybe I do fit into this world more than I know. The idea terrifies me.

My friends leave, and I head into the house. Not really feeling like making anything to eat, I order takeout and head for the couch.

I’m not even a half hour in before my own thoughts have me going crazy. Telling my friends to leave wasn’t the best idea. I should be going out and having fun, not staying cooped up in my cottage, wallowing in my misery for the fifth day in a row.

Grabbing my phone, I cancel my food order then call Emma. “So, this crashing-early thing isn’t working for me, is there anything fun going on tonight?”
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Going out was a good idea. I ended up changing out of my school uniform and into a cute dress. I might be wearing a summer dress in the middle of October, but that doesn’t matter when you live in Florida.

We went out and had an amazing meal, went to see a movie, and my friends just dropped me off.

Walking through the door, I finally look at my phone, and my stomach drops. Missed calls and text messages from the guys. Well, from Collin and Grayson.

All of them asking me how I was, where I was, why I didn’t let them know I was going out.

Huh. I never thought of checking in with them over this kind of stuff. I mean, I know it’s something people who are dating do, but it wasn’t even a thought in my mind.

Guilt fills me when I listen to my voice messages. They’re from an angry Collin, reminding me that it’s not safe to go out alone with his father’s attention on me.

I know that, and I didn’t go out alone. I was with three other people. I don’t see the big deal. Maybe I should be more cautious?

Not wanting them to worry anymore, I send them all a text letting them know I went out with the girls and that I’m home safe.

Collin calls me right away, and by the time we’re done talking, I see his point and feel bad for making them worry. I promise not to leave campus without one of them going forward.

Sighing heavily, I toss my phone on the couch before throwing myself down on top of it. I close my eyes as I think about all the new changes I’ll have to make.

Couldn’t we all just run away to some island, away from everything and everyone, to live our lives in peace? That would be nice.

I lay there for a while before I start to feel restless. I should be going to bed, I have an early class in the morning. But I don’t think I could fall asleep, even if I wanted to.

So, I slip on my shoes, grab my phone, and head to the one place that brings me peace and allows me to shut my mind off from the rest of the world. The chapel.

Preston

“Where the fuck have you been?” my father shouts, spotting me as soon as I walk through the front door of my house.

Closing my eyes, I take a breath, my fists clenching as nothing but pure hatred pulses through my veins. I regret coming back immediately.

“I’ve been out,” I tell him in a bored tone.

“Don’t you fucking disrespect me, you little shit,” he spits, and a second later, his hand smashes across my face.

My nostrils flare, anger bright in my eyes as my cheek throbs. He’s watching me, waiting for me to react. He’s just itching for me to retaliate so he can hit me again.

When I don’t, he lets out a scoff. “What a fucking disappointment you are.” He shakes his head. “Both of you.” I know he’s talking about Collin. “Both of my sons are nothing but failures. I swear to god, if you both don’t start falling in line, people will start getting hurt.”

Oh, you mean someone else other than me? Spitting that thought back at him would be a nice change, but I know who he means, Sadie. The idea of her getting hurt by the hand of this fucking bastard makes me murderous.

“Doesn’t help when you’re out doing whatever the fuck you want,” he sneers as I wiggle my jaw, the pain starting to ease. “Where have you been, Preston? Don’t make me ask you again.”

“I’ve been staying at a club, okay? In the black room. Felt like it would be the best place to... have fun,” I lie. I’m not telling him about the sex club. That‘s something he will never know about if we have anything to do with it.

“Having fun?” he scoffs. “You mean fucking around. I love a good tight pussy, but you want to know the difference between you and me. I don’t flaunt my whores around like you do.”

Isn’t he lovely, ladies and gentlemen, bragging about the fact that he’s cheating on his wife with a bunch of women. What a fucking joke.

The fact that he could even compare the two of us at all makes me sick. I don’t want to be anything like him.

And I don’t have whores. I don’t sleep around as much as I like the others to think. Sure, I had my fun here and there. I like sex as much as the next person, but I‘ve only had a small window of time where I messed around recently because I was a damn fool and tried to get Sadie out of my head.

I stopped when Collin made me that deal, but it wasn’t the reason why I did it. It was because I didn’t want to be with any other woman. Every time I was with one, all I could think about was her.

Or her, Declan, and I together.

My dick is broken and only seems to work at the thought of those two these days. I’m fucked. Royally screwed, and not in the fun way.

“How's Mom feel about that?” I ask.

“What?” He glares at me.

“About you and your whores. Do you bring them over? Does she sit down and have tea with them?”

I shouldn’t be taunting him, it’s only going to lead to me getting my assed kicked, but I can’t seem to bite my damn tongue.

He’s in my face, shoving me back against the wall. “Shut your goddamn mouth, boy,” he growls. “Or I’ll shut it for you. I’ve had enough of you and your brother's bullshit. So here’s what you’re going to fucking do. Just like I’ve done with your brother, your wedding is being moved up. He’s getting married in February, and you're to be married by the end of this school year. So talk to Tina and pick a fucking date. I have her father breathing down my neck, bitching that you're having a bit too much fun, and Tina is getting worried. He’s mentioned replacing you with the Richardson boy,” he says. “And I’ll be damned if I lose a connection to that family. Do you understand me? I don’t care who you fuck, but it needs to be discreet. You better not fuck this up like you do everything else.”

He’s really going to lose his shit when I tell him I’m not going to be marrying Tina. I’d rather fuck myself with a rusty spoon than go anywhere near her. I’m disgusted with myself for even letting that bitch put her mouth anywhere near my dick. I’m glad I didn’t put it in her. The damn thing would probably have fallen off.

“I wonder who I learned all my skills from, huh? Apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, right?” I grin, waiting for him to lose it.

And he does. He hits me, calls me every name in the book, and doesn’t stop until I’m groaning on the ground, mouth filled with blood.

It takes everything in me to pull my aching body off the ground. I laugh like a madman, grinning at him with bloody teeth before spitting at his feet. “Fuck you.” I laugh again before stumbling my way out of the house. He yells at me the whole time, but I ignore him. Getting my school books isn’t worth going back to that place. At this point, nothing will be.

I send Declan a quick text, asking if I can crash at his dorm tonight. I just... I don’t want to be alone. And maybe it’s wrong of me to use him for his company, but I need him. I hate that I need him, but I do.

As I wait for his answer I decide some time at the chapel would do me some good.
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The sounds of crickets fill the air as the soft breeze rustles the trees. The moon is bright, guiding my way through the darkness towards the chapel.

My head is throbbing, lip aching. What I should be doing is going to Declan’s and getting some sleep. He texted me on my way here that it was okay to spend the night at his place.

I’ve been contemplating if it’s even a good idea to go over there. Sometimes, I think I’m truly a masochist. Because, clearly, I enjoy the heartache I get being around the people I crave but can’t have.

As soon as I step into the chapel, everything goes eerily quiet. “Not creepy at all,” I mutter to myself.

The steps creek under my weight as I ascend the stairs to the tower. I’m not even sure why I’m here. Something about this place calls to me, settles me when everything in my life is a train wreck.

I don’t expect to find Sadie when I reach the top, but there she is, sitting on the edge of the stone widow.

She’s in a short red summer dress that has tiny white flowers all over it with her hair down in loose flowing curls.

Her eyes flick over, meeting mine. My heart starts to race, and I break out in a sweat. What the fuck is wrong with me?

She gives me a soft smile before looking away as if inviting me to sit down. Yup, I’m definitely a masochist because that smile fucking kills me, and yet I still step out of the shadows to join her at the window.

I take my spot to her left, on the far side, letting my feet dangle over the edge. Leaning my head against the cold stone, I watch as the last of the sunset slowly disappears over the tree line.

Every second that passes, I get the urge to look over at her, to catch a glimpse of her beauty.

Ever since the night after the ball, my life has drastically changed. And I’m not sure if it’s for the better or not.

Something about seeing her so broken, so empty,  ignited something inside me. The need to never see her like that again, to do whatever I can to keep it from happening has become the motivation to do what I never thought I could.

I’m beyond jealous of the guys. They’re living the dream I’ve had for years now. Sadie is theirs; theirs to love, to care for, to protect.

And while I want that to be me, too, I won’t act on it because she doesn’t need me. I’m too broken. How can I truly love someone and be what they need me to be, when I don’t even love myself?

Doesn’t stop me from wanting her, craving her, going fucking mad without her. And then I see her with Declan, and everything inside hurts tenfold because I want him too. At least with him, I can be near him, play the friend card to get just that little bit of time with him while pretending it doesn’t kill me to be so close and not be able to take him how I want him. For myself. Mine. I want them both to be mine.

But they aren’t mine. They can’t be. I won’t subject them to my misery.

Even though I won’t take that step with Sadie like the guys have, I still plan on leaving Tina. I’ve been taking a step back from the sex club, only sticking to the business side of things.

As for the Host Club, I still take clients, but it’s like I’m a shell of myself. They want the asshole bad boy, but it’s all an act at this point because the urge to give them what they crave isn’t there. I don’t get a rush of power like I used to when they would get off on my dominance.

I’ve been angry at the world for so long, blaming everyone else around me for my misery. I’m tired. Tired of it all. I just want the pain to stop.

That dream of leaving and living my life out on some island where no one can find me is starting to sound really damn good right about now. Sadly, it’s not something I can do anytime soon. I won’t go until I know Sadie is safe. She might not be mine to protect, but it doesn’t mean I won’t do everything I can.

“Want one?” her soft, sweet voice breaks through the long stretch of silence, making me jolt in surprise. We never talk while we’re here, so it’s odd, to say the least.

Turning my head, my eyes drop to the candy bar she’s holding out for me. I don’t even get a chance to answer her when she gasps. “Oh my god,” she whispers, scrambling to get up. She rushes over to me and kneels at my side. “What the fuck, Preston?”

Her cold, soft fingers feel nice against my swollen left eye as she cups my face gently.

“It’s not as bad as it looks,” I murmur. “You should see the other guy.” It’s a joke because I didn’t even bother getting a swing in. There’s no point. It would only set him off.

He thinks he has Collin by the balls, but what he doesn’t know is he has me, too. It’s another reason why I’m staying away from Sadie when all I want to do is make her mine. The bullshit he’s pulling because Collin is involved with her is bad enough. If he finds out both of his sons are going behind his back to pull out of his meal ticket arrangements, all hell would break loose, and I don’t want a bigger target on Sadie’s back than there already is.

“Preston,” she breathes. Her touch is everything, making my heart pound wildly in my chest.

The longer she looks at me, the more I’m starting to wonder why I’m denying myself this girl. This caring, stunning girl.

That's right, because she’s far too good for me.

“Kitten,” the little nickname I’ve given her, comes out far huskier than I was expecting.

She licks her lips, and fuck, it makes my cock twitch.

I should get up, I should leave, but I don’t. She sighs heavily before getting to her feet and going over to a little basket she keeps in here with snacks and other things, like the blankets to lay out on the ground.

Why is she even here tonight? Was she planning on spending the night here?

She grabs what looks like a first aid kit and brings it back. “You’re going to be the reason why this doesn’t stay stocked, aren’t you?” she asks as she takes the space beside me again. She opens the kit and takes out some antiseptic and gauze.

“I don’t know. Maybe. Depends on if someone feels the need to kick my ass or not.” I huff out a laugh, then hiss as she wipes at the cut on the corner of my lip.

“Your dad?” she asks in a hesitant whisper.

“The one and only person who feels the need to save money on a punching bag and uses me instead. Yup.” I’ve never admitted that out loud before, but this girl, this fucking girl, is changing me, altering everything I’ve known about myself, and I fucking hate it.

It scares the shit out of me. She makes me want to be a better person, to do better in life. Then there’s the fear of failure, failing her, failing Declan, because what if I try and I’m too broken to be able to change?

“I’m worried about you,” she says in a low voice. “This isn’t right. It’s not fair, Preston.”

“It’s life, Kitten,” I murmur. “Nothing in this damn world is fair. It’s one big fucked up game where the only thing that matters is power and money.”

“Not to me,” she says, dabbing at my lip.

“No,” I murmur. “Not to you. You seem to be the only good thing in this fucked up mess of a world.”

She pauses, her eyes darting up to meet mine.

Everything inside me goes off with warning alarms, demanding me not to do it, to get up and walk away because it’s only going to lead to more trouble.

But fuck it because all I want in this moment is this goddess of a woman in front of me. I’m going to regret this; it’s going to bite me in the ass.

I do it anyway, grabbing the wrist of the hand that’s cleaning my wounds. Her breath hitches, and just like that, the tension snaps. All hell breaks loose; sweet, blissful hell.

Diving forward, I press my lips to hers. She gasps, free hand grasping at my shirt. She doesn’t pull away, doesn’t try to fight me off. She pulls me closer, whimpering as her lips part, letting my tongue slip in to tangle with hers.

Letting go of her wrist but refusing to separate my lips from hers, I reposition us so that we’re away from the ledge and I’m sitting on the ground near the window. I pull her into my lap, groaning as she starts to rock her pussy against me.

I want to praise her, to tell her how good she feels against me like this, how her kisses are intoxicating like a drug. How I can’t fucking get enough of her with every lick of her tongue against mine.

Everything in me wants to call her my dirty little slut, to tell her to get on her knees and crawl to me like she did before. But I say nothing, afraid that if words are spoken, it will shatter this illusion we’re both giving in to.

I don’t want that to happen; I’d do just about everything in my power to stay in this moment, right here, right now.

Regrets can come tomorrow. Not for me, but for her. I don’t think there's a part of me that could ever regret being with her in any way.

My fingers tangle into her hair, cradling the back of her head and pressing her closer to me as the kiss grows sloppy, driven by pure raw need.

Cock painfully hard, she ruts against me like if she doesn’t, she’s going to die. And if she doesn’t stop, I’m going to fucking cum in my pants. I’d much rather be buried deep inside her and fill her up when I do.

She whimpers, grabbing handfuls of my hair as she kisses me back eagerly. The pain sends a jolt to my fucking balls, making a growl rip from me.

She’s so needy for me, I bet she’s fucking dripping. Grabbing her by the hips, I get to my knees and shuffle over to the blankets. Laying her on her back, I pin her hips down with one hand, using my other arm to hold me above her as I grind my cock against her cunt.

Breaking the kiss, she gasps, back arching, eyes wide with desperation.

Last time, I didn’t get a chance to taste her for myself, to make her cry for me as she came all over my face.

But that's exactly what I’m going to do now.

Bringing my lips to her throat, I pepper open-mouth kisses down and over her collarbone, making sure to nip and suck as I go. I pull the top of her dress down along with her bra, letting her breasts fall free.

Letting out a curse, my eyes lock onto her nipples, so tight and hard they could cut glass. I take one between my lips, sucking hard before biting down. She cries out, hands digging into the blanket below as she presses into my touch. I grin around her flesh. My little Kitten loves a bite of pain.

Once I’ve tortured that breast, I move over to the next one, giving it the same treatment.

Unable to hold back anymore, and now that I’ve got her panting heavily and wheezing sweetly for me, I move down and grab her by the knees, parting her thighs.

I look up at Sadie watching me, face flushed in the pale moonlight, breasts heaving with every breath she takes. She’s fucking gorgeous.

She bites her lip, and fuck, it makes me feral. She wants me, is so damn needy for me.

I slowly run my hands up her thighs, pushing the skirt of her dress up until I reveal her panties. There’s a dark, wet spot, and I grin as I reach down and pull them off. She helps me get herself free of them, and I toss them to the side.

A deep growl vibrates in my chest at the sight of her pink, glistening pussy, just begging to be punished by my tongue.

She doesn’t speak, but I can see the plea in her eyes, begging me to taste her, to devour her cunt like it’s my last meal.

So I do. I suck every drop of arousal, my tongue lapping at her folds like I’m trying to lick my plate clean before I truly feast.

Sadie cries out, her fingers digging into my hair, pulling as she gasps, overpowered by pleasure. She tries to close her legs on my head, and as much as I’d love to die by suffocating in her pussy, I’m not done with her yet.

I hold her wide open for me, thrusting my tongue into her. I fuck her with my tongue, again and again, until she’s a writhing mess before I move to her clit, sucking it between my lips and nibbling on it.

I go until she’s speaking in tongues, thighs shaking. I give her clit one last bite, and she shatters. My eyes flick up in time to watch her orgasm crash over her, and it’s a sight to be seen. Something to lock into my memory to be replayed over and over again.

She cums hard, body jerking as she tries to get away, sensitive to my touch. But I hold her still, continuing to eat her until she's crying, pulling at my head.

Finally, I have mercy on her poor pussy and move my way up her body. I take her breath away, kissing her with my own desperation. She whimpers and whines, begging to kiss me back as I reach between my legs to free my cock.

It’s a bit of a struggle, everything inside me is feeling so out of control. I’ve never been like this before. So consumed, so frantic to fuse my body to someone else.

But she’s not just anyone, she’s Sadie. My Kitten. The one person in my life who sees my scars and doesn’t look away, isn’t disgusted by the man beneath.

Ripping my lips away, I press the tip of my dripping cock to her entrance. We lock eyes, her wild ones with my feral ones. I shove forward, forcing my way inside her.

She gasps, eyes widening further as I make her pussy stretch around my thick cock. I can tell she‘s struggling to take me, but she doesn’t ask me to stop, her eyes begging for more.

I thrust into her, unleashing all my pent-up desire for her. She takes everything I give her, silently asking for more and more with every slap of my hips against her pelvis.

I’m lost in her eyes, unable to look away. Does she know how much this is shattering me? How much I wish she could take the pieces and put me back together into something, someone who could do right by her. Into a man worthy of her.

With every glide of my cock against her inner walls, her greedy little cunt tries to keep me inside.

She’s panting and moaning, but she doesn’t look away.

Bringing my hand between us, I find her clit and add steady pressure.

Oh, the look on her face... if I could capture this and keep it forever, I would.

She breaks for me, cumming hard on my cock, her pussy gripping me so hard I gasp. She pulls me over the edge with her, and I growl, biting the inside of my cheek as my cock pulses, filling her pussy up until it’s dripping out of her.

With my body braced above her, we both close our eyes, struggling to catch our breath. Once we do, I feel my cock hardening inside her again. With a growl, I flip us over so that she’s on top. I can’t get enough of this girl, I don’t think I ever could. I want to go all night, to see her break again and again, then put her back together just to break her once more.

Sadie rides me into bliss until we’re both cumming again before collapsing on top of me.

Wrapping my arms around her, I pull the blanket over us, I hold her tightly, not knowing if this will be the last time we’re together, needing to soak in every second I can with her until we’re falling asleep in each other’s arms. Just like I wish we could do every night for the rest of our lives.


Chapter 13

Sadie

The loud hooting of an Owl jolts me awake. I gasp, shooting up into a seated position. Blinking, I rub at my eyes before looking around at my surroundings.

A large horned owl sits on the end of the window. He turns his head towards me, black beady eyes blinking slowly before he stares into my damn soul. He hoots again, making me jerk in surprise before launching himself into the sky.

It takes me a moment for my sleepy brain to register where I am. Fuck. I’m in the chapel.

For a second, I can’t remember laying down to fall asleep on the hard wooden floor in the first place. Movement beside me has my eyes widening and snapping down to look at the body next to me.

The moonlight streams through the window, illuminating Preston’s broken yet still handsome face.

Everything comes rushing back to me: Him joining me. Me realizing he was hurt, yet again. The electrifying tension between us and how it burst into a million little pieces. The way he kissed me, his lips dominating mine as he took control.

The way he pinned me to the ground, thrusting inside me, made me feel all the things I tried to push away.

Him cumming inside me with that pained, sexy groan, getting the feeling he was giving all his hurt and pain to me.

All of that happened without uttering a single word, us communicating with our eyes and our sounds of pleasure. And when he pulled me into his arms, holding me close, everything felt right. Like he was meant to be there with me, in that way.

Only now, as I look down at him, panic fills me. This shouldn’t have happened. I can’t allow these kinds of mind games. He might want me in some sense, but I can’t just be his fuck toy anymore. I won’t be at his beck and call. I won’t be used like this.

If he wants me, he needs to do better, show me more.

Slowly and carefully, I get to my feet, cringing when I feel the stickiness of his cum between my thighs.

My panties? Where are my damn panties? Looking around frantically, I find them on the ground nearby. Hastily, I slip them on before grabbing my shoes and phone.

I’m about to leave when I look back to Preston. My stomach dips, and the idea of leaving him like this when he’s clearly hurting, so I grab one of the blankets and place it over his sleeping form.

“I want to help you. To be there for you. To take the pain away,” I whisper, brushing his hair off his forehead. “But I can’t do any of that until you show me you want more. I won’t hurt myself chasing after a man who doesn’t think I’m worth fighting for.”

Leaning forward, I press a kiss to his forehead. “I care about you, Preston. I just wish you cared enough about yourself to allow others in.”

I leave the tower, waiting until I’m at the bottom of the stairs before slipping on my flats.

The cool night breeze has me shivering as I quickly walk away from the chapel.

“Stupid, Sadie,” I curse myself. “Way to fucking go. Cheating on your boyfriends after only dating them for a week.”

The realization hits me, and I feel sick. My body breaks out into a nervous sweat, and I start to panic.

This isn’t me. I would never cheat on the man that I love. Men that I love.

But I did.

My hand shakes as I lift my phone up, tears stinging the back of my eyes. It’s nearly three in the morning, but I know if I don’t get this off my chest now, it’s going to eat me alive.

The phone rings a few times before Collin answers. “Sadie, is everything okay?” his voice is thick with sleep. Shit, of course, he was sleeping.

“I just fucked your brother,” I blurt out before choking on a sob.

“Ahh, well, hello to you too, baby,” he huffs out a laugh. “Did he at least make you cum?”

His answer has me stumbling to a stop. “W-what?”

“You know, did you orgasm? Because if that fucker left you wanting, I’ll have to kick his ass.”

I blink rapidly at the path before me in stunned confusion. “You want to know if your brother gave me an orgasm?” I ask slowly, still not sure I’m hearing him right.

“Well, did he?”

“Yes...” Three, if we’re being exact.

“Good. It would be a shame if I’d have to come over and finish the job for him. I mean, I can still come over if you want.” I can hear the cockiness seeping from his tone.

“Collin, I’m so confused. I just told you I had sex with Preston, and you’re not mad at me?”

“No,” he starts. “Why would I be? I told you I was going to learn to share you with the guys. And as much as I wish it was me inside you, I’m not mad.”

“Yeah, but I thought you meant Declan and Grayson. I’m dating them, not Preston.”

“No. Not officially. But I told you that I knew my brother wants you and I know you have feelings for him. He wasn’t a jerk, was he?”

“No.”

“Good. If anything, I’m kinda bummed you didn’t make him work harder for it.”

“What?” Am I half asleep or something? I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

“He needs to work for it, Sadie. He doesn't just get to be a jackass to you, then continue to have you. No, you need to make him work for it, make him show you he wants you. I can’t make you, but think about that next time you’re tempted to give in.”

“Okay?” I rub the back of my head. He does have a point. But fuck, it’s so weird to act so casual about all of this. “But I cheated on you.”

“No, you didn’t.”

“I did! I slept with someone who isn’t you, Declan, or Grayson. You know, my boyfriends,” my voice cracks as I start to freak out again.

“Sadie, baby, breathe,” his voice softens. “You didn’t cheat. And I know the guys would think the same thing. This thing we have, it’s complicated. And if it was anyone outside the three of us besides Preston, I’d say yes. But he gets a pass.”

“A pass...”

“Yup. Because once he pulls his head out of his ass, he’s going to be a part of your little harem too.”

“This is all so damn weird,” I groan, continuing my way down the path.

“Yeah, well, I don’t think it’s going to stop getting weird anytime soon, if ever,” he chuckles.

“I should tell the others,” I murmur.

“You can if you want, but I don’t think they’re going to care, Sadie. I really don’t think they would.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” he answers confidently.

“Okay,” I whisper. I’m still most likely going to mention this to the others just to be sure.

“Goodnight, baby. Be a good girl and get some sleep.”

“Goodnight.”

I hang up the phone and just stare at it for a moment. “This will never not be weird!” I huff, stomping the rest of the way to my cottage. So he doesn’t think I cheated. That's good, right?

Being with Preston, it didn’t feel wrong. If anything, it felt right, beyond right. It was perfect.

Tonight was bizarre. I went there to get away from all the complicated things in my life, only to leave with even more worries on my shoulder.

But the night isn’t over yet; there’s still time to add more bullshit onto my plate because when I open the front door to my cottage and step in, my feet become wet.

“What the fuck?” I quickly flip on the light and gasp in horror when I see that my fucking cottage is flooded! Okay, not exactly flooded, there only seems to be about an inch of water, but still.

“No, no, no, no!” I shout, rushing through the house. Water splashing as I go around, trying to find the source of the leak.

Nothing in the kitchen or bathroom. I don’t see anything dripping from the roof.

“Fuck,” I hiss when I get into the laundry room. The pipe that's connected to the washer is spurting out water. “What do I do?” I rush over and wrap my hand around the pipe to try and stop the water. Only it does nothing, making the water spray in my face. “Damn it!” I mutter, flinching away before letting go.

“Shut the water off, Sadie,” I curse at myself before running into the furnace room and finding the water valve. It takes some effort, but I manage to shut it off.

Sighing, I take a moment, my breathing heavy from the effort.

Making my way back out to the main part of the house, I let out a wail of frustration. All of the floors are drenched. Thankfully, my room is safe because it’s higher off the ground than the rest of the house since the cottage is built on a bit of a slope. So everything I own should be fine since it’s only about an inch of water, but everything else?

This is not good, not good at all.
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“Oh, boy,” Mom sighs as she steps into the house. I’ve been sitting on the kitchen table, waiting for my mom to get here.

Mark follows in after her and whistles. Of course. I should have known Mom was going to bring Mark, but that just means that I’m not surprised to see Grayson enter right behind him.

When I called Mom, I felt bad for waking her up. But when I told her about the broken pipe and water damage, she woke Mark up and said she would be on her way soon.

“And you said it came from a broken pipe?” Mark asks me after taking a look around.

“Yeah, I found water spewing from a broken pipe in the laundry room.” I nod as Grayson hops up onto the table next to me.

“Hey, Pretty Girl.” He grins widely at me as if he knows something I don’t know.

“Hey.” I raise a brow at him, too tired to be flustered by his handsome looks and addicting charm.

“I’ll make some phone calls, see if anyone can come out and clean this up before it causes permanent damage,” Mark says, as if it’s going to be hard to find someone. He’s Mark Taylor. His kind of money gets people out of bed at four in the morning without complaint.

“I’m going to see what’s ruined,” Mom sighs. Poor Mom looks tired. I feel bad because if I didn’t leave the house, I would have noticed the water before it got this bad.

“So, wanna tell me why you’re dressed like—” Grayson nods his head towards me with a smirk. “That. In a dress. With your hair all done.”

“You know I went out with the girls,” I tell him, chewing on my lower lip as guilt hits me hard.

“Yes, but it’s four in the morning. You normally would have changed out of it when you got home. Are you telling me you fell asleep before changing?”

It’s not hard to believe. I could have easily fallen asleep in my dress, crashing as soon as I got home from the movies. But I can’t tell him that, it would be a lie and I don’t want to lie to him.

“No,” I whisper, swinging a guilty gaze his way. “I went out again not long after I got home.”

“By yourself?” he raises a brow.

“Yes,” I groan. “I know, I shouldn’t have. It’s not safe for me. But you guys said off campus; the chapel is on campus.”

“The chapel, eh?” he smirks again. “What were you doing there?”

My brows furrow. He’s acting really weird right now.

“I went there to think. My mind was drowning, and I just needed to breathe,” I admit. His face softens.

“I get it. A lot has happened in a small amount of time. It’s going to take some getting used to, but you're not alone, Sadie.”

“I know.” I smile.

“Pretty shitty what happened here,” he says, looking around. “Probably not the best thing to come back to after getting fucked so good you passed out.”

“What?” My eyes snap to his, widening so big I fear they might fall out of my head.

He looks like he’s holding back laughter as he leans in. “Did Preston make you feel good, Pretty Girl? Did your pretty little pussy grip his cock nice and tight?”

My breathing stutters, my pulse spiking.

“H-how do you know?” I whisper, my voice shaking.

His smile grows. “I may have watched.”

“What!” I gasp. “You were there spying on us?”

“No. Not exactly,” he chuckles. “But I was watching.”

“Grayson,” I growl, not in the mood for word games.

“A few years ago, when I found out that the chapel meant a lot to you, I may have had some cameras installed. Only because I wanted to make sure no asshole students were coming in and destroying the place.”

“Cameras?” I narrow my eyes. “So you were watching us through a camera?”

“Yes. Not there, but at my house.”

My eyes widen. “You were sitting at home, watching me fuck Preston from a security camera you had installed in the chapel?” I whisper harshly.

“Does that bother you?” he asks, eyes searching mine.

Does it? The thought of him at home while watching Preston and me like that.

It should bother me; any rational person would be bothered by the fact that someone was watching them have sex without their knowledge or consent. Yet, the idea has a flush of heat rushing through me as my nipples harden.

Grayson chuckles low and husky. “Does the idea of me watching you get fucked turn you on, Pretty Girl?”

My lips part, breathes coming in low, quick pants. “Yes.” A blush creeps onto my cheek as I bite my lower lip.

He grins, his lips so close to mine I want to lean in and kiss him. But I can’t, not with our parents here.

“Hmmhhmm,” he hums. “I’ll remember that.”

I’m fucked. I’m so fucked. If it was anyone else other than one of my guys who did that, I’d be boiling mad. But he said the reason he had the camera up in the first place was because he wanted to protect a place that meant something to me.

“I called and told Collin,” I admit. “That Preston and I... you know.”

“Fucked like animals.” He grins.

“Grayson!” I hiss, slapping his arm, but he only laughs.

“And why did you feel the need to fill him in on that?”

“Because I thought I was cheating,” I whisper, looking away from him.

“What?” All humor drains from him. “Pretty Girl, you didn’t cheat.”

“He said that too,” I sigh, looking back up at him with watery eyes. “But how is it not cheating?”

“Because Preston is a part of our little band of merry men,” he chuckles. “He’s just a little slow in the head.” He winks. “He’s gonna catch up sooner or later, and if he doesn’t, well... then he‘s stupid.”

“He’s not stupid.” I narrow my eyes. “He’s hurting. He has a monster for a father who uses him as a fucking punching bag.”

Grayson’s grin falls, anger taking over his features. “Again?” he growls.

“Yeah.”

“Fuck. We really need to get rid of that fucking bastard.”

The sooner, the better.

“Thankfully, everything damaged can be replaced. Nothing important is ruined,” Mom says, stepping back into the room.

I move away from Grayson so fast that I almost give myself whiplash. I can see Grayson’s frown of disapproval. I feel bad because I don’t want to force myself away from him, but if we’re going to date, our parents can not know.

“That's good.” I smile at her. “It didn’t make it to my room.”

“Thank goodness,” she sighs. “And my room is pretty much empty anyway. So it’s just the couch, and honestly, I don’t think it would be a bad idea to get it replaced anyway.

“I like that couch,” Grayson adds in a chipper tone. “I bet there's lots of good memories on it.”

He turns a grin towards me, and I shoot him a glare, praying my cheeks aren’t red at the thought of what we did on that couch.

Mom looks confused. “Ah, yeah, I guess. Lots of movie nights when you were a kid,” Mom states to me, and I groan as Grayson chuckles. We ruined that couch for life.

“Alright, I have a guy who can come here in twenty minutes. For now, I’m going to do what I can to clean up. I want you two to head back to the house,” Mark instructs, stepping inside the house and to my mother’s side.

“I’m not leaving. I’ll stay here and help,” Grayson counters.

“I wasn’t talking about you.” Mark chuckles, his attention turning to me. “Sadie, you’re going to need a place to stay until everything can be cleaned and fixed. I’m not going to tell you what to do, and you can say no if you like and we can find you other accommodations, but you're more than welcome to stay at the house. There’s a room for you and everything. It’s your home now, too.”

“Oh, please!” Mom’s eyes light up. “Yes, Sadie, come and stay at the house. I’d love to have you close again. I miss you.” My heart sinks at her sad tone.

I’ve missed her too. She’s one of my best friends, my person, someone who’s always been there for me. Being alone in this cottage all the time has gotten lonely. I thought living on my own would give me some sense of freedom, but in reality, it’s just empty in here.

“I think that’s a wonderful idea,” Grayson interjects. “Would love to get to know my soon-to-be new sister better.” Grayson’s smile seems friendly enough, but I know my dirty-minded man is thinking about how he’s going to have easy access to me now.

And I don’t hate that idea.

“Yeah.” I nod. “I don’t see why not.”

“Yay!” Mom claps her hands excitedly. “Let’s go pack a bag for tonight, and we can come back tomorrow for the rest. We need to get some sleep. You have school in the morning.”

That has me groaning inside. I’m going to be dead to the world. Maybe if I sit in the back, no one will notice?

Once I’m done packing, the guy who’s here to vacuum the water out is already at work.

Mark gives Mom the car keys and kisses her goodbye. Grayson follows after me, snatching my bag and putting it over his shoulder.

“So, you're not mad at me?” I ask Grayson, hanging a little bit behind my mom as we head for the car.

“No, Pretty Girl. I’m not mad. Anything with me, Collin, Declan, and Preston is free game.”

“I don’t get your guys’ way of thinking.” I shake my head. “I’ll need to talk to Declan, though, and see what he thinks.”

“Dude is going to cream his pants when you tell him.” Grayson smirks.

“What?!” I gape at him.

“You know how much he likes Preston. The two people he’s head over heels for are now fucking? It’s his nerdy little dream come true. Only thing better for him would be if he was there too. I should show him the video, give him some new material.”

“Material?”

“Something to beat the meat to.”

“Oh my god.” I cover my ears with my hands. “Grayson.”

He cackles. “Pretty Girl, you have no room to talk. If I remember clearly, a certain someone was playing with her pretty pink pussy to a video of one of us.”

Fuck. I almost forgot about that. And how could I? Grayson fucked me so damn good on those stairs.

“So, what you’re saying is I’m overthinking this?” I ask him.

“A little. But that’s okay. Honestly, I like that you’re worried. It means you have a conscience. That you don’t want to hurt us.”

“I don’t,” I insist, coming to a stop. “I never want to hurt you guys, any of you.”

“I know, Pretty Girl.” He goes to reach out to touch me but looks over in my Mom’s direction. “And we don’t want to hurt you. If we ever do, know it’s not on purpose. Preston isn’t just some random guy. He’s someone you have feelings for, someone who you have a history with. And... he’s one of us.”

“So this little bromance might become something?” I smile, knowing they weren’t really friends before joining the Host Club but have gotten closer since.

“Maybe. But I’m not fucking any of them,” he states, and I laugh in surprise.

“I never expected you to.”

“But if you play your cards right, I could see Preston bringing your boy, Dec, to his knees.” He grins, and my face flushes. “Does it bother you? The two of them having feelings for one another.”

“No.” I shake my head. “Trust me, I'm the last person who should be upset with having feelings for more than one person.” I give him a pointed look. “If anything, I feel bad. I can only assume Preston hasn’t taken any steps towards having something more with Declan for the same reason  he won’t with me.”

Grayson nods. “I think you're right.”

He walks me to the car and hands me my bag back. “Thanks for coming tonight,” I tell him.

“No, thank you for coming tonight.” He grins, and I die.

“Good night, Grayson,” I mutter as my mom starts up the car.

“Good night, Pretty Girl. See you soon.”

I think I like the idea of being down the hall from Grayson, even if I might miss my cozy little cottage.


Chapter 14

Declan

My lids start to droop as I struggle to keep my eyes on my phone screen. Preston should have been here a while ago, and he’s not answering my texts. Maybe I should call him?

No. I’m sure he’s fine. He was only looking for a place to crash. That's it. He said he had to do something before coming here, so whatever that is must be keeping him.

I shouldn’t have been so excited to get his text asking to stay the night. I have Sadie, I shouldn’t be pining after someone who doesn’t want me.

But then Sadie’s words come back to me, the way she talked before Grayson and I took her together, asking me if I wished it was Preston and me that was about to fuck her together.

The idea of that has me harder than I think I’ve ever been. The amount of times I’ve fantasized about that exact scenario is too many to count.

Was that just her playing around, or would she really be okay with Preston and me being something more? Not that it would ever happen.

Preston has shown no interest in me, and I’m not about to make a fool out of myself by admitting my feelings.

Eventually, my eyes close, sleep winning over.

They don’t open again until I hear the sound of keys unlocking my dorm room door. Sitting up, I rub the sleep from my eyes, frowning.

Panic that someone is breaking in fills me until I see Preston walking through the door, and I let out a little sigh of relief.

“What time is it?” I ask, voice cracking as I look down at my phone.

“Late,” he murmurs, shutting the door and locking it behind him. “Sorry, I’m so late.”

“Is everything okay?”

He stands by the door in the shadows. “Not really. But when is my life ever okay?” He lets out a humorless laugh, and my heart hurts for him. I wish I could take the pain away from him. Give him a safe place to be himself. Because while he might not want me, I know he wants Sadie. Even if he can’t see it himself. Or maybe he can and he’s choosing to play ignorant.

He sighs heavily, running a hand through his hair before stepping into the moonlight streaming through my window.

That’s when I get a good look at his face. I’m on my feet and over to him in a second. “Fuck, Preston, what happened?”

My hand reaches out to touch his black eye, but I hesitantly lower it again.

“It doesn’t matter.” He looks away, pain clear in his eyes.

“Your dad?”

He looks back at me. “Who else?”

“You can’t go back there,” I insist, anger filling me. What his father does makes me sick.

“It’s not that easy, Dec,” he sighs heavily, stepping past me. I watch as he kicks off his shoes and yanks back the covers without bothering to take any clothes off. Part of me is disappointed. “If it was, I’d just get a place of my own.”

“Why don’t you? You’re old enough.”

“Because he would lose his shit. Today he told me that I’m to be married to Tina before the end of the school year.” He makes a disgusted sound. “I’d rather chop my own fucking dick off and feed it to an alligator than marry her.”

He climbs into bed, groaning as he lays down.

Swallowing hard, I slowly get back into bed and join him. Rolling to my side, I fixate my eyes to his face. “You can stay here any time, you know.”

He’s staring up at the roof, but I see his lip hitch into a smile. “Thanks, man. That–that means a lot.”

Warmth fills my body, at the same time, a smell fills my nose. My brows furrow. “Why do you smell like my girlfriend?” I ask, his clothes smelling an awful lot like the perfume Sadie wears.

His body goes stiff. He blinks, licking his lips. “I was at the chapel, that’s why I was late.”

Oh. Understanding dawns on me. “Is she okay?”

“I think so? Shouldn’t you know that?” he asks, rolling onto his side to face me. “She’s your girlfriend.”

“It’s new. She’s still getting used to everything. And I’m not her keeper, I don’t keep tabs on her every second of every day. If something’s wrong, she knows I’m here for her. If she doesn’t want to talk about it, I won’t force her.”

“Maybe you should,” he murmurs. “Sadie shouldn’t be left alone, not while my father has his sights set on her.”

“That’s what Collin and Grayson are doing,” I chuckle, and he grins.

“Yeah. I suppose so. Still doesn't change the fact she was alone in the tower. She might be on school property, but anyone could have attacked her up there.”

My face falls. “Did you make sure she got home safe?”

He licks his lips. “No. I–ah–Shit,” he curses, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath. “I fucked your girlfriend, and we fell asleep in the tower. When I woke up, I was alone. I did text the others, Grayson says she’s safe at his place and will explain why she’s there later.”

“Y–you and Sadie had sex?”

It’s not the actual act of it that surprises me, I know they’d been together during the arrangement we had with Sadie. But he’s shown no interest in taking things further with her, even though we all know he wants to. He’s just holding himself back.

“I did. And I want to say I’m sorry, but I’m not. I’m just sorry if it hurts you. Don’t blame her, I’m the one who initiated.”

“I’m not mad,” I whisper honestly. If anything, the idea of the two of them has my mind drifting to dirty places. I shut that down right away because I don’t need a boner while I lay next to Preston. “Sadie, and you have something.” He starts to open his mouth, most likely to deny it, but I continue before he can say anything. “And don’t you try to talk your way out of it.” I narrow my eyes at him, and he shuts his mouth. “If Sadie wants to be with you, none of us are going to stop her. We don’t have any issues with it. The only problem would be if you did something to hurt her. Because I can’t just sit back and watch that. She doesn’t deserve it.”

“No, she doesn’t,” he sighs. His eyes drop to my lips, and my dick twitches. I really wish he wouldn’t look at me like that; it’s killing me. “I don’t want to hurt her. I know I was an asshole in the past, and I hate myself for it. She didn’t do anything to me to deserve the way I treated her then. I was just...” He sighs heavily and moves to his back. “I was just angry with myself, with the world—that I wanted so many things I couldn’t have. A life that wasn’t this one. I was pissed that it wasn’t even a possibility.”

I want to tell him it is. That he could have everything he wanted, if he was just willing to deal with the backlash that might come with it. But I know out of all of us, it’s the hardest for Preston. My parents aren’t going to be happy, but they’re not going to disown me. Grayson’s grandfather might throw a fit, but he doesn’t hold as much power as Mark does. Grayson isn’t afraid to be cut off, he will have his father to fall back on. That is, if his father doesn’t kill him for dating his stepsister. One problem at a time with him.

Collin might share a father with Preston, but he has his mother, who clearly is all for whatever choices Collin makes.

That just leaves Preston with two monsters for parents who only care about themselves, the power they can get, and how much money they have in their pockets. And they’re not afraid to do whatever it takes to keep it that way.

Including threatening the life of the woman we all love.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, breaking on the inside for him.

He rolls back over and smiles sadly at me. “You have nothing to be sorry about. You’re the only good thing in my life, you know?”

Fucking dagger to the heart.

Emotion clogs my throat as he stares into my eyes. I don’t know what to say or how to respond. There’s this electric current between us, the tension thick in the air. His eyes drop to my lips again. Why does he look like he wants to kiss me?

I wish he would. I want him to lean over and press his lips to mine so badly it hurts.

But then he clears his throat, rolling all the way over to face the wall, and my heart crashes, filling with disappointment and rejection. Things I don’t have the right to feel hitting me. “We should get some sleep. We have school in the morning.”

“Yeah.” I hope he doesn’t hear how my voice cracks. “Night.”

He doesn’t say anything for a moment before he whispers back. “Goodnight.”

I don’t get a wink of sleep for the rest of the night, feel like death the next morning.


Chapter 15

Sadie

A moan leaves my lips as my eyes roll back into my head, white-hot pleasure licking through my body.

I’m in the middle of one of the best sex dreams of my life.

I’m not sure which one of my guys is between my legs, but the way their tongue works over my pussy, dipping inside me and thrusting deep has me losing my mind. I writhe on the bed so much that they have to hold me down.

They remove their tongue, bringing their mouth up to lock over my clit, replacing the newly empty space inside of me with their fingers. They move them so perfectly inside me, crooking them right over my sweet spot.

I shake, breath coming in heavy pants as my arousal drips down over their hands. I’m close, so damn close, my orgasm just out of reach.

My moans fill the room loudly as I arch my back.

“Shhhhh, Pretty Girl. You don’t want to wake the whole house up, now do you? What would Mom and Dad think if they walked into your room and found your big brother’s face buried in your pretty little cunt?” Grayson’s voice starts off hazy, like it’s underwater, before it becomes loud and clear in my ears.

My eyes blink open, and I stare up at the ceiling. I’m not dreaming, am I?

Panting heavily, I lift my head, eyes widening when I see Grayson looking up at me with a sinfully cocky smirk. He locks his lips around my clit again, sucking so hard while thrusting his fingers deep inside me and hitting my sweet spot just right.

The orgasm I thought I was about to have in my dream becomes a reality, crashing into me hard.

“Oh fuck!” I gasp, falling back into the bed. My eyes roll back, my hands clawing at the blankets as shocks of pleasure hit me.

I cum all over Grayson’s face, and when he sits back on his knees, smiling like the cat who got the literal cream, I see how much his face drips with it.

My cheeks burn as I struggle to catch my breath. I blink up at him in shock as he wipes his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Morning, Pretty Girl. I sure could get used to waking up and having you as my breakfast.”

“What the hell, Grayson?” I close my eyes, my body still humming. I mean, I don’t think I’d mind waking up like that every morning, too. The only thing is, we’re living in the same house as our parents, which means it’s risky.

“Sorry. You don’t think I’d have my girlfriend just down the hall and be able to stay away, right?” He grins, moving his body over mine. “No, Pretty Girl. I have you right where I want you. Right where you belong.”

I narrow my eyes at him. “What gives?”

“Whatever do you mean?” he asks, brushing his lips against mine. My belly heats at the taste of my arousal on his lips.

“What time is it?”

“Time to get up. Hence, the reason I came to wake you. Or rather, you came.” He chuckles, pressing a kiss to my lips. He gets to his feet, and I see that he’s only in a pair of sleep pants, which are hung low on his hips. He’s also sporting a very sizable erection. “I’d offer to let you take care of this for me. But if we don’t get ready now, we’re going to be late.”

He turns around and heads towards the door.

“Wait, really? You don’t want me to like... suck you off or anything?” That sounded so weird. And also, I shouldn’t have to take care of his situation since he’s only hard because he chose to wake me up with an orgasm. But I want to; my mouth waters at the thought of taking him all the way to the back of my throat and letting him fuck my face, using me for his pleasure.

“Oh, I want to. More than want to. But it’s not about me, Pretty Girl. After the night you had, I thought you could use a little TLC. Well, your pussy anyways.” He winks. “But I’ll start by making you breakfast. Go on, get dressed.” He grins before leaving the room.

I don’t need to shower; I did as soon as I got here last night, unable to go to bed with Preston’s cum still caked between my thighs.

Is this what it’s going to be like with more than one boyfriend? Back-to-back sexual encounters.

Not that Preston is my boyfriend. I don’t know if he’s even my friend.

Groaning, I flop back into bed. I’m so damn tired.
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“And you cook?” I ask Grayson, pulling out a stool to sit at the kitchen island.

Grayson shoots me a grin over his shoulder. “Oh, Pretty Girl. There’s so much you don’t know about me. But don’t worry, soon you will. It’s all a part of the fun.”

He’s right, I don’t know much about him. “We’re going to need to change that.”

“Change what?” he asks, flipping a pancake.

“Not knowing much about the other.”

“I agree.” He plates the pancake with the others and shuts off the stove before joining me at the island. He’s dressed in the school uniform, his shaggy black hair wet from his shower. He looks so damn hot it should be illegal.

“Thanks.” I smile. “Let’s start now,” I say, accepting the plate of food.

“What do you wanna know?”

“Favorite color?”

“Starting off with the tough ones, I see,” he chuckles, and I roll my eyes. “Black and dark green. And yours?”

“I don’t really have one. It changes all the time.” I laugh. “I’m more of a pastel kind of girl, but I like the darker shades too. I hate the typical colors of the rainbow. Especially blue and purple.”

“Valid.” He nods. “Okay, my turn. What's your favorite kind of music?”

“Mostly pop. I don’t mind newer music, but I tend to listen to older stuff. Although, I have been finding new stuff from artists on TikTok surprisingly.”

“There’s some good ones on there.” He nods.

“And you.”

“Punk rock.” He grins. “A little screamo, but not too heavy on the screaming part.”

“I like a few songs in that genre too.”

“Really?” He looks at me in surprise. “Name one.”

Shaking my head, I laugh. “I’m listening to In Between by Beartooth on repeat right now.”

His eyes widen even further. “No fucking way,” he laughs. “I love that song.”

I smile, cheeks heating, loving the fact we have something in common.

“My turn,” I say, taking a bite of my pancakes, wrinkling my nose when I realize I didn’t put anything on them. “Favorite movie or movie genre?”

“Horror, for sure.” He takes some whipped cream and puts it on my pancakes. “I’d say my favorite movie franchise would be between The Conjuring universe and Scream. One is more of a darker demonic edge, and one is a slasher. Best of both worlds for me, I think.”

I’m gaping at him. “What?” he laughs.

“I’m just... wow.”

“What’s yours?”

“The same.” I laugh, my face lighting up with a smile. “For the same reason.”

He grins. “Huh. Seems like we’re meant to be, if you ask me, Pretty Girl.” He takes a fork full of pancake, covered in whipped cream, and brings it up to my mouth. “Try it now. It’s so much better when it’s sweeter.”

I shiver at his husky tone. Parting my lips to let him feed me, I hum with approval, enjoying the taste. “It’s different,” I whisper.

“Had caramel mixed in,” he tells me. When I’m done chewing, he grips my chin, eyes locked on mine as he holds me still so he can lean in. My breathing is shaky as he grows closer, tongue slipping out to lick my lips. My belly cramps, remembering the sinful things that tongue can do. “Had a little bit on your lip,” he murmurs, licking his lips as he pulls back.

“You’re killing me,” I whimper. The fucker just grins.

“I know, Pretty Girl. I love teasing you, getting you going and seeing you melt under my touch, my gaze.”

“That wasn’t smart to do. My mom or your dad could have walked in.” I lean back, hoping there are no staff members watching.

“They left for work about an hour before I slipped into your room to wake you up.”

“I thought they would sleep in after staying up so late. How did everything go with the cottage?”

“Good. They were able to get all the water out. Not much has been damaged item-wise, but the floors need to be ripped up and replaced. As for the pipes, it looks like they were just old and also needed to be replaced. They have some dehumidifiers drying everything out, then they can start working on it.”

“How long is it going to take?” I ask, continuing to eat my food.

“Eager to leave already, Pretty Girl?” he chuckles. “You just got here. Looks like I’m going to have to find some more creative ways to convince you to stay for as long as I can have you here.”

“I’m not eager to leave,” I correct him. “I think me staying here might actually be a good idea. With the guys’ crazy-ass father out to get me, being inside a secure property is probably the best option.”

“What changed your mind? You seemed so adamant before about staying at the cottage.”

“I think that was mostly because the idea of more change scared me. So much has happened in such a small amount of time; I felt overwhelmed, you know? It was too much at the time.”

“And now?”

I shrug, picking at my food. This stuff is filling after only a few bites. “This is my life. I think I need to come to terms with an ordinary life no longer being possible for me.”

“Oh, Pretty Girl.” He pulls me into his lap, wrapping his arms around me and placing his head on my shoulder. “An ordinary life is no life for an extraordinary person. You deserve more, the whole damn world, if I can help it.”

And just like that, I think I fall in love with Grayson Taylor, my stepbrother. I’m so screwed.

[image: ]

The weekend is here, and I’m so excited for Halloween Horror Nights! This is my favorite time of the year.

With everything going on, it’s not just me and the girls this year. Declan, Grayson, and Preston are joining us, along with Emma’s boyfriend, Brent.

Collin was not too happy about the fact that he couldn’t come too. I wish he could, but being out with us like that, in the open, is too much of a risk.

He said that it was a risk for me to go anyway, but I shot that down. I’m with a group of friends and I don’t plan on separating from them. I don’t think their dad is gonna come after me tonight; there hasn’t been a new reason for him to do so. I’m not going to stop living my life in fear of that man. I’ll agree to the compromises with the guys about having someone with me so I’m not alone, but I won’t stop going out and living my life altogether.

If I did, I’d lose my mind. There have been so many changes already that I don’t think I’d be able to handle something like that.

“I love this place,” I sigh, the sun pressing down on me as we enter Universal Studios.

“Me too.” Declan steps up to my side. “I’ve never been to Halloween Horror Nights, though.”

“What!” I gape at him. “It took us less than two hours to get here. How have you never come here before?”

“I’ve been here before,” he chuckles. “Just not this.”

“How come?”

He shrugged. “Didn’t really have anyone to go with. We’ve made trips here for school, but that’s about it.”

Preston looks at Declan with a frown. “Really?”

Declan blushes. “It’s no big deal.”

“Yes, it is,” he sighs. “We were fucking tools.”

“Who’s this ‘we’ you’re talking about?” Grayson asks.

“Me and you.”

“How the fuck am I a tool?” He frowns.

“I was too busy being pissed at you two when I should have been friends with you,” Preston confesses, surprising us all.

“Okay, that’s you being a tool. How am I one?”

“You didn’t try, did you?” Preston raises a brow.

“Ok, point taken.” He nods.

“It’s okay, really. Things were different back then. What matters is, we’re friends now.”

“We’re stealing your tradition,” Preston tells me, looking between my friends and I. “Or... more like crashing it.”

“Is this your way of telling us you want to come with us every year?” Emma asks.

“Maybe,” Preston mutters.

“Oh, he loves us. He really loves us!” Emma gasps dramatically.

He shoots me a look. “Your friends are weird.”

“And your point is?” I grin. “I’m weird, too. It’s only a matter of time before my weirdness is revealed to you all.”

“Tonight will show that,” Alice says. “She’s crazy. She’s never screamed or gotten scared during any of the houses.”

“What? Never?” Preston asks, giving me a look that says he doesn’t believe me.

“Nope. I mean, sometimes I’ll jolt a little, but never truly scared. These three scream bloody murder every time, so I hope you're ready to have your eardrums busted.” I laugh.

“I came prepared,” Brent brags, holding up little earbuds. “Ear plugs work wonders.”

“Oh, fuck off,” Emma slaps his arm. “I’m not that bad.”

“But you are, babe.” I pat her arm.

“Shut up,” she laughs. “Come on, let’s go shop.”

“Shouldn’t we get in line?” Declan asks, looking at the already long line.

“No need,” Alice says. “We have express passes. We have a whole game plan. Just do as we say, and no one will get hurt.”

Grinning, I shake my head as Declan gives her a concerned look. But we take this very seriously. If we want to make the most of the night and get to all the houses—plus our favorite rides—we plan it out first.”

“But first, we get our yearly souvenirs,” Emma says. “Now, let's go!”

For the first hour before the Horror Nights doors even open, we hit up the gift shop, everyone getting this year's themed shirts. There’s a few to pick from, but I pick the pumpkin design. Of course, I grab a refillable cup and a shoulder strap for it. Hands free is amazing.

“Shouldn’t we have grabbed this stuff on our way out?” Preston asks.

“Maybe.” I shrug. “But by the time we’re done, our feet are killing us, we’re half dead, and all we want to do is go home. Stopping to shop is the last thing on our minds.”

“Point taken.” He nods.

He’s wearing a Ghostbusters shirt and hat. We all ended up buying something, but I’m honestly surprised he's participating as much as he is. It just doesn’t seem like something he would do. He hasn’t even been broody or complained once.

Not even when we had to spend fifteen minutes in line to get our cups filled.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” he asks, frowning as he catches me staring while waiting in line to get in.

My eyes flick away from him, cheeks heating. “I’m not looking at you like anything.”

I feel him behind me, keeping his body close as we move with the line. He leans in, mouth right next to my ear. “Really, Kitten? Because I could have sworn you were watching me with bedroom eyes.” His breath tickles my neck, and I shiver.

I scoff, “I certainly was not.”

“Mhhmm.” He chuckles low and deep.

“I was wondering when you got body snatched.” I look at him over my shoulder, and he gives me a puzzled look.

“What do you mean?”

“Really?” I laugh. “It’s been a while since you’ve been... well, since you’ve been a dick. You sure you're not sick?”

He sighs, looking a little guilty, and I know for sure this isn’t Host Club Preston. “I’ve been a dick to you.”

“You think?” I raise a brow questioningly.

“And I was wrong for it, okay? Look, I’m not going to make up things to excuse my behavior, I was wrong to be an asshole when you did nothing to deserve it, and I am sorry, Sadie.”

All the playful teasing leaves me at the sincerity of his words. “Why did you do it?” This is not the time nor the place to be having a conversation like this, but I don’t know when I’m going to get a chance to get it out of him again. And everyone else is distracted.

“You’ve seen my life,” he laughs, shaking his head. “I guess after a while, it all got to me and made me into a bitter person. I blamed everyone else when the only one to blame was me.”

“No.” I shake my head, turning to face him. “You're the victim in all this, Preston. You have nothing to accept blame for.”

“I’m not so innocent, Sadie. I’ve done shit I’m not proud of and used people. I was a jerk. An asshole. Hell, I probably always will be,” he laughs, but it’s not in a happy way. “Just... not to you. Not to Declan. Not anymore.”

“What about Collin and Grayson?” I ask, trying not to let his words melt my heart.

“Oh, they’re fair game,” he says, a slow, playful grin stretching over his face. I like this Preston. Maybe with time, I’ll see more of the man from the tower and less of the man from the Host Club.

“So, does that mean we can be friends now and put the past behind us?” I ask, holding my hand out for him to shake.

He blinks, eyes lowering to my hand. He slowly takes it. “Yeah. Friends?” His words are more of a question than a statement. His fingers wrap around mine as his eyes raise to look at me.

It’s like everything around us slows, the air crackling between us. His touch sets off fireworks inside me, and all I want him to do is pull me to him and kiss me.

“I’m sorry I left the other night,” I whisper, licking my lips. “I didn’t mean to just leave you alone like that.”

“It’s fine,” he says, still holding my hand but letting them fall between us. My heart races as his thumb makes lazy circles against my hand. “It shouldn’t have happened anyways.”

My stomach drops. “It shouldn’t have?” I whispered, trying not to feel destroyed by his words.

“No. Because you deserve better than a fuck in a rundown chapel, Sadie.”

Oh.

“I shouldn’t have touched you. You're not mine to have that way.” He licks his lips, looking away.

I want to tell him that I could be if he just allowed himself.

He looks back down at me. “You deserve better than what I’ve given you.”

“Why do you feel the need to tell me what I deserve? Shouldn’t I be the one to make those decisions?” I ask.

His brows furrow. “Yeah, but–”

He doesn’t get a chance to finish his sentence. Grayson wraps his arm around my shoulder and pulls me away from Preston. Our hands fall apart, and I miss his touch immediately.

“Come on, Pretty Girl. Doors are open; let’s go!” he shouts excitedly, pulling me towards the entrance.

I look at Preston over my shoulder. He stands back, watching me leave, and a feeling of longing fills me.

Preston is changing, so maybe there’s hope?

I can’t think about that right now. Tonight is a night to get away from everything and forget about my problems. Everything else can wait.
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“You really weren’t joking, were you?” Declan asks, laughing as we walk towards Harry Potter World.

“Nope.” I grin proudly. We went on a few rides first to bypass the rush of people getting to the houses before we went to a few ourselves. The lines are a lot shorter with the express passes.

As I expected, I didn’t scream, but the girls did. I was laughing so hard I nearly pissed myself when Emma screamed so loud one of the actors even flinched.

“You guys aren’t helping,” Alice mutters. “You're just like them, Sadie. Laughing at our pain.”

“I’m sorry, babe.” I grab her face and kiss her cheek.

As soon as we step into Diagon Alley, my face lights up. “I love it here,” I say giddily.

“This place is pretty awesome,” Grayson agrees, his hand in mine.

There’s a chance people from our school are here, but I don’t think any of us care. It’s dark, no one can see. I hate that's where my mind goes. I hate having to keep our relationship to ourselves. But if it’s what we have to do to be together, it’s worth it. They’re worth it.

I smile up at Grayson. He winks before giving me a kiss.

Laughing, I smile over at Declan, who grins right back and gives me a kiss, too.

“You guys are too cute. Stop, you’re going to make me sick.” Mia fake gags.

“You're just jealous your fiance likes me better,” I tease.

Declan groans, making Mia and I laugh. My eyes fall on Preston, watching us with an unreadable expression before he looks away.

“Oh my god!” Mia shrieks with excitement. “It’s starting.”

“What's starting?” Grayson frowns.

“The one thing that gets us all hot and bothered.” Alice fans herself.

We all look over to see the men in black cloaks and masks. “Death Eaters,” we say in unison.

I bite my lip as they make their way into the main part of the alley, wands up as they do their show.

It shouldn’t be this hot, but there’s something about a bad boy in a mask that just gets me.

When they’re done, I spin around to my friends. “Never gets old,” Emma says with a big grin.

“Huh.” Grayson looks down at me, grinning with a brow raised. “Masked men do it for you, Pretty Girl?”

“You could say that.” I shrug.

Grayson steps forward, wrapping his arms around my waist and pulling me close. “Is that what you like to read about in your little romance books?” he asks, bringing his lips to my ear. I shiver, hands gripping his shirt. “Would you like that, Pretty Girl?” he murmurs. “Would you be dripping for me if I were to chase your sexy little ass around while wearing a mask? What if I catch you, pin you to the ground, and have my filthy way with you?”

My breathing becomes labored as those exact thoughts rush through my mind. Yes, yes, I’d very much like that. Holy shit, I’d like that a little too much.

Swallowing hard, I don’t answer him, but he chuckles, seeming to know exactly why that is.

“You surprise me every day, Sadie. You're not as innocent as you make everyone believe?” he chuckles deeply, sucking my earlobe into his mouth and biting down, making me moan. “No, you're a naughty little thing. I wonder what else you're into, huh?”

My deal with the guys was to help explore what I like sexually, but I’d never in a million years ask them for the kinky aspects, too afraid to be judged or made fun of.

But the more I get to know my guys, especially Grayson, the more I think they might be open to trying the things I’m into. I mean, they own a BDSM club, after all. How odd would some primal play and degradation be? Preston already gave me a little taste of the latter, and I loved it.

The other night in the tower was amazing, but part of me wished a little bit of Host Club Preston would have made an appearance. Still, I enjoyed every moment of him inside me.

“Maybe we should figure that out together, huh?” he asks, humming. I’m about to say yes when my best friend interrupts.

“Okay, enough, you two. This is a family establishment,” Emma playfully chastises, pulling me away and out of Grayson’s arms. “On to the next house!”


Chapter 16

Declan

Tonight has been one of the best nights of my life. I don’t think I’ve ever laughed and smiled so much. To just leave the real world behind and spend a night with my friends is something I didn’t know I needed.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t find my attention drifting towards Preston when Sadie is busy with Grayson or one of the girls.

It’s like I can’t keep my eyes off him. He looks so out of place, a silent bystander. He’s been watching Sadie with this look of longing for the whole night. It hurts to watch.

It’s equal parts jealousy, confusion, and wanting Preston to just be happy. Even if it’s not with me.

He’s been staying at my dorm the past few nights, and it’s been pure torture. To have him so close, laying beside me every night, making my bed sheets smell like him, it hurts.

But I don’t have it in me to tell him no, to tell him to leave, because I crave the smallest things from him. It’s pathetic.

“Hey,” I say, falling in step next to him as we move with the line. Sadie is laughing with her friends, Grayson holding onto her from behind. They look like a couple. I know Sadie is loving every moment of it.

It's been hard on her, keeping our relationship to ourselves. She deserves to be shown off. Not treated like a dirty little secret.

“Hey.”

“Having fun?”

“It’s not too bad.” He shrugs.

“If you're not having fun, why did you come?” I ask genuinely.

“I didn’t say I wasn’t having fun.” He frowns. “And I came because all of you were coming.”

I grin. “Feeling a bit of FOMO?”

“No,” he grumbles. “Okay, maybe a little bit. Since you started dating Sadie, I only see you two at the Host Club. And even then, you're with clients.”

“Awww.” I chuckle. “Preston, you really do like us,” I tease. “And here I thought you only put up with us because of the Host Club.”

“No.” He frowns. “Well... maybe Grayson, but not you.”

My heart races a little faster, and I have to look away from the mixed signals flaring in his eyes. “You're part of this group,” I tell him. “Just because we’re dating Sadie doesn’t mean we’re pushing you away. You're stuck with us, so get over it.” I smile.

A small grin twitches on his lip. “Fine. If I have to.”

“Declan!” Sadie gets my attention. I look over at my beautiful girlfriend, who’s smiling at me, her hand held out. “Come with me. I’m going to need a big, strong man to protect me.”

“Hey, what about me?” Grayson frowns, looking down at Sadie.

“You’ve done a good job protecting me so far, but I want to see how Declan does,” she laughs.

I shake my head with a chuckle and move over to take her hand, letting her pull me to her front so that she’s trapped between the two of us. My gaze flicks over to Preston, finding him frowning before he looks away.

If I could have my dream, it would be the three of us together. I swear I see something there, a spark between us. Or maybe it’s just me wanting something so bad that my mind is playing tricks on me.

We get to the front and are asked to get into a single file line. I move to get in front of Sadie, but she slips in front of me.

I raise a brow at her, pushing my glasses up my nose. “How am I supposed to protect you if you're in front of me?”

“We both know I don’t need protection. I just wanted you close. If anything, I’ll be the one protecting you.” She grins, and damn it, she’s stunning.

This girl is mine. All mine. I’m one lucky man.

“Well, thank you, Sweetheart,” I say in a surprisingly good southern accent. “I sure do appreciate it.”

She giggles, and it’s music to my ears.

“Guys, I don’t know about this one. Reviews online say it’s supposed to be the scariest one of all,” Alice says with fear in her tone.

“Perfect. Then maybe it’s the one that gets Sadie to at least scream,” Emma mutters as if she’s frustrated with my girlfriend for not getting scared. This is the tenth house we’ve been to, and the only thing Sadie has done is jump once and then burst into laughter.

Her friends were right; Sadie was walking through those houses like it was no big deal, a large smile on her face while waving to all the cast members. It had us laughing while her friends screamed over every little jump scare.

“Wanna make a bet?” I ask, feeling a little playful.

“What kind of bet?”

“If you get scared, scream, or jump in this house, I win.”

She laughs. “Win what? How is that fair?”

“Just go with it, Sweetheart,” I challenge. “What do you say?”

“So if I get scared, you win something?”

“Yup.” I nod. “Prize of my choosing.”

“Okay then.” She shrugs. “Don’t be mad when you’re disappointed.”

She turns around, and I grin as we walk into the house.

We’re cloaked in darkness, the sounds of the attraction ringing out around us. People in front and behind us start screaming as things start to pop out.

Sadie, like always, does nothing, laughing when her friends shriek.

These houses are a quick walk through. Since Sadie said the only reason she isn’t scared is because she’s expecting it, I’m going to have to distract her if I’m going to scare her.

Grabbing Sadie around the waist, I yank her back against me, grinning when she gasps in surprise.

“It’s only me, Sweetheart.” I chuckle, holding her hips as we walk forward.

“What are you doing?” she asks.

“Keeping you safe, of course,” I murmur, bringing my lips down to her neck.

“I–I don’t need protecting. I’m fine.” Only her words come out a little breathy as I kiss just below her ear.

“I know you don’t. You can handle yourself, isn’t that right?” I murmur, loving the way she shivers in my hold.

I brush my thumbs against her hips.

Someone pops out, scaring her friends. Sadie doesn’t scream, but she does jump.

“You're cheating,” she breathes out as I continue to kiss her neck, keeping my eyes open to watch where we’re going.

“I have no idea what you're talking about,” I chuckle. “I’m just following you, Sweetheart.”

“Mhhmm,” she hums.

“You know, tonight has been fun,” I tell her. “Thank you for inviting me.”

“Of course.”

“But I think I’d like to end this night with just the two of us. What do you think? Would you want to come back to my dorm room? I haven’t had the chance to get my hands on you in days. I’ve been touching myself to the memory of being inside you while Grayson fucked this tight little ass.” I reach around, grabbing her ass.

She stumbles a bit, jumping back into me when another person pops out. Looks like this is working after all.

Bringing my hand up to grasp her breast, I give it a firm squeeze. She whimpers, and I grin against her shoulder, feeling her heart beating fast under my touch. I slowly scrape my teeth against the top of her shoulder, making her moan. My cock goes painfully hard, eager to be inside her. I might like to be told what to do in the bedroom, but moments like this, having power over my girl, are intoxicating.

Her breaths come in short pants, and I know I’ve got her how I need her when she trips over her feet yet again.

“Declan,” she gasps out when I grip her hip, grinding my cock against her ass.

“Yes, Sweetheart?” I purr.

We’re almost done, I can see the exit in front of us. I’m slightly disappointed that I couldn’t get her to break. But just as we’re about to leave, someone with a mangled face pops out and yells in Sadie’s face.

She screams, loudly, jumping back so quickly she almost knocks us to the ground.

“Fucking hell!” she shouts, swinging her gaze to me with wild eyes as we stumble our way out.

I’m laughing, I can’t help it. She was so close to making it out.

“You, Declan Harris, are one dirty player.”

The thrill and adrenaline of the moment pumps through my veins, mixing with the need to be inside her, to feel her wrapped around my cock.

“I won!” I cheer, walking her backwards, away from our group and the other guests exiting.

“What do you want for your prize?” her words come out unevenly.

For a girl who’s been proven wrong about never getting scared in one of these haunted houses, she doesn’t seem to mind.

“You, of course.” I lick my lips, grabbing her hand and pulling her deeper into the dark.

I quickly pull my phone out and send a text to Grayson to keep watch for us as I walk her around the corner of a building. As I slip my phone into my pocket, Sadie starts to speak, but I push her against the wall and kiss her roughly.

She moans, kissing me back with just as much eagerness. “Fuck, Declan,” she pants against my lips. “I need you. Please. Be a good boy and fuck me.”

I groan, grinding my cock against her belly. “Yes, Mistress.” I’ve never felt so needy for another person than when I’m with her. Just a look from her winds me up; her touch has me falling apart, but the way I feel when I’m inside her utterly destroys me in the best way possible.

With frantic hands, I pull her dress up over her hips, pulling her panties to the side as she makes quick work of my pants, freeing my cock.

“Declan,” she moans. “I need you inside me now.”

“I’m trying, Sweetheart.” I groan when my cock is free, my pants falling down around my ankles. I don’t even care if my ass is on display right now. Nothing matters but having her.  Her hand wraps around my length to give it a few good strokes before I’m lifting one of her legs. I crouch down enough so I can position my cock at her entrance.

There’s a moment where we pause, staring into each other’s souls, labored breaths, lips parted. “I love you,” she whispers, voice cracking and that does it.

Something inside me snaps into place at her words, and my hips dive forward.

We both groan as I fill her up in one rough stroke. “Fuck,” I pant out. “Fuck, Sweetheart, I love you too.”

She groans as I crash my lips to hers.

My thrusts are choppy and frenzied as I pump into her with wild need. I swallow her moans with every stroke of my lips.

She grabs handfuls of my hair, tugging and pulling, making my balls throb and my cock grow even harder. “That's it, baby,” she moans. “Fuck me, Declan. Be a good boy and make me cum.”

“Oh god,” I grunt, putting my face in the crook of her neck. So many sounds and sensations fill me at once. The feeling of her cunt gripping my cock, so wet and tight.

“So good,” she whimpers. “Fuck, yes, Declan. Just like that.”

One hand holds her leg up while the other holds her hip to keep her in place as my thrusts become faster. I’m so close already. She drives me fucking wild.

She slips her hand between us to play with her clit, gasping when she makes contact, her pussy contracting around my cock.

“I’m not gonna last much longer,” I admit, cheeks heating.

“It’s okay,” she pants out. “I’m almost there, fuck, so close.”

I feel my balls draw up, and I curse, knowing I’m about to fuck this all up and cum before her.

“Declan, Sadie, are you—” Preston’s voice has both of our eyes widening, heads snapping in his direction.

He stands there watching in shock. It’s too late, I was already on the verge of cumming before he showed up, and there's no stopping it.

“Preston,” I moan his name as pleasure ripples through my body, cock pulsing inside Sadie as I fill her up with my cum. Sadie whimpers, eyes still on Preston as she follows me over the edge.

Fuck. Oh fuck. I did not just call out his name as I came inside my girlfriend. Shit, shit, shit.

Preston’s eyes narrow, jaw clenching before he turns around and disappears.

“Preston!” I call out, my voice breathing along with my damn heart as he walks away.

“Hey,” Sadie says, still panting. “Declan, baby, look at me.”

My frantic eyes dart over to her, chest heaving as panic washes away all my good feelings. “What do I do?” I ask, voice cracking.

“Breathe. It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not, Sadie.” I shake my head. “I just ruined everything.”

“No, you didn’t.” She shakes her head. “Shhh, hey, breathe.”

She cups my face, encouraging me to take a breath as she breathes in. “That's it. In and out.”

My heart still races, but I feel a little bit better.

Realizing I’m still inside Sadie, I pull out and lower her leg. She fixes her panties as I tuck myself away.

“I can’t believe I just did that. I’m so sorry,” I say, running my hands through my hair, grabbing at the strands as I start to pull.

“You have nothing to be sorry about.”

I stop and turn to her. “I just called out his name as I came inside you,” I say in disbelief.

“It might have been the wrong time, wrong place, but I’m not mad about it. Honestly, it’s something I’d find hot, you know, if it was the three of us.” She blushes so deeply that I stare at her in shock.

“What? Really?”

“Declan, I know you like Preston. I know you have strong feelings for him. And I’m not mad about it. I promise.”

“You're not?” My brows furrow. I mean, I know she mentioned the three of us being together before, but I thought that was more of a sexual adventure than anything.

“I’m in love with three guys, falling hard for a fourth. I don’t think I have the right to demand your full attention, do I?”

“Yes, you do. Sadie, I love you. I can’t lose you.”

“Who said anything about losing me?” She smiles, pulling me close. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“He’s going to hate me,” I mumble, raw emotion eating me up from the inside out. He’s not going to want to sleep over anymore. I just fucked everything up.

“No, he’s not going to hate you.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do,” she says, so sure of herself. “Come on.” She brushes some sweaty hair out of my face. “Let’s go get you some water. I need to clean up. I promise, everything will be okay.”

“I don’t deserve you,” I whisper, putting my forehead to hers.

“It’s me who doesn’t deserve you. But I'm so damn happy I have you.” This woman... she’s perfect for me. Everything I could ever want. Even if part of my heart will always be open for Preston. I could survive without him if I had to, but I’m not sure if I could do that with Sadie. Maybe that's wrong of me, but I’m already in too deep.


Chapter 17

Sadie

With my hand in Declan’s, I guide him back over to where our friends should be waiting for us.

I see them waiting over by a bench. Grayson stands up and walks over to us with a cocky grin. “Hey, you two. Did that haunted house get you all worked up, Pretty Girl?”

“You,” I growl, dragging Declan beside me. “Get this man some water.”

“Okay.” His face drops. “What's going on?”

Declan pushes his glasses up his nose with shaky hands. “I told you to keep guard,” Declan growls, sounding a little betrayed.

“I did.” Grayson looks between the two of us.

“Yeah? Then why did Preston just catch us?” I cross my arms, glaring at my stupidly handsome but confused boyfriend.

“What's the big deal?” he generally asks. “I thought you would find it hot, him watching the two of you? Are we not letting him in on anything sexual? I’m sorry, I assumed since you two had sex the other day.”

My eyes widen, darting over to Declan. I haven’t talked to him about that yet. He gives me a soft smile. “I know. Preston told me. It’s okay, I’m not mad.”

See, this is why I can’t be upset over the fact that Declan likes Preston. He’s so damn okay with me fucking the guy he’s in love with. He’s kind loving, and understanding. He deserves all the happiness in the world, damn it. He’s too kind, too pure to be feeling this kind of pain.

And that’s why I’m going to put my nose where it doesn’t belong and see what I can do about getting my boyfriend a boyfriend.

“You’re amazing.” I grin. “We will talk more about that later.” I look back to Grayson. “Did you see Preston after you sent him our way?”

“I did,” Alice says, butting into our conversation. Looking around, I see people watching us; maybe I’m not keeping my voice down like I should be.

“Where?”

“He came out all pissy and in a rush. Went that way.” She points towards one of the gift shops.

“You better tell us what this is all about,” Emma pops in.

“I love you, but mind your business,” I growl.

“Fine,” she huffs. “You’re no fun.”

Sighing heavily, I leave the group and head in the direction Preston went.

I should be going to the bathroom to clean up, seeing how my damn panties are now soaked with Declan’s cum, but that can wait. Even if it is uncomfortable.

My eyes scan the crowd, trying to get a glimpse of his blond hair and Ghostbusters shirt.

Everyone is wearing the same damn thing. Doesn’t help that it’s frigging dark out here.

I find him not near the gift shop but near a pop machine.

“There you are.” I slide up next to him.

He looks down at me with a frown, pulling his cup away and capping it.

“What do you want?” he mutters, moving to get out of the way.

“Don’t you ‘what do you want’ me,” I huff, grabbing his arm and pulling him over next to a closed ice cream stand. “What the fuck was that about?”

“What do you mean? The part where you were getting fucked by your boyfriend where anyone could see,” he snarls.

“Nope. We’re not doing this. Jackass Preston left, he’s gone. You said so yourself. So, we’re going to talk this out like adults.”

“There’s nothing to talk about.” He tries to pull away to leave, but I tighten my grip on his arm.

“Yes, there is.” I step closer

“What do you want to talk about, Sadie?” he demands while getting in my face. “How about the fact that seeing you with Declan like that fills me with this jealous rage because I see you two together, and I want that!” he shouts. “Or about the fact that it makes me so damn hard I think my dick will fall off.” He lowers his voice, eyes locked with mine. “What about how Declan moaned my name while he came inside you, and it’s messing with my brain.”

“Why?” I ask, breathing heavily. “Why does it affect you, Preston? Say it.”

“Because I want him, Sadie. I want him so damn fucking much it makes me want to murder people because I can’t have him.”

“You can.”

His eyes widen. “No, I can’t.” He shakes his head.

“If you want him, I won’t stand in your way,” I promise. “Because Preston, he wants you. He wants you so much he’s hurting because he doesn’t think he can have you. I love him too, you know,” I whisper. “I love him so much that I just want him to be happy. And if that means being with the both of us, then so be it. But I won’t stand around and watch him be in pain anymore. So please, if you don’t want me, fine, I can accept that. Just don’t do that to him too.”

“I do want you,” he growls, getting in my face. “Don’t you see that!”

“No. I don’t.” I shake my head.

“I do. I want you both so fucking bad. But I can’t have you. I can’t have anything, Sadie, because my life isn’t my own. He controls me. He tells me what to do and who to marry, and if he doesn’t get his way, he throws a tantrum like a psychotic child. I can’t risk him finding out about how much you two mean to me. He’d use it against me. Use it to hurt you. I can’t, I won’t.”

“I might not be worth the risk, but he is,” I say, taking a step back. “Don’t let your father make you live in fear. Don’t let him take the little things in life. If you do, you’re going to wake up one morning and hate yourself.”

“I already do.”

That kills me. My eyes well with tears as I give him a sad smile. “I guess it’s a good thing you have people in your life who don’t. Maybe if you give us a chance, we can love you enough for the both of us.”

I leave him there, fists clenched, chest heaving. If I push him, if I beg for him to be something more with Declan, it’s going to make things worse. I’ve done all I can for right now. I just hope I didn’t fuck it all up.
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The week goes by in a blur. School, homework, and sleep become my life. It’s like all my classes have gotten harder, and my teachers are giving out more assignments. I’ve hardly had the time to see the guys, spending most of my time in my room studying.

I’ve popped into the Host Club a few times at lunch, but I didn’t stay long. With Declan and Grayson still taking clients, I’m forced to sit with Preston alone. He might not have gone back to being an asshole to me, but he sure as hell is one grumpy fucker.

He hasn’t talked to me since our heart to heart and hardly looks at me. But he doesn’t leave when I join him in his little corner office. We just sit there and eat in silence. It’s like the tower, only here the quiet feels wrong.

I hope what I said to him didn’t ruin anything but rather gave him something to think about.

The one person I haven’t seen in almost a week is Collin. We’ve been talking on the phone and text all the time, but it’s not enough. I miss him, his scent, his touch.

That's why today, I made sure I got to the cafeteria early to snag two cupcakes along with the lunch kit that I stashed in their fridge. Apparently, all I needed to do was give them my name, and they let me right in.

Collin or Carol must have something to do with this. Students aren't just allowed back there whenever they want. But I guess if you’re a family friend of the headmistress, you get special treatment?

It’s weird. Is this what the spoiled rich kids in this school feel like when they throw their name around to get what they want?

Not that me just getting first dibs at today's special dessert is anywhere near what those kids might use their power for. Still, it was a bit of a rush.

With the lunch kit in hand, I make my way to Collin’s office. I texted him beforehand asking what he was doing for lunch, needing to make sure he was even at school and making sure I didn’t interrupt a counseling session. He told me he was just going to stay in to grade papers. Perfect.

Giving the door a knock, I wait, nervous butterflies filling my belly. With every passing second he doesn’t answer, I start to get antsy.

Not sure if he heard me the first time, I knock again. This time, I hear noises coming from the other side of the door. Someone is inside, then.

“This better be go–” Collin starts, ripping the door open. His eyes land on mine, lips parted mid-sentence.

“Hi,” I whisper with giddy excitement. Fuck, he’s so damn sexy. He’s dressed in a black dress shirt with black dress pants. The first few buttons are undone, showing off some of his ink. I lick my lips before my eyes drift back up to meet his. “I thought I’d–”

This time it’s my turn to be cut off as Collin grabs me by the arm and yanks me inside the room.

He slams the door shut, locking it quickly. I let out a surprised sound as he shoves me up against the wall.

His lips are on mine, and I moan, letting the lunch box drop to the ground as I wrap my arms around him, kissing him with an urgency like I’ve never felt before.

“Fuck,” he groans, his hands all over my body like he can’t get enough of me, needing to touch me. I feel the same. My hands tangle in his hair as I kiss him harder, a needy whimper slipping free that he swallows happily. He moves his lips to my neck, and I moan as he starts to kiss and suck at the sensitive flesh, making me shiver. “I’ve missed you so much, Sadie.”

“I miss you too.” I claw at his back as he kisses me again. It’s rough, primal, and has me weak in the knees.

Grabbing my legs, he lifts me up, carrying me over to his desk. He sits me down, our lips moving against one another in a dirty, sloppy kiss that has my pussy dripping for him.

“Wait, wait, wait.” I pull back dazed, lips swollen, body humming. “We can’t do this. Not here.”

He growls, eyes wild. “We can, and we will. Because I haven’t touched my woman in days, and I'm going out of my damn mind.”

“But I brought lunch.” I blink up at him.

His lips tip up in a smile. “As kind as that is, baby, I'd much rather have you for lunch.” The way he says it, with a predatory purr, has me very much liking his idea.

He swipes his hand across the desk, sending papers floating to the ground. I laugh, but then it turns into a gasp as he shoves me backwards so that I’m lying on the desk. Collin grabs my hips, yanking my ass to the edge of the desk. “I fucking love skirts,” he growls, grabbing my legs. He puts my feet on top of the arms of the chair before grabbing my knees and shoving them apart.

I’m on fire right now, so wet and turned on for him.

I feel something brush against the wet fabric of my pussy as he inhales deeply. “Fucking hell, Sadie. Do you know what you do to me? I’m fucking obsessed, baby girl. With every inch of you. I’m gonna fucking worship this pussy, make you feel so damn good.”

“Please,” I whimper.

He pulls my panties to the side and wastes no time keeping his promise. My eyes roll back as he starts to devour my pussy like it’s his last meal. Every lick of his tongue, suck of my clit, and thrust of his fingers is pure torture. Torture I never want to stop.

He doesn’t stop, not until I’m dripping down his hand, and I’m slapping a hand over my mouth to smother my scream as I cum hard around his fingers and all over his face.

His tongue moves against my pussy lazily, lapping up everything he can before pressing a kiss to my clit. “Such a good girl,” he praises. “Cumming for me so beautifully.”

My belly warms at his praise as I breathe heavily, head spinning. He gets to his feet, towering over me, as he looks down at me with wild eyes. “So fucking good, baby.”

There's something about watching him wipe my release off his lips that has my pussy clenching for more.

I need him now. I need him inside me, filling me with his thick length. “More,” I breathe, reaching for him. I could stay here all day locked up in this office if it were up to me.

He grabs my hand, leaning down to press a kiss to the top of it. “Don’t worry, baby, I’m nowhere near done with you.”

My eyes widen as he takes my fingers, bringing them down to my drenched pussy. He makes me finger myself, and I whimper as my fingers brush my clit.

With a cocky grin, he brings my fingers up to his lips. I moan as he sucks them into his mouth, his tongue licking them clean.

This man. This fucking man. How the hell is he mine?

He’s pure sin.

Collin releases my fingers with a pop and licks his lips as he helps me to my feet. He spins me around and bends me over his desk. His hand comes down hard on my ass, making me moan. “Your ass is so damn perky. I wanna see it bounce as I fuck you from behind,” he rumbles, hand caressing the burn away. “I can’t wait to watch your tight hole drip with my cum. Would you let me, Sadie, would you let me fuck your ass, make it mine?”

“Yes,” I whimper. Anal wasn’t something I thought I’d be into, but my guys always make sure it’s good for me.

His finger grazes over my hole, making me gasp. “Have they had you here?”

I nod my head against the desk, staring at the wall, wanting, waiting. “Yes.”

He growls, not seeming to like that answer. “Then I’m going to need to have my turn, aren't I?”

“Yes,” I answer a little too eagerly.

He chuckles. “But not right now, not today.”

I whine in disappointment, and he chuckles. “Don’t worry, baby, I still got you. I’m going to take this pussy and fill it up,” he murmurs, his lips pressing against my ass as he removes my panties. My eyes flutter shut as he presses the tip of his cock against my entrance. “Do you want my cock, Sadie? Do you want me to make you feel so good and mark your insides with my fucking cum?”

“Yes, sir,” I moan.

He curses. “Good. Now be a good fucking girl and take it,” he growls before shoving forward so hard the desk moves.

My hands grip the desk as I cry out.

“Shhh.” He slaps my ass. “Don’t want anyone getting the wrong idea of what's going on in here, now do we?”

“No,” I moan, but it's muffled as he shoves something into my mouth. It’s my soaked panties. Again. Is this going to become a thing between us? Not sure how I feel about that, but I can’t concentrate on anything apart from the way his dick feels inside me, deliciously filling me up.

“That’s it, baby, fuck, Sadie. So hot and tight around my cock,” he pants, a deep, rumbling growl leaving his chest. “I could fucking live inside this pussy.”

He grips my ass cheeks and starts to fuck me like a madman. The words that leave his mouth are nothing but pure filth, kindling for that fire in my belly.

I can’t do anything but lay here and let him use me. I want to be used, I fucking love it.

The gag muffles my sobs and cries as tears spill down my cheeks. It’s good, almost too good. I’m so fucking close to my second orgasm already, my body not even fully recovered from the first one.

He reaches around and pays attention to my clit, sending me over the edge with the first brush of his fingers.

I scream around the gag, my pussy clamping down on his cock for dear life.

“Sadie,” he growls, sounding like he’s losing all his restraint. “Strangle my cock, fuck, baby. Yes. Fucking yes!” He moves faster, harder; the sounds of his heavy breathing and grunting fill the air around us.

“I can’t get enough of you,” he groans. “Never enough. Mine, Sadie. You’re fucking mine!” he roars, not seeming to care about keeping the sounds down for himself as he thrusts forward, gripping my ass so hard it’s going to leave bruises. Then he’s cumming, his cock jerking inside me violently, filling me with rope after rope of hot cum.

He collapses forward, bracing himself above me on his desk.

I lay there, trying to catch my breath. All thoughts are gone as I stare at the wall. I feel good, my pussy satisfied for now.

Collin presses a kiss on my back, and my eyes flutter closed.

“I love you, Sadie,” he murmurs, peppering more kisses down my back.

I smile sleepily with a content sigh.

Brushing the sweaty hair out of my face, he presses a kiss to my cheek before standing to pull out of me.

I can feel his cum dripping out of me, and my belly warms again. Kinks, so many damn kinks I didn’t know about. A cum kink being one of my favorites. Yay for birth control.

“Fucking hell,” he groans. “Do you know how fucking wild it makes me, seeing my cum dripping out of your used little pussy and onto my office floor? So puffy and pink. Fucking sexy.” He reaches over and pulls out the panty gag. “Do you like it when I cum inside you?”

“Yes,” I pant. “Fuck, Collin.” His name comes out as a breathless whimper because he thrusts in two fingers, pushing his cum back inside me.

“Someday, I’m going to fill you up with my baby,” he murmurs, biting my ass cheek and making me moan. I could go again. It never seems to be enough with my guys.

Collin helps me into my panties before pulling me to stand. I’m a mess, my cheeks are flushed and my hair is a tangled snarl on top of my head. But the way he cups my cheek and kisses me tenderly makes everything else not matter.

“Sit,” he tells me, nodding towards his office chair as he walks over to where I dropped the lunch box while tucking himself away.

I’m still buzzing from my orgasm, but I could really use something to eat as my stomach starts to growl.

“Did you make this for us?” Collin grins, looking at the food I brought.

“It’s nothing special.” I shrug, biting my lower lip. “It’s just a chicken caesar salad and some fruit.”

“Sounds good to me.” He grins, moving to sit on his desk. He pulls out the food and hands me mine.

The whole time, we just look at each other, grinning as we eat. I’m happy, so damn happy right now. Little moments like this make it all worth it.

I have to tell myself it won’t be like this forever. Once his father is out of the picture, we can be together. Out in the open and no longer hiding in the shadows.

Maybe I’m naive for believing in that, but I need to have hope. They’re doing so much to be with me, it’s the least I can do, right? Even if it hurts sometimes. It’s well worth the pain.


Chapter 18

Sadie

My mom and Grayson’s dad left for the weekend to have some time to themselves, allowing us to have the house for Grayson’s annual Halloween Bash.

The girls and I have been hanging out in my room all day. Grayson and the other Host Club members have been hard at work transforming the house into a Halloween wonderland.

We offered to help, but Grayson shut that down, saying he has a certain way he does things. Then he banished us to my room for the day.

None of us are complaining. We’ve just been watching Halloween movies all day, screaming our heads off at every little jump scare.

“I can’t believe the haunted houses do nothing for you, yet you lose your shit over scary movies.” Alice laughs hard after I just jumped, screamed, and dumped my popcorn all over the bed.

I swing a glare her way. “Because it’s the anticipation. You never know what's going to happen, who’s going to pop out, or if someone's going to die.”

“Babe,” she raises a brow. “It’s The Conjuring. You’ve seen this movie a million times. You should know what to expect by now.”

“Whatever,” I grumble as I grab handfuls of popcorn and shove it back in the bowl.

“Can’t say that about the haunted houses anymore, can you?” Emma taunts in a teasing tone. “Don’t think we didn’t hear you scream your head off behind us in that last house. I can’t believe you finally got scared, and we missed it. I wonder if they have cameras set up, and if they do, how much it would cost to get the footage.”

“Oh, yes!” Mia cheers. “We have to try.”

“Stop it.” I laugh. “I blame it on Declan. He distracted me. If he didn’t have his hands all over me, making my mind turn into goo by his touch, then I wouldn’t have gotten caught off guard.”

“So you admit it!” Alice boasts.

“Yeah, yeah.” I roll my eyes.

“Are you gonna tell us where you and Declan went afterwards? We thought you got lost from the group but Grayson told us to stick around and wait after he got a text.”

“Ahh.” My cheeks blush. “We took another way around.”

“You snuck off to fuck, didn’t you?” Emma demands, grinning from ear to ear. “Damn, my girl is turning into quite the exhibitionist, aren’t you.”

“Stop it. I am not.” I grin, throwing a piece of popcorn at her.

“Really? Are you sure about that?” she laughs. “Let’s see. There’s the time Grayson finger fucked you outside the school, then the time you fucked Collin in the utility closet, then with Grayson again in the school stairwell. Now getting fucked behind a building at an amusement park.”

“Those are not the only places.” My cheeks grow a deep red.

They all gape at me. “Girl, spill. Please!” Mia pleads.

I groan, flopping back on the bed. “Collin and I had sex in his office the other day. It was like the moment we saw each other, there was a spell that had us clawing each other’s clothes off.”

“Shoot,” Emma sighs dreamily. “Did he spank your ass and call you a naughty girl?”

“No.” I roll my eyes.

“Shame. That’s a missed opportunity to play teacher and student fantasy.” Alice laughs.

“Where else?” Mia asks.

I bite my lower lip, thinking about the tower. And the fact that Grayson watched the whole thing on camera.

“Can I ask you something?” I ask them, moving to sit up again, nerves starting to surface.

“You can ask us anything,” Emma says seriously.

“You can’t make fun of me or laugh at me, okay.” I give them all a stern look.

“We would never do that. You know we wouldn’t,” Mia reassures.

I know they wouldn’t. But this is all new to me. They’ve always been open about their sex lives, so with me, who didn’t have one, I didn’t have much input. The more I spend time with the guys, the more I learn about myself and what I enjoy sexually. The kink list just keeps on growing.

“Preston and I had sex in the tower last week.”

“What!” Emma’s eyes go wide. “Really?”

I nod. “Details are not important.”

“Sure, they are.” Mia urges, but I shake my head. We’ve had this talk before. “Fine,” she pouts.

“After, I felt like I cheated. So, right away, I told the others what happened.”

“Of course. Because you're a good person, Sadie.” Alice laughs.

“Thanks.” I roll my eyes. “Anyway, everyone said the same thing, it wasn’t cheating in their eyes because everyone is so convinced that Preston and I are going to be together.”

“I mean, I could see it. The man clearly wants you,” Mia says.

“He does; he’s admitted as much. Anyways, he’s got his own personal stuff to work through. That's not where I’m going with this, though.”

“Okay, where are you going then?” Emma asks.

“When I told Grayson, he admitted that he already knew.”

Mia’s brows furrow. “How? Did he show up or something and watch?”

“Not exactly. He did watch. But he wasn’t in the tower when he was watching.” My cheeks are full on flaming right now as understanding dawns on Alice.

“Oh my god. Are you telling me he has a camera hooked up or something?”

“Yeah,” I say hesitantly.

“So he’s been watching you?” Emma asks.

“He says he put the camera up years ago to make sure that the tower wasn’t messed with because he knew how much it meant to me.” I still don’t know how he knew that, seeing how we’ve never really had a conversion before this year and never shared enough words for me to open up to him about places that had meaning to me. But I’ve come to learn there’s a lot that Grayson just knows about me.

“That’s sweet,” Alice says. “Right?”

“How do you feel about him watching without you knowing? Do we need to kick his ass?” Emma asks seriously.

“No,” I sigh, hiding my face. “If it was anyone else, I’d be pissed. I’d feel violated. But...”

“But you don’t?” Mia asks, and I can hear the amusement in her voice. “Damn, Dee. You're more kinky than the three of us put together. And here we thought you were Miss Milli Vanilli. You like it, don’t you? The idea of him watching you as Preston fucked you.”

“Yes, okay, yes.” I groan. “What is wrong with me?” I sigh heavily. “Why does the idea of him watching me make me so damn hot!”

“Nothing’s wrong with you, babe.” Emma laughs. “We all have our kinks. Some more than others.” She raises a brow at me with a smirk, and I flip her off. “Hey now, I’m not judging. I’m honestly proud. Our girl is all grown up.”

“And full of cock.” Mia snorts.

“Oh my god, you guys are the worst.” I throw popcorn at all three of them. They laugh, dodging it.

“It’s like a dark romance. Next thing you know, you’re going to find out Grayson has been stalking you for years, watching your every move. That he has a whole set up in this very house with cameras where he sits and jacks off to you pleasuring yourself alone in your room, calling out his name as you cum.” Emma literally says all of this as if this is some fairytale dream idea. “Oh, or he’s going to come into your room one night, kidnap you, and chase you through the woods with a Ghostface mask.”

“You’re fucking nuts.” I snort. “Never going to happen. Because this is the real world, Emma, and people don’t actually do that.”

“A girl can dream, can’t she?” she asks.

“Are you really wishing all of that would happen to you?” I ask, laughing. “That poor shy Brent is really a stalker obsessed with you?”

Her eyes light up. “You don’t think he is, do you?”

“Oh my god.” I burst out laughing.

“Knock knock!” Grayson’s voice calls through the other side of the door as he knocks on it. “Safe to come in, or are all of you in your underwear having a pillow fight?”

Mia snorts. “Come in!” she calls out.

“Ohhh, it's him,” Emma teases.

Grayson opens the door, his hand over his eyes. I grin as he lowers it and pouts. “Ahh, shame. Everyone’s dressed.”

“Don’t act as if you want to see anyone else but Sadie half naked,” Alice chastises.

“You’re right. I don’t.  But I don’t want to see her half naked, I want to see her fully naked.” He gives me a grin that’s packed with sin and wicked intentions.

“That is exactly what a stalker would say.” Emma points at Grayson.

“Emma, can it,” I hiss.

“Stalker?” Grayson asks, lips twitching as he looks between the three of us.

“Emma is crazy, she forgot to take her meds today.” I roll my eyes. “Don’t mind her. She’s concocted some wild story in her mind that you’re my stalker and have been watching me for years.”

“Uh huh,” he says slowly, swallowing hard, a quick flash of something I could swear looks like panic flickers in his eyes, but he keeps a grin on his face. Weird.

“Crazy, right?”

“Yeah. Crazy,” he chuckles. “Is this because you told them about the tower?”

“Yes.” I bite my lip.

He grins wider. “Not going to lie, Pretty Girl. It was fucking hot.”

“Do you two want us to leave so you can fuck? Because the way you’re looking at each other, I feel like we’re intruding,” Mia asks in amusement.

I say ‘noo’ at the same time Grayson says ‘yes’.

My eyes stare him down as my friends laugh. “Is there something you wanted, dear boyfriend?” I ask.

“Yes, girlfriend.” He winks. “I’ve come to let you know it’s probably a good time to start getting ready. Everything is set up. People will start getting here in a few hours.”

“Are you going to get ready, or are you going as yourself?”

“You will have to wait and see,” he teases. “Can’t wait to see what you’re going as. Although, you could wear a paper bag and still look fine.”

“Smooth,” Emma says.

“Alright, byeeeeee.” I toss a pillow at him as the girls start to make mocking lovey noises, and Grayson leaves with a laugh.

This is going to be one interesting night.
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“Damn, girl!” Mia whistles as I give them a spin. I look amazing. This costume was a good choice for sure. “Are you sure you’re not even the tiniest bit gay? I’d be willing to share you with the guys. Let me join your harem. Pretty please?” She holds up her hands in a pleading motion.

I laugh, knowing she’s joking, but Alice shoots her a look that says she’s not pleased at all.

“Sorry, babe.” I pout. “If I did like girls, you would be my first choice, though.”

“Hey!” Emma gasps. “Rude. What about me? Or Alice.”

“Okay, fine. If I was gay, I’d make the three of you my harem. Better?”

“Much.” She nods.

Emma looks cute in her naughty nurse outfit. Her long brown hair is up in a high pony, her costume clinging to her body. If the girl bends over, though, everything is going to be hanging out.

Alice decided to create a darker version of her Alice in Wonderland costume by adding a bit of blood and dirt. She still looks good.

Mia is in a full-body suit that clings to her like a fitted glove. I’ve noticed Alice sneaking a glimpse or two. I really hope the two of them figure it out.

Me? I added a few things to my costume. It was originally a bodysuit and the angel wings, but I’ve added fishnet stockings and combat boots. I’m wearing a black wig with long beach wave curls and my makeup is done dark and sexy.

I feel like a different person, something fun and exciting for the night. I hope the guys like it.

Sending a quick text to Collin that I love him and I wish he could be here, I toss my phone on my bed and grab a disposable camera, attaching it to my wrist.

Grayson has a rule of no phones allowed. Something about keeping what goes on at his parties a mystery makes people want to come and experience it for themselves. But he did agree to a disposable camera. It’s not against his rules. I guess people just don’t use them anymore. Shame, I love how the photos turn out when developed.

“Alright, let’s go!” Alice says, a little too cheerfully. We all started drinking about a half hour ago. They’re on their way to tipsy town, but I’ve only had one drink. I might have more, but I’d rather wait until I’m with the guys. Better to be safe. Seeing how parties and I don’t have a good history together.

I still can’t believe it was Declan this whole time who was the one who brought me home that night, and then the night of the party this past summer. He’s always been there for me, I just didn’t know it.

I still haven’t been able to bring myself to talk to him about it. Just thinking about that night brings back bad memories. At least from what I can remember from that night. Part of me fears if I talk about it at all, it might trigger something and I don’t want to remember. I know I should; it could help with a case against Lionel, but I already have too much going on in my life to bring this into it.

No. It’s better to keep the past in the past. Why bring up old things? I’m happy. I don’t want to ruin that.

Opening my bedroom door, I’m surprised by how soundproof it is because the moment I do, we’re met by the loud music coming from downstairs.

“Are we late or early?” I ask as we move through the dark hallway.

“No idea,” Emma laughs. “I’ve always been late coming to these. Brent isn’t here yet. He said to meet him down in the kitchen. Fine by me, because I need another drink.”

We manage to make it to the bottom of the stairs without falling. Why is this place so damn dark? I tried to turn the lights on, but the switch didn’t work. Guess he doesn’t want someone to turn the lights on and ruin the vibe.

And I see why as I take my first look at the place. “Holy shit,” I say in awe.

This place is decked out from ceiling to floor to make it look like an epic haunted house but still having a party look to it.

“So, what do you think?” Declan asks. I spin around and nearly cum in my pants when I see what he’s dressed as.

“Yeah, I can see why you’re not gay. Maybe I’m not either. Because holy hell, woman,” Mia gapes at Declan.

I don’t blame her. He’s dressed as Milo Thatch from Atlantis, the Lost Empire.

“Hey there,” Emma purrs, strutting her way over to him. She slides up next to him and pets his arm. “Need any help checking your prostate?”

His eyes widen as he lets out a choking sound. “I’m sorry, what?” he asks, voice going a little higher.

“Dear god, Emma, do you have no shame?” I groan as Mia and Alice burst into laughter.

“What? Have you seen him? Boy is fucking fine.” She turns back to Declan. “Smart choice, big guy. You’re gonna have her kitty purring all night long now.”

“I’m so confused,” he laughs awkwardly, scratching the back of his head.

“Yup, you’re doomed, girl,” Emma sighs, then looks back up to Declan. “Sorry, man. I don’t hook up with my girl’s homies.” She puts up a peace sign and walks towards the kitchen.

“Sadie, Sweetheart, please tell me what is going on?” he asks me.

“Don’t mind her.” I laugh. “She’s a little tipsy. On her way to being drunk.”

“Oh, okay, because not going to lie, I was a little afraid there,” he chuckles.

“How come? Don’t want anyone checking your prostate?” I grin. “I mean, I could help scratch that itch if you’re a really good boy and ask me nicely.”

His breath hitches, eyes flaring. “Sadie,” he says in a warning tone. “Please, don’t make me walk around here for the rest of the night sporting a hard on.”

“If I gotta walk around here with wet panties at the sight of you, it’s only fair.”

“You’re killing me, Sweetheart,” he groans. “Because fucking hell, Sadie, you look amazing. It’s going to be hard to keep my hands off you all night.”

“So don’t.” I grin before grabbing his hand and spinning around to lead him towards the kitchen. With one of my men by my side, it’s time to get this party started.
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An hour in, and the place is packed. The music is pumping, the drinks are flowing, and I’m having a really good time.

Yet, I still haven’t seen Grayson. Declan said that he’s walking around making sure everything goes well but will find us eventually because he wants to spend time with me.

I accepted it and allowed myself to enjoy my time with Declan and the girls whenever they come around.

Emma is glued to Brent’s side. Mia’s been dancing with a new girl every song, and Alice has been watching from the sideline, looking pissed before she grabbed a guy’s hand and demanded he dance with her.

My good night comes crashing down around me when I look over and see Preston. With Tina.

“What the fuck?” I say in shock, feeling Declan’s hands gripping mine. I look up at him, finding his eyes on Preston, jaw tightened. He’s pissed. And fuck, so am I.

Because even though he might not be mine, Tina is a fucking monster, and he knows it.

“Hey,” Tina’s voice makes every hackle I have rise. “Don’t you two look just adorable.”

“What the fuck are you doing here?” It’s not me who growls that, it’s Declan.

“Rude much.” Tina frowns. “I’m here because I was invited.”

“Bullshit. Grayson would never have invited you. I thought he made it clear at the last party, you weren’t welcome.”

“Well, my fiance was invited, and I’m his plus one.” She sneers at me, going to take Preston’s hand, but he shoves them in his pockets before she can.

She plays it off as if nothing happened, putting her hands on her hips. She’s dressed as a slutty bunny. It’s just a white bra and thong with bunny ears, really. Would be cute on anyone but her.

“You’re still not welcome. Not after what you did. You know, when you were caught hooking up with a guy in my bed. Had to burn my bed set, by the way. Thanks for that, I really liked that one.”

She runs her tongue along her teeth before making a scoff. “I’m going to get a drink. Want anything?” she asks Preston.

“No. I can’t trust you won’t drug me.”

Her eyes flare with anger, but she doesn’t say anything as she turns around with a huff and storms off.

“What are you doing here with her?” I hiss. “What is wrong with you?”

Preston is not dressed as anything. I think? He’s in his school uniform. Did he come as a Kingston student or something?

“My dad has been on my ass about me spending nights away from home as long as I have been.” His eyes flick up to Declan, then back to me. “I’m only here to shut him up. He’s freaking out about Tina’s family picking a different husband for her.”

“Isn’t that the goal?” I glare at him.

“Yes, but not before we deal with my dad. I don’t want to risk pissing him off any more than he already is. But trust me, Sadie, I don’t want to be here with her. I don’t want to be anywhere near her. It’s just for show. It means nothing.”

He says it means nothing, but it still hurts. It fucking stings, and I can tell it’s hurting Declan just as much.

“Come on.” I grab Declan’s hand. “We have a night to enjoy.”

I can’t believe that guy. Is he for real? After everything that bitch has done to me, he’s going to not only continue to be around her but bring her to this fucking party. Thrown by my boyfriend? Granted, she doesn’t know Grayson is my boyfriend because the world thinks he’s my stepbrother, but still.

Even though I’m pissed, I understand why he’s doing it. His father is a fucking menace to society. What kind of monster beats their own kid? Makes me fucking sick.

“Hey.” I pull Declan to the side, away from everyone else. “You okay?”

“Yeah.” He gives me a forced smile. “I’m fine. I’m just pissed for you.”

“Declan.” I give him a soft look.

“Okay, I’m pissed for myself, too,” he sighs, running a hand through his hair. “I get why he’s doing it, I do. But does he have to bring her here? I swear to god, I’ll kick his ass if I see him so much as touch her. Not just because I don’t want him to, but after the way she’s treated you, him bringing her here in your own home is fucked up.”

If only he knew the half of it. I really should let them in on my past with her. I’m sure they know by now she’s bullied me, but they don’t know for how long or how bad. And they don’t know about the damaging effects it left on me.

Would Preston still be with Tina if he knew the reason why he found me passed out in that tower all those years ago was because she triggered an eating disorder so bad it nearly killed me?

Would he even care?

I’d like to think he would. But I’m not looking for pity. I’m better now, and I’m not going to let her bring me back to that dark place.

Keep telling yourself, Sadie. Is that why you haven’t eaten anything today apart from the popcorn with the girls?

That's different. I just wasn’t hungry.

I’m never really hungry these days. But it’s stress, not Tina and her bullshit. Everyone loses their appetite when they get too stressed, right?

As if to prove myself wrong, I grab a few finger sandwiches off the food table next to us and put it on a little plate.

“It’s not really my home,” I tell him, taking a bite. “I’m only a guest here.”

He gives me a blank look. “It’s your home, Sadie, even if you don’t plan on staying long.”

Mom heard back from the contractors. Between having to rip up all the flooring and replacing it, they found out they have to replace all the pipes because they’re all old and outdated. If they were just to fix the cracked one, it wouldn’t be long before it happened again somewhere else in the house. I’m sad because that means a lot of the interior is going to change, but if this means we preserve the exterior, that’s what I care about. It’s a cute little authentic looking stone cottage that I adore and would love to keep in my possession.

“Let’s go dance.” I smile up at him. “Tonight has been amazing. I don’t want this to ruin it.”

He smiles, nodding his head. “You’re right.” He takes my hand in his and pulls me out to the dance floor. Leaning in, he brushes his lips against my ear. “I love you, Sweetheart.”

My eyes flutter closed, a phantom hand grasping my heart and squeezing, making the air in my lungs woosh out of me. Maybe it’s the alcohol, or maybe it’s my heart and soul realizing that we can be happy. I do deserve these men.


Chapter 19

Sadie

Overall, this party has been amazing. Declan has stayed by my side for most of the night. And when I’m dancing with the girls, he’s not far away. He’s been my shadow, my silent protector. Maybe I’m crazy for being in love with the men I’ve only just started dating, but it’s different with them. What we have... it’s not typical.

“I’m going to pee,” I call out to Declan.

“Okay!” he shouts back over the music. “I’ll be right here.”

I’m feeling a little tipsy, but not enough that I should be worrying about being alone in this house on my own. Just to be sure, I go upstairs to use the bathroom, where it’s blocked off from the rest of the party guests.

Just to make sure, I stop by my room and dip my head inside to make sure Tina or someone else isn’t hooking up in my room.

Flicking the lights on, I find it empty and let out a sigh of relief.

“No crazy bitches getting down and dirty in your bed this time?”

Letting out a yell of surprise, I spin around to find Collin leaning against the wall across the hall behind me, a sexy, cocky brow raised in my direction.

“You fucking scared me,” I pant out, placing my hand over my heart. “What are you doing here?” I ask, stepping into the hallway.

“I thought about dressing up so no one could tell who I was, but I didn’t want to risk it,” he says, pushing off the wall and taking a step towards me. “But I’ve been watching you all night, Sunshine. You looked pretty good out on that dance floor, like pure sin,” he groans, eyes taking in my body. “It’s taking everything in me not to rip every man’s eyes out for daring to look at my girl.”

“Sunshine?” I ask, trying not to let just the mere presence of him get me all hot and bothered.

“Yeah. I’ve been doing some thinking, and I don’t think Lollipop works anymore, does it?” he asks, backing me up against the wall next to my bedroom door. “It suits the old Sadie. The younger Sadie. With all the crap going on in my life, I’ve found myself in a pretty dark place,” he murmurs. “Sleepless nights wondering how I’m going to fix everything, how I’m going to make it out alright. Endless hours of research and plotting, trying to find a way to end him. To make sure you're no longer at risk.”

My heart races at his words as his hand reaches up to cup my cheek. “There’s times I have no hope; I feel lost, like everything is so far out of reach and I’m not going to be able to find a way out of this darkness. All it takes is one look at you, Sadie. One smile, one laugh, and you light up that darkness with pure sunshine. That's what you are to me, Sadie. The sunshine in the darkness that consumes me. The reason to keep going, lighting the way to salvation.”

“Collin.” My head spins, so many different emotions flowing through me.

“Shhh,” he murmurs, leaning in to brush his lips against mine. “You don’t have to say anything to me. Just know you’re the Sunshine on my darkest days. I love you and will continue to until the day that I die.”

“Fucking hell, Collin,” I whimper, grabbing him by the back of the head to kiss him hard.

He moans against my lips, his hands lowering to my hips. He grips them roughly, grinding his stiff cock against my lower belly.

“You make me fucking insatiable. I can never get enough of you.”

I want him to fuck me so bad. But I’m not dressed for a quicky, and Declan will start to worry if I don’t get back to him soon.

But I want Collin. Really fucking bad. So, I decide to take what I want and slowly lower myself to my knees.

“Fuck, Sunshine. What are you doing?” Collin asks, voice strained.

I grin, looking up at him as my hands reach for his belt. “What do you think?” I ask, adding a little sass to my response.

“You naughty little thing,” he groans as I pull his cock free, wrapping my hand around the base. I give it a firm squeeze before stroking it a few times.

The lights in the hall are off, but the light from my bedroom door gives us some visibility, allowing me to see the drop of precum on the tip of his swollen head.

“Go on, Sadie, taste it,” Collin urges.

My tongue flicks out, lapping the salty substance off. Collin hisses, thrusting his hips forward. “Now take me into that dirty little mouth of yours and suck me down like a needy whore. My fucking whore.”

His words send a thrill running through me. I expected something like that from Preston, but hearing it come from Collin’s mouth sends a whole new wave of pleasure through me.

Wrapping my lips around the head of his cock, I tease him with my tongue. He groans, placing his forehead against his arm. “That's it, baby. Take it, take it all.”

His cock is thick, so it’s a bit of a stretch to take him into my mouth, but I do my best to loosen my jaw and slide him all the way to the back of my throat.

“Fuck, yes, just like that. Such a good girl. So fucking good,” he moans, thrusting forward. He hits the back of my throat, but I don’t gag because I don't have a gag reflex. I wonder if the guys like that or not? Do they enjoy the sounds of a girl choking on their cock? I mean, I choke on it anyway. Because fucking hell, they’re all so big.

Collin grabs a handful of my hair, holding my head still. “I’m going to fuck this pretty face of yours, Sadie,” he murmurs, chest heaving. “I’m going to make you cry, make you fucking drool for me. I’m going to mess up that makeup of yours and make you go back out to that party, letting everyone know exactly what we did.”

I moan against his length, thighs coming together as my clit pulses with need.

Collin starts to fuck my mouth relentlessly, these sexy little masculine sounds leaving his lips. His cock slides in and out, deep-throating me every time. I might not gag, but my eyes start to water instantly.

“So good,” he grunts. “So fucking good. Take it, Sadie, take my fucking cock like a good girl.”

Drool starts to drip down my chin with every thrust of his hips.

I’m so damn turned on, my pussy is demanding attention. My hand moves to my pussy, but between the tightness of this body suit and the fishnets, there's no way I can get my fingers inside to pleasure myself with this damn costume on.

I whine in frustration around his cock, shifting and trying to rub my thighs together for any bit of friction I can get. But it does nothing.

“Is my girl needy?” Collin groans as he buries his cock all the way down my throat, holding it there before pulling out. “Do you want to cum too?”

Nodding my head, I moan yes around his cock, my nostrils flaring as I breathe through my nose.

He adjusts himself. “Straddle my foot, Sunshine. Grind that needy pussy against my boot and make yourself cum.”

Holy fucking shit. Is he serious right now?

“Come on, Sunshine. Be a good girl and do as you’re told,” he growls.

A shiver wracks my core, from the tips of my toes all the way up to the top of my head. Why does this turn me on?

Fuck it. I do as I’m told, straddling his foot. He’s still able to fuck my mouth in this position as I grip his thigh. Bringing myself down on his boot, I gasp at the pressure against my clit.

“Now give my boot a good shining, fuck yourself against it until it’s dripping in your juices, baby.”

Dear god, this man’s mouth. His brother's mouth. Both of them are going to kill me with their dirty words one day.

But not today because right now, all I want is this orgasm I’m beyond desperate for and his cum down my throat.

Giving a hesitant roll of my hips, I’m surprised to find it feels better than I thought it would.

I can’t believe I’m about to do this, to get off by rubbing myself against this man’s boot.

But the way he looks down at me in awe, with so much love and adoration... all I want to do is please him.

So I start to work my clit against his boot and moan shamelessly around his cock.

“So fucking beautiful,” he groans. “God, Sadie, you really are fucking perfect. That’s it, baby, work those hips.

I keep my eyes on him, locked together as he slows his pace while I find my rhythm.

God, this feels so fucking good as I work my hips, getting to the pace I need.

My body is burning with pleasure; the pressure and tempo have me on the edge of perfection. As if he knows I need this so damn bad, he keeps his thrusts slow and deep.

As I work myself up against his boot, my nails digging into his thigh, and he murmurs all the right, praising words.

“Such a good girl. You’re doing so good, baby.”

As the pressure builds and the pleasure grows, my thrusts start to grow more frantic. I’m close, chasing my release. I need it. I’ll cry if I lose this feeling.

Collin starts to pick up his pace again, making me choke on his cock. “You fucking love it, don’t you?” he chuckles. “God, you're so perfect. Look at you, crying so sweetly for me.” He reaches down to brush the tears away from the corner of my eyes. But I already know my makeup is ruined. “Cum, Sadie. Drip that greedy cunt all over my boot.”

I whimper, my orgasm so close, so fucking close. Closing my eyes, I concentrate on bringing myself over the edge.

When it hits me, I struggle to breathe in air, to cry out, something, but I can’t. Collin curses, his thrusts grow choppy.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck, look at you. So fucking hot. Such a good girl. So fucking good.”

I sob around his cock in pure fucking ecstasy. It shouldn’t feel this good; it’s a fucking boot for fuck’s sake.

But it does, it feels so good. And the more I work my hips, the harder I cum and the more I feel my juices soak through my costume and onto his boot. It’s not enough to coat it like he told me to, but it’s something.

Collin curses and without warning, he cums.

His cock pulses in my mouth, thick ropes of hot salty cum shoot down my throat. I swallow around his length, trying hard to get it all, which makes him groan loudly.

“Damn it, Sadie,” he gasps in a ragged breath as he pulls his cock free.

I take in a few deep breaths of my own. My jaw is killing me, my eyes are blurry with tears, and I have cum and drool dripping down my chin.

Collin tucks his cock away, chest heaving. He takes a step back, letting his boot slide out from under me before crouching down in front of me.

“You’re such a good fucking girl, Sadie,” he praises, gripping my chin. His eyes take in my face, and he smirks. “Ruined.”

Then he does yet another thing that surprises me tonight and licks his cum off my lips and chin.

“Now, be a good girl and get back to the party,” he murmurs tauntingly before kissing my lips.

He helps me rise on my shaky legs, pressing another kiss to my lips. My eyes flutter closed as I sigh contentedly, but then he’s gone, and I’m left standing there, wondering if this was some kind of fever dream, and I drank more than I thought.

“What the hell just happened?” I blink, a little stunned, while my body still hums from the orgasm. The girls can never know this. I’m starting to get worried about just how much I’m willing to do with these guys. And how much I love it.

Shaking my head, I remember why I’m here and go to the bathroom. After I’m done, I look in the mirror and laugh. Well, I was right. My makeup is fucked.

But, honestly, it’s kind of hot. Grinning, I shrug my shoulders and leave.

“There you are,” Declan says when I join him back at the party. “I was starting to get worried—” He blinks at me a few times, eyes widening. “Ahh, are you okay? Were you crying?”

“Nope.” I giggle. Yup, those drinks are really hitting me now. Or maybe I’m just in a really good mood because as weird as what just happened was, it was also one of the hottest things I could have ever imagined doing. “Well, kind of.” I grin wider. “No kissing me until I can brush my teeth, though.”

His cheeks heat as he gets where I’m going with this. “Ahh.” He nods his head with a chuckle. “Took a little detour?” I just grin and nod as I grab a mini hot dog and pop it into my mouth. All that work made me hungry. “G?” he asks. I shake my head. “P?” His brow furrows and I raise a brow. “Ah, C?”

I nod again. “He’s here. Somewhere. Staying out of sight.”

“Couldn’t stay away from you, could he?” Declan laughs.

“I miss him.” I chew on my lip. “I’m glad he surprised me.”

“I bet you are.” Declan grins.”

“Stop.” I laugh, slapping at his arm.

“Sadie!” Emma shouts. “Come dance with me.”

“Go dance. I’m going to get some air.” Declan nods his head towards Emma on the dance floor.

Preston

Coming to this damn Halloween party was a big mistake. We shouldn’t be here. It’s a bad fucking idea.

My father blew up my phone, leaving some not-so-nice messages, pretty much ordering me to take Tina out because I guess her father had been bitching again and complaining that I haven’t been spending enough time with his daughter.

Does that man not know how most of these arranged marriages work? Most of the time, we don’t even see our fiancéees until the day of the wedding and only after for social gatherings and to reproduce. I know that's how my father is with my mother. That’s how it was with my grandparents on both sides, and how is it with most of these old fucking ruthless bastards.

Honestly, I think that’s why most of these men in our society are the way they are. No love, lonely, trying to fill this empty void by pissing money away, fucking as many women as they can get their dicks in, and sitting around with other pathetic fuckers and trash-talking the world.

In a drunken moment, I told him to get fucked, but I quickly regretted it. He proceeded to tell me exactly where Sadie was at that current moment in time, making it very clear he had eyes on her, and if I didn’t do as I was told, something bad was going to happen.

Being backed into a corner, I reluctantly agreed. I called up Tina and asked her if she wanted to go out to eat and a movie, two things that involved hardly any talking. Something I could suffer through if I really tried.

She said no because everyone was going to Halloween parties, and she wanted to go too. I turned it down fast, but then she hit me with the ‘don’t make me tell my daddy’ card.

It’s like she cracked the code, now knowing how to get what she wants from me now,  and she has me by the fucking balls. The smug look she gets when she knows I can’t say no makes me want to strangle her. She just doesn’t know why she has this power, and I won’t tell her. I won’t let her know my feelings towards Sadie. That would be a fucking disaster.

I ended up shoving my fist into the wall of the room I’d been staying in, but I agreed.

And, of course, of all parties, she picked Grayson’s. It was an argument I didn’t want to have, so here we are. I thought we could just slip in and not be seen. With all the people there, we could have easily blended into the crowd.

I was a fucking fool to even think that because this is Tina. She always wants to be the center of attention, and she’s a drama queen. I should have known she would find Sadie and try to fuck with her.

The betrayal in both Sadie and Declan’s eyes fucking hurt more than I liked. Then Sadie’s verbal lashing from the amusement park came crashing back, and I needed to get drunk.

So here I am, on beer number... who knows and quickly getting shit-faced while trying to avoid Tina. It’s the only way I can get through this party without wanting to lose my fucking mind.

I propped myself up against the wall where I could watch Sadie dance, but I lost track of her when I went to grab another drink. Scanning the room for her, I see Tina coming my way. But fuck this shit. I make my way through people in the opposite direction of Tina’s path, bobbing, weaving, and ducking to lose her. Luckily, someone stopped her, so I take the opportunity to dip out the side exit.

As soon as I’m outside, I let out a breath of relief.

“Crazy in there, huh?”

My head snaps to the side to see Declan sitting on a porch swing.

God, he looks so fucking sexy in that Milo Thatch costume that it should be illegal.  It’s too painful to look at him.

“You okay?” Declan asks, frowning.

“Yeah, sorry.” I shake my head, the alcohol making my head foggy.

“What are you doing out here?”

“Needed to get away from the she-witch,” I sigh, moving to sit next to him. “You?”

“Came out for some air while Sadie danced with her friends, but the guys in the back got a little too rowdy. Needed some space.”

I nod my head in understanding, taking a seat beside him before looking up at the sky and smiling at the stars.

“What are you doing here with her, Preston?” Declan asks, voice a soft whisper.

“I have to be,” I sigh heavily as I look down at him. “If I don’t, she’s going to tell her dad. Her dad tells mine, and I get to be a human punching bag.” I give him a half grin, but he doesn’t see any humor in the situation. He frowns disapprovingly.

“It’s not funny, Preston. What he does to you, it’s fucked up. It’s not right. You don’t deserve it.”

Yet, I feel like I do, that I deserve every hit he throws my way.

Sitting here next to him, I stare at him—maybe a little too much, and it’s probably creeping him out. He holds my gaze, and fuck, I just want to lean over and kiss him, to kiss the frown away, to make him mine.

“Wanna know something?” I ask, my brain yelling at my mouth to shut the fuck up.

“Sure?”

“You’re fucking sexy.” I bite my lip, letting my eyes roam his face again.

His eyes widen. “W-what?”

“Oh, yeah,” I laugh. “So fucking sexy, my cock is almost always hard when I’m around you. Same with Sadie. Damn thing doesn’t seem to know what it wants, so why not both of you.”

He goes to open his mouth, but I stop him, leaning in so close our faces are less than an inch apart. I lower my voice, and my words come out husky. “Do you know how many times I’ve touched myself to the thought of you being down on your knees...” His breathing picks up, pupils dilating as I bring my fingers up to brush against his lips. “With these lips wrapped around my cock. Me calling you a good fucking boy as you suck me off.”

Wanting to touch any part of him I can, I scoot closer and place my hand high up on his thigh. He gasps, licking his lips before whispering, “Preston.”

That goes straight to my cock. My eyelids lower as I continue to paint him a picture of one of my favorite fantasies. “Or how tight your ass would be, strangling my cock as I pounded into you. I’d love all the noises you make, like your sweet sobs as I fuck you so damn good you cum with my name on your lips.”

His breathing becomes erratic, eyes wide, needy, and... wanting.

I should stop. I’m saying too much, not thinking of the words coming out of my mouth. But none of them are lies.

“I want you, Declan. I’ve wanted you for so fucking long. Laying in bed while watching you sleep and wanting nothing more than to kiss you is pure fucking torture. I’m so close to you and not able to touch you.” And then I bridge the gap, grasping the back of his head to kiss him.

Declan moans against my mouth, one hand grabbing onto my arm that’s holding his head and the other gripping the fabric between his hand and my chest.

I run my tongue against his lips, begging him to open up for me. He does, and I don’t waste time slipping my tongue in and over his.

The kiss is mind-blowing... life-changing. He tastes like heaven and hell all rolled into one. Sweet and sinful. The reason behind all of my success and my ultimate downfall.

“I want you to be mine so fucking bad,” I snarl, panting as I rip my mouth from his long enough to talk before crashing them together again.

We kiss sloppily, but it’s fucking everything. It’s turning my world upside down as I realize that I’m not only attracted to him, but I think... I think I may be in love with him.

Two people each own half of my heart, with none of it left for myself.

He moans my name, snapping me back to reality.

What am I doing? This can’t be happening. No. Not right now. Not to him. I’m too fucked up in the head. He deserves better. They both do. I’m toxic; I’ll poison any light they have created inside me.

I pull away, chest heaving as I stare at him with wild eyes.

His eyes flutter open, blinking up at me with flushed cheeks and swollen lips. He looks fucking gorgeous, but then I do what I always do and fuck everything up.

“This was a mistake.”

His face falls. “W–what?”

I stand, shaking my head as I run my hands through my hair. I wish he could be mine, but that’s not reality. I want him more than anything, but I’ll only end up ruining him. I want to make him happy, but what if all I do is bring him pain? I’m not worthy. I don't deserve him. I don’t deserve to be anyone. I destroy everything I touch. There are too many thoughts swimming around inside my head, and it’s making me spiral.

When I look back at Dec, the devastation on his face confirms every bad thought and will forever be burned into my soul. I feel like I’m going to be sick.

“I need to go.” I turn around and stumble into the backyard, my heart fucking shattering as I go.

“Preston!” he calls out, voice full of agony, but I ignore him and keep walking, lumbering my way through the backyard as the world around me sways.

“Preston!” he shouts, but this time with more anger.

The sounds around me muddle my brain. It’s all too much, too loud.

Someone grabs my shoulder, whipping me around.

I only manage to catch Declan’s angry, devastated face before his fist comes flying towards my face.

I stagger back, pain splintering across my cheek. Tripping over my feet, I fall onto my ass. Declan jumps on top of me, letting out a pained sound as he hits me again.

That’s it, baby, hit me. Make it hurt. I deserve it. I deserve it all.

Sadie

I’m dripping with sweat after only dancing for a bit, so I tell Emma, “Hey, I could use some air.”

“Yeah, same.” She nods her head and looks behind her, where Brent has been dancing. “Wanna go outside?”

He nods, and we all make our way through the crowd and out to the backyard.

We hear “Fight, fight, fight” being chanted as soon as we step outside.

“What the hell?” Emma mutters. “Of course, some assholes would be fighting. Can’t even enjoy a Halloween party.”

We follow the chanting, pushing our way through the little circle that’s formed.

But when I see who is fighting, my stomach drops. “Fuck you!” Declan spits, swinging his fist down and hitting Preston in the face. “I fucking hate you!”

“Stop!” I shout, jumping forward, but Emma holds me back. Preston isn’t even hitting Declan back. He just lays there, letting Declan kick his ass. “Let me go.” I glare at my best friend, and she does. “Declan! Declan, stop!”

I pull him off, his chest heaving, eyes wild. He stumbles to his feet, and I go to reach for him, but he flinches away. “You're pathetic. Nothing but excuses. Be a fucking man, Preston!” he sneers before spinning around and taking off.

I’m so confused, so pissed off. “What the fuck was that?!” I yell down at Preston. He grunts, rolling over and getting to his feet.

“Nothing,” he mutters, wiping the blood off his face. “Nothing I didn’t deserve.”

“What did you do?” I ask in a low, angry voice as I get in his face.

He gives me a bloody grin. “I fucked up. Like I always do. It’s what I do best, Kitten.” He laughs before backing up and taking off away from the house.

“What’s going on?” Emma asks while I stare at Preston’s receding back as he disappears into the dark.

“I don’t know,” I mutter. “I need to go find Declan.”

What did Preston do that made Declan so upset? I’ve never seen him like this. Declan is always so kind, sweet, and pretty quiet for the most part. I’ve never heard him yell, let alone raise his fists to anyone.

The pained look in his eyes as he stared down at Preston... I need to find him.

“What a show,” Tina’s voice has every ounce of control I have left at this moment, ready to snap.

Trying to ignore her, I move to step around her, but she gets in my way. I just need to get in the fucking house and find Declan. “Wonder what they’re fighting over. Can’t be you,” she laughs.

“I don’t have time for your shit tonight, Tina,” I snap. “Let me fucking pass.”

“Oh, she’s got a mouth on her,” Tina laughs tauntingly. “What’s the matter, Sadie? The truth too much to handle? When are you going to end this little fantasy you’ve made up in your head? The guys are done with their deal between all of you. It’s time to drift back into the background where you belong. Because it’s starting to get a little pathetic.”

The way she sounds, so condescending and mocking. I’m done. Fuck this bitch.

Seething, I glare at her as I pull my fist back and swing it right into her stupid face.

She lets out a shriek, her eyes widening as her hands fly to her face. “You stupid bitch!” she screams, but the words come out muffled. “I’m going to kill you.”

“You know what, Tina? How about you go kill yourself,” I yell back, chest heaving. I’m not proud of my words. I’d never want someone to take their own life, but she told me those same words more than once.

I push past her, making her stumble into the side of the house as I make my way in. My hand is throbbing. I’m on edge. I’m so damn worked up that tears sting my eyes. I don’t know what's going on anymore. How did this night go from amazing to a fucking shit show?

Can’t I ever just have fun without everything going to hell?

There's a ringing in my ears as I search the crowd, but I can’t find Declan. My head is pounding, and I need to get out of here. It’s too much, and I think I'm having a panic attack.

Once I’m back upstairs, I close my eyes and lean against the wall, taking deep breaths to calm myself down.

“Do you like scary movies?” a mechanical voice sounds next to me. I jump, a scream getting lodged in my throat. I only manage to get a brief look at the person dressed up as Ghostface before I react, kneeing them in the balls.

“Oh fuck!” he groans, dropping to his knees.

“Who the fuck are you?!” I shriek.

“It’s me.” Grayson pulls off the mask. “Fucking hell, Sadie.”

My face drops. “Oh god,” I gasp, my hands flying to my mouth. “I’m so sorry. I’m so fucking sorry.” I get to my knees next to my boyfriend, who I just possibly took the ability to make babies from. “I didn’t know it was you. You scared me.”

“Clearly,” he groans, rolling over onto his side. “Shit. That really fucking hurt.”

He’s in so much pain, but the whole situation has laughter bubbling up inside of me. That—plus everything that’s happened in the last thirty minutes—crashes in on me at once. “I’m sorry, baby.” Tears spill down my cheeks. “I didn’t mean it. Please don’t hate me.”

“Hate you?” he grunts, moving to sit up. “Fuck, Pretty Girl. Don’t cry. I’m okay. Really. I’m fine.”

“No, you’re not.” I cry harder, dropping to my ass. “I hurt you.”

“I’m fine.” He pulls me into his lap, wincing but doing it anyway. “Shhh.” He tries to hold me, but the wings get in the way.

“Take them off,” I gasp for air, feeling smothered by them.

He helps me remove them, tossing them to the ground beside us before bringing me back into his arms. “Breathe, Pretty Girl. It’s okay. What’s wrong? What’s going on? I saw you come up here, and I followed. I’ve been looking for you. I feel bad for not seeing you all night. These parties always tend to get wild, and I need to make sure I’m on top of things so people aren’t causing any damage.”

“It’s okay.” I press my cheek to his chest, eyes closed as I take a deep breath. His scent settles me, my racing heart starting to slow and my tears coming to a stop.

“No, it’s not. Because clearly, something happened. I should have been there to keep you safe,” he growls.

“I wasn’t in any danger,” I murmur. “I went outside to get some air with Emma and found Declan and Preston in a fistfight. Both of them took off before I could find out what’s going on. Then I went to look for Declan, because this isn’t like him, and I’m worried.” I pull back to look at him.

Grayson cups my face. “Yeah, that doesn’t sound like Dec at all.”

I nod. “On my way in, Tina felt the need to open her stupid mouth,” I grumble.

“Why the fuck did Preston bring that bitch here?” Grayson complains.

“I don’t know. But she thought she would remind me that my deal with you three is over, and I should go back to being a nobody where I belong.”

“Don’t listen to her, Sadie. She’s just a pathetic bully.”

“I know. So, I punched her in the face.” I grimace.

His eyes widen before he lets out a laugh. “Fuck, I wish I was there to see that.”

“I think I broke her nose too. There was a lot of blood.”

“Yup, I totally wish I was there to see that.” He grins.

But I groan. “She’s not going to just let it go. I just made everything worse.”

“No, you didn’t. Because she’s not going to do shit to you, Sadie. Not with us around.”

“But that's the thing. You're not around. We’re not allowed to be seen together.” I feel like crying again.

“Says who? So what if everyone thinks we’re friends? We are friends, even if we’re dating.” He kisses me.

“I just want to find Declan and make sure he’s okay.” I close my eyes. “I’m over tonight.”

“And so am I.” Grayson helps me to my feet. “Let’s go shut this party down.”

“You don’t have to. Go, have fun.”

“Nope. Not without you. I’m over this party anyways.” He grabs my hand and pulls me to the stairs. “Wait here.” He kisses my cheek before jogging down the stairs. A minute later, all the lights in the house go on, and the music stops. “Party’s over! You know the rules. No fighting. You don’t have to go home, but you can’t stay here. Get out.”

There’s a chorus of groans as people start to leave.

Once the house is empty, I join Grayson downstairs. “I’ll help you look.” It doesn’t take long, and we end up finding Declan sitting near the duck pond. “I’ll give you two some time alone.”

“Thanks.”

Declan looks up when he hears me coming. “Hey, you.” I take a seat on the bench next to him. “Declan, what happened?”

He sighs, looking out at the pond, the moonlight shining off the water. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Okay,” I say slowly. “But are you okay?”

“No,” his voice breaks. He turns to me with tears in his eyes. “When I was outside—the guys were being too much, all drunk and stuff—so I went to the side of the house to sit on the porch swing. After a bit, Preston found me. And well, he said some things, kissed me, then told me it was a mistake and took off. I ran after him, got in his face, and well... I let my hurt and anger get the better of me.”

“He what?!” My eyes widen. What the fuck? What is wrong with Preston? After the talk I had with him, I didn’t think he would go and do something stupid like this. I’m going to kick his ass the next time I see him. I get being so messed up from the bullshit in your life that it messes with you mentally and emotionally. But it doesn’t give him the right to mess with other people's minds or emotions.

“Sadie, please.” He shakes his head. “I don’t want to think or talk about it anymore tonight, okay?”

“Okay.” I nod, accepting his answer, even though everything inside me screams at me to ask more. “What can I do to make you feel better?”

“Stay with me tonight?” he asks, face so vulnerable.

“Of course,” I agree with a soft smile, heart hurting for my man. I just want to make everything better. I’m going to kill Preston when I find out more about what happened. “Let’s go get you cleaned up, and we can sleep in my room.”

“Okay,” he says softly.

Once we’re both cleaned up and ready for bed, Declan holds me so tight I can feel the hurt coming off him in waves.

Whatever is going on with Preston, he needs to deal with it before he drags everyone down with him. There’s making the best out of what you’re given or letting it tear you down. I never thought of him as being a coward. But that's what it’s looking like.


Chapter 20

Declan

I’ve spent the last few days wallowing in my own self-pity, unable to get over everything that happened on Halloween night.

He kissed me, told me he wanted me, then kissed me again. But the moment his lips left mine, he looked at me in horror. Everything inside me died as he backed away, saying it was a mistake.

It sure as hell didn’t feel like a mistake. It was life-altering, the same experience as my first kiss with Sadie.

Everything inside me exploded. I was done, so fucking done with his bullshit, the push and pull. I could get it if he wanted me, but thought he couldn’t have me. A normal person would stay away. Not confess all the dirty fucked up things they wanted to do to me, kiss me so deeply it’s seared into my soul, then take it all back in a matter of seconds.

Yes, he was drunk, but the emotions were there, and the connection was electric.

So, I went after him and snapped. I’ve never been a violent person, never had the urge to be. But in that moment, I took all my anger out on Preston.

And the worst part? He laid there and took it. He let me pound my fists into his face over and over again and did nothing.

It made me feel like shit once I calmed down because the more I thought about it, the more I realized it must be hard for him—being controlled by a monster and forced to be engaged to a horrible person. All while trying to come to terms with your sexuality.

I’ve known I was into men and women for as long as I can remember. It’s not new to me, and when I developed those feelings for Preston, it didn’t scare me because I liked a man, it scared me because the man I liked would never like me back. Only he does, and I’m so fucked up about it I don’t know what to do.

I want to talk to Sadie about it. I probably should. But she has so much going on right now.

Sadie doesn’t want to hide; she hates having to act like we’re nothing more than friends. She deserves better, and I’m going to give her that.

I might not be able to be with the man I like, but I have the woman of my dreams, and I’m going to do my best to give her the whole fucking world if it’s in my power.

Starting with finally breaking my engagement off with Mia. First, I need to sit down and talk to my parents about it. I’m not sure how they’re going to take it. We’re not exactly close. But they’re good parents for the most part. They never hit me, never talked down to me.

Probably because they were hardly home to do so. But unlike a lot of people in our world, my parents have told me from time to time they love me. So I know they care.

Let’s hope they care enough about me to not lose their minds with me taking control of my own life and making my own choices.

Stepping into my father’s study, I find him at his desk with his head down as he types on his computer, my mother sitting on the couch across from him, sipping her tea as she reads a book.

A wave of nerves flutters through me as I step inside. “Hey,” I say, clearing my throat. Both of them look up at me with curious eyes. “Declan, honey,” Mom says, placing her book and tea down. “I didn’t know you were stopping by today.”

“If we’d known, I would have had Chef make an extra plate,” Dad adds, closing his laptop. I smile, his words sounding a lot more welcoming than I expected.

“It’s okay.” I push my glasses up my nose. “I’m not staying long. I just wanted to stop by and see if you two had time to talk.”

“Talk?” Mom’s brows furrow. “About what?”

Alright, Declan, rip the bandaid off.

If I try to ease them into it, talking around the subject, I’m just going to end up chickening out.

Taking a deep breath, I let everything that’s on my mind out. “I’m breaking my engagement off with Mia. As lovely a girl as she is, she’s not the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with. I believe we both deserve the chance to be with people we love and to be happy. We might have had a nice life together, but we would have never been truly happy. Life is short, and we only get one to live. I’d rather spend it with someone I love and who loves me back. Someone to enjoy everything life has to offer and stand by my side. So, yeah, I’m ending things with Mia.”

I take in a breath, winded by getting everything out in one go. My heart thumps wildly as I flick my eyes between the two of them.

“I–I don’t know what to say,” Mom says, sitting back against the couch. “What brought this on?”

“Do you understand this may cause waves between the families?” my dad asks, but he doesn’t sound upset. So that’s a good thing, right?

“I know it’s not what you had planned. And yes, I’m aware that it could cause some issues. But it’s what both Mia and I want. This is our life, don’t you think we have the right to choose how we live it?” I’m pushing it, I know how this world works. Still, if I can get him to see reason, what‘s the harm?

I love my parents, I do. However, if I had to choose between staying a part of this family and the money that comes with it, or being happy with Sadie, then I chose Sadie.

Maybe I’m a fool to think this could be a forever thing, but I can have hope, right? Because no one has ever made me feel loved and seen as much as she has. She’s perfect for me, someone I didn’t know I needed in my life until I met her.

“Is there someone else?” Mom asks.

“Kind of.” I lick my lips. “It’s new, but I love her. I want to see where things go. And hopefully, there’s a long future ahead of us.”

“Who?” my father asks, eyes narrowing. This is the hard part. It’s not uncommon within our society to change marriage contracts as long as the person that is doing the replacing is equal to or greater in value then the previous. I know, fucked up, right? Parents trading their kids like their trading cards.

“Sadie Evans.”

“Evans? As in Erin Evans’ daughter?”

“Yes.” I nod my head.

His eyes light up, and I don’t know if that’s a good or bad thing. “Huh.” He sits back in his chair, nodding his head. “Well, then.”

“William, do you know what this means?” Mom’s eyes brighten, too.

“What does what mean?” I ask, looking between the two of them.

“Nothing to concern yourself with.” He waves me off. “I will give you my support to end your engagement with Mia, but only for Miss Evans.”

“Really?” My brows shoot up. “That’s... wow. Okay, yeah. Thanks.”

“I’ll get a new contract drawn up and send it over to Mark.”

“Wait, what?” My brows furrow. “Dad, no. No contracts. Please. As soon as Sadie catches wind of one, she would take off running. Please. I just want things to grow naturally between us.”

“And what if things don’t work out, then who are you to marry?” He counters, starting to get annoyed. Shit.

“If things don’t end up going the way I’d like with Sadie, and we go our separate ways, then I’ll agree to see some woman of your choosing in hopes that something more could come from it. But I meant what I said. I want love, I want a choice.”

“And you love Sadie?” Mom asks.

“I do.”

“And does she love you?” Dad asks.

“She does.” I smile. I have no doubt that she does. Sadie isn’t the type of girl to be throwing around those words, and I’ve seen it in the way she looks at me. She’s loving, caring, and amazing. She treats me with understanding and patience. Doesn’t make me feel stupid or belittle me.

“Alright then. Let’s try things your way. You're still young.”

“Really?” I ask again, waiting to see if he’s going to throw anything else at me.

“Really.” He nods his head, smirking.

I’m in shock. “Okay, thank you.”

“Are you sure you can’t stay for supper?” Mom asks, getting up from the couch.

“I need to go to Mia’s and have a talk with her dad,” I tell her, and I’m surprised to see disappointment filling her eyes. “But how about Sunday? Maybe I can bring Sadie?”

Mom smiles. “I'd love that. Sunday, it is.”

I say goodbye to my father, and my mom walks me to the door. “Declan, we want you to know that even though we’re not the best parents, we do love you.” She smiles, placing her hand on my arm.

My heart warms, the back of my eyes stinging a bit. I needed to hear that. “I love you too.”

I say my goodbyes and get into my car. One family down, another to go. Something tells me this next conversion isn’t going to go over as well.
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I was right. I’m sitting in Mia’s living room while her mother cries, and her father paces the room with an angry scowl on his face. I feel so uncomfortable, and I really want to leave. But any time I try to get up, her father starts yelling at me.

“Why?” Mia’s mom asks. “Why isn’t she good enough for you?”

My eyes widen, and I jump to my feet. “It’s not that, not at all. Mia is an amazing girl. She’s kind, funny, smart. She’s one of the most loyal friends I’ve ever met. I like Mia, a lot, just not in the way I would if I wanted to marry and start a life with her.”

“Why not?” her father growls, getting in my face.

“Because I’m in love with someone else. And Mia doesn’t only deserve someone who can take care of her—not that she needs it; she’s a very capable woman all on her own—but she also deserves someone who can love her and make her their whole world.”

“Children. That's what you both are. You don’t know what’s best for you. Love isn’t going to give you the right opportunities in life.”

“Money and power isn’t everything, you know? And it’s very possible to be successful in life while doing it with someone who loves and supports you by your side.” I frown.

“This is ridiculous. You need to listen–” he starts, but I cut him off.

“No, you need to listen. You need to stop fooling yourself. You should take the time to see how amazing your daughter truly is—to understand who she is. Your daughter deserves to be happy too, so open your eyes and understand it was never going to happen with me. She never would have loved me.”

“She could have!”

“No.” I shake my head with a sad laugh. “And you and I both know why.”

His eyes flash. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I sigh heavily. “It’s not the end of the world to like the same gender, you know. There‘s nothing wrong with it. And it’s time you see that. Before you end up losing the one thing you love most in this world.”

He might be a hard ass, but I know he loves his daughter. Mia has said as much. This may not be easy for him, but he needs to get on board before Mia comes to resent him.

“Again, I’m sorry to break this news to you. But this is my choice. This is all me, be mad at me if you want. Even if Mia wanted me, unfortunately, I don’t feel the same.”

With that, I leave them to come to terms with the news and head for the front door.

“Declan,” Mia’s voice has me pausing. I look over my shoulder to see her sitting on the stairs.

“Hey.” I smile softly.

She gets up and walks over to me, wiping at her eyes. “Thanks.” She lets out a sad laugh.

“For what?” I laugh. “For ending our engagement?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” she sighs. “You're doing something I’ve been too afraid to do. I love my dad. But he can be a bit of a hard-ass, as you can see. He’s not the easiest person to talk to. But you’re right. I do deserve to be happy and in love. So thank you for ending things and giving me the push I needed.”

“You’re not alone.” I pull her in for a hug. “Me, the guys, your friends. You're not all by yourself. We’re here for you.”

“I know.” She pulls back. “I’m lucky to have you all. You’re perfect for her, you know.”

“Sadie?”

“Who else?” she teases. “You’re exactly what she needs. I know she has the other guys, but she needs you just as much as she needs them. Remember that. I know what you four have going on isn’t going to be easy. A lot of people are going to call you crazy; they will for sure judge you. But just remember, as long as you’re happy, fuck everyone else.”

“Yeah.” I laugh, grinning. “Fuck everyone else.”


Chapter 21

Preston

My eyes glaze over as I stare at the computer screen. I’m trying to schedule the next month’s Host Club pairings, but my mind keeps drifting to not only one person but two.

The two people who fill my every fucking thought until I feel like a madman.

I fucked up so bad, and I don’t know if I can fix it. Maybe I shouldn’t fix it, maybe them hating me would be better.

God, I sound like a fucking pussy. Pity party for one over here.

What I need to do is grow the fuck up and make some changes. But it’s not that easy. It’s never that fucking easy.

Because of my mess up with Declan, I’ve resorted to going back to sleeping at the club. It feels wrong, laying there in bed knowing people all around me are fucking, while I’m alone, hating myself.

I don’t know who I am anymore, and I’m fucking terrified. I know I’m not alone, but I don’t know how to ask for help. So I just keep fucking things up, using my stupid mouth to mask my scrambled mind.

The sound of Declan’s voice has me perking up. My heart races as it gets closer, followed by Grayson.

Looking down at my watch, I grumble when I see the time. It’s lunch. How was last period so damn slow, yet feels like it went by quickly.

“There's the bossman,” Grayson cheers, a bright grin on his face as he, Collin, and Declan turn the corner into my little office nook. I’m still pissed at the fucker for setting it up for me to catch Declan buried deep inside Sadie.

It was one of the hottest things I’ve ever fucking seen, something that replays in my mind daily. Mostly when my hand is wrapped around my cock.

There’s also an immense amount of jealousy. Not because of the two of them being together, but because I wanted to be there too.

“What has you so chipper?” I grumble, cocking a brow as I lean back in the chair.

My eyes drift over to Declan. He’s looking anywhere but at me. I haven’t talked to him since that night, nor has he responded to any of my texts, and I’ve only seen him while he’s with clients.

He hates me, and it feels like a part of me is dying inside. All of these new emotions are starting to feel like I’m being suffocated. The perk of having your walls up, choosing to hate everything, and being angry at the world is that you don’t feel the things that could lead to devastation and heartbreak.

Like I’m one to talk, I seem to be the one causing people pain in this situation. Fuck! Why can’t anything in my damn life be easy for once?

“What’s there not to be happy about? I got my girl living just down the hall, meaning that mornings have never been so rewarding.” He grins wickedly.

“Yeah, we get it. You’re fucking your stepsister and can do it whenever you want because she lives with you. Rub it in more for the ones who can hardly fucking see her now.” Collin glares at Grayson.

“Green isn’t a good color on you, Collin,” Grayson taunts with a smug smirk.

“You little–” Collin growls before Declan steps in between them.

“Can we not do this right now?” he mutters, glaring at the two of them. “I need to talk to you,” he says, then looks at me for the briefest of moments. “All of you.”

“Ohhh, this sounds serious.” Grayson’s brows raise. “What’s up, Dec?”

“As of today, right now, at this moment, I’m quitting the Host Club,” he announces, licking his lips as his eyes dart between the three of us, waiting for our reaction. I’m not surprised about it. He’s been booking less and less clients for a while now. He already made it known he was leaving at some point, he and Grayson both.

“Alright.” Collin nods. “Yeah, not really surprised.”

“Same,” Grayson adds, taking a seat on the arm of the couch. “But why today of all days? Any reason, or are you just done?”

“I talked to my parents last night and told them I was breaking off my engagement with Mia. That I was in love with Sadie, and I wanted to see where things went between the two of us.” He swallows hard. A part of me feels jealous of him, that he was able to just have that conversation and make that choice for himself.

“How did they take it?” I find myself asking.

His eyes dart over to mine, holding my stare for a moment. Fuck, he’s so damn sexy. “Surprisingly well.” He pulls his attention from me. “Mia’s parents... not so much,” he says guiltily, scratching the back of his head. “But it’s done. I’m single. And I’m free to be with Sadie.” He looks around us. “Out in the open.”

“What are you hinting at, Harris?” Grayson crosses his arms with a cocked brow.

“He wants to date Sadie. Out in the open, dumb-ass,” I mutter, earning the finger from Grayson and a bored look.

“What I’m asking is... if you two would be alright with me making things official with Sadie... to the public.” Them two... because I don’t count in this situation. I know it’s my own doing, but I can’t help feeling hurt. I don’t deserve to feel hurt. “I want to be more open about my relationship with Sadie. She doesn’t deserve to be sneaking around all the time. She’s been having a hard time dealing with how things have been in our relationship. She can’t kiss us when she wants to or hold our hands. She’s always worried if she‘s too close or if people are going to start talking. She should be shown off, not hidden away. It would be just for now. Until you two are able to be with her openly, too. I promise not to go overboard with things. I won’t be all over her and will be mindful, so no one feels jealous or left out.”

Grayson and Collin take a moment to think. They look at one another, raising a brow before nodding. “As much as we wish we could be with Sadie the way she deserves, it’s not possible. I think having at least one of us being a proper boyfriend to her is the least she deserves. So, I’m good with it.”

“Me too,” Grayson agrees. “I mean, not much is going to change. I’m still going to flirt with her, even if she is your girl.” Grayson grins.

The smile that spreads on Declan’s lips could be criminal. “Really?” he asks, his voice filling with excitement. It’s so damn cute. Fuck. How did I not realize I’m a goner for this guy?

The three of them talk for a little while longer, leaving me out of the conversation.

When he leaves, my eyes follow him, and it takes everything in me not to go after him.

Grayson follows not long after, leaving Collin and I alone together.

“How are you doing?” Collin asks, perching his ass on the edge of my desk.

“Just fucking peachy. You?” I snap.

He chuckles. “I see the asshole is still alive and well.” He sighs, shaking his head. “Wanna tell me why your face looks like it’s in a bruised-banana-look-alike contest?”

“What?” I frown. Is he on drugs?

“Your face. It’s all yellow and brown.” He waves his hand in an up-and-down motion over my face.

“Oh,” I mutter. “No. I don’t want to tell you.”

“Too bad, I already heard about the fight between you and Declan. What I don’t know is what it was about. What the hell did you do that made poor, sweet Declan feel the need to kick your ass? That man is head over heels for you.”

I look around, the feeling of a hand wrapping around my heart and giving it a squeeze, making me grimace.

“Oh shit,” he sighs. “Did you turn him down?”

“I don’t want to fucking talk about it,” I snap, getting to my feet. “Let’s talk about something more important, like the fact that our deranged father is out to get Sadie. And has started using her against me to get what he wants.”

“And you’ve been doing it?” he asks.

“Of course!" I shout in his face. “I don’t want anything bad to happen to Sadie, just as much as you don’t.”

He nods slowly. “Well, hopefully, we’re not going to have to worry about him much longer.”

“How is that going?”

“Had a talk with Rosie. She’s going to talk to her people, put in a word with her mom.”

“The crazy one?” I frown.

“No, the nice one who knows how to hack computers.”

“Huh.”

“Anyways, she’s doing what she can and will let me know what she finds.”

“She needs to work faster,” I grumble, sitting back down.

“Yes, why don’t you tell the crazy little blonde to hurry and see how long you get to keep your dick?” he challenges.

“Whatever.” He doesn’t get it. It’s not just Sadie’s safety we’re worrying about. He has nothing to sacrifice. I have to give up everything. He doesn’t have to be around a woman who repulses him. Or deal with the wrath of the monster we’re trying to get rid of. I do. I always fucking do. Because he’s the lucky one who has a mom who's a saint. How she could ever have been with my father, I don't know. But I’m glad she got out. Not everyone is that lucky. I’m sure if my father had more power in that relationship, things would have ended up completely different.

“She’s not the only one I’ve reached out to for help. I have an old buddy I went to school with. He’s a part of the Princes of Anarchy MC. They’ve done business with our father, and in good old true fashion, Dad fucked them over big time. My buddy didn’t tell me how, but he did say that they would be willing to work together on bringing him down. Once I get more information, we'll have a better idea on how to move things along.”

“It’s taking forever, Collin.”

“It’s only been a few weeks. Yes, we might have money, and I’m sure if it was just a regular person in society, we would be able to wave our money around and get our answers, but you damn well know in this situation, it doesn’t work like that.”

My jaw ticks because I know he’s right.

He sighs, placing his hand on my shoulder. “Soon. Soon we will be rid of him and be free to be able to live our lives the way we want.”

“And what if we don’t find something to use against him? Or if we do, and it backfires?”

He looks me dead in the eye and declares, “Then we kill him.”


Chapter 22

Sadie

“Soooo, how are things going?” Mia sing-songs, grinning like a damn fool.

I eye her suspiciously as I slowly take a bite of my pasta salad. She’s been really weird today. Oddly... perky. It’s like she has something she wants to say. She’s bursting with the need to spill it but won’t.

We’ve asked her a million times what’s up, but she just bites her lips together and grins.

“You're being really weird today,” I tell her then chew my pasta.

“I am not,” she huffs, laughing.

“Are too.” Alice shrugs, eating one of her fries. Mia shoots her a look, and they hold eye contact for a moment before a flush creeps up Alice’s cheeks. Something is going on between them, but I have no idea what. I want to know, I want to ask questions, but for once, they're looking at each other with heat and not longing or pain. Something happened between them, I just know it. I can feel it in my bones.

I shoot Emma a smile, and she grins back like a fool. She can sense it, too. But these two are like deer, easily scared if they feel cornered with sensitive subjects.

“To answer your question, I’m doing fine.” They all look at me with raised brows. “I said fine, not okay.” I roll my eyes. “Am I still pissed about the bullshit Tina spewed? Yes. Am I letting it get to me?” I stare at them all as I eat another bite of my food, showing them I’m trying my best not to let my stress affect my eating. I swallow. “No.”

“Good,” Emma declares. “Have you told the guys?”

“About what? Tina?” I nod. “Yeah, Declan and Grayson know about what she said the night of the party.”

“No. Not that.” Emma shakes her head. “You know. The ED,” she whispers the last part.

My brows furrow in confusion. “Erectile dysfunction?” I blink.

“Wait?” Mia’s eyes go wide. “One of your guys has erectile dysfunction?” She snorts a laugh. “Oh my god, please tell me it’s Preston.”

“Mia! That’s not nice. Erectile dysfunction is not something to joke about,” Alice scolds while trying to hide a damn massive grin.

“No.” Emma slaps Mia’s arm. “Not fucking erectile dysfunction.” She groans and looks around before meeting my eyes. “The eating disorder,” she whispers.

My stomach sinks as my heart races. I lick my lips a few times before shaking my head. “No,” I murmur. “I don’t see the reason to. I have it under control. Yes, I felt myself slipping a few times, but it never went further than a few missed meals. I’m okay. I’m eating fine. I promise.”

“I still think that it’s something you should let them know about,” Emma sighs. “It’s a big part of your past. They won’t judge.”

I know they won't. But with everything going on in my life, bringing up the past when it’s not needed isn’t something I see the point in doing. It has nothing to do with what’s going on now, and it’s only going to make them worry and start watching me with new eyes. Making sure I’m eating, asking if I’m okay all the time... they have enough to worry about when it comes to me; I don’t want to add more to their plates.

Mia perks up, a Joker-style smile stretching over her face. “What has you so–” I start to ask but stop when a piece of cake is placed on the table in front of me.

My heart speeds up for a whole new reason, and my own stupid smile finds my lips as I look over, knowing it’s Declan who’s gone and done something sweet yet again.

My lips part, eyes widening when I see him sit down next to me with a huge bouquet of red roses.

His cheeks are red, a nervous look on his handsome face.

“What is this?” I ask, blinking back the tears as he hands them to me. It’s big. There has to be at least a hundred of them. I smile as I smell them.

“For my girl,” he replies a little shyly.

My eyes snap up to his before looking around. “Your girl?” I lean in and whisper. “Declan, what are you doing? Everyone is going to start talking.” Not that I care what anyone else thinks, I just don’t want this to become an issue with his and Mia’s family.

He gives me a blinding smile. “Let them talk,” he chuckles. “I ended mine and Mia’s engagement. I’m free, Sadie. We’re free to see each other without any worries.”

My eyes widen as my heart pounds in my chest. “What about the others?”

He leans in, not allowing anyone to hear his response. “I already talked to them. They agreed to let us be public. You don’t deserve to be anyone's secret or to be hidden away, Sadie. I love you, and I want the world to know it. I don’t want to hide you but have you at my side instead.”

“Declan...” my voice cracks as tears fill my eyes. Is this for real? After stressing so much and being down about the fact I can’t be with the guys in the way I want to, I get to be with Declan in the open. Finally? He makes the most sense. With Grayson being my stepbrother and Collin being a TA and guidance counselor, it makes sense for them to stay out of the spotlight. Not to mention the fact I don’t think this school will handle the scandal of a poly relationship.

He leans back and says the next part a little louder. “I also quit the Host Club,” he continues, making the girls gasp. “I don’t want to spend time with any other woman but you.”

“Really?” I grin. I hated the fact that the guys kept seeing clients, even though I trusted them not to cross the boundary lines. But I sucked it up because I didn’t want to tell them how to live their lives or make them quit something they were genuinely happy to be a part of. Plus, it was a legacy thing.

“You're the only girl I want.” I blush harder. “So, I sit here with these roses, offering them alongside my heart, to ask you, Sadie Evans, if you would do me the greatest honor and be my girlfriend?”

“Yes,” I shriek immediately, grinning like a fool. I place the flowers on the table, stand up, and step between his legs. He looks up at me with those stunning eyes that I can’t help but get lost in. He grabs my hips with shaky hands as I cup his face with one of mine. I run my fingers through his hair with my other, getting it out of his eyes as I smile down at him softly, trying really hard not to cry. “I’d love nothing more than to be your girlfriend, Declan,” I answer softly before leaning down to kiss his lips. I love the way he shivers under my touch, his grip on my hips tightening.

The room breaks out in murmurs. No one cheers like they do in romance movies. Maybe in a regular school with regular people, but not here. Declan is one of the most powerful men in this school. They all knew he was set to marry Mia. So him asking me to be his girlfriend is not something they expected. Soon, the news of their broken engagement will spread.

People will accuse me of being the reason. But I don’t care. I know the truth, as does Mia. That's all that matters.

Breaking the kiss, we’re both breathless, matching pink spots on our cheeks. “I love you,” I whisper against his lips. I want to say it louder, but that would just add fuel to the fire.

“Love isn’t a strong enough word for how I feel for you, Sweetheart,” he whispers right back, causing my heart to explode.

“The two of you are so damn sweet, I’m getting a toothache,” Mia comments with giddy excitement.

Declan pulls me into his lap, wrapping his arms around me. I’m so damn happy I’m trying really hard not to cry.

No one understands how much this means to me. I’ve never been in love, not truly, not until I got to know my guys.

Not being able to be with them like I wanted to, felt wrong. It made me sad and had me staying up all hours of the night, thinking of all the worst case scenarios.

The last time I sat on a guy’s lap, with their arms around me like this, I felt smothered, trapped. Whenever Raymond and I acted like a couple, it felt forced and wrong. Like one big act. Because he always loved to put on a show for people.

But doing the same thing with Declan, having his arms around me, doesn’t fill me with that old urge to run or to flee. I snuggle deeper into his hold, wishing we could stay like this forever.

I feel loved, wanted, and protected. Something I’ve never felt before. Not until them.

Declan chuckles, placing his chin against my shoulder as he hugs me tighter.

“You’re really okay with this?” I ask Mia, trying hard not to look around the room filled with people I know are gossiping about this, spreading the word around to anyone who isn’t here to witness it for themselves.

“Fuck yeah,” Mia laughs. “It’s about damn time he dumped my ass. Dude has been head over heels for you for years. I think it’s only fair we put him out of his misery.” She winks.

“Gee, thanks.” Delan chuckles.

“I don’t want to be tied down to no man.” Mia gets up. “You hear that bitches!” she shouts, and my eyes widen in horror. “I will never be Mrs. Harris! Why? Because I’m gay as fuck! No dick for me, give me all the pussy, baby!”

“Would you sit the fuck down!” Alice hisses, grabbing Mia’s arm and yanking her down. Mia is laughing, pure joy on her face.

“Sorry,” she sighs. “It’s just so freeing, you know? To be able to be myself. It’s not like this school didn’t already know I was into women. I’ve fucked a few of them.”

“Thanks for the reminder,” Alice growls.

Mia shoots her a cocky smirk. “You jealous, baby? Don’t worry. I haven’t been with anyone in a while.” Mia gives her a wicked grin. “Well, since–”

Alice darts forward, shoving a hand over Mia’s mouth. “Shut. Up!” she hisses, but Mia just cackles against her hand.

“I knew it!” My eyes light up with glee. “I totally knew it.”

“You know nothing.” Alice gives me a shut up look. Then one to Emma, who’s grinning like crazy.

“Mhhmm,” Emma says. “Nothing at all. But when you two are ready, we want all the details.”

Alice sighs. “There’s nothing to say.” She moves her hand from Mia’s mouth.

“You had a lot to say last night when my tongue–” Again, her hand slaps over Mia’s mouth.

“Dear god, woman. Do I need to gag you?” Alice sighs heavily before removing her hand.

“Talk dirty to me, baby.” Mia wiggles her brows.

My eyes find Emma’s, and we squeal like crazy.

“Nope. Not doing this. It’s all about you two,” Alice redirects, pointing at Declan and me. “I’m happy for you two. You did good, Harris. My girl deserves to be treated like a queen.”

“That she does,” Declan agrees, kissing my neck. I melt into his touch.

“Is it bad that I want to drag you into the nearest room and ride you?” I whisper in his ear. He sucks in a breath, his cock thickening under my ass.

“Sweetheart,” he warns in a strained voice.

“I need you.” I turn to look at him.

“Fuck.” He stares into my eyes. “We gotta go.” Declan jumps to his feet. “Can you bring this to Grayson?” Declan asks, nodding to the flowers.

“We got you, babe. Go have fun.” Mia grins.

I giggle as Declan pulls me out of the lunch room.

We end up in Collin’s office, and I ride Declan like my life depends on it, right in Collin’s chair.

Once we are out of breath and high off our orgasms, Declan and I leave Collin’s office.

We don’t make it five feet before I’m giggling because he’s pushed me up against a wall and peppering me with more kisses. “I fucking love you,” he murmurs, kissing me hard.

“I fucking love you too,” I sigh, sounding drunk off my man. My fucking man. His cum is still inside me, soaking my panties. It’s something I’ve come to realize is a kink of mine.

“I hate that I have to get to class,” he grumbles against my swollen lips as he steals more kisses.

“Me too.” I pout. “But we better go. Lunch has already ended, and we’re late.”

“And I need my office back,” Collin’s voice has us ripping apart, heads snapping in his direction. “You two done in there?” He’s leaning against the wall, eyes fixed on the wall across from him as he rolls his head to look at us.

I can’t help it, I giggle, biting my lip. “I’m not at all sorry.” I try to hold back my laughter.

“Such a fucking brat you are, Sunshine,” he grumbles, taking a step closer and leaning in. “It’s a good thing I’m fucking obsessed with you.” My eyes flutter shut, his breath tickling my ear. “Call this payback for carrying you out of the club that one day.” He leans back and grins. “But from now on.” His voice is low. “The only one doing the fucking in that office is me. Do you understand, Sunshine?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, arousal flooding my belly again. I need to get out of here before I go round two, with Collin this time.

As if he can sense where my mind went, he steps back and nods his head. “Get the fuck out of here.”

Declan chuckles, grabbing my hand and pulling me away. I go with a laugh, my heart full and brimming with happiness.

We stop outside Declan’s class and he gives me a heated kiss goodbye. “I’ll talk to you later.”

Nodding my head, I bite my lip as I watch him walk into his room.

I miss him the moment he’s gone. Sighing, I leave for my own class.

Of course, I can’t enjoy my happiness high. It doesn’t work like that for me. For every good thing that happens in my life, something bad follows. I should have recognized the pattern by now.

I almost crash into her as I round the corner. “Shit, sorry,” I start, my heart sinking when I see who it is.

My jaw tightens as I move to the side to leave, but she side-steps in front of me. “Don’t start with me today, Tina,” I sigh heavily, an uneasy feeling creeping up my spine. I don’t want to be alone with her for any amount of time.

My eyes drop to her nose, and a flush of pride fills me. It’s got a cast on it. Fuck, I really did break her nose.

And she doesn’t seem too happy about it.

She stalks forward, and I back up with her invasion of my personal space until I’m pressed against the wall. I’m beyond shocked when she wraps her manicured nails around my neck. “I should fucking kill you for what you did to me,” she snarls in my face. Panic floods me, and my fight-or-flight instincts go out the window. She’s never been physical with me before, only attacking me with her nasty words. She’s gotten in my face a few times and cornered me like a scared animal but never laid hands on me.

“Get your hands off me,” I choke out, trying not to whimper in fear. Fuck.

She only tightens her grip as she uses her other arm against my chest to pin me down. “You broke my fucking nose. So I’m going to break something of yours. I just haven’t decided on what yet.” She laughs. “Nice little show you put on in the cafe. You and Declan are a couple now, how sweet. How does it feel to be a homewrecker? They’ve been planning to be married since birth. And you come in here thinking you can fuck with how things work in our world. You know nothing. You are nothing. You better be careful because you're going to fuck with the wrong person one day, and it’s going to bite you in the ass,” she spits.

“And by the looks of it, that wrong person is me. I see what you’re doing, slowly taking our men. Stay away from Preston, Sadie, or so help me god, I will fucking kill you. You’re nothing. You’re trash. You’re just a hole for them to fill, a game for them to play. Once they have their fun with you, they’re going to toss you to the side and go back to the lives set out for them. Because that’s how this world works; it’s the way things are. And some lowly piece of trash like you isn’t going to change it.”

She pushes off me, and I gasp, choking and coughing as she takes a step back.

“Know your place, Evans, or I’ll put you in it.”

She turns around and walks away, her heels clicking against the marble floor.

Tears sting my eyes, and I don’t feel safe until I know she’s long gone.

Running to the nearest bathroom, I lock myself in a stall and cry. I feel weak and small. I hate that I allowed her to make me feel that way.

But I was in shock. She’s right about one thing. I don’t know this world like she does; I should be more mindful of the things I do.

What does it matter though, when the men I’m with are a part of this world? If they’re making these big changes, it’s not because of me. I never asked them to end their engagements. I never asked them to change their whole lives to be with me.

They chose that all on their own. I don’t feel guilty about it because it’s not just because of me. They didn’t want that life. They don’t want to be married to people they don’t love.

I know Tina is toxic and a miserable, evil person. That her words are just meant to hurt and spread poison. Yet, they still sink into my skin like an arrow to the heart.

When I finally calm down, I pee and clean myself up the best I can.

At the sink, I wash my hands and am stunned by the horror that is my reflection. My eyes are red rimmed, makeup a mess but it’s nothing some wet paper towels won’t fix.

It’s the handprint around my neck that really has me concerned.

My hand reaches up, fingers brushing against the mark.

I thought I was safe in school. Maybe from the guy’s father. But not from her.

If I tell the guys, Collin is going to lose his shit. He’s going to do something to her that is going to fuck up everything he’s been working hard for. If she goes to their dad and complains, that February deadline might be moved up. Or maybe he might act on one of his threats towards me.

Secrets and lies. That's what my life’s become. Tina says I don’t belong in her world. But from where I see it, I might just fit right in.
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I texted Grayson, knowing he didn’t have a class at this time, asking him if he could give me a ride home.

He called me right away, asking if I was okay. I hated lying to him, but I didn’t want to deal with this right now. I just wanted to go home and lock myself in my room.

So, I told him I think I got sick from something I ate for lunch and wasn’t feeling good. He told me he would come find me and take me home, but I told him I’d just meet him at the Host Club room. I needed time to put makeup over the marks on my neck to cover them up.

Now that I’ve had some time to calm down, my face is cleaned up, and my neck has been dealt with, I walk to meet Grayson. I’ve completely shut down and am totally numb.

Time to put on a happy face and act like everything is fine.

“Hey, Pretty Girl.” Grayson steps out of the Host Club room before I get to the door. I look up and force a smile on my face.

“Hi.” It’s a weak hi, with my throat sore.

“You don’t look so good.” His eyes scanning my every feature.

“Thanks,” I laugh jokingly.

“Not what I meant,” he growls. Not in a playful mood, I see. He seems concerned. Fuck, I want to cry because of how much he cares.

“Thanks for bringing me home. I know you have a class in an hour.”

“Of course. Are you sure you're okay?”

I nod. “Just nauseous. Nothing that some Pepto and sleep won’t fix.” It’s not a lie, I’ve felt like I wanted to puke since the moment I bumped into Tina.

Grayson snakes his arm around me and walks me to his car. The ride home is silent. I sit there with my eyes closed, head leaning against the cool window.

When we get inside, he walks me to my room. “You sure I can’t come hang out with you?”

“I’m just going to be sleeping.” I give him a soft smile. “Go, you need to get back to school.

He looks like he wants to argue but nods his head before kissing my forehead. “Feel better soon, Pretty Girl.”

“Thanks,” I whisper, turning around and entering my room, and closing the door behind me without looking back.

Tears fill my eyes as I strip out of my school clothes and head into my attached bathroom for a shower.

I stand in the hot water, eyes closed, head back, for longer than I should, just enjoying the burn of it against my skin.

When the heat starts to make me dizzy, I get out, change into a sweatpants—sweater set before climbing into bed, and falling asleep.

Something cold against my head pulls me from sleep, but I don’t wake up, not fully. “My silly little Pretty Girl,” Grayson’s soft voice fills my ears. “Thinking I’d just go back to school with you home and sick. I don’t think so.” I feel the soft press of his lips against my forehead. If I was fully awake, the gesture would make me cry with how damn sweet he is. Instead, I slip back to sleep.

When I wake again, I find myself alone in my room, my bedside lamp on. My head aches when I sit up, and I groan as I stumble my way to the bathroom to pee.

Back at my bed, I look at my phone and find a ton of text messages. But I smile when I see one in our group chat of Grayson letting the guys know I’m okay, and had gone home sick. He made sure to let them know he had me taken care of and that I was fine.

Sighing, I put my phone back and look at my bedside table to see a glass of water and a pain pill. I bite my lip at another one of his gestures that has me wanting to cry.

Taking the pill, I swallow it down with the water, then move to get back into bed but pause. I don’t want to be alone. I don’t want to lay back in this bed and let my mind wander.

Looking at the time, I see that it’s midnight. Mom and Mark should be fast asleep.

So, I leave my room and quietly make my way down the hall. When I get to Grayson’s room, I pause, wondering if he would be upset.

Then I remember whose room I’m about to go into and smile. No, I don’t think he would care. Well, I hope not.

Opening his bedroom door, I find his sleeping form on his bed. I smile again as I close the door behind me.

Standing by the bed, I watch him for a moment. He’s laying on his back, lips parted as he snores softly. His messy black hair brushed over his forehead, and he’s shirtless displaying his tattooed chest.

He’s so damn beautiful. And he’s mine.

Tina’s words about the guys using me and tossing me to the side isn’t what got me so out of sorts. I know they wouldn’t do that to me. I might have believed it a few months ago before I’d gotten the chance to really get to know them. But not now? I don’t believe it, not with all the things they’re doing in order to be with me.

It’s the threat of what she is going to me that has me on edge. Not only do I have to worry about someone wanting to harm me outside school, but now I have to worry about someone within the school walls, too.

Not here, though. No one in this house wants to hurt me. I feel safe. But just to be sure, I slip into bed next to Grayson, careful not to move too much. Pulling the blanket up over me, I snuggle in, turn away from him, and close my eyes.

A few seconds later, I feel an arm wrap around me as a warm body presses against my back. “Mhhm,” Grayson mumbles, still asleep. “My Pretty Girl,” is all he says before his snoring resumes.

I smile, my heart pounding wildly against my ribs as that feeling of love, of safety, comes fluttering back. I fall asleep in the arms of my man.


Chapter 23

Sadie

After the night spent in Grayson’s arms, I choose to push down my worries about Tina and not let her get in the way of my happiness with my guys. Thanks to her, I had to wear makeup for a few days to hide the marks she left behind.

That bitch has already caused enough damage, I can’t let her take anything else from me. That’s not to say I won’t keep an eye out and avoid her with every bit of my control.

The week goes by fast with trying to evenly distribute my time out between Grayson, Declan, school, and everything else, so I haven’t had time to see Collin. He’s been going out of his mind, and I don’t blame him.

I miss him. I crave him. With his busy schedule, we haven’t been able to have any of our lunch dates in his office. Okay, more of a fuck date, but I’ll take any time with him that I can get.

Tonight, Mom is going over for some girl time with Carol and asked if I wanted to tag along.

I may have jumped at the chance a little too quickly. Mom gave me a knowing look, and I wondered how much she knew about Collin and me. She hasn’t mentioned anything about us yet, but I know Carol is aware of the very vocal claim Collin has expressed towards me.

Nervous excitement flutters around in my belly as we get to their front door.

The door opens, and there stands my man in all his six foot two, tattooed, dark-haired, sexy glory.

“Erin,” Collin greets, giving her a wink. “Come on in.”

“Collin, I’m soon to be a married woman. No need to flirt with me,” Mom teases. I sigh, shaking my head. “Plus, how do you think Sadie would feel?”

She turns to me with a wink of her own, leaving me with my lips parted in surprise as she turns and walks inside, knowing her way around this house almost as much as the people who live here do.

“Better close that mouth of yours before I give it something better to do,” Collin’s husky voice snaps me back to reality.

“Collin,” I hiss but groan as his lips crash down on mine.

“Fuck, Sunshine. I’ve missed you so fucking much. Do you know how hard it’s been to breathe when you’re not around? You're the damn air in my lungs, baby.” He kisses me again until the air in my own lungs is sucked out, and my head is spinning.

“Collin,” I say breathlessly. “Our moms could see.”

He chuckles against my lips. “My mom has known for a long time that you’re my Sunshine. It’s your mom who doesn’t know where we are right now in our relationship. But she suspects.”

My eyes widen. “She does?”

“Oh, Sunshine. There's so much you need to learn.”

“What?” My head is still spinning. “Wait, but she knows I’m with Declan. Why... what...”

I remember the wink she gave me, was she hinting at jealousy. I thought she meant I wouldn't approve of a young man hitting on her. I’m so confused.

He chuckles, grabbing my hand and pulling me deeper into the house. “Don’t worry about it. Come on, let’s go hang out. I need some time with you that’s not spent in my office.” He chuckles, stopping to pull me into his arms. “Although, I can’t say that I don’t enjoy our meetings.”

“But it’s nice to just be us,” I whisper.

“Yeah.” He grins, kissing the tip of my nose. “Wanna go for a swim?”

That has me perking up. “Yeah.”

We head out into the backyard and into the pool house. We used to spend so much time here, even after Collin left, that I had my own swimsuit tucked away in a drawer.

As I hold it in my hand, knowing there's no way this is going to fit me. It’s been a few years since I’ve been here and I’ve grown. Mostly in breast size and this top is not going to cover anything. I’m sure Collin would love that.

“Sadie.” I look up in time to catch the bag Collin throws at me.

“What’s this?” I ask, then open the bag to find a black bikini. I grin, looking up at Collin with a raised brow. “For me?”

He chuckles, stalking toward me as he pulls off his shirt. Swallowing hard, my eyes trail over his body, taking in every inch of his delicious skin. “Keep looking at me like that, Sunshine, and we’re not going to get much swimming done.”

“You’re making it hard.” I blink a few times and look up at his eyes. “You know how hot you are.”

“Maybe.” He grins, his hands going for his belt. “But why don’t you remind me.”

My eyes drop again, heat forming in my belly as he takes his pants off so he’s standing there naked.

“Fucking hell,” I mutter under my breath. He laughs, the fucker laughs, as I pout when he pulls on swim trunks.

“Don’t worry, baby, I still plan on being inside you at some point tonight, but how about we actually hang out and do couple things. Or am I only good for sex?”

My eyes widen. “What?” I rush out. “No, no, of course not. I love you, Collin. I don’t want you just for sex. I don’t even care if we have sex. I just want you.”

“Hey, hey.” He chuckles as he walks towards me. “I was only teasing.” He cups my face, thumbs brushing my cheekbones as he leans down and kisses me deeply. I sigh, leaning into his touch. I can’t get enough of this man.

“I love you too, Sunshine,” he murmurs against my lips. “I’ve missed you so damn much.”

“I’ve missed you too. Knowing you’re in the school, and I can’t see you sucks.”

“I know. But it won’t be forever.” He kisses me again. “How are things going with Declan?”

I smile as I think about my kind, sweet man. “Good. There’s been whispers around the school, of course. You know, something like being one of the most powerful families and breaking off an arranged marriage would be the hot gossip around the school.”

His eyes search mine. “No one’s been giving you a hard time about it, have they?” Collin asks, voice low and dangerous like he would be ready to attack anyone who has.

So I shake my head. “No. Just whispers. That's about it.” I don’t tell him about Tina. I’ve been staying away from her. There’s no point in worrying the guys. Sure, I’m on guard everywhere I’m on campus, but that’s something I should be doing anyway. You never know who might want to start something with me.

Yes, Sadie, because living in fear is so normal.

“Get this on. I wanna swim. Then we can order in some greasy pizza, watch a movie, and snuggle.”

“You know what?” I smile, biting my lip. “That actually sounds pretty perfect to me.”

I’m not the kind of girl who needs lavish dates or to be wined and dined. And I don’t need to be spoiled with expensive gifts. All I need is to be around them, to spend time with my man... or men. What I do doesn’t matter, it’s who I do it with that does.

Collin watches me as I change into the bikini. Honestly, it’s not that much more coverage than the one I had here already. I feel like that's the point for him, though. My perv.

Not that I don’t enjoy his eyes on my body or the way his fingers trail along my skin as he slowly ties everything up for me.

“All done,” Collin’s voice is thick and husky, making me shiver. My nipples are hard peaks, my breathing labored. I’m only able to breathe when he takes a step back from me.

When I turn to face him, he has this cocky-ass smirk on his devilishly handsome face.

“What’s that look for?” I ask.

“I just love how much I affect you, Sunshine,” he chuckles, closing the distance between us again. “It’s a major boost to my ego.”

“Oh fuck off.” I laugh, flipping him off.

And you know what this fucker does? He leans forward, that grin still on his face, and wraps his lips around my middle finger, his hot, wet tongue swirling around it. Now all I can think about is how that tongue feels against my clit as it works magic on my pussy. He gives a little bite before popping free.

“Told you.” He grins, eyes dropping to my nipples that are pressing painfully against my swim top.

“You don’t know where my hands have been,” is all I can come back with.

He laughs, a deep belly laugh, making me blush.

“Please tell me they were buried deep inside that tight little cunt of yours.”

Yup. I need to get out of here before I pull him over to the bed in the corner and the only swimming that gets done is by him when he’s drowning in my juices.

God, that's corny.

Shaking my head, I step around him and out to the pool. He laughs as he follows behind me. Jerk.

But he’s my jerk.
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“It’s so pretty,” I say, laying on my back as I float in the pool, looking up at the starry night sky.

“Sometimes, I like to shut off all the lights, lay out here on one of the loungers, and just stare at the sky for hours,” Collin says, floating nearby. “It’s peaceful.”

“That's me with the tower.” I run my fingers along the surface of the water. “I’ll sit on the edge of the window and just watch the sky.”

“That place is special to you?”

“Very.” I move to stand up, running my hands over my hair to smooth it out.

Collin stands up, too. “But Preston goes there too.” His brow furrows.

“Sometimes.” I nod. “I don’t think he knew it was my special place when he went there for the first time.”

“And you didn’t mind him invading your time there?”

“No.” I tilt my head back to look up at the sky, my mind drifting back to when Preston would join me. “We just sat there, never even spoke a word.”

“Every time?” Collin sounds surprised.

“Every time,” I whisper. Well, until the most recent time.

I gasp when I feel Collin’s hand around my hip. Lowering my head, I smile, leaning up on my tiptoes to press my lips against his.

Tonight has been a lot of fun. We talked and laughed all night. We swam for a bit, ordered pizza, and ate on the loungers as he told me stories about his time at Archduke Academy

Being with him, like this, shows me just how much I’ve missed out on not having a regular relationship with him. But it also showed me just how important my time with him is.

I’m going to have to find ways to come over more. Is his father watching? Would he know if I came over here without my mom?

Collin growls, lacing his fingers through my hair, holding the back of my head as he presses deeper into the kiss. My lips part for him, and he slides his tongue in.

I moan as our tongues collide, desperate and needy.

Wrapping my arms around his neck, he grips my thighs, lifting me up so I can wrap my legs around his waist.

“Collin,” I whimper against his lips, grinding my needy pussy against his hardening cock.

“I’ve been a patient man, haven’t I, Sunshine?” he murmurs against my lips, nipping at the lower one.

“Yes.” I nod. “Very.”

“Then I think I deserve a reward, don’t you?” he asks, trailing kisses down my jaw.

My eyes flutter shut as I grip the hair at the back of his neck. “Yes,” I moan as he bites down on my neck before sucking hard.

Collin moves through the water slowly, his hands gripping and kneading my ass as he does before lifting me up and placing me on the edge of the pool.

I look down at him with heavy-lidded eyes. “Watching you all night has me starving for you, Sadie. Are you going to make me go hungry?”

Slowly, I shake my head. “No.”

“Then be a good girl and lean back,” Collin growls, gripping my hips and tugging me as close to the edge as he can get me. Then he throws my legs over his shoulders.

With me breathing rapidly, I lean back, watching him as he pulls my swim bottoms to the side.

My cheeks flush as he exposes my pussy. “Fuck me, Sunshine. Look at you all wet for me. Fucking dripping, aren’t you?”

Part of me wants to be a brat and say it’s because we’ve been in the pool, but then he buries his face between my legs and licks my pussy from bottom to top, taking my clit between his lips and sucking hard.

“Oh fuck!” I moan, eyes slamming shut as pleasure crashes into me.

Collin chuckles against my pussy. “Quiet now, Sunshine. Don’t want to get caught now, do you?”

Mom and Carol are somewhere in the house, drunk and having the time of their lives. We haven’t seen them in an hour; they said something about going downstairs to drink, play pool, and listen to music.

Still, being out here like this is risky. They could come up at any time.

The idea of being caught sends a thrill down my spine.

Biting my lip, I close my eyes, focusing on the pleasure Collin is giving me with that sinful mouth of his.

He works me over, knowing every way to drive me wild. His hands grip my ass cheeks as he eats me out like a starved animal, growling and grunting as he fucks me with his tongue.

It doesn’t take long before my body is trembling under his touch.

There's a warmth that’s spreading from my belly and slowly blanketing over every inch of my body. With every move of his tongue and suck of my clit, I’m getting closer and closer to my breaking point.

When he slips two fingers in and curls them in just the right spot, I’m unable to hold myself up anymore. I let myself lay back on the cool ground, eyes fluttering open to stare up at the sky as Collin wrecks me.

He thrusts his fingers in and out of me, sucking and nibbling at my clit.

“Don’t stop,” I gasp, back arching. “Oh, oh fuck. Please don’t stop.”

Collin growls, letting me know he has no plans of stopping.

My mind focuses on the pleasure, determined to reach that point. And when I do, I bite down on the inside of my cheek so hard I taste blood. I inhale through my nose as the orgasm washes over me like a tidal wave.

With my hips jerking, I do my best to grind my pussy against Collin’s face as I cum all over it. He grunts and moans, lapping up my release like it’s the best thing he’s ever tasted, and he doesn’t want to waste a drop.

“Fucking hell, Sunshine,” Collin groans. “I don’t think I will ever get enough of this sweet cunt.”

Grinning up at the sky, I take a moment to catch my breath. But he’s not done with me. “Give me your hands.”

I do, letting him help me up. He grabs my hips, pulling me back into the water. My arms wrap around his neck, legs around his waist. My eyes widen as I feel his hot, velvety length glide against my center.

“Collin,” I whimper, my insatiable hunger for him still not satisfied.

He chuckles, rolling my hips against him as I dig my nails into his back. “Is there something you want, Sunshine?” he taunts, kissing my forehead before trailing kisses down the side of my face.

“Yes,” I pant out. “You.”

“Mhhmm,” he hums. “What do you want from me?”

“Your cock,” I say bluntly.

He grunts against my neck, thrusting his hips. “It’s all yours, Sadie,” he growls. “All you have to do is fucking beg for it.”

“Please,” I whimper. “Please, Collin. Fuck me. I miss you, I miss your cock inside me. I miss the way it pulses as it fills me up, marking me as yours.”

“Damn it,” he snarls, and with the next thrust of his hips, the tip of his cock slips inside me.

My eyes widen as I stare into his feral gaze, lips parting as I gasp at the sudden intrusion.

His grip on my hips is almost painful as he bounces me up and down on his cock. I’m a panting mess, whimpers and whines slipping free.

He’s so fucking big but feels so damn good. In this position, I can’t do much, but he doesn’t seem to care or mind as I let him do all the work, fucking me like if he doesn’t, he’s going to die.

My pussy grips his cock with every thrust as if it’s trying to keep him inside me. Brain hazy, my eyes flutter closed as I pant heavily.

“That’s it, Sadie, fuck!” he curses. “Take my fucking cock. Such a good girl. God, I could fucking live inside you. I’m gonna fill you up, Sunshine. Gonna make this pussy drip with my cum.”

“Yes,” I moan, his words making me shiver. “Please, cum inside me, Collin.”

He growls, kissing me roughly. It’s messy and frantic, but fuck, so good. The water sloshes around us every time our bodies meet. His muscles bulge as he moves me on his cock.

Tucking my face into his neck, I suck and nip at his throat. He groans, tightening his grip on my ass. “Fuck. Mark me, baby. I want everyone to fucking know I’m taken.”

“Oh god,” I sob against his neck as my pussy strangles his cock. This position allows my clit to grind against him, and it gives me just the right amount of pressure.

Just as I’m starting to get close, he starts walking. “W-what are you doing?”

“We’re taking this into the pool house.” He grunts. “Hold on.”

I cling to him, his cock still buried deep inside me as he climbs out of the pool, still holding me. What a sight this would be if someone walks in on us.

But his naked ass walks us to the pool house. When we’re inside, he lowers me down to the bed, still inside me.

“That's better,” he growls, grabbing my knees and pushing them up to my head. “This way, I can make a mess of this pretty little pussy.”

I cry out as he starts to pound into me, his eyes wild, teeth gritted. I love seeing him come unhinged for me.

“I fucking love you,” he growls. “I’m fucking obsessed with you. You’re mine, Sunshine. Fucking mine. I will move heaven and earth to keep you forever. Nothing and no one will take you away from me. Do you hear me, Sadie? You’re fucking mine. There’s no escaping me.”

“I don’t want to escape you,” I sob out. “I love you. I love you, Collin.”

“Fuck!” he snarls. “Fuck, fucking fuck!”

His body tenses as he lets out this savage groan. The feeling of his cock pulsing as he fills me with ropes of cum sets off my orgasm.

Clawing at the bed, my eyes roll back. I don’t give a fuck about keeping it down, I scream out his name as I make a mess of his cock.

“So fucking beautiful,” he pants in awe. He looks down, pulling his cock free and grins. “So fucking mine.” He uses his cock to smear his cum all over my folds, sending another tremor of pleasure through me.

Blinking my eyes open, I smile softly up at him as I lay there spent. He kisses me, and I whimper against his lips.

“Look at that.” He chuckles slowly. “Finally got to fuck you in a bed.”

A grin spreads over my lips, and I laugh.

Collin takes the time to clean me up and dress me. I’m too tired to do it myself, so I let him. He changes the sheets, and we climb into the pool house bed.

He turns on a movie and we lay there and cuddle. I don’t pay much attention to what’s going on.

It’s not because his hand rubbing up and down my arm turns me on. No, It’s because just being here in his arms, with my head against his chest as I listen to the beating of his heart, makes me so damn happy. I take every second we have together and enjoy it, smiling as I hold him tightly, feeling safe and loved in the warmth of his arms.

Whatever happens, I know Collin will do whatever it takes to be with me. I just hope no one I love gets hurt.  Including myself.


Chapter 24

Sadie

Thanksgiving is the time of year I love the most; next to Christmas, of course. It’s a time where my mom and I spend the whole day in the kitchen, cooking our favorite meal, talking, laughing, and just enjoying each other’s company.

And even though it’s not spent in our little cottage this year but in a new massive house, it’s still just as fun because it’s not where you are or what you cook, it’s who you’re doing it with.

“Oh my god.” I snort as Mom takes the turkey out. “What is that!” She places it on the stovetop and takes a step back.

“Why is this hanging out over the side of the roasting pan?” Mom asks, brow raised as she spins an amused look over to Grayson.

“You had my man’s dick shoved in his body. Had to at least give him a bit of dignity while you cooked it. Also, not eating that. Can’t betray a fellow male like that.” Grayson shudders with mock horror.

I roll my lips together, biting down a grin as his father shakes his head with a smile.

“I’m sorry, dick?” Mom asks, her own grin finding her lips.

“Yeah.” He nods. “When you asked me to take the turkey out and baste it.” He shoots me a wink, but I just roll my eyes. Leave it to Grayson to find ways to make everything dirty. “I saw it sticking out. Shame to do a man dirty.”

“Grayson.” I can’t help the laugh that escapes. “That’s not his dick.”

“It’s not?” He frowns.

“I apologize for my son,” Mark laughs. “We usually have chefs that make our holiday meals. He’s never seen a turkey neck before.”

“Neck?” Grayson’s gaze snaps to his father's. “That is his neck?”

“Why would you think this was his dick?” I laugh, holding up the neck. “I mean, look at the thing.”

“I just thought my man was hung.” Grayson almost sounds disappointed. “I really thought he was a lady’s man, getting all the girl turkeys.”

“You don’t even know if it was a guy; that could have been a girl, you know?” I ask, looking at my adorable boyfriend.

“Then I’d say she had a massive dick.” He snorts.

“Not a dick!” I burst out laughing. Mom sighs, shaking her head with a smile.

“You two, stop saying dick. It sounds weird. You're just kids.”

“Mom, don’t start acting like you're all innocent now,” I tease. “Don’t think I didn’t see you and Carol giggling over the box that got ‘miss-delivered’ to Carol,” I emphasize the last part using air quotes.

Mom’s face pales before going pink. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” She spins around and puts the turkey back in the oven to cook some more before going over to stir the potatoes.

“Wait, what box?” Grayson asks.

“Yeah, love, what box?” Mark joins in, both of them grinning. I can see where Grayson get’s not only his handsome looks, but his charming personality. He’s his own man, but I see a lot of his father reflecting back. It’s not a bad thing. Mark is a great guy and treats my mom like a queen.

“When we went over the other day, Carol excitedly dragged Mom into the study. When I didn’t see them for a few minutes and heard a lot of giggling, I went to check. Found her and Carol digging through a box of sex toys. Big massive dicks the size of my arm.” I hold up my forearm.

Mark's eyes widen as Grayson bursts into laughter. “No way. Headmistress was playing with sex toys?”

“Grayson!” my mom hisses, spinning around to glare at him. She then shoots me a glare. “Sadie. You're grounded.”

“I’m nineteen.” I laugh. “I’m in college.”

“You live here,” she huffs. “You're grounded. No...” she waves her hand around before she grins. “No chocolate pudding pie.”

My lips part as I gape at her. “You wouldn’t.”

“I would.” She gives me a smug smile.

“You’re playing dirty, Mom,” I growl.

“Says the daughter who just outed me for playing with sex toys.”

“So you were playing with them?” Mark asks, making Mom’s cheeks redden.

“I’m going to answer the door,” Mom says, heading towards the doorway that leads to the entryway.

“But no one knocked or rang the bell,” Grayson says in confusion. As soon as the words leave his mouth, the doorbell goes off, and Mom shoots him a smug look.

“Guys, be nice to your mother. You're embarrassing her.”

A gross feeling fills me as he refers to her as not only my mom but Grayson’s, too. I’m glad he has her; they get along really well. Mom has even said how much she enjoys having Grayson in our lives and that he’s a good boy.

Wonder what she would think if she found out I was fucking her new stepson.

“You okay, Sadie?” Grayson asks, his playful tone gone.

“I’m fine.” I give him a little smile.

“Sadie! Your boyfriend's here,” Mom calls out.

I know she’s doing it to embarrass me, but joke’s on her because I’m so damn excited to have Declan here.

Grayson chuckles as my eyes light up, and I rush out of the kitchen into the entryway.

There he is, Declan in all his handsome glory. I’ve missed him so damn much. After he confronted his parents about calling off the engagement, things between them have been getting better.

I guess after he went to talk to Mia’s parents, he went back over and talked to them, to let them know how he felt about their absence in his life.

So, his mom planned a family vacation for the three of them. He just got back this morning.

“Hey, Sweetheart.” Declan grins, and I squeal as I run towards him. He chuckles, catching me as I leap into his arms. “I missed you–” I cut him off by smashing my lips to his, not even caring that my mom’s watching.

“Never leave me again,” I murmur between kisses.

“You know, it’s rude to do that when there are people watching,” Collin’s voice has me pulling back from Declan, breathing heavily.

“When did you get here?” I ask, raising a brow. More heat floods my belly at the private naughty look he gives me.

“They were just behind lover boy here.” Grayson nods his head to Declan.

“You two are adorable,” Mom gushes as Declan puts me down, Declan giving one of his adorable blushes.

“They’re okay,” Collin mutters.

“Don’t worry, Collin, no need to be jealous. We all know you two are together as well.” Mom grins as Carol laughs.

My eyes widen. “W-what?”

“Honey, I knew you didn’t stand a chance with Collin and his obsession.” Mom laughs. “From a young age, this boy was over the top.”

“I only wanted what was best for her, sue me,” Collin sighs, crossing his arms.

“Why do you think we sent him away?” Carol smiles. “We didn’t need him scaring you away.”

“Aren't you like five years older than Sadie?” Declan asks. “Isn’t that weird to be a teenager and obsessed with a kid?”

“Listen here, you little shit.” Collin gets in Declan’s face. “I didn’t have those kinds of feelings for her until this year. I saw her, and my whole life fucking shifted.”

“Really?” I ask, blinking at him in surprise. “You never told me that.”

“He left the same day after coming to tell us he was going to marry you.” Carol grins.

“You really are a crazy fucker, aren't you?” I ask Collin, still in a little bit of shock.

“And you fucking love it,” Collin growls.

I bite my lip because I do. I love his brand of crazy.

“Wait.” I spin to face my mom. “You know I’m seeing Collin?”

“I assumed as much since Collin was back. I didn’t think he would hold off any longer.”

“And you would be very correct.” Collin nods.

“Then you told me about Declan. So, I thought that something between you and Collin wasn’t going to happen.”

“Like I’d allow that,” Collin mutters.

“Enough.” Carol glares at her son.

“But then I saw the way you two were when hanging out a few weeks ago, and I had no doubt there was something going on between the two of you. No one looks at someone with that much love and are not together.”

Oh, little does she know it very much happens. More than most would like.

“How did you know she was seeing both of us? Maybe she’s been seeing me behind Declan’s back, and you just outed her,” Collin challenges.

My mom gives me a matching glare to the one Carol gave her son. “Because I know my daughter. She would never cheat.”

“And you're okay with all of this?” I ask her. “Me dating more than one person?”

“I am. I love you, and I just want you to be happy. I just hope you know how much work it’s going to be. This world is ruthless and cutthroat. But I know with those two by your side, you will be fine.”

“But you are expected to keep your relationship private.” Carol gives Collin a look.

“Yeah, yeah, until after she’s out of my class, I know.” Collin rolls his eyes.

With my eyes, I tell him we’re having a conversation about this later. I can’t get mad at anyone for keeping secrets when I seem to be keeping more than everyone combined.

Maybe I’ll believe the lies I tell myself if I tell them enough.

“How come you didn’t say anything to me?” I ask Mom.

She shrugs, expression loving. “I was waiting for you to come to me. But I can see how you might not feel like this would be something you could talk to me about. But I want you to know that you can come to me about anything. I love you, Sadie. And I’ll support whoever you choose to love. No matter the numbers.”

“Mom.” My eyes sting, and I wrap my arms around her. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too, honey.” 

“Erin, love, you better get in here before my son eats all the damn cookies,” Mark calls out.

“That boy and his sweet tooth,” Mom sighs as she steps back. “We’ll talk more later?”

“Yeah.” I smile. I feel like shit for keeping so much from her. I’m honestly surprised that she’s okay with me dating more than one person.

The question is, would she be this okay with me dating Grayson, too?

Would dating my stepbrother be crossing the line?

“Okay, I was not expecting that,” Declan says, pushing his glasses up his nose.

“Same,” I say guiltily. “I really should have told her sooner.”

“It’s normal to not expect a parent to be okay with something like this. Especially in this society,” Declan reassures.

“But my mom isn’t like most people in this society. Neither is yours.” I look at Collin. “I should have known.”

“Don’t beat yourself up over it, Sunshine. Let’s not focus on that, but be happy we can be a little bit more open around one another.”

That has me smiling. “Yeah. I’d like that.” I know he’s been feeling a little left out with the guys being able to be around me all the time. It’s not that he’s a teacher that's keeping him from me; he didn’t seem to care much about that before. It’s his father. His stupid, useless father. I need to ask him how everything regarding that asshole is going.

“So, are you two going to move out of the doorway and let the little lost soul standing out there come in, or what?” Collin asks, and I frown.

“What?”

Collin turns the handle and pulls the door open. Standing on the doorstep is none other than Preston.

“What are you doing here?” My statement has a protective edge to it as I step in front of Declan.

Preston shifts from one foot to the other, his blond hair longer and shaggier than normal. He looks guilty. His hands are shoved in his pockets, a lost look in his eyes.

He doesn’t look good; he looks tired, defeated. Damn it. Damn this man for making me feel bad for him.

“I invited him,” Collin says. “He’s my brother, and I’d like to spend Thanksgiving with him.”

“This isn’t your house,” Declan grumbles. “You don’t have the right to invite anyone over.”

“I’ll just go,” Preston mutters. “It was stupid of me to come anyways.” But he doesn’t move, he doesn’t leave.

“Get your stubborn ass in here and talk to the two people your head over heels for. Don’t make me beat your ass, little brother,” Collin growls.

“They clearly don’t want to see me,” Preston snarls back.

“Sadie, Declan, take this dumbass into the study and talk to him. Do not leave until you have all your shit out on the table. Preston here is done being a raging asshole.”

“Tell me again why I even talk to you,” Preston spits.

“Are you not here to apologize to them?” Collin asks.

“He doesn’t have anything to apologize to me for.” I look to Preston. “That would be Declan.”

At the mention of his name, Preston’s eyes finally lift up to look at the man behind me. I see the regret and pain in his eyes.

Preston likes Declan, he might even be in love with him. If he would just work with us and not act like there is no hope of them having a future, he would see he’s not alone.

It feels like someone is fisting my heart as I stare at him. I’ve never seen him so vulnerable and broken. Tearing my gaze away from Preston, I look over my shoulder at Declan. His eyes are glued to Preston, his jaw clenched.

“Do you want to hear what he has to say?” I ask Declan.

“Not if he’s going to spill his heart out, kiss me, tell me it’s a mistake, and walk away again,” Declan murmurs in a low voice.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” Preston says. “I’m so fucking sorry.”

“For which part?” Declan asks.

“Walking away.” Preston continues holding his gaze. “I shouldn’t have told you it was a mistake. Nothing with you is a mistake, Declan.”

Declan is quiet for a moment. “Fine,” he says softly before he turns around and walks into the house. I follow after him, nerves fluttering in my belly. Is this it? Is this the moment where Preston finally pulls his head out of his ass?

That would be a Thanksgiving miracle if you ask me.

We head into the study and Declan takes a seat on the couch. When I move to sit next to him, he pulls me down into his lap.

I smile softly and press a kiss to his lips as he wraps his arms around me. I’ll be his anchor, his support, always.

Preston joins us, running a hand through his hair, taking a deep breath as he takes a seat in the chair across from us.

“So,” I start as Preston just looks up at us awkwardly.

“I know this isn’t an excuse, but being open about my feelings isn’t easy for me.”

Declan snorts. “Unless you're drunk,” he mutters.

Preston sighs. “What I said that night... I meant every word,” he confirms, eyes on Declan. “It was the wrong time, wrong place. I panicked because, in that moment, I was forced to realize a lot of things about myself, my feelings, and my sexuality. It hit too hard, too fast, and it was so fucking wrong of me to take it out on you.”

“You think?” Declan grunts.

“Fuck.” Preston gets to his feet and starts to pace. “I’m just gonna lay it all out there. Please, just let me speak. Then you can yell at me all you want, okay?”

“Whatever,” Declan whispers.

“We’re listening,” I say, raising a brow. I’m not heartless, I know what he’s going through is hard. But it doesn’t give him permission to fuck around with someone's feelings.

“I’m in love with you,” Preston blurts.

Declan and I pause as my heart thunders in my chest. No one says anything for a moment until I ask. “Who?” It comes out as a whisper like I’m not sure I want to know the answer and risk getting hurt myself.

“Both of you.” His voice breaks. “I’m so fucking gone for the both of you that it’s fucking with my head.” He starts to pace, and a lump forms in my chest. “My life is a fucking mess. I have a psychopath for a father who's the puppet master of my life. For the longest time, I fought him, rebelled, didn’t give a shit. I’d pay the consequences for my actions in the form of his fists connecting with my body, but I didn’t care about the pain, about the bruises. What's the worst he could do? Kill me?” Preston laughs, shaking his head.

“Sometimes I wished he would—end me and put me out of my fucking misery. Because I truly felt like I had nothing. No friends, no family. No one loved me.” He sighs, grabbing handfuls of his hair. “I had Collin, but I was so consumed with my jealousy and resentment of him for the life he got to live. The life I wanted so fucking bad. I didn’t care about anything, happy in just being a miserable asshole. Until I met you.”

He looks at me, his deep blue eyes so damn pitiful. “The quiet girl in the tower. The one who let me sit with her. You never asked anything from me. Never judged me. You were just there. Some of my darkest days ended in that tower. And the only reason I got through them was because I got to sit there with you. I’d think, if I end things today, would she wonder if I’d be back? Would she worry? A part of me felt like if I left this world, I’d be leaving you, and I just couldn't do that. Even if we never talked, you became a big part of my sanity.”

He’s heaving now, and my eyes water as I grip Declan’s hand, his arms wrapping around me tightly.

“The first day I knew I loved you was the first time you offered me something to eat. Your kind eyes as you held out that candy bar felt like you were offering me the world.” He growls and grabs handfuls of his hair again. “I stopped coming because my feelings for you became so strong I felt like I was drowning. It was a reminder that I could never have you. Because my life was set in stone for something else. It wasn’t a possibility. My father would never stand for it. To him, you would have been just the daughter of the help.” He looks at me with wide eyes. “I’ve never thought that.” He keeps going when I lick my lips, nodding my head as I try to hold back the tears threatening to spill.

“So, I became bitter and an asshole. Hating the world because even with all the money we had, it couldn’t buy me the things I wanted in life. It couldn’t buy me my freedom. That’s why we ended up opening the club. It was my way to make money that wasn’t controlled by my father. Something that was just mine. My plan was to take it and disappear. Change my name and make a new life for myself.”

He swings his eyes back to me again. “That was until you walked into the Host Club and made a deal that turned my life upside down. Because I already convinced myself I’d never have you. Not in any way. It’s why I stopped going to the tower. Being around you and craving you like I did, it hurt too much. That night nearly killed me, Sadie.”

Tears fall at the reminder of the night he’s talking about. The lowest point in my life. He still doesn’t know why, and he’s never asked. If he asked me, I think I’d tell him. He deserves to know, doesn’t he?

“That deal, it brought everything back that I’ve worked so hard to bury down. I was a fucking jackass to you. I treated you like shit because I was a coward. I was so damn afraid of those feelings coming back and taking over me like they used to. Not that they ever really went away. Being with you that night in the club was the best and worst time of my life. The best because I finally had you in ways I’ve only dreamed of. But worst because I was so heartless and cruel to you. I’m so fucking sorry, Sadie. I’m sorry I hurt you. I’m sorry I continue to hurt you. I’m in love with you, I can’t breathe knowing I can’t have you.”

“But you can,” I rasp, wiping at my eyes.

“What?” He blinks at me with wide, wild eyes.

I get up off Declan’s lap and stand, moving to crowd Preston’s space. My stomach twists into knots, everything he just said making my head spin. But this needs to happen.

“I like you, Preston.” I laugh. “Despite how you’ve treated me, I’ve liked you for a long time. I saw the broken boy inside you, and I knew the facade you put on, that the way you treated me wasn't who you really were. Because I’ve seen the real you, Preston. Every time we would sit in that tower, I saw the broken boy who just wanted to be loved. I wanted to do that for you. I wanted to be there,” I sob. “But you wouldn’t let me. I’m broken, too, you know. So damn broken, you don’t even know. And someday, I’ll tell you.” I wipe my tears. “But if you want me, Preston, here I am. All you have to do is work for it, take the steps to prove you want me. I’m right here.”

“It’s not that easy,” he says, sounding so broken.

“We’re going to put an end to your father,” I promise him. “You will be free, Preston. I can’t tell you when or how, but if you're willing to make the sacrifices the others have to make this work, then I’m here.” My voice lowers to a whisper. “I like you, Preston. Even though everything that’s happened between us was warning me away, I ignored it because I know who you are deep down. Give me that man. Let me help you be that man. Let us help you.”

Both of our chests heave, both sets of eyes wet with tears. I feel open and raw, and I’m sure he feels just the same. I want to tell him how proud I am of him for finally letting us in, for coming to us with his worries and pain.

He takes a step towards me, but I take a step back, causing hurt to flash in his eyes. “We are nothing without Declan,” I tell him. “I won’t even entertain the idea of us being something more unless you two settle whatever happened on Halloween night and everything else since.”

Preston’s eyes flick over to Declan. I turn to see him sitting there, body rigid as he stares down at the ground, eyes red like he’s about to cry.

I wanna go over there and comfort him, but the person who should be doing that goes over to him and gets down on his knees before him.

“Declan,” Preston’s voice is soft and pleading. “Look at me, please.”

Declan lifts his eyes, nostrils flaring as he tries to keep things under control.

“I’m so fucking sorry for the night of the party. You didn’t deserve to be treated like that. And it kills me that I hurt you. I need you to know that I love you. I’m not ashamed of it. I don’t wish things were different. I’ll be honest: coming to the reality of my sexuality came at the worst time in my life. I was drowning in my own self-hatred and misery. I didn’t hate myself for being bi, I hated myself for falling for another person I couldn’t have. Another person I’ve let down.” He places his hands on Declan’s thighs.

Declan doesn’t look away, his lower lip wobbling. I stand there and watch, my eyes stinging, still shocked that this is all really happening right now.

“I want to be with you. I want to be with both of you. To love you, to take care of you, to be the man you deserve. But I don’t know how to do that, not while my father has me by the throat. But I know I can’t keep pushing you away. I don’t want to deny my feelings for you, either. I don’t deserve you. Either of you. But I want you. I want to be worthy of you both. I’d understand if you can’t forgive me for the things I did, but I need you to know that I’m sorry, and if I could take the words back that broke your heart, I would.” Preston lowers his head, closing his eyes. “I’m scared. I’m so fucking terrified. Not just of what my father would do if he found out about my feelings for you and Sadie. But for giving in to them. I’m not good at being affectionate or romantic. And though I love you both, I don’t know how that’s supposed to work. I’ve never seen love. Not until I saw the way you two are with each other.” He lifts his head again. “I want that,” he whispers, his voice raw. “I want that with both of you together, with you individually.” His voice cracks, and god, so does my heart with his next words. “I just want to love and be loved.” He hangs his head as if he’s ashamed for even thinking he deserves it.

My hand moves to my mouth as I smother a sob that wants to rip free. Tears spill down my cheeks as my heart races in my chest. This man, he’s so fucked up because of his parents. He deserved so much better. He was never a bad guy, just dragged down by the evils of his world. The evils within the four walls of his home.

Declan’s eyes are filled with sorrow and love as he parts his lips, blinking a few times. His eyes flick up to mine, and I give him a sad smile, letting him know I’m okay with whatever he chooses.

Declan looks down at Preston and grips him by the chin, lifting his head up so he can look at him.

“You are loved,” Declan whispers, giving him a soft smile. “You’ve just hated yourself too much to see it. But you don’t need to hate yourself anymore, Preston. We don’t. We never could. We love you. We want to be with you, to fight by your side—with you, not against you. Let us love you even if you don’t love yourself. Let us be there for you. Let us be your strength. You don’t have to do this alone anymore.” Declan leans in and presses a kiss to Preston’s lips.

The whimper that escapes Preston has me squeezing my eyes shut from another wave of tears. Preston wraps his arms around Declan’s waist and starts to cry, holding on to him like he’s seconds away from falling apart and Declan is his lifeline.

Declan grabs the back of Preston’s head, holding it to his chest, and kisses the top of it before looking at me, tears trailing down his cheeks. I move to kneel behind Preston and wrap my arms around him from behind.

It makes Preston cry harder, and I join him.

I cry with him for all the times his father hit him. All the times he made Preston feel like he’s worthless. For all the time, his dad was cruel, and for every second, he was forced to do all the things he hates by his father's hand.

Declan plays with my hair, patting my head as he rubs Preston’s back.

I’m not sure how long we sit here like this, soaking in each other's touch before Preston’s phone rings.

I move so that he can grab it from his pocket. He takes a look and curses before putting his forehead on Declan’s knee.

“I have to go,” he says in a hollow voice. He takes in a big, exhausted breath before looking up at us. “It’s my father asking me where I am. I’m supposed to be going over to...” He blinks a few times, wiping at his eyes as he stands.

“To Tina’s?”

“Fuck.” Preston scrubs his hands with his face. “Fucking fuck!” He shakes out his head. “I don’t want to. Please know I don’t want to.” He looks between us with pleading eyes.

“Hey.” I put my hand on his arm. “We understand. We’ll figure it out.”

“This isn’t over.” He looks between us. “I have more I want to say.”

“And we want to listen,” Declan replies, standing up and coming to my side.

Preston looks between us, not sure what to do, what to say. I can tell leaving us right now is tearing him apart. I know he wants to stay here with us.

“I’m not running. Not this time,” he whispers.

“We know,” Declan answers.

Preston’s phone rings again, and he curses. “Shit. I-I have to go.” He gives us one last longing look before taking off.

Letting out a sigh, my heart, I turn to look at Declan to talk about what just happened when Preston busts back into the room. “I forgot something,” he says, then rushes over to us. He grabs me by the back of the head, his lips crashing into mine. “I love you, Kitten,” he pants before doing the same to Declan. Declan whimpers against Preston’s lips, their kiss quick but passionate. “I love you too,” he tells Declan before turning around and leaving again.

“Did that really just happen?” Delcan looks down at me with a shy smile on his face.

“I think it did.” I laugh. “Wanna talk about it?”

He shakes his head. “Later. Right now, we have turkey to eat.”

As we sit down at the table, I give my two other boyfriends a smile, letting them know I’m okay before smiling over at Declan.

My eyes drift to the empty chair next to Collin and my heart pangs. Maybe next holiday it will be filled.

I’m not sure where we go next, but I know both Declan and I want to give Preston the chance to prove himself to us. We love him, we care. Now he just needs to let us take care of him like he deserves.


Chapter 25

Preston

Am I sitting at the club’s bar, drinking as I have a pity party? Yes. Why? Because I’m a fucking coward.

It’s been a few days since Thanksgiving, and I’ve avoided texting or calling Sadie or Declan.

The heart to heart we had was the most vulnerable I’ve ever been. I was open and raw. I don’t remember the last time I cried. But as the words flowed out of me and I spilled my heart out to the two people in my life that mean the world to me, I couldn’t help it.

Everything I’ve kept bottled up came bursting out. Only for it to be interrupted by my sack-of-shit father.

The last thing I wanted to do was pull myself together and go to Tina’s house. I had to listen to all the wedding plans Tina and her mother had made. She acted like she was in love with me, like we were some happily engaged couple, while fully ignoring the fact that I hate her with every fiber of my being.

Fake. It’s all fake, from the engagement right down to her tits.

But I played my part and was as polite as I could muster around her parents. But every time she put her hand on me, I wanted to yank it off. To get in her face and tell her not to fucking touch me. That I was repulsed by her and that this wedding is never going to happen.

I didn’t, biting my tongue like I always do. Before, it was because this was the life I’d accepted for myself. There was a time when I planned on marrying Tina even though I couldn’t stand her. I planned to fuck around, have mistresses to drown the hurt inside me. That was if my plan to disappear didn’t pan out.

Now, the last thing I want to do is be within ten feet of her. The mere sight of her turns my stomach. She’s a backstabbing bitch and a bully. She only cares about money and power.

My plans to leave here and never look back have changed. No longer do I want to use the money from this place to take off. Because I have something to stay for. Someone to stay for. Two someones.

They said they loved me. Me. It’s fucking surreal, and I don’t think I fully believe it. The dark thoughts creep in, trying to prevent any drop of happiness from taking root.

I’m also embarrassed. I know I shouldn’t be, that it’s okay to be a man and cry. But god, I’ve never felt more out of control than I did in that moment. What if once I left, they talked and realized that I’m not worth the trouble?

Fuck, I never knew I was this insecure.

No, because I’m a stubborn bastard who hates to admit he’s human and has emotions.

Right now, I just want my fucking brain to shut off so I can breathe for a moment.

“Hey, Boss,” Rosie slides up next to me, a playful grin on her lips. “Sitting here and moping, are you?” She pouts. “Not a good look on you, I have to say.” I move the glass of whiskey away from my lips and scowl at her. “Ah, there it is. There’s the grumpy Preston I know.”

“How can I help you, Rosie?” She’s someone I would never dream of being an asshole to. She scares the shit out of me.

“Me?” she asks, placing her blood-red fingernails on her chest. “Oh, I’m fine. More than fine. I’m fantastic.” Yup, that grin scares me. It’s giving me I-just-killed-someone-but-you-don’t-know-it vibes.

“Okay?” I ask, taking another drink.

“Just wanted to come over and see what’s got you all espresso-depresso.” She places her arm under her breasts and rests her elbow on top of it, placing her chin on her hand. “Is it the fact that the two people you're head over heels for are in the black room getting their freak on?”

That has me pausing, eyes darting over to hers. “Declan and Sadie are here?”

“Mhhmm,” she hums, grinning wider. “They came here, had a few drinks, and danced a little bit before heading into the back. I must say, the two of them are downright edible together. I don’t know how you’ve managed to keep your hands off them this long.”

Yeah, I don’t know either.

“Anywho. Just thought I’d let you know.” She winks before spinning around on her heel and taking off into the crowd of people.

Frowning, I spin around in my chair, leaning my elbows against the bar top. Lacing my fingers together, I lean my chin against my hands and think.

Declan and Sadie are here, in the black room. I highly doubt they’re in there snuggling and watching a movie.

Flashes of what they could be doing fill my mind. Declan is a sub through and through, so is Sadie slipping into that dominant role? Is she making him get down on his knees for her, demanding he eat her pussy like a good boy and make her cum all over his face?

Is she fucking his tight sexy ass with a strap-on and whispering filthy words to him until he’s cumming all over himself?

Or is it softer and sweeter then that? Both of them might seem sweet and innocent outside of the bedroom, but I know damn well they’re both dirty little freaks behind closed doors. I’ve seen it in Sadie, the way her eyes lit up at my degradation. The way she fucking dripped for me as I forced her to ride my thick cock.

Speaking of cock, mine is currently straining painfully against my slacks.

Am I really going to just sit here and pretend they're not having sex? Sweaty, dirty sex.

Fuck. I grunt as I adjust my cock.

“Fuck it,” I mutter, grabbing my glass and downing the rest of the contents before slamming it onto the bar top. Despite owning the place and paying my employees well, I tip the bartender a hundred-dollar bill and leave with a nod.

Spinning on my heel, I take off through the crowd to the back offices. Heading to mine, I go to my safe and retrieve the master key.

Staring at the little black card, I debate on following through with this crazy plan. Whatever the plan is, because I don’t have a fucking clue what to do when I walk in on them.

What's the worst that could happen... they ask me to leave? They said they love me. They want me. And I sure as fuck want them.

I’m done punishing myself and denying what I want.

I don’t want them; I need them, fucking crave them.

Letting out a harsh breath, I take off my jacket, tossing it onto the chair and my wallet into the safe before closing it, listening to the lock sliding back into place.

Tapping the card against my hand, I only hesitate for another moment before I take off out of my office and down the hall to the black room at the end.

My heart races so damn fast I feel like I’m about to pass out. This isn’t like me. This isn’t who I am. I’m normally cocky and confident when it comes to sex. I should barge right in there and take control.

What the fuck is wrong with me? That's not going to work with these two. Not until they ask for it, want it. I'm not going to fuck this up. I can’t, not again. Not when I’m so close to finally being able to call them mine.

I love and need them in different ways. They both equally own my heart.

Swallowing down the fear of rejection, I take the card and slap it against the lock pad.

I don’t hear anything beyond the door, but I shouldn’t have. The rooms are soundproof.

The lock clicks, and I push open the door. I'm immediately met by Sadie’s moans.

My cock stiffens at the sight before me. I’m in shocked awe as I carefully shut the door and it automatically locks behind me.

Eagerly, my eyes try to take everything in at once. She’s riding Declan, head tossed back, face contorted in pure bliss.

Declan watches her with heavy-lidded eyes, pure adoration etched on his face.

“Fuck, Declan, baby,” she moans. “God, your cock feels so fucking good.”

“You feel good,” he grunts. “So fucking good.”

I’ve never been so turned on in my life. The two of them together are a vision. So fucking beautiful. Both of them are covered in a thin layer of sweat as Sadie works Declan over with the slow, deep rocking motion of her hips. Their hair is damp, stuck to their faces.

The room smells of sex, their sex.

Sadie’s eyes flutter open, and she finally sees me.

My breathing is erratic, eyes wild. I want them. I want them so fucking bad it hurts. I’ve never craved anything more in my life than I do the two of them.

I know I should stay away, even after I confessed everything that I’d shoved deep down into the darkest parts of my mind. Not when I know I can’t be what they deserve. And that’s for however long I’m tied to my father and the hold he has on my life. Maybe I should have waited to confess, maybe I never should have at all.

But as I stand here, I know there's nowhere else in the world I’d rather be.

She stops moving, her breasts heaving with every breath she takes. “Preston,” my name comes off her sweet lips as a whisper. Declan’s head snaps to the side, eyes widening when he sees me.

He moves, maybe to cover up, but Sadie puts a hand on his chest and pushes him back down. “Stay,” Sadie commands, eyes searching his. It’s coming off as an order, but I can see her looking for any discomfort. He licks his lips, chest rising and falling rapidly. When she doesn’t find anything, she nods her head and turns to look at me again.

“Can we help you?” she asks, rolling her hips. Declan lets out a groan, eyes fluttering closed as she slowly starts to ride him again.

“You two are perfect together,” my voice is low as I take a few steps closer.

“I know. Aren't we?” Sadie grins.

This side of Sadie is not one I’ve seen before. She’s more confident, more in control. She’s being exactly what Declan needs, even though I know she can easily be the one to please and do as she’s told.

“Mistress,” Declan whimpers, and my cock jerks.

“Yes, my love?” she purrs, running her hands up his chest as she bounces on his cock.

“I-I need to come.” His brow pinches in pain and pleasure.

She laughs sweetly. “Have I teased you long enough?” she asks, cocking her head to the side.

He nods his head frantically. “Please. Please let me cum.”

“Are you going to be a good boy and fill me up? Are you going to have my pussy dripping with your hot sticky cum?”

“Yes.” He nods again. “Yes. Fuck, yes.”

She turns to me, and I’m not sure if I like the wicked grin that takes over her face. “After you're done making a mess of my cunt, Preston can clean me up. Won’t you, Preston?”

Declan looks at me, worry etched on his face.

The thought of me eating my girl’s perfect pussy after the man of my fucking dreams just filled her up has me grabbing my cock over my slacks and giving it a hard squeeze as I hiss out, “Yes.”

The whimper that leaves Declan is music to my fucking ears.

“Are you going to just stand there all day and watch, or are you going to join us?”

I chuckle, loving this side of my feisty little Kitten. I grin. “Better not get used to that bratty attitude, Kitten.”

“What are you going to do about it?” she asks, raising her ass up, drawing my attention to her plump cheeks before slamming down on his cock. He moans, gripping her hips as he pants heavily.

“Mistress, please. I’m so close. I don’t want to cum until you do. I can’t. I need to please you,” Declan pleads.

“You do please me, sweet boy. You make me feel so fucking good. You're doing such a good job. So good,” she praises him. I watch him melt into the bed at her words.

While Sadie loves degradation—at least with me, that is—Declan loves praise. Would he like to be told how fucking good he looks, gagging on my cock? I guess we’ll just have to see, won’t we?

Unbuttoning my shirt, I pull it off. Declan’s eyes are on me, watching me in awe as I strip.

I smirk, loving the attention, loving the gleam of hunger in his eyes as I get to my pants. His eyes are fixed on my hands as I rid myself of my pants and boxers. My cock springs free, already dripping with pre cum.

I groan as I stroke my cock, loving the way Declan’s pupils widen as he licks his lips. “You’re so fucking gorgeous, you know that?” I tell him.

His eyes snap up to mine. “M-me?” he asks, stuttering with uncertainty.

“Yes, you,” I answer, voice thick with need as I kneel on the bed. Leaning down, I let my lips hover over his. “I’m so fucking sorry, Declan,” I murmur. “For walking away that night. I don’t regret you or my feelings for you.” But I do regret knowing I’ll never be good enough for him. Either of them.

He whimpers as I press my lips against his and kiss him softly. “I love you more than you will ever understand.” The words come out so low that I’m not sure he can hear them over all the heavy breathing in the room.

Not giving him a chance to respond if he had heard me, I move behind Sadie.

She slows her pace as I slide my hands down her arms, loving the way her body reacts to my touch with a whole body shiver.

Wrapping my arms around her, I move one hand to her breast and grope it while moving my other hand down to her clit.

She gasps, leaning into me as I start to play with her.

“Ride him, Kitten,” I whisper, kissing the side of her sweaty throat, loving the salty taste of her skin on my tongue.

She does, riding him as I play with her clit, rubbing firm circles as I roll her peaked nipple between my fingers.

“Preston,” she moans, and I nearly come undone. I growl, pressing my stiff cock against her cheeks. She moans again, working Declan faster.

“That's it,” I grunt. “Ride him, Sadie. Ride his cock like a good fucking girl. Cum for him. Cum so fucking hard you’re dripping down his cock. Make him fill you up good, then let me clean you up.”

She’s shaking, little moans and whimpers coming from her as she works herself faster and faster. She’s close, so close. And by the look of Declan’s wild eyes, he’s not holding on for much longer. “Oh, fuck,” Sadie cries out as I pinch her clit, causing her to shatter.

Tossing her head back against my chest, she cries out, body writhing on top of Declan as she cums hard.

“Oh, oh fuck. I’m cumming,” Declan gasps. “Fuck!”

I watch in awe as his eyes roll, back arching as he thrusts up inside her, and then his whole body tenses. His hips give little jerks as he fills her up.

I’m so fucking turned on I don’t know how much longer I’m going to last, and no one’s fucking touched me yet.

“That's it. Fuck, look at you, Sadie,” I growl, kissing her throat as she pants heavily, coming down from her climax. “Isn’t she beautiful?” I ask Declan.

He nods his head sleepily. “So beautiful.”

Grabbing Sadie, I roll her onto her back to give her a moment. I know the second my mouth is on her, I’m taking that messy pussy for myself.

As much as I want to take Declan right now, he’s not ready for that. I’m not ready for it. I’m still coming to terms with my sexuality. I want us both in better headspaces when we’re finally together.

That doesn’t stop me from eating his body up with my eyes. His body is a work of art. His cock is soft again, messy with their combined releases.

Pre cum drips from my tip, and I swipe it off with my thumb. Leaning over, I brush it across Delan’s lips. He sucks in a breath, eyes widening, but when his tongue swipes out to taste it, he whimpers, and it takes everything in me not to devour him.

So, I devour something else.

Moving to Sadie, I take her in. Her hair is messy, covered in sweat; her eyes heavy-lidded and filled with need, need for me.

I’ve been so damn desperate to have her again. I haven’t been able to get that night in this exact room out of my head.

I need her, crave her with every fiber of my being.

Grabbing her knees, I pull them apart and look down at her pussy. “Look at you,” I chuckle. “Your cunt is a mess, Sadie. You love it, don’t you? Love being filled with cum. Such a dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she pants out.

“Are you my whore, Sadie? Is this swollen, cum-covered cunt mine?’

“Yes. Fuck, yes,” she moans, trying to lift her hips up for me.

“So fucking desperate,” I chuckle. She cries out when I slap her pussy. “Just aching to have my mouth on you.”

“Please, Preston. Please.”

“That's right.” I grin. “Fucking beg for it.”

“Fuck me, Preston. Eat my pussy, then fuck me like the good little whore I am.”

“Fucking hell,” I groan. Diving between her legs, I lap Declan’s cum from her used pussy and moan like I’m the bitch in heat. I’ve never tasted another man’s cum before, but this just became my new favorite treat. Next to Sadie’s sweet cunt, of course.

I devour her until she’s a sobbing, shaking mess. She cries out my name, clawing at my shoulders and pulling at my hair. I grin wickedly, loving the bite of pain, and growl against her clit as I suck it between my lips and bite.

Her back arches off the bed, so close to another orgasm. But just before she reaches it, I move away. She cries out in protest, but I flip her over onto her belly and lift her ass in the air, diving back down for more.

I eat her until she’s back to sobbing, begging me for release, just like I fucking love.

When she’s about to cum, I move again, but this time I quickly get behind her, place the tip of my cock against her entrance and thrust deep inside her.

“Oh fuck!” she screams in pleasure, her pussy convulsing around my cock.

I groan, eyes rolling back as her cunt strangles me, her orgasm hitting her hard.

I’m not merciful as I grip her hip with one hand and use the other to get a fist full of hair.

“You're mine, Sadie,” I growl as I start to pound into her, giving it to her roughly, just how she likes it. It’s confirmed by her loud, lusty moans. “But it’s not just mine, is it?” I chuckle. “No. You fucking love all the cocks that fuck this tight hole. Four men. It takes four fucking dicks to please this cunt, doesn’t it? Four cocks to stuff you full of cum until you’re dripping. I bet it’s your dirty little fucked up dream to have us all at once, isn’t it? For us to take this pussy one after the other, painting you in our cum. Would you like that, Sadie? Would you like us to all pass you around like a whore?”

“Oh fuck!” she screams as she comes apart on my cock.

I groan, choking out a laugh. “I’ll take that as a yes,” I growl, fucking her harder, faster. Looking down, I moan as I see her cunt swallowing me whole with every thrust. So pink and swollen, wet with her release and what was left of Declan’s cum.

I look over at him, finding him stroking himself, his lips parted, eyes lidded, chest heaving. “Fucking hell,” I mutter, my thrusts faltering, mesmerized at the sight.

He looks up at me and whimpers. I growl, keeping my eyes on him as I fuck Sadie. My eyes drop to his dick, and he moves faster, the veins on his hand bulging as his muscles flex.

“Cum, Declan,” I rasp. “Be a good fucking boy and paint yourself in your release.”

He curses, lips parting, and I watch as he thrusts up into his fist. Thick ropes of cum spurt out, covering his chest, and some even hit his face as he shudders.

“So fucking hot,” I moan, gripping Sadie’s ass hard. The sight of him and the feel of Sadie’s hot tight cunt wrapped around my cock has me losing it.

I growl, cursing as I cum next. My whole body tenses, and I keep my eyes on the way a few more jets of cum shoot out of Declan’s tip as I unload inside Sadie.

My cock jerks violently inside her, filling her up until it starts to spill out and onto the bed.

I groan, making sure to get every last drop inside her before pulling my attention away from Declan.

My eyes drop to Sadie’s pussy, and I groan as I see my cum spilling from it. “My dirty little cream pie,” I chuckle, panting heavily as I gather my cum with my fingers and push it back in.

She moans as I fuck my cum back inside her. “Your cunt is gripping my fingers, Kitten. Are you still fucking needy for more?”

“Fuck you,” she pants out, but it’s said with amusement.

“I’d much rather fuck you.” I grin, pulling my fingers free and pressing a kiss to her sweaty cheek.

I go to move away to get cleaned up, but Declan grabs my wrist.

My eyes shoot down to watch him take my fingers into his mouth, cleaning my cum from them before releasing my hand and laying back down with a shy smile as he licks his lips.

“What?” he says softly as I gape at him in awe as my cock tries to twitch back to life. “I wanted a taste, too.”

“You two are going to be the death of me,” I growl, getting off the bed and heading into the bathroom before I do something stupid like fuck my man before he’s ready. But it’s so fucking hard to keep my hands to myself.

I take a moment to breathe, letting my head hang as I lean over the sink. I was not expecting any of that to happen, but fuck, it was amazing. Better than amazing. Best night of my fucking life.

I want more of that. I want that every day.

But this is reality, and life isn’t nice to me.

After I clean myself up, I grab two washcloths and wet them with warm water.

Going over to the bed, I find them cuddled up. Sadie is now fast asleep, her head on his chest. I smile; her face is so close to the mess on Declan’s chest, but she doesn’t seem to care.

“Thanks.” He goes to take the cloth from me, but I shake my head.

“I got it.”

He says nothing as he lets me clean him up. The moment is intimate, making a mess of my head and heart.

It’s a lot to take in, a lot I wasn’t expecting.

Everything in me tells me to run. But I won’t. I won’t hurt him again like that. And I don’t want to run. I’m just so fucking scared of losing everything I’ve ever wanted.

When he’s done, I clean Sadie up and toss the clothes into the dirty laundry.

“Stay,” Declan says as I move to put my boxers on.

“Are you sure?” I ask, brows pinching.

“Please.” He begs with his eyes.

If he needs me to stay, I’ll stay.

Nodding my head, I pull my boxers up and climb into bed with them.

Cuddling up against Sadie, I kiss her cheek before relaxing into the bed.

My eyes find Declan and we just lay there, watching each other. Everything feels right, perfect, peaceful.

In this moment, I know I’m totally screwed. I know there will never be anyone else in my life that I could love more than the two people in this bed.


Chapter 26

Sadie

“You look so beautiful,” I gasp as Mom steps out from behind the divider, tears filling my eyes as I take her in.

Her hair is down in long beach curls, a stunning diamond hairpiece clipped to the side of her head, holding back her bangs.

The dress is breathtaking. The top is a lace corset that hugs her upper body perfectly. It stops just above her hips, where a thick layer of tulle flows down her body, pretty little gems embroidered into the material. Her sleeves are made of lace that hangs off her shoulders.

We spent hours trying on dresses. At first, we went to a dress shop one of the girls from the country club suggested to Mom. Of course, they were all insanely expensive.

Mom said all of them were too heavy, an overuse of material. She turned them all down, getting a not-too-pleasant look from the shop owner.

She said she wanted something that was easy to move in because she didn’t want to change into anything else for the reception. She wanted one dress for her wedding to wear for the whole day.

So she needed something she could be comfortable in for the whole night.

We left and found this cute little boutique a few towns over. It was owned by the sweetest old lady who actually designed most of the dresses she sold.

Mom only had to try on a few before she found this one and knew it was her dress. She made a good choice because she looks phenomenal in it.

“You look like a friggin’ queen,” Carol squeals, eyes bright with excitement.

Mom’s grinning ear to ear as she steps over to the full-length mirror. She sucks in a sharp breath, eyes filling with tears.

“No crying.” I laugh, tears of my own threatening to fall as I dab at the corner of my eyes.

She turns to face us, blinking as she tries not to cry. “It’s okay. I’m good. I got this.”

“Yeah, you do. Mark loves you so much. I’m so thrilled to see you happy.” Carol hugs my mom, then steps back and holds her by the shoulders. “Thirty years as best friends. More like sisters.” She smiles. “I’ve seen you at your worst, and I’m honored to be here to stand by you at your best.”

Even though the guest list is massive, the wedding party is small. Mom doesn’t have anyone close to her outside of Carol and me. So, I’m the Maid of Honor, Grayson is the Best Man, and Carol is walking Mom down the aisle. That's it. That's all she wanted, all she needed. The most important people by her side.

I stand back and let them have their moment, giving me a chance to get a hold of myself.

“Sadie. Baby,” Mom sighs happily as she takes in my dress. I’m in a forest green dress that crisscrosses over my chest and around my neck with a flowing train. “You look so beautiful.”

“Thanks.” I smile. “And thank you for letting me pick out my dress.”

“I didn’t see any reason to be picky about it, seeing how you're the only one wearing it.” She grins.

“You don’t need anyone else but us,” I tease.

Her face softens. “So true.”

There’s a knock at the door. “Hey, ladies. How’s everything going?” I hear Grayson’s voice on the other side of the door. “Because the ceremony is about to start.”

“We’re ready!” Mom shouts back.

“Sounds good, I’ll let them know.”

Mom lets out a breath and turns to me. “Let’s do this.” She nods, giving me a watery smile.

“You’ve got this, Mom. I’m so happy for you. And I’m so glad you were able to find love again.”

She takes a shuddering breath. “I loved your father, Sadie. More than anything. That was until you, of course.” She smiles. “Losing him was one of the hardest things that ever happened to me. But I knew I had to be strong because I had you. You needed me, and I needed you.” She reaches up and tucks some hair behind my ear. “You gave me the strength to go on, to keep going. For the longest time, I didn’t think I’d ever be able to love another man. Not when I had already lost my soulmate. But Mark...” She laughs. “He’s everything I didn’t know I needed. Your father would have loved him.”

“I think so, too.”

“Ready?” Carol asks.

“Ready.” Mom nods.

The music starts, and I’m the first to walk down the aisle. Mark and Grayson are already there waiting. My eyes find Grayson and the look of hunger in his eyes turns my nerves into something else.

Does he know he’s giving me fuck me eyes in front of the whole church? If he’s not careful, people are going to notice.

I hold his gaze a few moments longer before focusing my attention forward.

Once I’m in place, I take a look at the guests, smiling when I see Declan, Collin, and Preston sitting next to each other in the front row, my best friends just behind them.

My guys look at me like I’m the most beautiful woman in this room. I can’t help the blush that creeps onto my cheeks as I feel their eyes on my body.

Four men. I have four men. Four boyfriends. Kind of. I’m still not sure what Preston and I are. Feelings have been revealed, but nothing has been made official. He’s still holding back. It’s like we’re together with no label, and I’m not sure how I like it.

Baby steps, I guess. I know this is big for Preston; a lot of changes he’s going to have to get used to. And there’s the fact that his father still has him by the balls. And we can’t forget Tina, that fucking witch.

I still haven’t run into her since that day, thank fuck. But I can feel her glaring eyes on me when we’re in the same room together.

The music changes, and my attention shifts to the door.

Everyone stands as Mom walks in. I look over to see Mark’s reaction, and I hope the videographer is getting this on tape. Because that man’s eyes tear up, and he actually cries.

Damn it. Now I’m going to cry. My attention shifts back to Mom, and I find her eyes watery with tears. She’s not wearing the veil over her face, so I can see all the emotions as she gives him a big, watery smile.

She’s so happy.

She’s been alone for a little under twenty years now. That time was spent making sure I had the best life, that I was loved and cared for. I never wanted for her attention, never felt like I wasn’t loved. She’s easily my best friend and favorite person.

This is why I’m hesitant to tell them about Grayson and me. Not because I don’t think she wouldn’t accept us eventually, but there is still a chance it will cause issues between her and Mark and cause her unhappiness.

I shouldn’t be thinking like this after the way Mom reacted to me dating two men.

But how will she feel about me being with four?

We plan on telling her, but not now. She’s been so happy planning for the wedding. We want them to enjoy this time, and when it’s right, we will tell them.

Because I won’t keep dating these men in the dark if I don’t have to. This fucking society be damned.
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The ceremony was amazing. Their vows to each other had me crying like a baby. I could feel Grayson’s eyes on me the whole time, but I didn’t look at him. I couldn’t. Because if I got caught in his eyes, any of my men’s eyes, really; the whole room would know exactly how I feel about each of them.

For the past forty minutes, Mom and Mark have been getting photos taken, leaving the wedding party ones for last since there are only a few of us.

Seeing the two of them playing around, laughing, and smiling gives me hope that this is what I can have with my men. Our relationship might be very different from most, but I don’t see any reason why we can’t have it all.

“Alright, husband and wife, you stand there just like that,” the photographer instructs. “Grayson, Sadie, you two stand between them.”

We move forward, stepping between our parents. I take my mom’s side, Grayson his dad’s.

I can smell his cologne with how close he is. It smells so damn good. How can I get turned on just by the smell of him?

“That’s it. A little closer, please.”

We all move in, and I have to swallow a gasp when I feel a hand on my ass. He gives it a hard squeeze, and I’m thankful no one is around to see.

Taking a shuddering breath, I see him smirking out of the corner of my eye. “Grayson,” I hiss under my breath.

“Yes, little sister?” he asks, looking over at me with a wicked gleam in his eyes.

Yeah, I’m fucked up because the way he’s looking at me as he calls me that has warmth spreading in my belly. Damn this man right now.

Swallowing hard, I look towards the photographer and do my best not to look affected by the fact that my stepbrother is caressing my ass the whole time we take photos.

When we’re done, the photographer asks for some solo ones of just Grayson and me before asking for some of us together.

“Don’t do it,” I mutter under my breath as he steps up to my side, placing his hand just above my ass.

“Do what?” he asks innocently.

“Grayson.” I glare up at him. But my hot-as-hell boyfriend just smirks down at me, his black hair falling over his eye. My finger twitches to reach up and brush it out of his face.

“Yes, Pretty Girl?” he murmurs.

Damn it. I can’t look away. His eyes have me hooked in his wicked little web.

Licking my lips, my heart pounds in my chest, wishing we were alone right now.

Grayson leans in and whispers in my ear. “I can’t wait to get you alone tonight, Pretty Girl. I want to see how good your pussy looks wrapped around my cock as I fuck you in this sinful dress you’re wearing.”

My eyes flutter closed, and I know I’m fucked. At least my panties are.

He pulls back with a smug grin, knowing what his promise for later has done to me, before looking back to the photographer.

Would the photographer think I’m crazy if I ask her to edit out my perky nipples? Because they are so damn hard right now, I know they’re pressing against the fabric of my dress and are on full display. I’m going to kill Grayson for this.

If not, I’m going to have to get my hands on the photos before our parents do.

When the photos are done, we head to the venue for the reception.

I’m going to have to do my best to keep my distance from Grayson, not because I don’t want to be around him, but because I don’t think I can trust the reactions that he’s enjoying provoking from me.

“You okay, Sunshine?” Collin asks as I get into the passenger side of his car.

He came along with his mother for the photos.

“No,” I sigh, closing my eyes as I lean my head back against the headrest. “Grayson is making it his mission to get me all hot and bothered. It’s dirty because I don’t want to be turned on while I’m supposed to be playing his sister for the day.”

Collin chuckles, starting up the car and pulling out into the street. I shoot him a glare. “Not helping.”

“Are you all hot and bothered?” he asks me, pulling his eyes off the road for a moment to look at me. “Did he get that pretty pussy of yours all wet?”

“Fucking hell, Collin. Not you, too,” I groan, clenching my thighs together.

The asshole just chuckles as he turns the music on. I roll my window down enough to feel a nice breeze against my heated face.

We’re not far from the venue, so we get there in less than five minutes. Mom and Mark went in a limo, and Grayson went in his own car. The pout he gave me when he offered me a ride back, and I told him no, that I was going with Collin, was adorable.

What did he expect? If I went with him, I’d probably be having sex with him in the back seat by now.

Collin pulls into the parking lot, picking a spot on the other side of the lot, farthest away from the building.

“Why are you parking so far away?” I ask. “Walking in these heels that far is going to be a bitch.” I hate heels and can not wait to get out of these as soon as I can.

“I didn’t want anyone to interrupt or hear us,” he answers, turning off the engine and turning to face me.

My brows furrow. “Hear us? What are you talking about?”

“I don’t want anyone hearing your sweet moans as I fuck that wet cunt with my fingers. Grayson went and got you worked up. I wouldn’t be a good boyfriend if I let you go in there all needy, now would I?” he asks, cocking his head to the side as his hungry gaze eats me up. “You look so fucking stunning tonight, Sadie.” His voice lowers. “Like always.”

“I didn’t stand a chance, did I?” I sigh as if I’m annoyed, but I’m not. A thrill shoots through me.

This is risky. Someone could be watching us right now. Someone working for his father.

But this was just a ride to the reception by a family friend. Nothing about it is suspicious.

Except the fact that he wants to bury his fingers inside my pussy and make me drip all over them.

He gives me a wicked grin. “Pull your dress up to your knees, Sunshine.”

Swallowing hard, I say fuck it and do as I’m told. It’s not like we’re going to have sex, it’s just him sliding his fingers under my dress. No big deal, right?

“Now, we need to make this look as casual as we can. Just in case someone is nearby, it’ll just look like we’re sitting and talking. And not that I have my thick fingers inside that sweet cunt of yours, until your creaming all over my fucking hand.”

“Holy hell, Collin,” I groan, letting my head fall back against the seat. I widen my legs, adjusting my position to give him a better angle.

He shifts closer, leaning on his right arm as he turns his body to look at me.

“Stop looking at me like that,” I whisper, licking my lips.

“Like what?” he grins.

“Like you want to devour me. We’re supposed to be casual. That look isn’t casual.”

“But I do want to devour you,” he murmurs low and husky as his left hand glides up my inner thigh, making me shiver as I suck in a breath.

Grabbing onto the armrest of the car door, I try to steady my breathing as his fingers push my panties to the side. “Already soaked,” he groans. “Grayson really did get you worked up.”

I bite my lower lip, moving my eyes to look out the front window. I take a few deep breaths, trying to keep calm, but it’s hard when he brushes the tip of his fingers against my swollen clit, making me whimper as I try to clamp my thighs against his hand.

“Ah, ah,” he tsks. “Legs open, Sunshine.”

My breathing starts to pick up as I open my legs for him again. We both groan as he slips two fingers into my pussy, the stretch being just what I needed.

“Now, just sit there like a good girl and let me make you feel good. We've gotta make this quick, or people are going to get suspicious.”

“Okay.” I nod quickly, my fingers digging into the armrest.

He starts to thrust his fingers in and out of me, deep and slow, while his thumb works my clit. “That's it, baby. Fuck, you’re taking my fingers so good.”

“Collin,” I moan. “You're not helping.”

He chuckles. “Seeing how you're already dripping over my hand, I say I’m very much helping. Plus, we gotta keep our mouths moving, make it look like we’re talking.”

“Fuck,” I gasp, closing my eyes. “Fine.”

“Eyes open, Sunshine.”

Forcing my eyes open, I keep my eyes facing the front.

I can hear how wet I am, the sounds of my soaked pussy as he thrusts in and out of me, filling the small space around us and mixing with our heaving breaths.

My nipples are pressed hard against my dress, my body breaking out in a sweat.

The warm feeling in me is growing with every thrust of his fingers.

“You like this, baby? You like the way my fingers fill this pretty little cunt?”

“Yes,” I moan. “So fucking much.”

In and out, they glide, driving me fucking crazy.

“Oh,” I gasp when he curls his fingers against my sweet spot, making a jolt of pleasure flash through my body.

“There it is,” he sighs, sounding proud of himself. He gets to work, fucking me faster, hitting just the right spot over and over again, his thumb working my clit perfectly.

“I can feel your walls quivering around my fingers, Sadie. Cum for me, Sunshine. Be a good fucking girl and do as you're told.”

“Fuck,” I whimper. “I’m so close. Don’t stop. Fuck, don’t stop.”

“Wouldn't dream of it, Sunshine,” he purrs.

His thumb flicks back and forth over my clit, and that pressure builds and builds until I can’t take it anymore. “Collin,” I moan, falling over the edge and shattering on his hand.

My body tenses, and my pussy pulses. It’s not a crazy powerful orgasm, but fuck, it feels good. And it’s just what I needed to take the ache away.

“Such a good girl. That's it. So good,” he praises while working me through my climax.

I’m sweating, breathing heavily when he pulls his fingers free, fixes my panties, and pulls my dress down.

“Better?” Collin asks.

“Much,” I sigh contently and smile over at him.

He grins, shooting me a wink. “I love you, Sunshine.”

“I love you too,” I say softly.

He gets out, making his way around the car to open my door. “Let’s get in there.”

I take his hand, letting him help me out. I’m disappointed when he pulls it away, but I know anyone could be watching. I walk in front of him towards the building.

Unable to stop myself from getting another look at my sinfully sexy boyfriend, I glance over my shoulder and gape at him when I find him sucking his fingers clean.

“What?” he asks, raising a brow. “Got something sticky on them.”

My head snaps forward, and my body flushes. Asshole just chuckles. Fucking hell. How do I know this reception isn’t going to end without more sex? I just know it. With these men, it’s unavoidable. Not that I’m complaining.

When we get inside, I find Grayson waiting nearby. Collin slips past us and into the hall.

Mom and Mark are waiting to be announced.

Grayson comes to stand next to me as we get ready to go in first. “What took you so long? We were about to come looking for you,” Grayson whispers.

“Sorry,” I whisper back. “I needed to take care of something.”

“Like your pussy?” he hisses. “Your cheeks are flushed like you just got fucked.”

“I didn’t get fucked,” I hiss back, looking over my shoulder to see Mom and Mark laughing and talking as he holds her in his arms. They’re so damn cute. “At least not with a cock,” I mutter.

“Did Collin finger you in the car?” he groans.

“Maybe.” I give him a look. “Someone needed to take care of what you started.”

He glares at me, about to say something, but then we’re being announced as the wedding party.

“Talk later.” I wink as my name is called.

“You're damn right we will.”
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The night ends up being one of the most fun nights of my life. So many memories were made. Mom didn’t ignore me for her new husband, joining me and my friends for almost every dance.

Sadly, Preston isn’t here, but I’m not surprised. I invited him, but he said his father didn’t approve of him attending the reception. He thinks his dad despises my mom. But I have no idea why. Maybe it’s Mark? Either way, he’s not here, and I’m disappointed. Maybe it’s for the best because it would suck to have him here and not be able to hang out with him too.

But I don’t let it get me down and ruin my night. We laugh, take photos, have an amazing meal, and eat some awesome cake. The whole night is perfect.

It’s also filled with sexual tension. Between dancing with Declan all night, the knowing looks Collin gives me when no one is looking, and the way I can feel Grayson’s eyes on me all night, my hormones are out of whack.

Grayson hasn’t come near me since we walked into this room, sitting next to his dad while I sat next to my mom. He hung out with Declan and Collin while I hung out with my friends.

That's why I’m not surprised when Grayson grabs me by the arm and pulls me towards the exit as I’m leaving the bathroom.

“What the hell are you doing?” I hiss, struggling to keep up with him.

He says nothing as we head into the dark and towards the limo parked outside. He opens the door and looks at me with wild eyes. “Get in.”

My belly swoops, and I do as he says. He climbs in after me.

“Grayson,” I start as he pulls the door shut. “What are you–”

He shuts me up by pulling me into his lap so that I’m straddling him. Grabbing the back of my head, he kisses me hard. “Fucking hell, Pretty Girl,” he growls against my lips as he goes in for another punishing kiss that turns my insides to lava. “You’ve been driving me fucking crazy all night.” We both groan as he grips my hips, grinding me down on his stiff cock. “Feel that? Feel how fucking hard you make me. Watching you dancing in that dress drove me fucking feral. You’re a little tease, you know that?”

“I didn’t mean to be,” I pant out as I start to shamelessly rock against him.

“You damn well know exactly what you were doing. Locking eyes on me as you ground against Declan on the dance floor.” He pulls me back so he can open his pants and pull out his erection. “Is this what you want, Sadie? To be fucked? To have that little pussy filled with my cock?”

“Yes,” I say without hesitation.

“God, you’re so fucking sexy,” he growls before crashing his lips against mine.

I whimper, eager to have him inside me. We’re a mess of hands and lips as our kiss turns sloppy while we move my dress out of the way.

Finally, the tip of his cock presses against my entrance, and we both let out a moan as I sink down onto his shaft, taking him all the way to the hilt.

His dick stretches me, and I sigh, because fuck, he feels so good inside me.

“Ride me, little sister.” He grins as he grips my hips and starts to rock me on his cock. I moan, eyes closing.

“Stop that,” I breathe out.

“What? It’s true. We’re brother and sister.”

“Step,” I pant in correction as I start to work my hips faster.

“Still. Isn’t it kind of hot?” He licks his lips, grinning. “Knowing how forbidden this is. As much as I can’t wait to be out in the open with you, sneaking around, being naughty, and doing all the filthy things has been fucking hot.”

He’s not lying. It has been. The whole taboo aspect of it has always gotten me hot and bothered. I’ve come to accept I’m a little messed up.

“We shouldn’t be in here,” I gasp as he thrusts up into me. “This is our parents' limo.”

He grins. “I know.” And then he’s holding me up, thrusting into me over and over again. “You’re so fucking perfect, Sadie,” he grunts between thrusts. “You drive me mad in all the best ways. Sometimes, when I’m away from you, I feel like I can’t breathe.”

My eyes fill with tears as liquid pleasure fills my veins.

“You're everything to me, Sadie. You're mine. I’ll fight for you until the day we fucking die. I won’t let them take me away from you. I won’t let anyone tear us apart.”

“Grayson,” I whimper as I lean forward, kissing him. He tangles a hand in my hair, pulling on the strands. I gasp into his mouth, letting his tongue slip in as he pounds up into me.

“Mine, Sadie. You’re fucking mine,” he growls, kissing me again.

I hold on to him for dear life, feeling that ache in my core growing hotter.

“You’re mine too, Grayson,” I cry out. “Mine.”

“Fuck, yeah, I am,” he growls, pulling me down as I move my hips back and forth, forcing me to take his cock deeply. “I fucking love you, Pretty Girl.”

“I love you too, Grayson.” My heart swells. When I’m with each of my guys, I always feel complete. Even if everything’s a mess, they make me believe it will be okay.

“Fuck!” he snarls. “Fuck I’m going to cum. You’re going to take it like a good girl and cum for me too.”

“Yes.” I nod.

“Good girl.” He rocks me faster, my clit grinding against him over and over.

I feel myself rushing towards the edge.

My nails dig into his shoulders, lips parting to cry out, but he kisses me. I come apart in his arms, sobbing into the kiss as his lips work feverishly against mine.

It’s like I soar to heaven and float back down again, stars bursting behind my eyes as a powerful orgasm hits me hard. I shake in his arms, pussy clamping around his cock.

He curses, thrusting up into me a few times before following me over the edge.

“Fucking hell, Pretty Girl,” he groans, cock pulsing inside me, filling me up with his hot cum.

I collapse in his arms, and he wraps them around me, holding me close.

The only sound in the limo is our heavy breathing as we come down from our high together.

“Now it’s my turn for you to walk around with my cum dripping down your thighs,” he chuckles when we can finally breathe normally again.

I laugh. “You're so bad.”

“The baddest.” He grins against the side of my head before giving it a kiss. “I love you, Sadie.”

I smile, my cheeks heating. “I love you too.”

“Me and you forever?” he asks, a bit of vulnerability in his voice.

“Yeah,” I whisper, praying like crazy it becomes reality. “Forever.”


Chapter 27

Sadie

“Have you seen Preston?” I ask Declan as he sits down next to me at the lunch table.

“No,” he responds. “Not today.”

“Haven’t seen much of him since the wedding,” I sigh, leaning my head against his shoulder. He wraps his arms around me and pulls me into his lap.

I smile up at him, loving this public display of affection. I don’t care if people watch and whisper.

“There's a lot going on with him. Between his dad, Tina, and studying for exams, he’s very busy.”

The mention of Tina makes my stomach turn, and I look for her without meaning to.

“I’m worried about him.”

“Me too,” he sighs. “He’s not the same. He seems more stressed. He looks like he’s hardly getting any sleep. Any time I ask him about it, he tells me he’s fine. He’s not fine.”

“Should we talk to him together?” He opened up on Thanksgiving, but since then, he’s closed himself off again. I think it’s the stress of everything that's going on. I wish he would just come to us. He should know by now that we want to be there for him. We love him, and if this is going to work out between the three of us, he’s going to have to know it’s okay to ask for help.

But he’s Preston. And the more we push, the more he’s going to close off. Thanksgiving was a rare moment of vulnerability with him.

We didn’t hear from him for a few days after that. But then he showed up at the club, walking in while I was riding Declan.

At first, I was shocked, but then I noticed the look of hunger in his eyes. I knew something big was about to happen.

And fuck was it ever life-changing.

Some of the hottest sex I’ve ever had was between two men I care about so much.

It was the turning point between us. The start of something new. Or so I thought.

The next day, it was like it hadn’t happened.

I’m trying to be understanding. I know out of all of us Preston has it the worst. I just wish he could leave Tina and be happy. Even if it’s not out in the open with the two of us. But he won’t stand up to his father. He won’t risk his father taking it out on me. It shows how much he cares about me, and I love it. But I also hate that he has to go through it.

“As much as it sucks, I’m not sure we’re really going to get anywhere with Preston while his father still has control over him and while he’s engaged to Tina.”

“I know.” A wave of sadness settles over me. We finally have him. We finally got the words we’ve been craving from him. Only we don’t get to keep him. At least not right now.

“We’re all stressed,” Declan says. “Studying for exams has been slowly draining us, and then there’s the actual exam week. Let’s get through this first. One day at a time, okay?”

“Yeah, one day at a time.”

But when will the day we get to be happy come? A week, a month, a year from now?

Just thinking about it makes me want to claw at my skin.

“You haven’t touched your pizza,” Declan points out, gesturing to the plate.

“Not hungry,” I sigh, leaning my head against his chest. “Too stressed.”

“Me too.” He kisses the top of my head.
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It’s Christmas morning, and I’ve been up since five. I woke up and was too excited to go back to sleep.

I love Christmas. The decorations, the music, the food. Everything.

Last year, it was just my mom and me in our cozy little cottage with presents under our tree of homemade ornaments. It was the same as all the years before. Wake up, open stockings, have breakfast, open gifts, then watch a Christmas movie while supper cooks, eat, watch another movie, and then go to bed. It was something I looked forward to.

This year, with all these new changes, I’m not sure what to expect.

The tree isn’t the same. In the living room, Mark has a massive ten foot tree put up with so many properly placed and expensive ornaments.

I mean, the house looks amazing, like Christmas puked all over the place. But everything seems too fancy. My vision of Christmas looks like Santa’s workshop with greens, yellows, and reds. Not blues, white, and gold.

This isn’t my house, so I have no right to complain. But it makes me miss the cottage. Renovations are done, and it’s ready for me to move back in. Only I’m not sure if I want to.

I’ve come to enjoy living here. Seeing Grayson all the time has been fun. I don’t hate the way he enjoys waking me up every morning, and my friends started coming over here, so I’m seeing them more.

After the past month of cramming for exams and hardly having time to see anyone, even the guys, it’s nice to know that I get a few weeks to just relax and enjoy life.

My life is just perfect. Just kidding, it’s still a fucking shit show. Hell, with every new day, it seems to be going further and further downhill. All because there's still a very big looming threat that seems to have all of our lives in a choke-hold.

Collin says his contacts have dug up a lot on his dad, but nothing that he can use against him just yet. If he hits him now, and it doesn’t go as planned, it could ruin everything. They’re waiting for that smoking gun of evidence.

Thankfully, it’s been awhile since he’s bugged Collin. Collin hasn’t gotten a call from him since the time he went to meet with his dad.

So, I’m guessing it’s a safe bet to say that we’ve been keeping a good enough distance outside and inside the school to not draw suspicion.

It’s been hard, but I go over to their house whenever Mom does, and I’ve gotten a few more of our special meetings with him in his office.

The guys have been texting me, complaining about how they don’t think it’s fair that Grayson gets to see me more than the others as of late. He loves to piss them off and respond with ‘brother privileges’.

Things between Declan and me are amazing. He’s so damn sweet and loving. I just hate that I haven't seen much of him, or any of them, for a while between studying for exams and then exam week.

They wanted to study together in a little study group, but I knew right away there was no way I’d be able to be alone with my men and keep our hands to ourselves.

I can guarantee the only studying that would have been done was anatomy.

As for Preston, we’ve been taking things slow. Unfortunately, unlike Collin, their father has been riding Preston’s ass. He’s been having to go do more and more things with Tina. She’s like a dog with a bone.

It’s like ever since I went public with Declan, she’s made it her mission to make Preston’s life miserable by playing the loving fiance. Like she can tell her time with him is limited, and she’s not willing to go down without a fight.

All of it is affecting Preston. He’s become more and more quiet, his smiles seem forced, and he looks tired. The only time I feel like I get to see my Preston is on the rare occasions when I catch him staring at me with a heated look in his eyes.

Neither Declan nor I have been able to further our relationship with him because we haven’t had a chance to have any alone time with him.

Preston moved back into his father’s house full-time. His life now is all about school—which is the only time we see him—and then going home to do whatever his father asks of him.

The fight in him has vanished, and I don’t know why. What is his monster of a father doing to him that has him giving up?

It has Declan and me worried. We want to move forward, but how do we do that when we know Preston is still keeping things from us?

There’s a knock at my door. “Come in,” I call out, flicking on the bedside lamp.

The door opens, and I grin when I see Mom step inside. “Hey, honey.” My eyes light up when I see her holding a big stocking.

“You remembered,” I cheer excitedly.

“Of course I did,” she laughs. “I’d never forget.”

“Come.” I pat the bed. “Because neither did I.” I lean over and grab the stocking I made up for her and place it on the bed. She smiles, laughing softly as she comes over to sit on my bed as we open our stockings.

“How are you doing, my girl?” Mom asks me after we’re done.

“I’m good.” I shrug, wishing with all my heart that I could tell her everything about what’s going on in my life. Sometimes, just for the smallest moments, I wish my life was the way it was before. Where I didn’t have to worry about anything except if I was going to pass a test or if Raymond wanted to drag me out to do something I didn’t like.

I shut those thoughts down fast because my life before, in a way, was worse than it is now. Sure, I didn’t have anyone putting a target on my back, but I didn’t have a man who loved me, made me smile, put me first, and made me their whole world, either. Let alone four.

Even if it’s hard—sometimes, hard isn’t even the word to describe it—they’re worth it. Being able to be held by them, touching them, kissing them. It’s worth it.

“How is it that you’re going to be twenty already?” she smiles. “You’re growing up so fast. Where did my little girl go?”

“I’m still here.” I laugh. “I’ll always be your little girl.”

“Damn right.” She grins.

We’ve talked a few times about some of the big changes in my life, mainly my new boyfriends. She’s amazing and really is okay with the fact that I’m dating two men. She just cares that I’m happy and being safe. Gotta love reassuring your mom that you’re still on birth control.

Honestly, I’m glad I am. With the amount of sex I’ve been having, I’d be knocked up already. And as much as I’d love to be a mom someday, that day is not anytime soon. Give me another eight years, and I’ll be good to go.

I’m just living day by day at this point. With my life being a shit show, I do not want to add a baby to that.

“Mom.” I nervously play with the wrapping paper spread around my bed. “I know you’re fine with my dating Collin and Declan. Something I still can’t get my head around, by the way.” I laugh, shaking my head.

“Hey, I’m a cool mom,” she teases, sounding like Regina’s mom from Mean Girls, and we both laugh. “If you wanna live the poly lifestyle, as long as you're happy and you all treat each other good, it’s your life, Sadie. I will love and support you no matter what.”

My nervous flutter in my belly as I lick my lips. I want to ask if that means my stepbrother, too. But I think better of it. That’s not something I want to bring up on Christmas day. Soon. Soon, we will tell them.

“So, you wouldn't be upset if I was seeing someone else.”

“If you mean Preston. No.” She grins.

“You know?” My brows furrow.

“Seeing how you’ve turned a broken boy into a lovesick puppy, yeah, I think I’d say I know.” Then she gives me a guilty look. “And I may have overheard a small bit of your conversation on Thanksgiving when I came to check on you to let you know supper was ready.”

“Oh.”

“I wasn’t eavesdropping, I promise,” she rushes out. “When I realized it was a very important conversation, I left right away.”

“So you know that both Declan and I want something with Preston.”

“I’ve assumed as much.” She nods.

“And you don’t care.”

She grabs my hand, giving it a little squeeze. “This life we’ve found ourselves in, it’s scary. I’m not going to lie. I’ve grown up around these people, so have you. You know how it can be. But you want to know the best thing?”

“What?”

“We’re not them. We’re happy with what we have. We don’t need to lie and scheme to get it. We work hard and are decent people. I’m not saying everyone is bad, but well...”

“Most are in some way?” I finish for her.

“Yeah, pretty much,” she sighs. “Money changes people. I believe the saying that says money is the root of all evil is pretty accurate in most cases.”

“But not with Mark,” I say, but it’s more of a statement than a question.

She grins. “No, not Mark. He’s a very rare gem. And because we’re not like them, we don’t need to hold ourselves to high standards like they do. We’re free to make our own choices, to be happy and live our lives the way we want. I’m assuming the boys have engagements?”

“Kind of? Declan broke his off already.” I grin.

“I’ve heard,” she laughs. “Boy, did that cause a lot of talk. But his parents seem pretty okay with his decision. I’m glad. But don’t let them talk you into taking Mia’s place.” She raises a brow.

“Don’t worry. No talks of marriage have been made.” I laugh.

It’s also something I haven’t talked to any of the guys about. The more I think about it, there are a lot of things we haven’t talked about, since we’ve been so busy and overtaken by the obvious danger lurking.

“And the others? I know Collin’s father has been after him to marry.” She laughs as if it’s a joke. “As if that man will do anything his father says.” She gives me a serious look. “Stay away from him, Sadie. Stay away from Bradly Jones. He’s not a good man. And you’re taking not only one of his sons but both.” She swallows hard, looking away for a moment, a haunting look on her face.

“Mom, is everything okay?”

She turns back with a forced smile. “Everything’s fine,” she answers. “Just make sure Preston knows what he’s doing, okay? I will be by your side in whatever you want to do. But choosing not to marry someone in this society, it’s not that easy. Their parents have these things set since birth. It’s barbaric if you ask me, taking your child's right to live their own life as they choose.” She shakes her head. “Maybe that’s why I’m so accepting of whatever you choose to do. I’ve seen so many people who look hollow and fake, putting on a show for the world because they’re not happy. They’re not in love with the person they were forced to marry. Sometimes arranged marriages work out, sometimes they fall in love with each other, but more often than not, it’s not like that.”

“I know. It’s what Preston is trying to avoid.” Dread pools in my stomach. “It’s just not going to be very easy for him. But he’s trying to find a way.”

Little does she know, the man she’s warning me against pretty much has a hit out for me. If I tell her, she’s going to be against me being with not only Preston but Collin, too. It would cause a lot more complications. It’s best if I fill her in once everything is figured out.

“I hope he’s able to.” She gives me a sad smile. “I don’t want to see you and Declan get hurt.”

“What do you mean?”

“If he’s forced to marry whoever he’s contracted to, I don’t want you to be his mistress. You deserve better than that. Both you and Declan. It’s no life for anyone. It’s just filled with heartache and pain. It’s also not fun to find out the man you’re married to has another person on the side. Don’t be that person, Sadie. I might not be able to speak from experience, but I know people who can.”

Carol. Collin’s dad cheated on her with Preston’s mom.

“It’s not going to be like that,” I assure her.

“I hope not.”

It’s not, right? He’s going to leave Tina. Once their father is dealt with, he’s going to be mine and Declan’s.

Right?
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Eventually Mom and I head downstairs, going straight to the kitchen. We make a big breakfast, and by the time we’re done, the men have made their way down.

“It smells amazing in here,” Mark compliments, entering the kitchen, Grayson trailing along behind him.

When he sees me, he gives me a sleepy smile.

I bite my lip, knowing our parents aren’t paying attention, too busy being newlyweds and kissing under the mistletoe. Literally, Mark placed it over the stove because he knows Mom loves to cook and it’s a place she’s at a lot. Corny but adorable.

There are about ten others scattered around the house, too. Grayson has been sneaking kisses all week. Each time, it makes my heart race. Like right now as I take him in.

He’s in Christmas PJs, a black shirt with candy cane bottoms. But his tousled black hair and hooded, sleepy eyes are far more attractive than I thought they would be.

“Morning, sis,” he taunts with a teasing edge, voice thick from sleep, which sends a shiver down my spine.

“Merry Christmas,” I say back.

“Let’s eat, then we can do presents,” Mom says, placing the whole works on the table. Pancakes, french toast, bacon, eggs, and toast.

“Fuck me, this looks good,” Grayson groans, sitting heavily into the chair.

“Grayson,” Mark scolds his son. “Language around the ladies.”

“Oh, trust me, Sadie has a dirty mouth on her.” Grayson grins wickedly.

My eyes widen; thankfully, our parents don’t pick up on his real meaning.

“It’s true. Sadie swears like a sailor most days,” Mom agrees.

“Hey,” I protest. “I do not.” She gives me a look. “Okay, maybe. But I’m an adult. We’re allowed to swear.

“Yeah, we are.” Grayson chuckles, and I shoot him a glare. The asshole just winks. But he’s my asshole, so I can’t help the heat that pools in my belly.

We talk about what we got each other in our stockings and that I have one to give to both Grayson and Mark later.

When we’re done, we clean up and head into the living room to open presents. But when we get there, I frown, not seeing any of them under the tree. “I swear I put some under there last night,” I point to the bottom of the empty tree.

“Yeah, we may have moved them.” Grayson chuckles.

“To where?” I ask, then look around the room. My eyes widen, and I gasp when I see what’s on the other side of the room. In the opposite corner sits another tree. And as I slowly move over there in shock, I realize it’s not just any tree. It’s Mom’s and my tree. The artificial one we’ve been using for years, decorated with all of our mismatched ornaments.

“Mark.” I hear my mom say, emotion in her voice like she’s about to cry.

“What’s this?” I ask, spinning around to face Mark and Grayson.

“We know that there’s been a lot of changes with us blending our families. And we wanted to make sure your first Christmas was something you would enjoy and remember. So, Grayson here–” He puts his arm around his son’s shoulder. “Came up with the idea of putting your Christmas tree up. And next year, we can go get new decorations that you two enjoy. I didn’t stop to think that maybe our plain Jane style might not be to your liking.” He winks.

My eyes find Grayson, and I really try not to cry, but it’s hard. I just fell in love with Grayson Taylor.

He smiles at me softly, hands in his PJ pockets, looking almost sheepish.

In seconds, I’m over to him and wrapping my arms around his neck. “Thank you,” I murmur against his chest, hoping that a hug like this doesn’t look weird to our parents. He did something nice, after all. It’s normal to express happiness with a hug, right?

He hugs me back and leans down to whisper in my ear. “When will you see that I plan on giving you the world, Pretty Girl? Just you wait.”

Yup. It’s official: I’m irrevocably in love with this man.
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Later on in the day, Grayson helps Mom in the kitchen while I hang out and read one of the new books he got me.

I’ve been texting with the guys, wishing they could be here to celebrate with us, too. Declan is spending it with his parents, and he’s actually very excited about it. Normally, they’re off on vacation somewhere on the other side of the world. But this year, they stayed and spent it with Declan. I’m glad he gets to have this. I haven’t met them yet, but they seem to be changing, in a good way, from what Declan originally told me about them. It’s nice to see not everyone in this world is heartless and cold.

I know where Preston is and what he’s doing today. But I’ve been doing my best not to think about it. Knowing he’s around Tina, someone who makes my life hell and takes pleasure in my pain, makes me sick.

It’s knowing he hates her with every fiber of his being and doesn’t let her touch him that makes it bearable. I still fucking hate it.

He wished me a Merry Christmas and said we would talk later. I haven’t opened our chat since, too worried I’d ask how it’s going and he’d confess something that would ruin my whole day.

I’m going to see Collin after supper. They normally would have come over here, but Carol insisted we spend today as a new family and made plans for New Year's Day instead.

“Hey,” Mark says, stepping into the living room.

Looking up from my book, I smile. “Hey. How’s everything going in there?” I ask, referring to the kitchen.

“Good,” he chuckles, moving to take a seat in the chair across from the couch. “Your mother is a saint when it comes to him. I know he’s a handful and more chaos than help, but I think he really enjoys helping your mom in the kitchen.” He sighs, looking away for a moment, seeming to be lost in thought. I place my book down, feeling like there’s an important conversation about to happen. He looks back at me. “Grayson has been without a mother figure for a long time. I think I've done pretty okay raising him myself, but I think there was always something missing, you know?”

Emotion gets stuck in my throat because I do know. I never got any time with my dad. I never got to experience what it would be like to have a father figure in my life. Mark is the closest thing I’ve had.

“I’m glad Mom can be that for him.” I give him a genuine smile. “I know she loves him.”

“And you?” he asks me, making my eyes widen for a moment. Does he know? “How are you two getting along?”

I relax for a moment. “Good.” I nod. “We’re friends. Good friends. It’s been an adjustment living together, but it’s been fun.” Not a lie.

“I’m glad.” He grins. “Grayson always wanted a little sister to bug.” He chuckles. “I’m glad he has you.”

Oh boy, does he have me. Just not in the way you think.

“I’m glad to have him too.” Again, not a lie.

“There’s something I want to talk to you about,” he says nervously.

“Okay?” I move to sit up, giving him my full attention.

“I know we haven’t had much time to get to know each other, but I think it’s safe to say that you’ve become a pretty big part of my life.”

“I’d say so.” I grin.

He chuckles, shaking his head before he continues. “You’re family, and I see you as a daughter.” A fist wraps around my heart. “You may not feel the same way, but I hope one day you do.” He smiles sheepishly, and it’s pretty cute. “As you know, this world we live in is pretty cutthroat. I want to make sure that you are given every opportunity and make sure you’re protected in every aspect. The Taylor name holds a lot of power in this world, could open up a lot of doors, and provide a bit of a shield for you. I know you don’t live the way most of the kids at your school do. It’s one of the things about your mother that I fell in love with,” he chuckles. “That being said, the Taylor name means something.”

“Okay...” I say softly, not too sure where he’s going with this.

“You don’t have to feel pressured to say yes. You won’t hurt my feelings. This is all new, and if you need time, that's understandable. If it’s not something you’re ever comfortable with, that’s okay too. But I want to ask anyway.” He pulls out something from his jacket pocket and places it on the coffee table between us.

My brows pull together, and I grab the manila folder and open it.  Skimming the page, I read a lot of legalese, but the one thing that is clear is that these are adoption papers.

My eyes snap up to his, and my heart thunders in my chest. “You want to adopt me?” My voice cracks a little.

He nods his head. “Like I said, Sadie. I see you as a daughter. Even if you’re not there yet. I’d love to get to know you more and build up that bond. Your mother means the world to me, and you do too.” Damn it. My goal was to not cry on Christmas. “If anything, use the name as a safety net. You don’t have to change your last name or anything. Evans was your father. And while I didn’t know him well, I know he was a good man. It's a wonderful last name. Just being officially a part of the family can offer just as much as being an actual Taylor. No pressure. Just think about it, okay? Everything is signed on my part. All you gotta do is sign your name and send it in since you’re a legal adult.”

I’m left shocked as Mark comes over, bends down, and kisses the top of my head like a dad would his little girl before leaving me sitting there stunned with the papers in my hand.

“What the heck just happened?”

He wants to adopt me? Me? Why? I’m almost twenty. There’s no point, right?

But he said he wanted me to be a part of the family, officially. Right?

His name holds power. Safety. If I was a Taylor—in the official sense—would that help the situation with Preston and Collin’s father? Would he be so quick to threaten me?

My head spins with this new information that is going to require a lot of thinking.

I like Mark. I like being a part of this family. Everything about our families blending together has felt right.

But if I’m officially his daughter, what would that mean for Grayson and me? How would the world react when it finds out Mark Taylor’s adopted daughter is fucking his biological son.

No. I can’t think about this right now. Not today. Not on Christmas.

Closing the folder, I grab it and head upstairs, placing it in my nightstand. Once I have more time to think about it, then I’ll make a decision.

For now, I’m going to go downstairs, enjoy supper with my family, and then go over to see Collin.


Chapter 28

Collin

“Would you relax?” Mom laughs as she watches me pace the room.

“No,” I scoff. “Because this needs to be perfect.”

“It’s going to be. You have a tree full of presents for the girl.”

“Presents she would have opened this morning if you didn’t threaten me and make me stay home.”

“I didn’t threaten you.” She rolls her eyes with a grin. “This was their first Christmas together as a family.”

“We’re their family, too.” I stop pacing and shoot her a look.

“Yes, we are. But this is different.” She talks to me like I’m a child. Okay, maybe I’m acting like one, but still. I want my Sunshine here with me. I hardly get to see her as it is, so sue me that I’m beyond excited to see her for the holiday. And I’m not going to feel sorry for spoiling her. It’s not with things like jewelry and designer bags. It’s all the things she loves and enjoys. My girl doesn’t care about materialistic things, and I can accept that. I also respect it.

“She texted me that she was on her way over.”

Mom stares at me for a moment. “I’m proud of you.”

That has me pausing. “Thanks?” My brows furrow. “But for what?”

“For being you. For standing up for yourself. For knowing what you want and going for it. You’re a good man, Collin. And I can see how much you love Sadie. What I’m most surprised about, though, is how you’re not going all caveman about her being with other men.”

“I did,” I mumble. “Didn’t go over well for me.”

Mom laughs. “Now that I’m not surprised about. Sadie isn’t the type of girl to sit by and take it.”

“No. She’s strong, smart, and knows her worth.” I just hate that she’s had to go through so much bullshit. Things I should have been able to prevent and protect her from.

“The perfect woman for my son.” She smiles, pats me on the arm, and leaves me to my impatient pacing.

My phone rings, and I quickly look at it, thinking it’s Sadie. But when I see the caller ID, my stomach sinks. What the fuck does my father want?

He hasn’t tried to contact me in months.

It rings and rings, my finger hovering over the decline button. But if I do that, it will only piss him off.

Letting out an annoyed huff, I answer it.

“What do you want?”

“Is that any way to greet your father?” he growls.

“How can I help you?” I say through gritted teeth, trying not to lose it on him.

“It’s Christmas, can’t I just call my son and see how he’s doing?” I pause, knowing he’s full of shit. “Someone must have gotten coal this morning to be so grumpy,” he chuckles teasingly, and I want to strangle the fucker. “Unfortunately, I’m not just calling to chat. You’ve fucked up, Collin.”

Dread fills me. “I don’t know what you mean. I’ve done what you asked. I’ve stayed away from Sadie outside formal meetings.”

“While that might be true. You were doing so well. Until your little slip-up at the wedding.”

“The wedding?” Fuck. Fucking fuck.

“Your little show in the parking lot with the girl. You couldn’t just keep your hands to yourself, could you? She's a taken woman, Collin. You're a taken man. Do you have no shame?” he tsks. My heart pounds, a wave of nausea hitting me. If he saw, if he knows, what is he going to do to Sadie? I’m too terrified to ask. If he even thinks about hurting her because of this, I will go to his house and put a bullet between his eyes right fucking now and pay the consequences. I’d rather spend the rest of my life in jail than see any harm come to my Sunshine. “Of course you don’t.” He laughs again, and my hand grips the phone so tightly the screen cracks, but the call keeps going. “Because you’ve been doing so good at keeping away from her, and it’s Christmas, I’ll give you this one-time lenience. I won’t do as we talked about before,” he continues, making sure to keep things vague to cover his tracks. “But because I can’t trust you to do as you’re told, the wedding will be moved up.”

“What!” I bark. “You can’t do that.”

“I can and I will,” he snaps.

“When?” I growl.

“New Year’s Day. Be at the chapel at noon, or you won’t like what happens next. Don’t disobey me, Collin,” he warns dangerously.

He doesn’t give me a chance to argue before hanging up on me.

My chest heaves, anger coursing through my veins. “Fuck!” I roar, sending my phone crashing against the wall. It shatters into pieces, but I don’t fucking care.

I hate him. I fucking hate him, and I want him to die. He’s a twisted man; the shit I’ve dug up on him has me sick to my stomach, especially since I have his DNA.

But what I have is not enough. I can’t take it to the police because it won’t stick. I could get them to open an investigation, but my father would just find ways out of it like he has before.

The cops have been trying to pin him with something for a while, but nothing ever fucking sticks.

We need one thing, one golden fucking ticket that could get him locked up for good. Rosie’s contacts are working on it, and they have an idea for a lead but haven’t fucking told me anything more yet. Whatever it is, it better fucking be enough to nail him. Or I’m going to just be done with it all and fucking kill him myself. I can’t keep living like this.

I’m stressed all the time, worried that something is going to happen to Sadie. I can’t be there for her, because if I’m caught, game over.

But we were caught. I was stupid and couldn’t keep my hands off of her. I fucked up. Now I don’t know what to do.

New Year's Day is only six days away. There’s no fucking way I’m marrying that woman.

Grabbing handfuls of my hair, I try to think of what to fucking do. But I can’t come up with anything; my brain is spiraling, and I’m fucking panicking.

The doorbell rings, and my eyes snap over to the door. Fuck. Sadie.

Rushing over to the door, I swing it open to find her gorgeous face smiling up at me. “Hey,” she greets, stepping inside. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be here sooner. I didn’t want to leave my mom to clean everything up and—Collin?” her brows furrow. “What's going on? You look like you're seconds away from exploding.” That’s because I am.

“My father called,” my voice comes out low and gruff.

Her face falls. “W-what did he have to say?”

“We fucked up. No.” I shake my head. “I fucked up. Someone saw us in the parking lot at the wedding.” Her face pales, fear twisting her features. I don’t like that look. I never want her to be afraid of anything. It’s my job to keep her fucking safe!

“Is he going to–”

I stop her question. “He’s not going to fucking touch you, Sadie.”

“So he’s just going to let it go?” she asks in disbelief.

“No,” I growl. “The bastard moved the wedding date up. And we don’t have anything solid to use.”

She’s quiet for a moment, blinking at me. “When?”

“New Year’s Day.”

“What?!” she shouts. “No. Collin, no.” I hate the break in her voice. “Please. Don’t marry her.”

I step forward, taking her face in mine. “I’m not going to,” I promise. “Never. There’s no one else for me but you.”

“I don’t get it. Your family is a lot more powerful than his. Maybe we should tell your mom. She could help.”

“No.” I shake my head.

“Collin, there’s power in names! The Killian name is far more superior than Jones.”

“What would she do? Get a restraining order on him? For what? He hasn’t done anything to warrant that. Words don’t work in this world, Sadie. Money talks, not mouths. And yes, my last name holds power, but yours doesn’t. That’s why he’s using you against me because he thinks he has nothing to lose by taking out the grounds keeper’s daughter.”

She starts to pace, not saying a word, while I’m losing it. I feel out of control. Nothing is going right. I might have a fuck ton of money, but even that won’t be enough to get me out of this one.

“I have an idea,” she offers, pausing to look up at me. “It’s crazy, so fucking crazy, and I think it might cause more drama than we already have, but it could work.”

“What? What is it?” At this point, I’m willing to try anything as long as I don’t have to marry that woman.

She licks her lips, stepping closer to me as she takes my hands in hers. “Do you trust me?”

Without hesitation, I growl out, “With my life.”


Epilogue

Preston

I don’t want to fucking be here. At least I don’t want to be here with her.

It’s the New Year's Eve masquerade ball. A big lavish party that’s held for the Elites for the midnight ball drop.

Before, I’d spend these parties drinking and fucking my way through the night.

This year, the only thing I want to do is be by Declan and Sadie’s side. But because my father is literally the fucking devil, I’m here with Tina.

“Preston,” she whines. “Dance with me.”

“Are you fucking stupid?” I snap. “We just got here. They haven’t even announced the couples yet.

“But I’m bored,” she huffs, sticking out her bottom lip.

I want to fucking rip it off and feed it to a fucking dog.

Every moment I have to spend near her sends me deeper into a dark place that I’m working so fucking hard to stay out of. If I go there, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to get out.

I need to stay strong for Sadie and Declan. They deserve it. They’re worth it.

Yet, with every passing day, I can’t help but wonder if they would be better off if I was just gone from this world. It would solve a hell of a lot of their problems.

“Then go talk to your friends or something,” I mutter, heading straight for the bar.

“You better fucking dance with me tonight,” Tina hisses like a cat before storming away.

Only when she’s gone do I feel like I can finally breathe. I order my drink and down it in three mouthfuls. I’m going to need to be drunk if I’m going to get through this night.

Collin better have a fucking plan here soon, or I don’t think I’m going to last long enough.

Just as I’m drowning in my own self-pity, I see Declan, and my heart starts to race like a herd of wild horses.

He enters the room, looking painfully handsome in his black suit and red tie. Grayson is next to him, suit jacket open, but at least he has a shirt on underneath this time.

I head over to them. “Hey.” Declan’s eyes snap over to mine, and his cheeks turn pink as he smiles.

“Hey.”

He’s so damn cute I could fucking eat him up. I want to kiss him, to listen to him moan against my lips, beg me to fuck him, and fall apart around my cock.

I’ve been a fucking jackass lately. They’ve given me a chance to prove myself, to be with them. But I’ve been distant, quiet. It’s not because of them. It’s because I’m losing myself. I’m so tired. So done with life. They don’t deserve that, don’t deserve to have me as their burden. Even though everything in me wants to ask them for help, to beg them to save me. To ask them to stop the poison that is spewing in my mind, which is slowly taking over every cell in my body.

“Have you seen Sadie?” Grayson asks, breaking the eye contact between me and Declan.

“No. I thought she would be here with one of you.”

“She’s been weird since Christmas night. I haven’t seen much of her, and her texts are very vague.”

“Did something happen?” Declan asks.

“I don’t know,” Grayson growls. “I don’t know anything about what’s going on with her, and I hate it.”

“We can talk to her tonight. I know she’s been staying at Collin’s place. Maybe she just needed some time with him. You know she hardly gets to see him,” Declan suggests.

“Maybe,” Grayson sighs.

“You can’t complain. You live with her. You get to see her every day.”

“Don’t be jelly, Preston. It’s not a good color on you. Also, you have no room to talk. You finally got your guy and girl but have been ghosting them ever since. What gives, Jones?”

“Grayson,” Declan warns

My fist clenches, anger rising within me. Anger. At least it’s some kind of emotion.

I don’t get a chance to punch him in his stupid face like I want to because the announcer starts talking.

“Can I have your attention, please?”

I don’t pay attention, I’m too busy looking for Sadie. Even though everyone has masks on, I could easily spot her in a crowd.

“Mark Taylor,” I hear the announcer say in the background. “And his lovely bride, Erin Taylor.”

“Do you think Sadie is going to look like her mom when she gets older?” Grayson asks. “Because if so, I wouldn’t be disappointed.”

“Fucking hell, Grayson. Stop being weird. Isn’t she like a mom to you now?” I sigh, turning around to search the other side of the room.

“I mean, yeah, but it’s not that I want to fuck her. My dick only works for Sadie, thank you.”

“Where is she?” I hiss, still not being able to find her.

“Collin Killian, formerly known as Collin Jones.” My whole body freezes.

“What the fuck,” Grayson hisses.

My eyes snap over to the massive set of stairs where the couples are being announced.

“What the fuck does he mean, Collin Killian?” My brows pinch in confusion. “When the hell did he change his last name?” I ask, but my eyes stay on Collin.

He stands tall and proud as the room breaks out in whispers. “And his new wife—”

My eyes find him, and everything around me goes black. My ears buzz, and I feel like I’m high, losing my mind right now. Sadie steps into view, wearing a long elegant black dress, the red mask I gave her in place as her blond hair spills down over her shoulders. “Sadie Killian.”

This can’t be real. This can not be fucking happening. Please tell me my brother did not fucking marry Sadie.

––––––––

To be continued...

Find out what happens next in Triumphant Kings, the third and last book of Boys Of Kingston Academy.
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